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Traci was enjoying the summer. The 18 year old had graduated from high school in June and was waiting for college to start in the fall. She was working evenings, allowing her to work on her tan during the day. Her parents' house sat at the end of a cul-de-sac, backing up to woods on three sides. This permitted her to tan topless on the back deck when she expected to be left alone...like today.
Traci was tall and thin. She had a great body, with full-but not overly large-breasts and long, well-toned legs. Her shoulder length blonde hair was usually pulled tight behind her head when she laid out. It contrasted brilliantly with her bronze body.
I watched her daily routine for two weeks using powerful binoculars from the far edge of the woods. Her parents wouldn't be home for several hours and she had no brothers or sisters. The only visitors she might get were friends who wanted to use the hot tub, and that didn't happen often.
Today I would visit her. But I wouldn't be the only one who would enjoy the feel of her soft body.
I waited until I knew she would be up, but not yet out back. She wore headphones from a portable CD player when she tanned and I knew entering the house after that would be difficult. I walked up to the front door and rang the bell.
With my fake water company ID badge attached to my work shirt and carrying my gym bag full of "supplies", I waited anxiously. I heard a chain lock sliding open before the door itself opened. Traci stood in a long t-shirt, leaning awkwardly from behind the door.
"Hi. I'm with the city water department and we're calibrating all the new water meters," I said rapidly, as if reading from a script. "It shouldn't take more than a minute in the basement. Can I do it now, or should we re-schedule?"
Traci looked at me blankly, then stammered, "Uh, sure."
I stepped in before she could think about it. As she closed the door, I dropped my bag, reached into my back pocket and pulled out a large hunting knife. I threw my body against hers, pressing her tightly against the door. My left hand covered her mouth and the knife poked her in the side. I raised it to her throat, letting her see it briefly.
"I will kill you if you make a sound or try to move. I'm going to take my hand away from your mouth. If you make a sound, I'll cut your throat wide open. Ready?"
She nodded. I removed my hand from her face, but pressed harder with the knife. She gasped and raised her chin.
"Good. Who else is here?" I asked.
"Nobody," she replied.
"Is anybody else coming?"
"Maybe two friends in a couple hours. My parents will be home later."
"Is there a bedroom on this floor?" I asked her.
"Yes. Two," she said.
"Take me to the largest one."
I moved aside to let her walk ahead. I picked up the bag and followed her, the knife between us. Her shirt fit loosely, but curved nicely around her ass with each step she took.
We walked down a short hall before entering the master bedroom. Ahead of us was a king size bed with a large, brass headboard. Chairs and tables flanked the bed, along with tall wood dressers. I threw the bag on the bed and unzipped it.
Looking at Traci, I said, "Get undressed."
She stood motionless, looking at the knife and then at me. When I didn't move, she put her trembling hands on the bottom of her shirt and pulled it over her head. She wore a light green bikini that tied behind her neck and on her hips. She slowly reached behind her head, untied her top and pulled it off, revealing her beautiful, tanned tits. After placing the top on the bed, she pulled the string that tied one side of her bottoms, then the other side. She held it in place with her hands momentarily before letting it fall between her thighs. A small patch of light brown hair was neatly shaven above her pussy. Traci placed the bikini on the bed and clumsily placed her hands in front of her.
"Turn around," I told her.
She turned her firm, round ass toward me. It was pale compared to the rest of her body, but had obviously been tanned at some point.
"Get on the bed," I said.
She climbed onto the bed while I moved her clothes to a chair. Reaching inside the bag, I pulled out a pair of handcuffs.
"No, please," she cried. "Don't hurt me. Please."
"Oh, this won't hurt. Before the day is done I suspect you'll feel more pleasure than pain," I said. I walked around the bed and cuffed her right wrist to a rail of the headboard. Then I moved the bag to the chair with her clothes, leaving just the naked girl on the bed.
I started to undress. She watched at first, then turned her eyes away and sobbed quietly. When I was done I climbed on the bed and kneeled at her side. She rolled away from me, her legs tightly held together. I ran the fingers of one hand up the back of her thigh and over her ass. She flinched at the first touch. Her skin was wonderfully smooth and warm. She rolled back toward me a little to expose less of her ass.
My hand moved up to her breast. I cupped it in my palm, feeling the hardness of her nipple. I rolled it between my thumb and finger, then traced the outline of the bottom of her breast. My hand slid down her stomach, over the inside of her thigh and back up to her pussy. I forced my hand between her legs and ran my finger over her clit. She tried to move away from my hand, but I wrapped it over her pussy and continued to manipulate her ever-enlarging clit.
I leaned over and put my mouth over her right tit, licking her nipple gently. Traci was now flat on her back and her legs had separated by accident or choice. Either way, I had access to her entire pussy and my hand worked frantically over the area. I sucked on her boob and used my free hand to push it further into my mouth.
I was almost fully erect by this point and anxious to feel her pussy wrap around my cock. I inserted my finger into her, feeling the wetness and warmth. I rolled on top of her and put my knees inside of her thighs. Once again, it took very little pressure on my part to get her to separate her legs. I lowered my body onto hers, aware of her boobs pressed firmly against my chest. My face rubbed against Traci's and I could smell her hair.
With my right hand I guided my rock hard cock to the entrance of her pussy. She tried to squirm away when it first made contact. She whimpered "No, no" and attempted to pull her hips away from me. I pinned her free arm against the bed and pushed my body further onto hers. The tip of my cock entered her. Another push and I was half way in. She gasped when I plunged the remainder of my cock into her pussy.
Her efforts to escape exhilarated me. I started to fuck her harder. I moved my hands under her thighs and pulled her legs up to my waist. My balls slapped against her each time I thrust forward. She was moaning now and her resistance was fading. Every now and then she tried to pull out from under me, but I just pushed myself further into her each time.
I reached up under her ass with my right hand and felt for her clit. When I touched it she inhaled audibly and held her breath. She let it out at the same time she pushed her hips into mine. I rubbed her throbbing clit and felt the first indications of my orgasm. I put my hands on her ass and pulled her up. With her back arched off the bed, I pumped into her quicker and quicker. Her pussy was wet with her own juices. I groaned as cum sped through my cock.
"No, please," Traci said.
The words were all I needed to explode. Cum shot into her in long, heavy streams. I pushed harder-our bodies pounding into each other. Her legs were wrapped around the outside of mine and she squeezed tight. Half a dozen times I felt cum flow into her pussy.
She was silent. But I knew she hadn't cum. I also knew there would be time for that and it would be good if she was left unfulfilled now. My cock grew softer and I pulled out of her. I laid my head on her breasts and put a nipple in my mouth. It was hard and warm. Her hips rose slightly when I licked it. She's ready, I thought.
I rolled off of her, slid off the bed and got dressed. Traci lay on her side with her legs tucked up. Her breasts hung deliciously; her little ass sticking out behind her.
It was still several hours before her parents would be home. I grabbed the knife, walked out to the family room and turned on the TV. I watched for about half an hour before being startled by the ringing of the front door bell. Putting the knife in my back pocket, I went to the door. Two young people, a boy and a girl both around 20, stood on the porch.
"Hi. Is Traci here?" the girl asked. She wore a tank top over a colorful bikini top and cut off shorts.
"Yeah. I'm her uncle. Come on in," I said.
The boy was tall and muscular, with a deep tan. He, too, had on a tank top and shorts.
As soon as the door was closed, I had the knife out. I held it just inches from the boy's ribs.
"No sudden movements," I said. "No screams. Walk straight ahead, down the hall and into the first room on the right."
They did as they were instructed, entering the master bedroom. The girl exclaimed, "Traci", and stopped. She quickly turned around and looked at me. I motioned with the knife to walk further into the room.
"I take it you've met," I said. "Unfortunately, we may not have time to use the hot tub, but I think you'll like what we have planned. Now take off your clothes."
The boy and girl stared at me with disbelief. I sat in a chair and waited. Finally, the boy kicked off his sandals. The girl did the same and they each took off their shirts, then their shorts. Neither one moved for a moment until I told them to keep going. The boy pulled down his boxer style swimming trunks while the girl removed her top. He was certainly well endowed, even in his limp state. The girl was taller and bigger than Traci, with her breasts being no exception. When she took off the bottom of her suit the fullness of her body became more evident. She was well proportioned, but not overweight in the least.
After telling the boy to sit in the chair across the room from me, I pulled a pair of handcuffs from the bag and told the girl to fasten his hands behind his back. When she was done, I said to her, "Traci, here, needs some attention. I believe she wanted to cum earlier and I wouldn't let her. Why don't you help her out. Get on the bed."
The girl slowly climbed into the bed, kneeling next to Traci.
"She likes to have her tits sucked and licked. Why don't you start there first," I said.
"No. I can't," she said quietly.
"Yes you can," I said, rising out of my chair. I put the knife directly in front of her breasts, which she covered with her arms. "Or you will be cut open from your throat to your pussy."
She turned to face Traci and I sat down. She lowered her head towards Traci's chest and braced herself on the bed with her hands. The girl's large breasts swung freely under her. When she was just above Traci's breasts, she moved one arm to Traci's opposite side so that she now straddled Traci with her hands. I saw her look at Traci one time before putting her mouth over Traci's left breast. Her tongue flicked out and lightly brushed against Traci's nipple. She did this a couple times before wrapping her lips around it. Traci closed her eyes, her free hand grabbing at the bedspread under her.
The girl put more of Traci's breast in her mouth and sucked on it. When she opened her mouth, her tongue ran across and around the nipple, which was now protruding noticeably more than before.
I let this go on for a few minutes, then said, "OK. Get between her legs and use that tongue on her pussy. Make her cum."
This time the girl didn't look at Traci before moving down the bed. She got between Traci's legs, which opened for her without any urging required. The girl's round ass was near the bottom of the bed, pointing upward. Her companion had watched the proceedings with interest, I noticed, and was now semi-erect. He continued to watch as the girl placed her head above Traci's neatly shaven pussy. The girl's tongue touched the outer edges of Traci's pussy lips and Traci uttered a mixed sign and moan. The girl put her arms under Traci's raised legs. But she didn't need to raise Traci's body to her face. Traci was doing that for her.
The girl's tongue and mouth explored the pussy from bottom to top, stopping at Traci's engorged clit. She licked it several times, swirling the tip of her tongue around it. Her mouth wrapped around it and Traci moaned louder. The girl made long sweeping motions with her tongue from the bottom of Traci's pussy to the top. The girl's long hair fell over Traci's hips.
By now the boy in the chair had an erection pointing up at a 45-degree angle. My own cock pressed uncomfortably against my shorts.
The girl continued her attack on the wet pussy. When she stopped at Traci's clit and put her entire mouth over it, I knew it wouldn't take much longer. Traci raised her hips and the girl put her hands under Traci's little ass. She pressed her head down while pulling Traci's body up. Traci arched her back and began a rhythmic thrusting.
"Oooohhh," Traci sighed. "There."
The girl was concentrating on Traci's clit entirely now. Traci's body shook periodically with tremors from the approaching orgasm. She straightened her legs, then bent them again and spread them as far as she could. Her ass was a foot off the bed when she screamed, "Yes. Yes. There. I'm cumming."
The girl never stopped licking and sucking as Traci bounced frantically on the bed. "Oooohhhhhh, yes. Aaahhhhhh," Traci cried. Then a series of short, inaudible grunts were made each time she thrust upward off the bed. A final, prolonged moan came from Traci as her body stiffened and her legs straightened, the girl's head caught in a vice between them. "Yes, yes, yes," was all Traci said as the orgasm peaked and subsided.
When Traci's body went limp, the girl put her head on Traci's thigh and kissed it, wiping her mouth dry in the process. Traci's eyes were closed, her breasts heaving up and down with her heavy breathing. The two girls lay motionless for a moment. The boy stared at them, his hard cock pointing straight up.
I pulled out the key for the handcuffs and threw it on the bed. I told the girl to unlock the cuffs on the boy. She got up and I saw her hesitate just for a second when she saw his eight-inch erection. After taking off the cuffs, I told them to get on the bed next to Traci.
"Get on your hands and knees," I told the girl. Looking at the boy I said, "She's all yours. Do her from behind."
They moved into position, Traci watching from on her back while still cuffed to the headboard. The girl's large breasts hung from her chest and her ample hips and ass pointed invitingly toward the boy behind her. He moved forward, his knees inside her thighs. His cock swung above her ass and rested on it briefly. He positioned it under her and the girl parted her legs a little further. I couldn't see her cunt from where I sat, but it must have been wet already, as the boy needed only one preliminary probe before he slid in up to his balls.
The girl moaned as his shaft disappeared into her. He put his hands on her hips and started to fuck her. The sound of their bodies making contact with each of his thrusts filled the room. The bed began to rock with their motion. Every now and then the girl lowered her head, then raised it again, pushing her hair out of her face. Her mouth opened and closed, but little sound was made.
I told the boy to play with one of the girl's breasts. He seemed too glad to move his hand under her and put it around her right breast. He kneaded it roughly before squeezing her nipple. The girl gasped when he rolled the large, red nipple between his fingers. Then he once again tried in vain to put the entire tit in his hand. He pressed it hard against her chest, much of it extending out beyond the width of his palm. His other hand was caressing her ass, perhaps subconsciously squeezing it until imprints of his fingers could be seen on her tan skin.
"Play with yourself," I said softly to the girl, while leaning towards her. Her right hand instantly moved between her legs. It lightly touched the boy's cock before finding her clit. She began massaging the area and dropped her head to the bed.
The boy was slapping furiously against her butt now. Without warning, he grunted loudly and halted his penetration deep inside her. He pulled out slowly, then rammed into her with brutal force. Another grunt and he repeated his attack on her cunt. Three more quick thrusts were followed by another plunge deep inside her.
"Oh, yes. Squeeze it again," he stammered. Apparently the girl was flexing her cunt muscles around his thick cock. "Yeah, yeah...that's it."
He was pounding her again; his eyes closed tightly, his face contorted. The couple's movements caused Traci's breasts to sway back and forth beside them. The boy groaned loudly, incoherently, until a spastic "Ungh, ungh, aaahhhhhh" accompanied an exceptionally hard push into the girl's pussy.
He was cumming now. He rammed her, grunted hoarsely, and shot sperm into her over and over. The girl simultaneously issued a high-pitched shriek that could only signal her own orgasm. Her hips pushed backward and up to meet his plunging cock. The boy mauled her breast with his hand, his body leaning over hers. She buried her face in the bed, her body convulsing with waves of pleasure. The boy must have stopped cumming before her, but was trying desperately to stay inside her until she finished herself. Her hand continued to work on her clit and she jerked erratically with little orgasms for another minute or so.
The girl removed her hand from between her legs and collapsed to the bed. The boy remained on top of her, his spent cock in the crack of her ass.
My own cock was aching badly from confinement in my shorts and it was only a matter of time before I would decide which girl would service me next.
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Parties at the Watson place had been held for several years. They took place all year long, but the summer parties-around the pool and hot tub-were the best. This summer had been exceptionally hot and so were the parties. The crowd consisted of faculty from a half dozen local two-year and four-year colleges and a handful of students. Although invitations were never sent out, those who were welcome knew whom they were. Unattractive, overweight guests need not attend. If you were under 18, you didn't get past the door.
Traci was an incoming freshman at a nearby community college who had turned 18 in the spring. She was invited to tonight's party by Judy Clark, a 30-year-old professor at the school, and who also acted as Traci's counselor. The two were as similar in personality as they were opposite in appearance. Traci was tall and thin with shoulder length blonde hair. Judy was a short brunette, darker and curvier than Traci. Both women were well tanned from the summer. Judy had smiled at Traci earlier in the week when she said Traci would have ample opportunity at the party to show off her bronze body.
Before the parties were over, the vast majority of guests would be at least partially undressed. No female around the pool or hot tub would have a top on; either by their own choice or at the hands of a male guest. Nudity was not unheard of, but sexual activity was generally confined to the various rooms in the house.
Judy's full breasts had been enjoyed by many men at previous parties and she knew they would appreciate Traci's petite, hour glass figure...especially her small, round ass.
They arrived a little before 11 p.m. John Watson met them at the door and let them in with a welcoming smile. John was a muscular, athletic man in his mid 30s with broad shoulders under his tank top. He quickly eyed Traci's lithe body as Judy introduced her. John explained where drinks and food could be found, then left the women alone.
The house was filled with noise. Music, voices and laughter seemed to come from every corner. Judy and Traci proceeded to the bar. While mixing their favorite drinks, a voice called for Judy. From the door leading to the pool the women saw a couple waving to them.
"Oh, there's Linda and Tom," Judy said. "We'll be right there," she yelled to them over the din.
Linda was a tall woman in her early 30s with long, straight brown hair. The hair hung in front of her, partially covering her otherwise naked breasts. Tom was a slightly older man in a bathing suit, his arm around Linda's waist, a thumb inside her bikini bottoms.
With drinks in hand, Traci and Judy walked over to where Linda and Tom stood. Introductions were made and the four decided to sit outside by the pool and hot tub.
The area was busy with guests mingling, but the foursome was able to find a table and enough chairs for everyone to sit. Traci surveyed the patio and yard surrounding them. Large and small groups of people sat or stood in the dimly lit area. More than one couple could be seen standing with the man behind the woman, hands cupping her naked breasts, his bathing suit covered cock grinding against her ass. Beyond the pool, shadowy forms could be seen on the ground rolling on towels. At the hot tub, rules seemed to prohibit anybody entering with a bathing suit on.
Traci saw Judy eyeing what appeared to be a student in his early 20s entering the tub, his thick cock swaying freely as he stepped in. When the young man sat down, women on both sides kissed him, their hands out of sight.
Traci's and Judy's attention was brought back to their table when Tom said, "I'm glad you could make it Judy. I hope you plan on taking your usual swim before you leave."
"Yes, Tom. I'll take my shirt off for you if you want," Judy said smiling. Tom laughed.
Small talk was exchanged and Tom offered to get new drinks for everyone. Traci and Judy agreed on refills and Tom disappeared into the house. He returned a few minutes later and handed the drinks around. He watched the women and smiled.
About fifteen minutes later, he said, "Let's go inside. I want to show Traci some of the special rooms they have in there. You'll love this." Traci looked at Judy, who smiled and nodded.
They moved toward the house, weaving through the crowd with drinks in hand. Traci immediately felt lightheaded, but passed it off as strong drinks. By the time they got to the door, she had difficulty finding the step up. She bumped into Judy, who said with a slur, "Oops, I lost my balance." They staggered into the house and the noise, both seeing a whirling blur of light.
"This way," they barely heard Tom say. He was walking in front of them, looking back. Linda trailed behind. They entered a hallway and Traci instantly felt claustrophobic. She reached out with her free hand and touched the wall. Judy stumbled over Traci's foot and nearly fell. Their drinks splashed over the edge of the glasses. Neither could focus further than three feet in front of them.
They followed Tom into a large, dimly lit bedroom. Both Traci and Judy grabbed the nearest piece of furniture to hold themselves up.
"Here," Tom said to Traci. "Take a drink." He took the drink from Traci's hand and put it to her mouth. Instinctively, or without the ability to refuse, Traci drank. He did the same with Judy.
Setting the drinks on top of the dresser Traci leaned against, he took her arm and led her to the side of the king size bed in the room. "Sit down," he said.
Traci obeyed. Her body went limp and her eyes began to close. Linda, meanwhile, had walked Judy to the opposite side of the bed and sat her down.
Tom looked at Traci and said, "Traci, I'll let you sleep but you need to get undressed first. OK?"
Traci nodded, but said nothing.
"Judy, can you hear me?" Tom asked.
"Yes," Judy said faintly.
"Can you do me a favor and get undressed so you can lay down?"
Judy nodded her head.
"OK, girls. Go ahead and start undressing. Linda and I will be here to help you," Tom said.
Without hesitation, both women began stripping. Judy pulled her tank top over her head, revealing a pair of firm, round tits. Traci had worn a bikini under her t-shirt. It covered a small portion of her ample, tanned breasts. She unsnapped and unzipped her shorts before sliding them down her legs. Tom grabbed them around the knees and pulled them off, along with Traci's shoes. Traci reached behind her and struggled with the bikini top's tie strings. She managed to pull it open and slipped out of the top. Her breasts, while not as large as Judy's, were nicely shaped with erect, pink nipples.
Judy removed her shorts and panties with help from Linda. Traci lowered her bikini bottoms until they slid down her legs and to the floor. Tom stared intently at the closely shaven, pale colored area around her pussy. Her hips and thighs were silky smooth and deeply tanned.
"Good," Tom said enthusiastically. "Now, go ahead and lay down."
The women simultaneously swung their legs up to the bed, scooted toward the pillows and lay on their backs. Traci could make out figures around the bed, but could not focus on faces. Her body felt warm. Tingling sensations ran through her legs and arms. She moved her fingers over her thighs, enjoying the light touch.
She and Judy heard Tom's voice through the fog that surrounded them. "Can you touch your breasts, girls?"
As if controlled by a machine, their hands moved to their tits and they began kneading them gently.
"Good. Does it feel good to squeeze your nipples?"
Both women put their nipples between thumb and forefinger and manipulated them. "Oh, yes," Judy murmurred.
"Does that make you horny?" he asked.
Traci nodded in consent. Judy moved her right hand down to her pussy and massaged her clit.
"Traci," Tom said softly. "Play with your pussy for me."
Traci's legs separated slightly. Her hand found her pussy lips and followed them up to her clit. She slid her middle finger up and down until stopping on top of her clit. She made small circular motions over it, moaning softly.
During this process of self-arousal, Tom and Linda had stripped and a couple other guests had entered the room. Tom stood naked on Traci's side of the bed, his cock already semi-erect. He ran his fingers over it as Traci played with herself. He leaned forward and put his hand over her left tit. He traced around the base of her tit before cupping nearly the entire thing in his big hand. He squeezed it several times before once again stroking his cock, bringing it to full erection.
He climbed onto the bed and placed himself between Traci's legs. In a brief moment of reduced but clear awareness, Traci struggled to get out from under the object above her. But Tom grabbed her wrists and pinned them against the bed beside her head. He lowered his head and put his mouth over her left tit.
"No, no," she panted.
Tom sucked on the nipple, running his tongue back and forth over it. Traci's young breast flattened against her chest with the force of his mouth closing over it again. He licked her nipple harder. It was growing longer with each attack of his tongue and Traci's struggling was subsiding.
He moved to the other breast and pressed his entire body down onto hers. His hard cock lay between their flattened stomachs. Judy looked on from just a couple feet away, unable to comprehend what was happening next to her.
Traci was moaning softly now as Tom licked her right nipple. "Reach down and hold my cock," he whispered into her ear. He let go of her right hand and it found his thick cock between them. "Stroke it," he said, raising his mouth off her breast.
Traci's arm worked mechanically on his cock. Tom raised his body slightly to allow her better access.
"Put it on your clit," he told her. He moved down the bed a few inches so she could place the cock on her clit. With her hand still on top of his stiff cock, he moved up and down across the top of her pussy. Traci's eyes were closed and her mouth open, her breathing getting heavier and heavier.
Next to Tom and Traci, a naked student appearing to be in his early 20s was sliding between Judy's legs. His extraordinarily thick cock was fully erect, nearly touching his stomach. When the boy was in position and put his mouth on one of Judy's expansive breasts, she seemed to awaken and protested by hitting him in the side with fisted hands. The boy simply grabbed her wrists and stretched them over her head. With one quick motion, one wrist was handcuffed, the cuffs fed through the headboard railing and the second wrist cuffed.
When Judy cried out, "Stop, no!" Traci seemed to sense her surroundings better. She let go of Tom's cock and pushed up against his body. But he didn't budge. He simple moved his cock to the entrance to her pussy and inserted the tip into her. He could feel her wetness and warmth. One more quick thrust and he was inside her. Traci put her hands behind Tom's neck and hit him repeatedly.
"No, no," she breathed hoarsley.
Tom began fucking her more vigorously and Traci spread her legs involuntarily. The bed rocked with his movement. Judy was squirming under the boys oral attacks on her breasts, which swayed in rhythm with Tom's motion. Quickly, the boy positioned himself and drove his huge cock into her cunt. Judy moaned and arched her back. The boy plunged into her again, and she fell to the bed.
Traci was now gripping the back of Tom's neck with her fingers. Her long nails left red marks wherever they made contact with his tan skin. Tom reached down and pulled her legs up and placed them by his hips. Traci wrapped them around him, feeling just enough of the pleasure of his cock in her to want more. He obliged by ramming into her repeatedly, his balls slapping against her ass.
The boy next to them had, likewise, lifted Judy's knees and was penetrating her at a rapid rate. When he paused to lay on top of her while completely buried in her cunt, Judy pushed her hips upward and back to the bed attempting to continue the fuck session. The boy eventually started to pump her again, grunting loundly with each thrust.
Traci had moved her hand between herself and Tom and was playing with her clit. Within minutes, she was moaning more loudly. Her face showed the strain as she fought between repulsion and pending orgasm.
"Aaahhhhh, yes. Oooohhhhhhhh," Traci cried out.
She bit her lower lip and screamed again as her back arched off the bed. Tom placed his hands under her ass and pulled her up farther. He pounded into her and she clasped her hands behind his neck, trying to hang on.
"oh, oh, umh, ummmmm," signalled the beginning of her orgasm. In her mind she was screaming, but those in the room simply heard the moans of a woman releasing entirely. Her body shook with each surge of her orgasm, causing Tom to climax as well. He grunted even louder than Traci, driving his cock deep inside her. Long, white shots of his cum entered her womb. Over and over he shoved her down onto the bed, plunging his cock and his sperm into her.
The combined noise and rocking next to him caused the boy to erupt. He pulled out of her and stroked himself. The first string of cum reached her neck. The second spurt landed on her right breast, trailing a line of cum over her nipple and down her stomach. Three more shots landed on her breasts and stomach.
Tom and Traci both were collapsed on the bed, his limp cock laying on her thigh.
When the boy was finished coating Judy's front side with his cum, he stepped off the bed and was replaced by Linda. She immediately buried her face in Judy's pussy. Pushing Judy's legs farther apart, Linda began licking from Judy's cunt to her clit. Several more strokes over the clit caused Judy to stiffen her legs and shriek, "Oh, yes, there...there. That's it."
She pulled violently against her restraints and yelled again as she began to cum. Linda pressed harder against Judy, putting her entire mouth over the clit and sucking hard. Her tongue worked it feverishly as Judy experienced a body numbing orgasm. Joices flowed from her cunt as she gyrated in all directions around Linda's mouth. She began humping Linda's face until the last of the orgasms left her limp. She jerked in response to Linda's continued licking, but she was spent.
The women would wake up later, each covered in thick, white cum. Neither would remember the evening. Both would consider returning.
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Traci and her parents arrived for the two-day college orientation session early in the morning of the first day. Their first stop was to the dorm where they would be staying overnight. They would be in adjoining rooms-Traci's parents in one room and Traci and another incoming freshman girl in the other. The rooms were connected by a door that could be opened to form a suite of rooms.
The dorm supervisor this summer was a 24-year-old grad student named Matt. He had planned for this day for weeks in advance. All he needed now was the right combination of female students and parents. He needed to control room assignments, so he had volunteered to man the reception desk.
18-year-old Traci and her attractive parents were among the first to arrive, so Matt was a little hesitant to assume right off that they would make the best victims of his plan. But as the morning wore on, he was convinced he had concluded correctly that he couldn't do much better.
For Traci's roommate, he had chosen a 19-year-old brunette babe named Jill. He wouldn't need Jill's parents, which worked out well since only her mother accompanied her.
Everyone had met each other outside their rooms during the morning before leaving for the first activity of the day. Traci's 39-year-old father, John, couldn't help but give an extended gaze at Jill's athletic, curvy figure while his 37-year-old wife, Carol, couldn't help but notice his staring. She was used to his roving eyes, as long as he didn't touch.
It was well after dark before Traci, Jill and Traci's parents were back in their rooms. Security cameras on each floor allowed Matt to monitor their comings and goings from his office. With a small video camera in one hand and an impressively large hunting knife hidden in his back pocket, Matt knocked on Traci and Jill's door.
When the door opened, he stepped into the room quickly and asked the girls if they wanted to attend a party for dorm residents only. They accepted the invitation and Matt suggested they advise Traci's parents of where they would be going. Matt pushed the door closed behind them.
Traci walked over to the connecting door, followed by Jill and Matt. The door opened shortly after Traci knocked and she began telling her parents their plans. While this was happening, Matt withdrew the knife from his back pocket and stuck the tip gently in Jill's back. The girl jumped in surprise.
"Go into the room," Matt said firmly.
The two girls turned to look at Matt. He pulled the knife away from Jill's back to let everyone see it.
"Get in the room," he said with authority.
Traci's mother gasped as the girls walked ahead. When they were inside the adults' room, Matt closed the door. He placed the point of the knife inches from Traci's neck.
"If anyone screams, she dies," he said. The room fell silent, except for the sound of excited breathing. "Sit down on the beds."
The room consisted of beds on either side of the room, a table and chairs under the window at one end, dressers and two study areas nearer the door leading to the hall. Traci's parents sat on the bed opposite where the others had entered. Traci and Jill sat opposite them. Matt placed the video camera on a dresser and faced the other four.
"Welcome to your orientation. Tonight you're going to get a taste of college life," Matt said. "We're going to videotape this so you won't report what happens. I doubt that any of you would want to risk the girls' future by forcing me to send copies to school officials, the media and your hometown neighbors."
Matt let the threat sink in. Undoubtedly, each person in the room was picturing in their mind what he had in store for them. None of them probably anticipated what would soon become reality.
"Dad, why don't you stand up," Matt said to Traci's father. John had a very average body in height and weight, but the tan, muscular legs extending out of his shorts indicated he either ran or cycled for exercise. He stood just in front of where he sat.
Matt looked at Jill. "Stand up," he said. "Take off his clothes." Matt pointed the knife at John. With those instructions, Matt reached for the camera on the dresser, aimed it at the foursome and turned it on.
"You'll be happy to hear that the sound has been disconnected, so nobody will hear anything we say," Matt explained.
Jill had not made any movement toward Traci's father, so Matt repeated his demand to her. Slowly she took a couple steps forward and stood directly in front of John. Jill was about 5 feet 6 inches tall and was about a head shorter than John. When she lifted his t-shirt over his head, she was easily able to pull it up over his outstretched arms. John had a flat stomach with well-defined abs.
Jill timidly reached for the button on his shorts. Her hands plainly shook as she unbuttoned and unzipped the shorts. They easily slid over John's slender hips and Jill let them fall to the floor. John kicked them off and Jill bent down to remove his sneakers. When she stood back up, she looked at Matt.
"Keep going," is all he said.
Jill put her thumbs inside his boxers and lowered them nervously. She slid them down his legs. John stepped out of one side, then the other. His cock was thick, even though it lay limp between his legs. Matt noticed Traci and her mom both looking at the man's cock, before they looked again at Jill as if embarrassed.
"Good job," Matt said. He looked at Jill. "You may be seated." As Jill moved back to the bed, Matt caught Traci's eye. "Stand up, babe. I want your father to have the pleasure of undressing you."
"No, please," Traci cried softly.
"Yes," Matt said. "You'll thank me later."
Traci stood several feet in front of her naked father. Matt urged him to get started and he stepped forward. He put both hands around the bottom of her t-shirt and pulled it up, exposing Traci's thin white bra. He pulled the shirt over her head. Traci's shoulder length blonde hair fell neatly back in place as he removed her shirt. She was tall and thin, but her breasts were more than ample for her age.
John removed his daughter's shorts and Traci kicked off her sandals. Traci's long legs were perfectly shaped and ended at hips that quickly narrowed to a thin waist. She had on a pair of light blue high cut panties that showed just a trace of the outline of her pussy lips through the material. Her father told her to turn around and he unhooked her bra. With her facing away from him, he lowered the bra straps down her arms and laid it aside. She nervously folded her arms over her chest.
John proceeded to pull down her panties, revealing a tantalizingly small, round ass. Faint tan lines only accentuated the softness of the skin around her crack.
"Turn around," Matt told Traci.
With arms still crossed, she turned to face her father.
"Put your arms down. You certainly shouldn't be ashamed of those tits," Matt said. "Go ahead, Dad, feel them for us."
John looked at Matt disapprovingly, but obeyed without comment. His hands engulfed the girl's soft breasts and he kneaded them softly.
"Now reach behind her and feel her ass. It looks great from here," Matt instructed.
John did as he was told, once again gently caressing the girl's supple skin. His cock was now beginning to enlarge somewhat, especially after making contact with Traci's bare skin while reaching behind her. When her breasts lightly touched his chest, they separated and he awkwardly tried to keep his hands on her ass.
Matt allowed John to let go of his daughter, but instructed Traci to stroke her father's cock. Her small hand wrapped around it and didn't move. After a few seconds, she moved her palm up and down the shaft. Instantly, the cock began to grow until a couple inches of it was visible outside the girl's hand. It stood straight out from his body and the tip turned a light red.
Matt was now ready to get down to the real business he had planned so long for.
"You other ladies stand up," he told Jill and Carol. "I want you to strip for us. I think Dad wants to see more of you." Matt looked at Jill and smiled.
Jill and Carol moved so they had room to begin undressing while John and Traci stood nearby. Traci still held her Dad's hardening cock in her hand.
Matt told John to turn so he was facing Jill and Carol. "Now put his cock in your mouth," he said to Traci. "I trust you know what to do after that."
"I can't," she whined.
"Don't make me tell you the alternatives," Matt said.
She bent her knees and placed her face in front of John's cock. The other women had stopped to listen to Matt's instructions to Traci, but now began stripping. Traci held her father's cock with one hand and delicately put her lips around the tip. Carol and Jill stood in their underwear. Each one unhooked their bra and slid it off. Traci bobbed her head up and down John's thick shaft, moving to her knees on the floor. The other two women took off their panties.
Carol had an incredibly sexy body for her age. Although shorter than Traci, Carol had fuller breasts, curvier hips and an abundant ass. Light brown, neatly trimmed hair surrounded her pussy. Jill was even more attractive naked than Matt imagined. Her long brown hair flowed onto the tops of her breasts. A little waist moved down to smooth hips and a shaven pussy with just a strip of hair above her clit. Her stomach was flat and her ass nicely rounded.
Matt could see that John was now fully erect as Traci's mouth worked on it. Matt's own cock was pressing hard against the inside of his shorts. He told John and Traci to move to the bed nearest them. John's erect cock pointed almost straight up and swayed as he stepped to the bed.
"Go ahead and lay down," Matt told Traci. When she was on the bed, he told John, "I want you to cum. I don't care if it's in her or on her, but you're going to cum. Now get on top of her and start fucking."
The man moved onto the bed and hovered over his daughter's gorgeous body. He kneeled between her legs and hesitated.
"Put it in her," Matt said sternly. "You know you want to."
John lowered his body and positioned his cock at the entrance to her pussy. It was a massive, thick piece of red flesh and would no doubt stretch the 18-year-old girl's cunt to the limit. It would also probably give her the greatest thrill of her young life.
The tip of the cock disappeared between the folds of Traci's pussy lips. As this happened, Matt instructed Carol to lie down on the other bed and for Jill to join her.
"You're going to make her have the best orgasm she's ever had," he told Jill. "You can begin by working on those tits, then move down to her pussy. You'll know when to stop."
Jill reluctantly moved on top of Carol and placed her hand at the base of the woman's left tit. She pushed it upward while moving her mouth to the nipple. The pink tip and surrounding flesh disappeared into the younger girl's mouth.
Traci's father, meanwhile, had inserted his large cock into her tight hole. His initial shame was being overcome by the extreme pleasure he felt. The girl was getting wetter by the minute and his thrusts were increasing in speed and frequency.
Traci's breasts rolled back and forth like thick Jello on her chest. She lifted her legs so her thighs wrapped around John's waist. His hands moved under her ass to pull her even closer and he squeezed the tender skin.
Jill had licked and sucked on Carol's tits until the nipples were hard and red. She awkwardly moved down and placed her head between the older woman's thighs. Carol's legs were beautifully shaped and her inner thighs were smooth and soft. She spread her legs slightly so Jill could get her face closer to her pussy.
Jill ran her tongue lightly over the outer lips of Carol's pussy and up to her clit. She repeated this a couple more times and Carol closed her eyes. Her legs spread farther apart and her hands clutched at the sides of the bed.
On the other side of the room, Traci was moaning quietly as her father continued to fuck her. She grimaced as he rammed his cock into her, but she continued moaning and began thrusting her hips upward to coincide with his movements. A couple minutes later she was arching her back off the bed and holding onto the backs of her thighs. John lifted her higher. His balls fell against her ass each time he entered her.
"Aahhhh, ooooohh, no, no," she groaned. "No, stop, ungh, ungh."
Her father didn't stop. And Traci's moans filled the room.
"There. Now. Yes, yes," she gasped.
She shrieked as the first wave of her orgasm erupted through her body. Violently she pushed up against John's body again and again. Unrecognizable sounds came from her as she climaxed.
Her father couldn't hold back any longer. With a sudden grunt, he thrust into her, forcing her onto the bed. She held the sheets firmly as he shot stream after stream of hot cum into her. His raised his head, eyes closed, then plunged his cock into her little pussy half a dozen more times. Cum dripped down the inside of her leg as he continued spilling sperm inside her.
Traci's mother did not watch, but certainly heard, all that was happening in the other bed. It could not, however, take her mind away from the incredible feeling overcoming her from Jill's attention to her pussy and clit. When she heard John's familiar cries of orgasm, she instinctively wanted to cum. As he was finishing, she began. Her cries of pleasure and frantic movements made Jill hang onto Carol's hips. Jill forced her mouth tightly over Carol's clit and licked faster. Carol came often and hard. She rocked back and forth, occasionally rising off the bed to get her pussy closer to Jill's face.
"Oh, yes, yes, yes," she cried. "There, yes."
As John collapsed onto his daughter's body--his limp cock falling out of Traci's cunt--Carol was caressing the back of Jill's head. Finally, Carol's orgasm subsided and she lay on the bed motionless, except for the erratic breathing that caused her tits to rise and fall.
Matt was extremely horny from watching and listening to the two pairs of "victims". His cock was urgently trying to escape from the confines of his shorts. He kicked off his shoes, then took off his shirt and shorts. Left only in his boxers with a noticeable bulge in the front, he ordered Jill to stand.
"Move over by the desk and put your hands on top of it," he said, pointing to the desk under the window between the two beds. She placed her hands as told, bending slightly at the waist.
Matt removed his boxers, allowing his erect cock to spring upward. He moved directly behind Jill, put his hands on her hips and pulled her backward.
"Spread your legs," he said.
Jill's legs separated a little more. Her flawless ass pointed straight out, curving erotically down to her thighs. Matt could see her pink, moist cunt clearly. She was shaven except for a patch near the clit. He let his cock rest on the top of her ass.
Traci, her father and mother watched from their beds as Matt reached under Jill and put his hands on her tits. He squeezed the nipples hard and Jill flinched.
"Put me inside you," he said calmly.
He backed away slightly to allow his cock to slide between her legs. She did not hesitate to grab it with her left hand and place it at the opening to her cunt. Putting her hand back down on the tabletop, Jill steadied herself as Matt pushed. His cock slid in easily. When his abdomen was firmly against her ass, he stopped and enjoyed the feeling. He withdrew to the tip and entered her again. This time Jill moaned. Matt began a rhythmic pumping and the sound of their skin hitting against each other was heard.
"Play with yourself," he told her. "Make yourself cum."
She reached between her legs and put a finger on her clit. Slowly at first, she massaged it. Soon she was pressing it hard with two fingers, sometimes moving her hand down her pussy and back up to gain moisture.
Matt knew it wouldn't take him long to cum, but he wanted desperately for Jill to also cum. He stopped deep inside her and let her manipulate her clit some more before pulling half way out and continuing. Her body quivered as he squeezed her nipples again. She was close.
But, he couldn't wait any longer and groaned loudly as he came. He felt the cum flow up from his balls and spurt out of his cock. He put his hands on the front of her legs and pulled her back to him roughly. Twice more he plunged his cock into her and shot heavy loads.
Jill came with abrupt suddenness and fervor. Her body shook as she and Matt climaxed together. Their sounds of gratification mixed into one big cry. Jill's hand worked her clit feverishly after Matt stood motionless, his cock barely inside her dripping cunt. Eventually, she too was satisfied and could cum no more.
Before leaving the room, Matt grabbed the camera, repeating his threat of disclosure. None of the others had even reached for clothes. Matt smiled and wondered how long it would take before Jill's mother was asked to join the occupants of that room.
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Traci didn't usually jog this late in the evening at the high school track. But the recent heat wave had made it nearly impossible for her to run any other time during the day. The track and locker rooms remained open during the summer vacation for students, staff and former students. Traci, 18, had graduated in June.
Now she was standing in the girls' locker room shower, letting the water flow over her. She came in when the sun had set after about a four mile run. She ran her hands over her shoulder length blonde hair, tilting her head backwards to feel the lukewarm water on her face.
She moved her hands to her breasts and watched the water collect as she held her open palms under her nipples. She poured the water over the top of her full, firm tits, following it with her hands down her flat stomach and between her legs.
Her fingers passed over her clit, followed the folds of her pussy and found her cunt. She inserted a finger briefly, then moved back up and gently massaged her clit. She closed her eyes and relaxed.
Suddenly, a hand covered her mouth. A second hand grabbed her left wrist and yanked it behind her. The arm was pushed high up her back. Traci's muffled scream could hardly be heard above the sound of the shower. Her attempts to move were thwarted by a lifting of her left arm and the subsequent pain.
A soft voice said, "Be still and you won't get hurt. We don't want to harm you, but we will if we have to. Understand?"
Traci nodded. Her mind was racing. What was happening? Was that a woman's voice?
"I'm going to let go of your arm," the voice said. "Remain facing the wall."
Traci's arm was free and she let it hang by her side, the pain slowly subsiding. She could feel skin against her butt and her back. Water flowed between Traci and the attacker.
"I'm going to let go of your mouth. Don't scream."
The hand went away and Traci breathed in deeply.
"Turn around and face me," the voice said gently.
Traci turned and stood face to face with Susan Knowles, a math teacher at the high school. As water fell between them, Traci stared unbelievably at the naked woman in front of her. Susan was in her early 30s, thin and athletic, with long brown hair that now fell wet over her breasts.
"What is this?" Traci asked. "What do you want?" Over Susan's shoulder Traci saw another familiar face?Ken Swift, a 28?year?old assistant football coach at the school. He, too, was naked with a long, thick cock hanging semi?erect between his legs.
"You," Susan replied.
"You can't...you have to let me go," Traci said urgently, trying to step around the other woman.
Susan grabbed her with surprising strength. "Not yet. Do what we say and you'll get out of here."
There was a moment of silence as Traci took in her surroundings and evaluated her choices.
"Stand still," Susan said. She placed her hands on Traci's shoulders and ran her fingers down to the top of Traci's breasts. She traced the outer edges of Traci's tits before putting her palms over the nipples. She squeezed gently and lifted the breasts higher on Traci's chest. Then Susan let them fall back to their natural, full shape.
Susan leaned forward through the falling water to place her mouth over one of the tits. Her tongue flicked over the nipple and Traci felt it down to her pussy. As if on cue, Susan placed a hand over the younger girl's cunt and inserted a wet finger. Traci rose up onto her toes, then sank again onto the teacher's hand. Susan found Traci's clit and rubbed it gently. Traci shuddered when Susan bit lightly on one of her nipples.
"Get on your knees," Susan said abruptly.
Traci put her knees on the wet floor and faced the woman's pussy. Water flowed gently over the surface of the flaps of skin surrounding Susan's cunt. She inched closer to Traci's face.
"Make me cum," Susan commanded.
Susan placed her hands behind Traci's head and guided it to her body. The teacher spread her legs slightly. Traci could see the pink entrance to Susan's cunt and the enlarged clit above that. With water hitting her face gently, she placed her tongue on the woman's pussy. She moved up between the folds and hit Susan's clit. The woman sighed with delight as Traci licked it several times.
"That's the way, babe," Susan said. "Put it in your mouth."
Susan pressed Traci's head against her skin. Traci's mouth engulfed the area around the clit, sucking and licking with vigor. It surprised her when her own pussy began tingling with erotic delight. Traci lowered her mouth just enough to allow her to place her tongue inside the opening of Susan's cunt. Susan reacted by dropping her body a little onto Traci's face. When Traci returned to the woman's clit, Susan braced herself firmly on her long legs.
The teacher moaned loudly and above the sound of the shower Traci heard her say, "Yes. That's so good. Yes. There."
Susan told Traci to put her hands on Susan's ass. Traci enjoyed the feel of the woman's soft, round ass covered with streaming water. She squeezed it tenderly.
"Ahhh, yes. Right there. Harder," Susan said.
Traci closed her mouth tightly over Susan's erect clit and sucked. She felt a shudder run through Susan's body. The woman groaned, tensed to the point of shaking, and began her orgasm.
Susan shrieked and started rocking her body back and forth into Traci's face.
"Oh, yes. You're so good," Susan moaned.
The young girl held tightly onto Susan's ass and licked furiously. The teacher grunted each time she forced her hips forward, at the same time pulling Traci's head towards her.
It was at least two minutes before the last of Susan's orgasms ended. Traci was unsure what to do until the older woman told her to stand.
Susan wrapped her arms around Traci's wet, naked body and kissed her. When her tongue pressed against Traci's lips, the young girl was surprised when she freely opened her mouth and exchanged deep, wet kisses with the teacher. Traci's pussy ached when Susan put her hands on Traci's breasts and squeezed the nipples.
Traci looked behind Susan and saw Ken watching them with a raging hard?on. He started to walk forward, but stopped short of the shower. Susan slowly pulled away from Traci and said, "I believe Ken has a request for you."
Susan turned, walked past Ken and grabbed a towel from a hook on the wall. Traci was torn between making a run for it now or hoping for a chance to satisfy the urges being felt between her legs.
"I'll watch the door," she heard Susan say.
"Come here, hon," Ken told Traci.
The girl walked from under the shower until she was a couple feet in front of the man. Ken watched the last of the water fall from her shoulders, over her breasts, down her stomach and hips and, finally, over her pussy before dripping to the floor. The girl's breasts glimmered in the lights of the locker room.
"You know how to use that mouth," Ken said. "Let me see you put it around this cock." Traci looked past the man and saw Susan watching them with a towel wrapped around her. Traci stepped forward and squatted in front of Ken. She slipped slightly on the damp floor and moved to her knees. His cock was inches from her face and she looked up at it. It extended upward for a good eight inches, thick and throbbing.
She stretched up as far as her body allowed her and she placed her tongue on the bottom of the shaft. The cock jerked at her touch. She slid her tongue higher until she reached the tip.
"Put it in your mouth," he said to her.
Traci couldn't argue with him when she realized the wetness between her legs had grown even worse. She desperately wanted to put her hand on her clit. She concentrated, instead, on placing her little mouth over the large, erect cock in front of her.
She felt Ken move backward slightly so he could place his cock at a better angle for her. She put her hand around its base and placed the tip between her lips. She could feel the heat of the penis in her hand. The tip was hard and already salty with precum.
Traci opened her mouth wider and put three fourths of the cock inside. After withdrawing it, she repeated the process until, this time, her mouth hit her hand at the base. Her tongue followed the underside of the shaft each time she bobbed her head up and down. When she stopped at the top and circled the tip with her tongue, Ken sighed loudly.
"Oh, yes. Keep it up you gorgeous babe," Ken said.
Traci closed her eyes and began a quick, rhythmic pumping action. Ken soon started fucking her mouth in earnest. With one hand stroking the cock and her mouth tightly wrapped around it, Traci didn't know how he could go much longer.
At that moment, Traci jumped at the feel of a hand between her legs. Somewhere behind her, someone was reaching up and running fingers up and down her pussy. She spread her legs and prayed they wouldn't stop. As her mouth continued it's assault on Ken's throbbing cock a finger found her clit. She heard herself moan.
"Keep going, sweet thing," Ken said. "Susan will take care of you if you just keep it up."
Traci increased her efforts even as Susan inserted one, then two, fingers inside Traci's sopping cunt. Ken was now slamming his cock into Traci's mouth until he could feel it hit her throat. Half a dozen more thrusts and he felt cum pumping up from his balls.
"Yeah, now, now," he groaned.
Traci prepared for the first shot of cum, but it was longer and harder than she could imagine. Stream after stream of warm fluid hit the inside of her mouth. She had to swallow before she choked, but much of the white liquid streamed over her lips and onto her tits. The sound of Ken's animalistic grunts filled the shower area.
Cum flowed down Traci's chin and covered the length of Ken's softening cock. But the sensations she had just felt and heard only intensified Traci's own oncoming orgasm. In order not to scream, she put her lips firmly around Ken's cock and let out a guttural shriek. Her body spasmed repeatedly and she felt her own orgasm drip over Susan's hand.
"Aaahhhhhhh, ugh, ugh, ugh," she stammered as wave after wave hit her. Ken had backed away and Traci put both hands on the floor. On all fours now, her tits swung freely below her as she climaxed.
Finally, it was over. Traci collapsed to the floor. She lay there listening to her two attackers open lockers, quickly dress and close the locker room door behind them.
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It was going to be a very hot day at the races. Temperatures were predicted for the 90s and Traci's family had seats in the uncovered grandstands. Knowing that infield parking would be full when they arrived, Traci's father decided to pull into one of the many houses surrounding the track that offered cheap parking in the yard. A muscular man in his early 30s told him to pull around behind the house. The car followed the driveway until a second, younger man directed Traci's father to pull off into the back yard.
Traci, her 20-year-old brother Joe, her mother, Carol, and her father, John, piled out into the heat. They all wore shorts and t-shirts except for Traci, who preferred showing off her 18-year-old body in a tank top. The younger man approached the family and Traci's father pulled out his wallet. The man stood directly in front of John and said, "You won't need that."
John looked down to see a small, silver handgun pointed at his stomach. The other members of the family were near the trunk removing two coolers. Carol was the first to see the gun and let out a loud gasp. She instinctively held Traci's arm and pulled her closer.
"Don't anyone scream or he's dead," the man said. "Close the trunk, grab the coolers and follow me into the house."
The older man had joined them now and followed the procession inside the back door. They passed through a kitchen and moved into a spacious living room. The house was old, but the rooms were large and bright with dark wood paneling highlighting painted walls.
Traci and Joe were told to place the coolers by the wall. Joe looked quickly around the room for anything that might serve as a weapon if the opportunity arose, but it appeared to him the room had been purposely stripped of any large objects. Two couches, two overstuffed chairs, a high back wood chair and a large wood coffee table filled the room. The drapes were pulled tight, but there was plenty of light.
"Nice of you to pull in," the older man said. "Brian, here, has put out the 'full' sign, so we shouldn't be disturbed. You can call me Pete. You'll be calling me worse than that before the day's done."
Brian laughed as he bent down to open one of the coolers.
"We didn't expect a car with two lovely ladies in it quite this early," Pete continued. "Must be our lucky day. And yours, cuz we aim to please."
Brian pulled a beer from a cooler and untwisted the cap. He threw the cap into the kitchen and took a long drink.
"That's not a good sign," Pete said, frowning. "Brian gets kind 'a wild when he drinks. We better get started."
Pete pointed the gun at Traci's father and told him to take off his t-shirt. When that was off, he made John sit in the high back chair and, pulling a pair of handcuffs from his back pocket, handcuffed the man's hands behind the chair's wooden back.
"No, please," Carol pleaded.
"Shut up," Brian yelled. "We'll tell you when to talk."
While her father was being cuffed to the chair, Traci was considering escape possibilities. She knew the front door would take too long to open, so she settled on a route through the kitchen to the back door. Brian had moved several feet away from the opening separating the kitchen from the living room. Traci and Brian were probably equal distance from the door, but she'd have the advantage of a head start, she concluded.
As the cuffs snapped closed around her father's wrists and with both of their captors concentrating on John, Traci took off.
"Hey, stop," Brian shouted.
"Traci," Carol screamed.
The young girl was in the kitchen. She threw a chair down behind her as she passed the table and continued running for the door. She heard the man close behind her and the sound of the chair being kicked aside. Traci reached for the knob on the back door, turned it and flung the door open. As she pushed the storm door open, a hand grabbed her shirt from behind.
The shirt pulled tight against her bare breasts. She tried to step through the open door, but a second hand tugged at the top of her shirt behind her neck. The tank top rose and pressed hard against her throat. She heard ripping fabric as she was pulled backward into the house. The shirt tore open at one shoulder and she lurched forward again.
However, the other arm was still inside the tank top and with one great yank, she was hauled into the kitchen. Traci spun around with the force of the tug and the man pushed her toward the table. She stumbled over the fallen chair and put her hands out to stop her fall before smashing into the table. Brian was behind her now, and put his full weight against her.
Traci was doubled over the table with her attacker pressed against her butt. A sudden, violent jerk removed her tank top completely. She could hear his heavy breathing. One hand pressed against her left shoulder, while the other groped at her right breast. He squeezed it viciously and she shrieked in pain. She could feel his hard cock push against her ass through their clothes.
"Brian, bring her in here," she heard the older man yell from the living room.
"We're coming," Brian yelled back.
He pulled Traci up from the table, holding her arm tightly. He leaned back and pushed the back door closed again, then guided Traci toward the living room. When they entered the room, all eyes were on Traci's bare chest.
She had full breasts that didn't need a bra for support. The red imprints of Brian's fingers were still fading.
"Holy shit, look at this," Pete exclaimed. "That's as fine a pair of tits as I've seen in ages. Come here, sweetie."
Brian let the girl go, but stayed between her and the kitchen. Traci folded her arms in front of her and walked over to the older man.
"Drop your arms," Pete ordered.
She obeyed and watched him leer at each tit repeatedly.
"Turn around," he said.
The man pulled a second set of handcuffs from the drawer of a nearby desk. He pulled Traci's arms behind her and fastened the cuffs
around her wrists.
"We have plans for you. We can't have you disappearing on us again," Pete said. "Now, lets get started. Mom, why don't you come over here and remove your husband's shorts."
Carol was shaking as she moved towards her bound husband. She hesitated and said in a cracking voice, "Please don't make..."
"Do it," Pete shouted. Carol jumped at his voice, then leaned forward, unzipped John's shorts and pulled them off, leaving him in shoes and boxers.
"Everything," the man said. Carol removed John's shoes, then slowly pulled down his boxers.
Traci's father sat naked, looking at the floor in front of him. Carol and Joe were instructed to sit on one of the couches, while Traci was moved in front of her father.
Pete said, "Kneel down and put his cock in your mouth. We want to see him cum and I think you know how to make it happen."
Traci awkwardly got on her knees and inched forward. Her father separated his legs and she got between them. Her tits hung seductively as she bent at the waist and lowered her head closer to her father's cock. Her blonde hair fell on his legs and she opened her mouth. She put her lips on the cock and, using her tongue in place of her restrained hands, lifted it slightly. Her mouth closed around it and she felt it twitch.
Traci began to move her tongue over the cock's tip inside her mouth. John closed his eyes, humiliated by the fact he was not going to be able to subdue the certain erection that would result from Traci's actions. The sight of her tits, the feel of her hair on his legs, the sensation of her tongue gliding over his shaft-all contributed to the familiar feeling that preceded a raging hard on.
Thirty seconds later, Traci was sucking on a fully erect cock. Her head bobbed up and down on the shaft with ever increasing vigor. John's head rested against the back of the chair. Across the room, Carol looked on in shocked amazement. Her daughter, her baby, was handcuffed, half naked, giving her husband a blowjob...and he was enjoying it. Next to her, Joe was trying to figure out how he was going to conceal the fact he, too, was getting harder by the minute.
Pete walked behind Traci and said, "Keep going. Don't worry about anything else."
He took hold of one of Traci's ankles and pulled off her shoe, then did the same on the other leg. Then he reached around her small waist and unsnapped her shorts. He pulled down the zipper and put his hands inside. She tried to pull away as his right hand rubbed against her panty-covered pussy. Pete withdrew his hands, grabbed the top of her shorts and pulled them down over her hips and ass.
She wore light blue low-rise panties that barely covered her small, round ass. When he pulled off her shorts, she momentarily lifted her head.
"What did I tell you? Don't stop until he cums," Pete said.
Traci lowered her head just as began removing her panties. Just a trace of a tan line covered her otherwise bronze butt. She had obviously found time and a place this summer for some nude sunbathing. Her thighs were equally brown and smooth.
Joe squirmed on the couch. The front of his shorts no longer obscured his condition.
Traci heard the distinctive sound of a zipper being yanked down. Pete's shorts dropped to the ground and he kicked them aside, then he got on his knees behind Traci and lowered his boxers. When Pete's hands touched her hips, Traci flinched. She was caught between wanting to make her father cum as quickly as possible to end the torment, and what was happening behind her.
The next thing she felt was Pete's semi-erect cock resting on the top of her ass. He rubbed it back and forth along her crack, occasionally moving it over to the softness of her cheeks. Almost instantly he was hard.
Moving back just a bit, he put his hands on the insides of Traci's thighs and pulled them apart. Her cunt became visible, with its soft lips and pink entrance. He moved his cock to the opening and inserted the tip. Moving his hands to the front of her thighs, he pulled her back and thrust forward at the same time. In one violent motion, he entered her until his entire cock disappeared.
She groaned loudly-a muffled gasp and cry combined into an incoherent muttering. She felt like the huge cock would somehow rise to meet the one in her mouth. The initial pain was compounded as Pete began pumping into her.
John was excited by the vision of Pete driving his cock into Traci's cunt from behind, her ass quivering with each thrust. He was on the verge of cumming, and didn't dare look at the couch where Joe and Carol witnessed everything. It seemed Traci was sucking harder on his cock as she withstood Pete's attack. Whenever her tongue touched the underside of his cock, John put his head back against the chair.
His eyes were closed when the first wave of an orgasm erupted from his balls. He lifted off the seat, pushing his cock farther into Traci's mouth. She felt the first blast hit the back of her throat, quickly followed by another. John's groans filled the room.
"That's it, Dad," Pete said. "Give it all to her."
Traci struggled to keep up with the volume of cum flowing from her father's cock. It dripped out the sides of her mouth and down her chin. John shot three more long steams of white cum into Traci's mouth before settling back onto the chair.
She focused now on the rising tension building inside of her brought on by Pete's fucking. She leaned over so the side of her head was on her father's legs, while Pete held her tightly by the hips and brutally attacked her cunt. He grunted fiercely and his own orgasm began.
Traci felt the warm liquid enter her each time he thrust forward. He kept up a rapid pace, causing her to finally give in to her urges. Wishing dearly to be able to touch her clit, she came with a sudden and welcome rush of electricity throughout her entire body. She held her father's legs as each wave of orgasm flowed from her stomach through her pussy.
"Ooohhhhhh, yes, yes," she cried.
"That's it baby. Keep cumming," Pete told her.
"Harder, harder," Traci urged him.
Pete had nearly stopped cumming until he heard Traci beg for more. Now he felt a second round of orgasms rush up from his balls.
Together they exhausted themselves. Pete softened and pulled out from Traci's wet cunt. He leaned on her ass and squeezed her tits gently.
Pete slowly got dressed and stood alongside Traci and her father. Traci was leaning back away from John now, resting her butt on her ankles. Her thighs shined from the combined juices of her own orgasms and Pete's.
"Looks like you excited the kid," Brian said. He pointed to Joe. An easily distinguishable outline of his erect cock filled the front of his shorts.
"We need to fix that," Pete said. "You two stand up."
Joe and Carol stood in front of the couch, each looking anxiously at their captors.
"Strip," Pete ordered.
Neither one moved, except for Carol's nervous shaking of her head. Pete moved to the table and took out a large hunting knife from the drawer.
"Don't make me use this," he said in a threatening voice.
Joe began to lift his t-shirt off, but Carol stood with her arms crossed in front of her, tears running down her cheeks.
"No, please," she said softly.
Pete crossed the room as Joe pulled his shirt over his head. As Pete approached Carol, Joe wrapped the shirt around his fist.
"Drop it," Pete yelled, pointing the knife at Joe. After a few seconds, the shirt fell to the floor.
"I said strip," Pete screamed at Carol. "Now."
Carol turned away from his voice and the weapon. Pete grabbed the back of her shirt and pulled it away from her body.
"No, stop," John yelled from his chair.
"Shut up. Brian, take care of them if they make any more noise."
Pete turned back to Carol, still facing away from him, and placed the knife at the top of her shirt behind her neck. He pulled the knife down and it cut the material as though it wasn't there. The knife continued down her back until the shirt had been cut in half.
Pete gripped one side of the shirt and pulled. Carol squealed as she lost her balance, turned back toward her attacker and felt her shirt pulling away from her body. She regained her balance with her side facing Pete. He threw the torn shirt to the floor and ordered Carol to face him.
With her arms still crossed in front of her, he moved the knife under her chin until it pricked the bottom of her neck.
"Put your arms down, please," he said almost inaudibly.
Carol shook with fear as her hands went to her sides. The knife followed the center of her chest until reaching the top of her breasts. Pete ran the knife over the outline of her bra, across each breast. When he returned to the cleavage, he violently cut through the center of the bra.
Carol jumped and gasped, the bra falling loosely now over her tits.
"I said strip," Pete said, backing away from her.
Joe, who had stopped to watch what was occurring next to him, unzipped his shorts. Carol finally conceded defeat and pulled off the remainder of her bra. She kicked off her shoes before lowering her shorts. Her tits hung alluringly as she bent to pull the shorts over her feet.
Joe was pulling down his underwear, exposing his bulging cock. It stood erect as Joe stared ashamedly at the floor. His mother was taking off her panties, revealing a thin patch of short, dark hair surrounding her pussy.
"Much better," Pete said. "Brian, it's your choice. You can decide between the little girl or Mom. What do you say, partner?"
Brian smiled wickedly, looking at both women. He looked at Traci and said, "I think I want the girl. I got a preview in the kitchen and I want to finish it. Take off her cuffs."
"In a minute," Pete said. "First, that leaves us with these two. Mom, get on the couch."
Carol moved to the couch and laid down, lifting one knee to cover her pussy as much as possible.
"Son, here's your chance to get rid of that hard on. Do your mother."
"No, I...," Joe stammered.
Pete moved toward him with the knife at cock level. Joe immediately turned to the couch and moved down to the end where Carol's feet were. He placed his right knee inside her legs and climbed on the couch. Moving her left leg with his hand, he got between her legs. Hesitantly, he moved his hands on either side of her head and lowered his body to hers.
Pete went over to Traci and took off her handcuffs. Brian ordered her to lie on the floor while her removed his shorts and underwear. With his erection pointing straight at her, he situated himself over her.
Carol gasped as Joe's cock entered her. It was huge, she thought, but she found herself taking pleasure in the feel of it filling her cunt. She was wet, for which she was thankful. When the cock was in her completely, she felt as though it would run through her entire abdomen. Joe began a slow, rhythmic action, closing his eyes and enjoying the gratification after watching the events of the afternoon.
Brian was impatiently pounding Traci's small cunt, the sound of his balls slapping against her ass filling the room.
"Yes, you are some pussy. Just as I thought," Brian was saying breathlessly.
It only took a couple minutes for Brian to begin to cum. He pulled Traci's legs up as he thrust his cock repeatedly into her. "Oh, yeah, baby. Here it comes. Here it comes," he said loudly.
"Aaaahhhhh, fuck. Yes," he groaned.
He mumbled a few more unrecognizable sounds before shooting the first load of cum into her cunt. Loudly he announced each spurt of warm, white fluid. Pete watched Traci's tits bounce frantically as Brian fucked her.
Carol's body, meanwhile, was being disloyal to her. Between the sound of Brian cumming and the sensation of Joe's cock in her, she was on the verge of an orgasm herself. She bit her lip each time her son forced his penis into her. Her clit throbbed and demanded attention. Inside her stomach, she felt the familiar start of an orgasm.
She screamed to herself, "No, not here. Not now. Not like this." But Joe wasn't going to stop and she knew it. It was going to happen. She couldn't let them know.
Her hands became fists and her entire body tensed. Unconsciously, she spread her legs wider. Then it hit. She held her breath and raised her butt off the couch, arching her back. When she breathed again, it was a series of short, excited breaths. She clamped her lips shut to avoid shouting, but sounds came from deep inside her that anyone could identify.
She pushed her hips into Joe's body and came again and again. Her cunt tightened around his cock and Joe erupted with a torrential flood of cum. Stream after stream slammed against her womb. The feel of it caused her to sigh noisily, and Joe picked up his pace.
He shot cum into her a half dozen more times before collapsing on her chest.
Brian had rolled off Traci, who stared at the ceiling. Her body glistened with moisture as she ran her hands over her stomach, onto her breasts and her hard nipples.
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“She did what?”
“She cut all the seniors from the squad.”
Lincoln School District Superintendent Dan Rogers looked incredulously across his desk to Assistant Superintendent Mike Conti. “How can you have a cheerleading squad without any seniors?” Dan asked.
“Liz said the sophomores and juniors were better. She said senior girls are at the age where their bodies are developing and they aren’t as athletic and, uh, agile as the younger girls,” Mike said sheepishly.
Liz Morgan was the young, first-year cheerleading coach at the high school. Today, she was Dan Rogers’ biggest headache.
Dan stared at Mike. “How many girls got cut?” he asked.
“Three. They had been on the squad for two years. JV before that.”
“And all three mothers have contacted you?”
“Yeah,” Mike said. “They asked for you, but Susan put them through to me. All three had called by 10 this morning.”
Dan put his palms on his forehead. “Jesus fucking Christ. That’s three sets of parents upset their precious daughters can’t be cheerleaders and three more sets of parents who will explode if we tell them a mistake was made.”
“Apparently the women have talked to each other, because each one indicated they would organize a boycott of the football games if the seniors weren’t reinstated,” Mike said.
“The operating levy is on the ballot in three months, Mike. We don’t need this. You know as well as I do that people care more about a perceived injustice like this than they care about the quality of education. Besides, we can’t let this get to the Board of Education” Dan said.
“I know. We need to work out a compromise. Quick.”
“I ended up talking to Conti, just like you and Debbie, but you know he’ll take it right to Rogers,” Carol Drennan was saying into her cell phone while driving to the athletic club.
“I hope so,” Nancy Charles said. She took another sip of coffee. “What’s the next step?”
“Well, Rogers and Conti are hired by the Board of Education,” Carol said. “If we don’t get satisfaction from them, we take it to the Board. That puts it into the newspaper and they are screwed at that point. We need to make sure Debbie is ok with that.”
“She’ll do anything, you know that,” Nancy said, leaning back in her chair at the kitchen table. “She wants this as bad as us.”
“I know. Listen, we’ll use the Board threat for now and see if we can’t work out a compromise.”
“Perfect,” Nancy said smiling.

The following day, Dan and Mike sat again in the Superintendent’s office. Dan hadn’t slept well the previous night, mulling over in his mind the various options they had. They could back Liz’s decision to cut the girls; they could reverse her decision; they could let the seniors back on the squad and not remove any of the new members; they could let the squad members vote.
“Liz swears the younger girls had better try-outs than the seniors,” Dan was saying. “You can’t argue with her reasoning there. But it’s bad politics.”
He stared out the office window. “I’ve decided we have to let the seniors back on the squad. But we can’t let the mothers think a simple phone call and threat caused it to happen. There’s prestige involved here. Not so much for the girls, but for the moms. Let’s find out how much they are willing to give up for the prestige.”
A meeting was scheduled for the next evening at Carol Drennan’s house. In attendance would be Carol, Debbie, Nancy, Dan, Mike and Liz. Carol was a former stewardess. She was a petite flirt with gorgeous golden blonde hair falling over gorgeous shoulders, stopping just above gorgeous breasts. She was a human Barbie who didn’t belong to a health club as much for her health as she did to watch the men watching her.
Debbie Filmore was a housewife. A cheerleader in college, she had married an attorney right out of college and never worked. She was 5’ 6”, 120 pounds, brunette and well tanned. Her friends knew her as someone who would have sex with a light pole if you gave her enough wine.
Nancy Charles had plans. They included early retirement, a rich second husband and cosmetic surgery. She was a realtor—a successful one. The personal photo on her web site showed enough skin to border on soft porn. She had a body and used it.
Debbie and Nancy arrived early. Carol wore a silky, blue shirt that clung to her figure and dark blue pants. Debbie wore a soft short sleeve sweater over a denim mini skirt. Nancy was in a dress with spaghetti shoulder straps and a plunging neckline.
When the school officials arrived, refreshments were served and small talk prevailed as the group sat in the family room. Liz Morgan, at 25 clearly the youngest in the group, sat and listened. She was expecting the worse, being considered by the women as the cause of all the alleged problems. But, she believed she was right and was prepared to defend herself.
“So, tell me your position on the cheerleading issue,” Dan finally worked into the conversation.
The three women looked at each other before Carol said, “We feel that having been on the squad for two years should give the girls the right to cheer as seniors. They’ve put in a lot of hours the past couple years and shouldn’t be punished now.”
“I don’t think this is punishment,” Dan said. “Liz was hired to coach the squad. She held tryouts and, in her opinion, chose the best cheerleaders.”
“But, the girls have earned the right to be on the squad,” Debbie said.
“It’s a privilege, not a right,” Mike added. “You earn it by being better than the others.”
There was a period of silence as the group watched each other. Carol finally said, “We hate to take this before the Board of Education. Isn’t there some way we can settle this among ourselves?”
“Sure,” Dan said. “You can show us how much this means to you.”
Again, there was silence as the two sides to the argument observed each other. “What do you mean?” Carol asked.
“I said, you can SHOW us how much this means to you,” Dan said with emphasis.
Carol and Dan locked eyes for what seemed an eternity. Then Carol stood in front of the couch she had been sharing with Debbie. Slowly, her hands moved to the top button of her blouse and she unbuttoned it. Then the next one. Working her way unhurriedly down the silk blouse, she undid each button while staring at the Superintendent.
When she pulled the shirt out of her pants to reach the final buttons, it fell open revealing the top of her breasts and small portions of a light blue bra. The room was deadly quiet. All eyes were on Carol as she let the shirt hang unbuttoned.
Carol gently opened the shirt and slid it off her shoulders. It fell down her arms and she placed it on the end of the couch. She stood facing Dan before sliding down the side zipper of her pants. She pushed them down her hips and the top of her matching blue panties became visible. She reached behind her to lower the pants farther and bent slightly to drop them to her ankles. After stepping out of the pants, she reached down to get them, her full breasts straining against her bra. She placed the pants on top of her blouse and looked again at Dan.
She walked across the room to Dan and stood so her legs were straddling his. Carol reached behind her, unhooking her bra. She let it fall into her hand and threw it on the floor next to her. She leaned forward slightly and sat on Dan’s legs.
“I really, REALLY, want my daughter to be a cheerleader,” Carol said softly, almost whispering it to the Superintendent. “Let me show you how much.”
Carol’s hand was between Dan’s legs, gently pressing down on his ever-hardening cock. She undid his belt and pulled down the zipper. Although she expected him to protest at any second, she reached inside the opening to his boxers and pulled out his cock. It was semi-erect, but already thick with a large, red tip. When Carol gripped it tighter and stroked it, she could feel it throb.
She looked at him with an expressionless face, then stood again and placed her legs inside his. Dan’s cock had fallen to one side, but continued to grow. When Carol got on her knees, he knew what was next.
Debbie and Nancy had watched intently, but had not moved. Now Debbie stood and walked to the opposite end of the couch, where Mike sat. Standing directly in front of him, she pulled off her sweater, revealing large, round, well-tanned breasts. Her long legs extending from under her mini skirt were spread apart, hiking the skirt up even higher. She ran her hands down the outside of her thighs, then up the insides until they disappeared under the skirt. She closed her eyes as they passed near her pussy.
“Take off your clothes, Mr. Conti, and I’ll show you how much I want my daughter on the squad,” Debbie said in a low, sexy voice.
Mike stood in front of her and began to strip. Meanwhile, Carol was sucking the Superintendent’s fully erect cock with slow, methodical precision. Her breasts swung in rhythm to her head action, her blonde hair falling on his legs. After a few more minutes, Carol backed away and stood. She pulled down her soft panties, exposing a neatly trimmed pussy and small ass. Despite her age, the trips to the health club had maintained a flat, smooth stomach. Her hips and thighs were in equally fine shape. She reached down and pulled Dan’s pants and boxers to his knees. After taking off his shoes and socks, she removed his pants and underwear. His cock rose from between his legs like a flagpole.
She sat on his lap again and unbuttoned his shirt. Carol pulled it off, admiring his naked body. She wrapped a hand around his penis before lifting herself from his legs and inching forward. Slowly, she placed the cock at the entrance to her pussy. When she felt the tip inside her, she lowered herself gently. Inch by inch, Dan’s cock disappeared inside her warm, wet opening. Carol sighed as she reached the end of the shaft and felt him harden even more. Her breasts hung in front of his face, the nipples bright pink with excitement.
Mike Conti was nude. Debbie looked him over approvingly before reaching for his cock. She stroked it softly as it hung, feeling it twitch in her fingers. Then she reached inside her skirt and pulled down her panties. They fell to her ankles and she kicked them off. Turning so she faced away from Mike, she unzipped her short skirt and lowered it. As she bent forward to remove it, her soft, round ass stuck out toward the admiring onlooker. She ran her hands lightly over it before turning back around to face Mike.
His stiffening cock gave her the evidence she needed. He would not refuse her advances now. She moved forward until their bodies touched.
“I want you inside me,” she whispered into his ear, making sure her breasts leaned against his chest.
Debbie then sat on the floor in front of Mike and stretched herself flat on her back. Spreading her legs slightly, she ran her fingers over her flattened breasts and nipples. Before Mike could get on his knees, Debbie’s hands were sliding across her pussy lips. Mike knelt between her legs and leans forward so his cock hovered above her breasts. She quickly held it in her hand and pressed it down against her tit, rolling it back and forth across the nipple. Soon, he was rock hard.
He repositioned himself so his cock was between her legs and reached under her for her ass. Lifting it just a little, he pushed his cock down until it met her cunt. A couple quick thrusts and his cock was surrounded by the moist warmth of her body. She lifted her legs and wrapped them around his waist. They began fucking in earnest with his hands still kneading her supple ass cheeks.
By now, Carol and Dan were practically bouncing on the couch having serious sex. When the Superintendent wasn’t holding her breasts or sucking a nipple, they jiggled up and down in unison with her movements. He felt her cunt systematically squeeze his cock, attempting to force the cum out of his balls.
Nancy and Liz had so far watched the action from chairs located close together at one end of the room. Nancy observed the 25-year-old cheerleading coach squirm in her seat more than once. Was it embarrassment or horniness? Being a woman of action, Nancy would find out.
She stood and moved beside Liz’s chair. “Does this turn you on?” she asked.
“Huh? Well, uh…,” Liz stammered
They watched the other two couples, various sounds of lovemaking spreading throughout the room.
“It makes me horny,” Nancy said. “All those naked bodies make me want to join in. How about you?”
Nancy leaned over the arm of the chair and slipped her hand inside the top of Liz’s sleeveless shirt. Her fingers crossed over the top of the young woman’s breasts and inside the left bra cup. Liz began to speak, but couldn’t when Nancy put Liz’s nipple between her thumb and forefinger.
Nancy unhurriedly unbuttoned the top two buttons of Liz’s shirt. After once again feeling inside Liz’s bra, Nancy finished opening the shirt, pulling it out of the young woman’s pants. She walked behind the chair and put her hands on either side of the open shirt. Liz leaned forward slightly and allowed the realtor to pull it off her shoulders. Liz pulled her arms out and laid the shirt beside the chair. She leaned back and let Nancy slide both hands down her shoulders, across her chest and onto her breasts. Liz reached behind her and unfastened the small bra. Nancy pulled it off.
Liz’s breasts were not large, but their young firmness and erect nipples made up for it. Nancy felt herself tingle with sexual excitement as she molded them in her hands. She kissed Liz’s neck and felt her twitch.
“It’s alright,” Nancy said. “When you want to stop, tell me.”
Liz said nothing. Instead, she stood and motioned for Nancy to stand with her. When they were together, Liz lifted the straps of Nancy’s dress over her shoulders and let the dress fall to the floor. Nancy wore a strapless bra and bikini briefs. As Liz’s hands reached for her breasts, Nancy removed the bra. Her splendid tits made Nancy’s look like she was a preteen. Liz outlined them with her fingers and held them in her palms. Then she knelt down and pulled off Nancy’s panties.
“You have a magnificent body. I’m very jealous,” Liz said quietly.
“I’d love to see all of yours,” Nancy replied.
She quickly removed Nancy’s pants and panties, exposing beautifully shaped legs and ass. The women caressed each other, their hands feeling each other’s butts. Cautiously at first, then with passion, they kissed. Their tongues darted back and forth, moans of pleasure coming from both women.
It took no time for them to get on the floor. They alternated time at each other’s breasts, hands reaching between legs, finding ever-enlarging clits. Eventually, they found themselves in a mutually agreeable sixty-nine position.
Across the room, Carol and Dan were on the verge of orgasms. Oblivious to nearly everything going on around them, they concentrated on each other’s imminent lustful explosion. Dan was the first to climax, thrusting his cock wildly into Carol. He lifted his ass off the couch and groaned as the first wave of cum shot from his cock deep inside her. It was followed by several more, strengthened by the sounds of Carol’s own orgasm. She whimpered nearly inaudible sounds at first, then moaned loudly over and over as many waves of orgasm hit her.
Mike and Debbie heard the lustful sounds above them and increased the speed and veracity of their own fucking. Mike lowered himself even further and harder into the woman as her legs tightened around him. She was the first to cum. Her cunt constricted around his cock and her body shook. Soft shouts of pleasure joined those of the other pair as she came again and again. Mike finally couldn’t hold back, and streams of hot, white cum poured into Debbie. He lifted her ass until his balls smacked into her each time he entered her. She felt the cum hit the back of her womb and wished the session would never end.
Liz and Nancy’s heads were buried deep between each other’s legs.
“Oh, yes. Right there,” Liz moaned.
Within minutes, they too were experiencing life changing orgasms. The young cheerleading coach was realizing that, despite her many boyfriends, she WAS attracted to the girls, just as she suspected. She doubted that any of them could please her like the woman who now sucked on her clit, making her cum until she cried.
Nancy, too, was finding out her heart was with this other woman. All the times she had fucked male buyers and sellers to close a deal were simply business. This was true pleasure. And she came thinking about the two beautiful women who would be staying at the house long after the school officials had left.
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You are so hot. I don’t go to the restaurant for food. I go there for you. Watching you seat people in that tight, white shirt and black pants makes me sweat. You’re only eighteen, but I’ve got to have you.
For the past week, I’ve watched you. I learned your schedule and where you park. Now I’m ready.
I drive the four blocks from my condo to the strip mall where your restaurant is. I wait in the parking lot until the spot next to your car, the one between your car and the restaurant, is vacant. Then I pull in. Fifteen minutes until you’re off.
I get out and walk up to the store next to the restaurant. Slowly, I walk and glance in store windows along the strip. Ten more minutes. A couple more stores, then I turn around. Five minutes. I watch for you and feel the gun in my back pocket. When I get two stores away, I stop. And wait. And listen while I look in the window at the paint supplies.
Then I see you. You’re walking quickly toward your car. I follow behind you, pulling the gun out when we’re ten feet from my van. As you turn to walk between our vehicles, I put the gun in your back. You gasp.
“Don’t scream. Turn and look at me.”
You face me and look quickly at the gun now pressed against your stomach. I step closer to you.
“Get in the back of my van. Calmly.”
“No, please. Take my purse,” you plead.
“Get in.”
You open the sliding door and step up. I follow close behind you as you enter the emptiness behind the van’s two front seats. After closing the door, I tell you to lie on your stomach. I grab a cloth gag and handcuffs from the front seat. When I’m finished gagging you, I handcuff your arms behind you. Your little ass strains against the back of your pants as you struggle. I run my hands over the material, feeling your soft cheeks.
“Don’t move until I tell you.”
I can hear your muffled attempts to talk as I get in the driver’s seat. A minute later we’re pulling into my garage. When the garage door is down, I move to the back of the van and open the sliding door.
“Get out and walk around to the door into the condo.”
You awkwardly climb out of the van, tears rolling down your face. We walk to the door and I push it open, allowing you to walk up the two steps into my kitchen.
“Straight ahead. Down the hall.”
I follow you until we reach the door to my bedroom.
“In here.”
You turn into the bedroom and stop just inside the door, sobbing louder now. After closing and locking the door, I pull the key to the handcuffs out of my pocket and grab your arm. The cuffs are unlocked and I place them on the dresser.
“Sit on the edge of the bed and take off your shoes.”
When you’re done, I tell you to lay on your back on the bed. Your long blonde hair falls onto the pillow. It covers the side of your face before ending between your shirt collar and your breast. I brush it off your shoulder so I can see your neck.
I place my hand on your stomach and you flinch. I feel your heavy breathing as I move my hand upward over the material of your shirt. When I reach your breast, I slow down. I press harder to feel the softness of your body under my hand. Your bra feels thin and tight against your breast. I can feel your nipple.
My hand moves to the top button. I open it. Then another. The top of your other breast is visible now under the shirt. I reach over and run my fingers across the skin above your bra. Then I return to the buttons and open two more. Your shirt is opening wider, drawn apart by your breasts heaving as you breathe.
I reach the bottom button and pull your shirt out of your pants. I lay the shirt open, exposing your athletic, flat stomach and bra-covered tits.
“Take off your shirt.”
You remove it quickly and hold it in front of you. I take it from you, throwing it on the floor as you lay back down. Once again I put my hand on your stomach, but this time I move it down, inside your pants. You start to roll over, but I apply more pressure and you are still. I can feel the top of your panties well inside your pants.
I withdraw my hand and unbutton your pants. Pulling the zipper down, I can see the band at the top of your panties. You repeat your efforts to roll away from me, but I grab both sides of your pants and push them down, over your hips. When I get to your knees, you collapse back onto the bed. I feel the soft skin of your thighs and the warmth between your legs.
I move down and pull the pants off your legs. You have pulled your panties up in an attempt at modesty, but that has only tightened them and they now show the outline of your pussy lips. I run my fingers up your leg, over your stomach and between your breasts as I move back to the head of the bed.
You quiver uncontrollably and mumble briefly when I tell you to roll on your side. Your bra unsnaps easily and I pull you onto your back again. The unfastened bra lies limply across your breasts, barely covering the nipples. I pull the strap off your closest shoulder and then reach across for the other one. My hand slips into the cleavage between your breasts and I pull the bra off.
Your magnificent tits rise off your chest enticingly. The pink nipples begin to shine as they harden in the open air. When I brush my fingers over them, they extend even farther.
The stiffness between my legs forces me to be quicker about removing your panties. I jerk them down your legs and over your feet, revealing a neatly shaven pussy along with beautiful tan thighs and hips.
I undress hurriedly while you pull your legs up toward your stomach and lie in a semi-fetal position. Your muted moans and appeals for freedom only arouse me more. By the time I’m naked, my cock is erect and throbbing.
You turn away from me as I approach the side of the bed. It’s tempting to just roll you over and take you from behind. But I want to see your tits, feel them, taste them as I’m inside you.
I grab the inside of your leg and pull you onto your back. I quickly place my right leg between your thighs, then climb onto the bed between your legs. You start to swing wildly with your arms until I clutch your wrists and pin them beside your ears.
“Go ahead. Fight me. Can you see how hard that makes me?”
You purposely turn your head aside. I kiss your neck before moving down to your breasts. My mouth engulfs the nipple and the upper half of your right tit. The hardness of your nipple against the back of my tongue excites me even more. I put it between my lips and “bite”. You squirm under me as I continue to gnaw on it roughly, making sure not to inadvertently get it between my teeth. When I open my mouth and gently run my tongue over the nipple, you settle back down.
My cock has been rubbing against your thighs, pussy and stomach, pushing me almost to the edge of cumming. I need to get inside you.
Not wanting to let go of your arms, I position the head of my cock as near your cunt as I can. Probing thrusts ultimately guide me to the entrance, which I’m pleased to find is somewhat moist. The first push inside makes you groan loudly and the second results in a near scream. I drive forward until my balls smack against your thighs. I let go of your wrists and place my hands on your tits. You send out another muffled moan when I squeeze both nipples.
I begin fucking you in earnest and move my hands under your butt. Lifting you slightly, you resist by hitting me in the shoulders with your fists. I pull back far enough so you can only reach my chest, yet stay well inside you. By now I’m pulling your thighs up and around my waist. Your punching has stopped and you periodically pound the bed next to you.
I didn’t want the feel of your warm, wet cunt around my cock to end. Slowly I pulled out of you until just the tip of my cock remained inside. Then, just as slowly, I pushed in again until I felt the back of your cervix. When I resumed fucking you hard, I threw my body onto yours for the final moments before orgasm.
I could feel your breasts against my chest. Your arms wrapped around me as you hit me repeatedly, but weakly, on the back. My cock felt like it wanted to explode.
“Oh, fuck. Oh, fuck. You are SO fucking tight.”
My balls erupted and I could feel the cum flow through my cock.
“Yes. Now. Oh, fuck.”
The initial blast of cum flooded from me. I could feel it surround my cock each time I violently entered you. Two more great spurts of fluid completely filled your cunt. I plunged my cock into you several more times, grunting with each thrust and spewing more cum.
Still, my cock was hard. I came again when I squeezed your large breasts and watched them glisten from my sweat.
Finally I was beginning to soften. I reluctantly pulled out of you and placed my wet cock on your stomach. You lay limp on the bed under me—overcome with the events of the evening. You would be allowed to walk back to your car after a series of threats if the incident was reported. That night I would move on to another city, remembering the feeling of being inside you.
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I realize I’m the only freshman girl and the youngest member of the cross-country team, but Jesus. I’ll be nineteen in the spring, so I’m not a kid any more. Oh, I expected some hazing. In fact, I didn’t even mind it that much when they told me I’d have to hand out towels in the boys locker room the first week of practice…naked. I just wrapped a towel around me. When they argued, I said I was naked under the towel and they needed to be more specific next time.
It was fun watching the water flow over their cocks and cute butts. That is, until the seniors decided it was time for them to shower and we were out of towels. They gave me the choice of drying them off while wearing the towel or giving it to them. Now, I might have chosen to rub myself all over Tommy Harper…he really makes me hot…but the others? No way. So I stood there in the nude while they all stared at me like idiots.
My real problem was with the “initiation run”. I was told by some of the older girls on the team that it would happen on one of the hotter days so I should plan on wearing my smallest sports bra and running shorts. That was easy because I like to show off my 34B, Ashley Judd-like tits and little ass.
When the day for the run finally came, I was anxious to get it over with and be
accepted as a member of the team. I got to the locker room a half hour early and changed quickly. As instructed, I wore a little black bra that exposed a full one-third of my breasts and baggy, high-cut jogging shorts that showed just the right amount of my butt cheeks without being indecent.
Walking past a mirror, I stopped to check myself out. From all angles I looked good. Wait until Tommy catches this act, I thought.
One by one, team members emerged from the locker rooms and congregated on the lawn in front of the athletic complex. I was asked several times by smiling guys if I was ready. I just smiled back and said, “Ready.”
The team captains, Eric and Kyle, and the coach outlined the distance and route of the run. They emphasized that no times would be kept, so we could keep our own pace. We were told the path took us off campus and through some thick, secluded woods with a walking/jogging path winding through it. At the end, Eric acknowledged that it was my “initiation run” and that everyone on the team should “welcome Traci on board.” I smiled self-consciously and felt my face blush when they cheered.
We started the run at an easy pace over the grassy lawns of the campus, past dorms and classrooms and, finally, into the woods. I ran mindlessly, paying attention only to the backs of the shorts in front of me—some guys, some girls. Occasionally, I caught a glimpse of the outline of a guy’s cock in a pair of too-tight shorts. I also noticed the sound of small packs of guys running close behind me. Guys that would normally pass me with ease. I purposely swayed my hips as I ran, assuming they were watching me just as I watched them.
It was hot even back in the shade of the woods. Sweat began to run down my neck and between my breasts. My bra clung tighter than normal to my moist tits, showing my nipples clearly. As we reached what appeared to be the most secluded area of all the woods, I heard soft talking in the pack behind me. Almost instantly after that, two boys were on either side of me. They each grabbed an arm and we came to a stop.
Behind me, I heard the Eric’s voice.
“Traci, don’t make a sound. We’re not going to hurt you. Don’t be scared. We’re only going to initiate you.”
I heard some of the guys laugh as I was led off the path and into the woods. We walked about 50 yards through thick undergrowth, hanging branches and fallen trees. Ahead was a small clearing. In the center was an odd looking tree, which, I soon found out, had been stripped of bark from the ground level to the first set of branches ten feet up the trunk. Hanging from the branches were two ropes with loops at the end.
By the time we got to the tree, six or seven guys and a couple girls were standing behind me. Eric told me to stand with my back to the tree.
“Get naked,” he said.
I stood and stared in disbelief. When he repeated the order and it was obvious the others weren’t going anywhere until I did, I took off my shoes and socks. I felt the sweat roll down my body when I leaned over. My hands shook as I stood up again and reached for my bra. With my arms crossed, I slowly lifted it over my breasts. The air felt cool when it hit my moist, uncovered tits. I raised the bra over my head, shaking my hair back into place as I dropped the bra to the ground. Instantly, I could feel my nipples hardening. Expressionless faces stared at my half naked body.
After a momentary pause, I put my thumbs inside my shorts and pushed them down. They fell to the ground and I kicked them aside. Again, I felt the cool air slide across my bare ass. Underneath the narrow patch of hair covering my pussy I felt wet.
I stood awkwardly, my hands hanging by my hips. Then Eric told me to turn around. I stopped when I faced the tree before continuing around without waiting for more instructions.
“God damn,” one of the guys said. “That is one fine body.”
“I think we’ve seen enough. It’s time to try her out,” Eric said. “Tie her up.”
Two boys took my arms, raised them over my head and placed my hands through the loops on the ropes. A quick tug upward on the ropes tightened the loops securely around my wrists. There was just enough slack in the ropes that I could move my arms slightly. The reason for this I would soon find out.
“As captains, Kyle and I will begin the initiation,” Eric said with a smile. “Traci, you may ask to be released at any time. The team will vote at the end of the initiation run whether you are still on the team. Do you understand?”
I nodded nervously.
“Do you want to continue?”
Again I nodded.
Eric pulled off his tank top and removed his shorts. His large cock was swollen, but not fully erect. He had a good body and I had admired his ass in the locker room during the towel incident. Now he stood inches in front of me, both of us naked, my arms outstretched over my head. He was several inches taller than me, which was emphasized even more since he left his shoes on.
His fingers lightly moved over my shoulders down to my tits. He traced around them before cupping each one in his palms. When he squeezed, his large hands nearly swallowed them up and I felt it clear to my cunt when he pinched my nipples.
“Don’t you dare enjoy this,” I urged myself silently.
Eric moved his hands down my stomach to my hips and, finally, around to my butt. The hands felt warm on my cold ass. He kneaded the soft flesh and pulled me toward him. Only then did I realize he was hard, his rigid cock pressed between us. With my ass in his hands, he kissed me hard, forcing his tongue inside my mouth. He rubbed his cock harder against me, moving it up and down just inches above my clit. Without even realizing it, I had spread my legs farther apart—partly to brace myself better and partly out of desire.
I felt one of his hands leave my ass and reach between my thighs.
“Spread your legs,” Eric whispered in my ear.
He moved his hand farther up my thigh until it touched my cunt. I twitched at his touch and raised up on my toes when his finger entered me. He was testing it to see if I was ready. And I was.
He guided his cock to the entrance of my cunt and pushed. Inch by inch he entered me. I closed my eyes and felt the stiff tool proceed farther and farther inside. Cheers from the ever-growing crowd around us brought me back to reality. Soon, Eric’s balls pressed against my pussy. I moaned softly, undeniably enjoying the feel of him inside me.
It only took him a couple of minutes to cum. He lifted me by the back of my thighs so my legs were wrapped around his waist. Holding me up by the butt, he rammed into me fiercely, grunting loudly each time he shot cum into me. I could feel the warm liquid mix with my own and ooze out when he withdrew. Shouts rang out from the crowd and I could see many guys with obvious hard ons pumping their fists in the air and cheering.
Kyle quickly took Eric’s place inside me. He was not as large as the other captain, but still stretched my cunt nicely. He was shorter than Eric and was able to suck on my tits as he fucked me. This brought me closer to my own orgasm, but I fought it back by staring up at the opening between the trees and concentrating on anything except the guy cumming time and again within my cunt.
When my eyes returned to the crowd surrounding me, I was surprised to see several more naked bodies, including Tommy and another female member of the team. Tommy had a killer body, with fabulous abs, big shoulders and arms, a little waist and, at the moment, a huge cock. The naked girl standing next to him was a really cute, small-breasted junior who was always friendly to me. Today I would find out why.
“Turn around, Traci,” Eric was saying to me. “Lean forward, place your hands on the tree and spread your legs.”
The ropes barely allowed me to reach the tree. When I was positioned as ordered, a pair of hands wrapped around my breasts. Gently they caressed my flesh. Just as I began to look behind me, I felt the massive cock touch my ass. Tommy leaned against me and stroked his cock up and down in my crack.
“Relax and enjoy it,” he spoke softly into my ear.
I turned back around to face the tree and closed my eyes, praying he would fuck me; yet dreading what would happen if he did. I heard rustling close behind me and another cheer from the crowd. At the exact moment I felt Tommy’s cock touch my cunt lips, something wonderfully wet and soft hit my clit. A tongue. Then, as Tommy entered me, a mouth. A young woman was sucking me while a gorgeous guy rammed me from behind.
Her soft hands clutched the back of my thighs while her tongue worked on my clit. A couple inches lower, the hardest, longest cock I had ever felt was slowly sliding in and out. Sometimes stopping so only the tip was in, then crashing back into me.
I was on the verge of begging them to stop. I desperately wanted not to cum. My mind raced with the pros and cons of continuing, when two strong hands grasped my hips firmly. Tommy’s pace quickened and his groans got louder until he nearly shouted with the onset of his first orgasm. I felt the shudder of his cock as the cum rose from his balls and into my cunt. The girl’s mouth closed tightly around my fully extended clit and I shrieked.
“Oh, fuck. Damn you. Damn you,” I yelled.
Tommy pushed me nearly through the tree with one last thrust and I lost it. My orgasm started in my stomach and exploded throughout my entire body, centering on the girl’s tongue as it licked furiously at my clit. Wave after wave hit me and I lost track of all time and space. I seized the ropes tightly and pulled as another orgasm shot from one end of me to another.
“Aaaahhhhhhh, shit. Fuck me,” I cried.
But Tommy was pulling out of me, completely spent. Only the girl was left to finish me off. She waited until my body quit shaking, then she too moved to the side. I leaned against the tree in exhaustion, letting my body hang on the ropes.
For another hour, team members of both sexes assaulted my body from every angle. But all I could think about was Tommy and the girl.
I loathed them.
I loved them.
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Traci needed a break. The eighteen year-old college freshman had only been in school a month, but she needed to go home for a weekend of "sanity." Her classes were going OK, she had made the cross-country team (surviving the initiation run with nothing more than sore arms…it was a long story) and she had found a boyfriend. But, she missed her own home--her own bed.
Traci's boyfriend, Tommy, also ran on the cross-country team. Their attraction to each other had been purely physical at first, but had grown into friendship and several dates. Now, he was skeptical about going home with her for the weekend.
"Are your parents expecting us? What if we get there and they're in bed or something," he asked her.
"Oh, yeah, right," she snickered. "They're, like, forty. Can you even have sex when you're that old?"
Tommy looked at her not knowing if she was kidding or not. "Depends on what your Mom looks like I guess," he answered with a smile.
"You've got me. You don't need old women," Traci said, wrapping her arms around his waist and pulling him against her. They kissed and she felt his cock stiffen inside his shorts. She put her hand on top of it and said, "Come keep me company and I'll make it worth your while."
Tommy had wanted the tall, thin freshman ever since he first saw her. Her long blonde hair, great tits and ass made him hard every time he ran with her during practice. Likewise, she wanted him. He was older, 20, and very mature, she thought. The fact he had a killer body and knew how to use it was just an added bonus.
When Traci's last class was over at 6 p.m. on Friday, they climbed into Tommy's car and began the fifty-mile trip to Traci's house.
"What a lovely pair you make," Tony said mockingly.
Pete laughed. "She does have a lovely pair, doesn't she?"
The two burglars looked down at Traci's parents, John and Carol, who lay naked with their hands tied to the headboard of the bed.
"Damn right. And I think we should enjoy them while we're here," Tony said. "Surely, the old man won't mind watching us cum all over them. Will you?"
Tony placed the large hunting knife under John's chin and lifted it up.
"No, please," Carol shouted. "Do anything, but don't hurt him."
"Did you hear that, Pete? Do anything. Just what we had in mind," Tony said with glee.
Pete laughed wickedly. "If she insists."
Earlier in the evening, the two thirty year-old men had broken into the back of the house and waited for the couple to arrive home from work. First Carol, then John had walked into the trap. Carol's dress and underwear had been cut off her by Tony and his ever-present knife, while Pete held her arms behind her. Carol's hourglass figure and tireless struggle had excited them both. They were forcing her onto her knees when John got home. His struggle became less violent when he saw Carol in Tony's grasp, the knife positioned ominously below one of her breasts.
John and Carol had been tied to the bed next to each other. Now the two intruders were taking off their shirts, leering intently at Carol's perfect body.
"Mom, you home? Dad?" Traci's voice rang down the hallway.
Carol gasped loudly. "Traci. Run. Get out," she yelled.
Tony grabbed the knife and lunged for the woman, placing one hand firmly over her mouth and holding the knife to her neck with the other.
"Shut the fuck up," he said emphatically. "Pete. Go get her."
Pete sprang out of the room and down the hall at a full run. Before Traci and Tommy understood what was happening, Pete rounded the corner with arms outstretched and gun in hand.
"What…," Traci started to say.
"Hold it right there," Pete said, coming to a stop. "Don't move."
"Where are my parents?" Traci said nervously.
"Who else is here? Are you guys alone?" Pete asked.
"What's going on?" Traci was beginning to sob. "Where's my Mom?"
Pete looked quickly out the windows at the side of the front door. With their captor's face turned away, Traci ran for the hall and her parents' bedroom.
"Hey, stop," Pete yelled after her. When she disappeared around the corner, he stuck the gun in Tommy's back and ordered, "Let's go. Down the hall."
Just as Traci entered the bedroom, Tony was at the door. He wrapped his large arm around her and lifted her off the floor as she came to a stop. At the same time she was first seeing her naked parents tied to the bed, the knife flashed in front of her face.
"Whoa, there," Tony exclaimed, setting the girl down on her feet. Poking his head out the door, he saw Pete leading Tommy down the hall. "Anyone else?"
"Don't think so," Pete said, shrugging.
Even though it was only a matter of seconds, it seemed like time stood still for Traci and Tommy as they looked at the nude couple on the bed and the two shirtless men holding them captive. "Well, now," Tony finally broke the silence. "What do we have here? Looks like guests have arrived. This must be the daughter." He brushed Traci's hair aside and looked around at her face from behind. "And is this your boyfriend?"
Traci nodded, tears beginning to form in her eyes.
"Pete, it looks like we will be staying longer than we thought," Tony said with a smile. "All new possibilities just arose."
He walked around Traci, knife in hand, until he faced her while standing at the foot of the bed. Pete moved to the side of the bed and continued pointing the gun at Tommy.
"Take off your clothes, kids," Pete said coldly.
At first nobody moved, but when Tommy lifted his shirt over his head, Traci knew there was no getting out of it. She kicked off her sandals first, attempting to delay the inevitable. Then, slowly, she pulled her shirt up, revealing a white bra. As she dragged the shirt over her head, Tommy unzipped his shorts. He let them fall to the ground and glanced briefly at Traci, who was unsnapping her own shorts. Tommy waited as Traci slipped the shorts over her hips and down her legs. When she stepped out of them, they both looked at Tony.
The man with the knife moved forward a couple steps until he stood directly in front of Traci. Looking at Tommy, he said, "Keep going, kid." Tommy pulled off his briefs and added them to the pile of clothes on the floor. He had large thighs, a little waist, flat stomach and big arms…thanks to his farm upbringing and running. And no one in the room could help but notice his disproportionately long, thick cock. Even now, in this unreal setting, Traci's mind went back to the first time she had seen it in the locker room shower. She had been forced to strip naked and hand out towels to the guys as part of her freshman "initiation" on the cross-country team. It immediately had become her mission to feel him inside her, which first occurred as she stood leaning against a tree and he took her from behind during her final "initiation run."
"I think Mom's going to enjoy this," Tony said. "And Dad, we have a treat for you, too."
Tony moved the knife underneath the center of Traci's thin bra. He pushed it up so the blade was visible between her breasts and, in one quick motion, cut the bra in half. Traci shuddered at the suddenness of Tony's actions, but stood in place. Tony situated the knife on the inside of her left breast and pushed the bra aside with the blade. He ran the tip of the knife gently over her nipple, watching as the young girl closed her eyes, then he pushed back the other side of the bra. Traci's firm, tan breasts pointed outward from under the frayed remains of her bra as Tony moved the knife to her shoulder and used it to pull the strap down her arm. When he repeated the process on the opposite shoulder, the bra fell to the ground.
Tony admired the tits before saying, "Take off your panties."
Traci quickly removed the panties and stood nervously with her arms crossed in front of her. All eyes were on the girl's tall, athletic body. Her days of tanning topless on the back porch and naked at a tanning salon had resulted in a consistently gold tan that seemed even darker under her flowing blonde hair.
"What's your name?" Tony asked Tommy.
"Tommy."
"Well, Tommy, have you met your girlfriend's Mom yet?"
Tommy shook his head.
Tony looked at Carol. "Mom, this is Tommy. He's going to be your date tonight. Or, I should say, your first date. Dad, here, will be getting to know his daughter better," Tony continued. "Afterwards, Pete and I get our turn."
Pete smiled at his partner, who was already getting hard from watching Traci strip. Now, his cock desperately needed attention.
"OK, kid," Tony was saying to Tommy. "Climb up there and let Mom have a taste of that cock. When you're good and hard, fuck her like I'm sure you do her little girl." "Honey," he said to Traci, "I want you to suck on your father's dick until it's hard enough to sit on. Then I want you to fuck him from on top, so he can see those beautiful tits bounce. Now, get started." With the urging of a gun and large hunting knife, Tommy and Traci moved onto the bed together. Tommy straddled Carol and moved far enough forward so his cock was above her face. The limp cock hit her cheek before he placed it on her lips. Hesitantly, she opened her mouth a crack and extended her tongue. On the other side of the bed, Traci had moved between her father's legs and started to bend over. She placed one hand gently around John's cock and, with the other hand, pulled her blonde hair behind her head. She squeezed the cock a couple times before getting up the nerve to put her lips on its tip. Carol sucked on Tommy's cock as it grew harder. She was torn between the shame of the act and the amazement of the size of the flesh in her mouth. And she knew it was not nearly erect yet. Tommy leaned on the headboard and began fucking Carol's mouth, her hand wrapped around the base of his cock. Traci was beginning to increase her tempo as she felt her Dad's cock thicken inside her mouth. She ran her tongue over the length of the cock several times before returning it to the depths of her mouth. When it grew long enough, she put her hand around it and alternated between stroking and sucking. Meanwhile, Tommy watched the attractive woman under him take his cock in her mouth until it stretched to its maximum length. He slid down her body and put his legs inside hers, using his hands to spread them apart. He was taken by the fullness of her breasts and how smooth and soft her thighs were. The young man was tempted to be aggressive and force himself on her, but decided against it. Instead, he put a finger on her clit and squeezed it. Then he slid his middle finger between the folds of her cunt lips and felt the wetness of her pussy. He placed the tip of his cock at her entrance and pushed. "Oh, God," Carol moaned softly. When John heard the familiar voice next to him and saw his young daughter's body moving over his, he knew it was time for her to climb on. He was afraid of how the feeling of her small cunt enclosing around his cock would cause him to react. John found out very quickly as Traci took little time placing herself over his cock, lowering herself gently and guiding him into her. Tommy took three thrusts before his balls first smacked against Carol's ass. He had lifted her legs and they now wrapped firmly around his waist. He put his hands around her wrists, which were fastened tight to the headboard, and pounded into her. After a couple minutes, he moved down so he could put his mouth on one of her tits, while at the same time putting his hands on Carol's ass and lifting her body up to his mouth. "Oh, my God, yes," Carol sighed when he sucked on her nipple. He switched tits and continued fucking her while licking her other nipple. Carol's cunt was being stretched beyond anything she had ever felt, and she didn't want it to end. The huge cock inside her and the sight of her husband's cock disappearing inside Traci's pussy was becoming more than she could take. Traci instinctively held onto her father's cock as it slid in and out of her cunt. She was losing all inhibitions as the room filled with the sounds of sex. Her goal now was to make the cock inside her cum, because she knew her own orgasm would quickly follow. When John dared open his eyes, he found himself staring at the pair of perfect tits bouncing on his daughter's chest. He had no doubt that, if his hands were free, he would hold them in his palms and squeeze the hard, protruding nipples. Carol squeezed Tommy's cock one more time with her tight cunt and he acknowledged it with a light bite of her nipple. "I'm going to cum," she whispered just barely loud enough for him to hear. He moved his head next to her ear, lowering his body onto hers, and whispered back, "Come on." At the moment his tongue touched the inside of her ear, she felt the rush of her orgasm start deep inside her and explode toward her cunt. "Oh, God, I'm cumming," she said. "God, yes, yes." Tommy felt Carol squeeze her legs tightly around his waist and pull against the constraints above her head. She flung her ass off the bed and tried to ram her entire body into his. Tommy wrapped his arms around her and pulled her up until their stomachs smacked loudly together. "Oh, fuck, fuck……. Carol could only grunt each time Tommy rammed his cock into her after the orgasm began. Her head snapped back and forth on the pillow, her short hair flinging from side to side. Tommy's own orgasm started almost immediately and Carol felt the first splash of cum hit deep inside her like a blast from a hose. Tommy's balls gushed several more loads through his cock and he plunged into her violently. A second wave overtook Carol when Tommy moved his hands onto her tits and pushed them high onto her chest. The strength and size of the young man made her cum longer than she thought her body was capable of. "Oh, God," was all she could utter at the end. On the other side of the bed, John could hold back no longer when his wife's body began thrashing under Tommy. His body stiffened momentarily, then leaped upward toward Traci, who eagerly accepted the rigid cock. Traci held onto his waist as he thrust higher and higher, shooting many loads of cum inside her. When his cock briefly came out of her, she replaced it and tasted the sweet stickiness of their combined juices on her fingers. The second time he came out of her and the cock rubbed against her clit, she reached between her legs, massaged the still stiff cock against herself and came. "Ahhhh, yes, keep cumming," she said to him as more cum shot out from his cock. "Yes, yes." Her boobs hung just inches from his face as she leaned forward, her hand working feverishly on his cock and her own clit. John's cum dripped from her stomach back onto his. She shrieked again as another orgasm hit her, accentuated this time by her fingers squeezing her engorged clit. Finally, she fell limp on her father's chest, panting heavily. Ignored by the other four during the previous several minutes, Tony and Pete had undressed and watched the two couples with cocks in hand. As Tommy finished fucking Carol, Pete blasted a long stream of white cum onto the woman's breasts. Another followed as Tommy and Carol were recovering from their own orgasms. At the same time, Tony stood behind the bent over girl and came several times on her ass and lower back. He pushed his cock against the crack in her ass and allowed the girl's skin to squeeze more cum out of him. Tony rubbed the liquid over the small round ass and watched Traci fall onto her father. Later that evening, Tony and Pete took turns with the females—one tied to the headboard face up and one face down. Neither Traci nor Carol had another orgasm to equal the ones they had felt earlier. Nor would they soon.
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The idea of attending a conference in Colorado in the fall didn’t excite me at first. I guess I would have preferred the warm sun of Florida or southern California. But, my boss convinced me it would be fun and different and promised me a Florida trip later in the winter.
I teach computer classes to adults at a training center in Michigan. One of the advantages of the job is that most of my fellow instructors are female. So, that makes conferences a little more bearable…especially in the warmer climates where beaches and swimming pools are in use. Would I be stuck this time with women wrapped in five layers of ski apparel?
The reception on the evening of the day I arrived was in the lobby of the ski resort lodge we’d be using for the conference. Normally, I hate these things. The refreshments are always the same and, being a better listener than talker, I rarely initiate a conversation with anyone.
Luck was on my side tonight. About fifteen minutes into the reception, after nearly completing my first beer, a really cute brunette said “Hi” to me at the cheese tray. Now, I put attractive women into two main groups—babes and really cute. Not being the Tom Cruise type myself, babes are considered pretty much unattainable. Nice to look at, but not something I’m liable to wake up next to. Really cute, on the other hand, includes women that I’m attracted to that, under the right circumstances, might even talk to me.
I was looking at one at the moment.
“Hi,” I said back. She was about 5’6”, maybe 32 or 33, with short brown hair, highlighted with streaks of lighter brown and tan. She wore a v-neck shirt and business casual pants. Her light gray eyes shined as she looked up at me and smiled.
“Where you from, John?” she asked, looking briefly at the Hello, My Name Is tag stuck crookedly on my shirt.
“Michigan. Outside of Lansing. How about you?” Her name was Cindy, evident from the tag placed strategically above one of the ample breasts pushing against her shirt.
“Chicago. I guess we’re both used to this cold, then,” she smiled.
“Yeah. I hear we’re supposed to get a bunch of snow tonight. Do you ski?” I asked, filling my plate and following her to the end of the table.
“Nope. Never tried it. How about you?”
“Never. I’d rather be snorkeling,” I said.
She laughed, while I pictured her in my mind floating on top of blueish green water in an orange bikini.
“Me too, I guess. But here we are,” she said. “We’ll have to make do.”
I drank the last of my beer and asked her if she wanted a drink. She asked for a glass of wine and I returned from the bar to find her sitting on the end of a couch near the fireplace in the center of the lobby.
“Are you here with coworkers?” I asked her.
“Nope. Just me. Which means I’ll probably spend most of the time in the room. If no one’s here to organize the social events for me, I end up doing nothing,” she said.
“Well, I’m the same,” I said. “So if they mention something tomorrow in the meeting that you might want to do later, let me know and I’ll go with you.”
“I will. Thanks,” she said.
We talked for about half an hour before leaving for our rooms. As she got off the elevator on the floor below mine, I watched her small ass move down the hall until the elevator doors closed. The next time I pictured her in my mind, she wasn’t wearing a bikini.
It snowed heavily during the night. When I opened the drapes in my room and looked out upon the mountains surrounding the lodge, it almost made me forget the warmer climates I had thought of the day before. The pure whiteness covering the ground and trees and the new snow continuing to fall was truly beautiful.
I finished breakfast and moved into the conference room for the first session. Seated alone near the back was Cindy, dressed in a satiny pink blouse tucked into a red skirt that stopped well above the knees of her crossed legs. She was reading the paper and I didn’t intend to bother her…yet. But, she looked up and waved for me to come over.
“Good morning,” I said as I approached.
“Hi. Do you have a seat, yet?” she asked.
“No.”
“Sit here,” she motioned to the spot next to her.
“Thanks. Do you need coffee or anything?” I asked her.
“No. I’m fine. Thanks.”
When I was settled in, she said, “Isn’t the snow great? I think they expect a bunch more today. I’m glad I don’t have to drive in it.”
“Yeah. I might go out later, but I’m still not sold on the skiing thing,” I said. “I’m too old for that stuff.”
“Oh, come on,” she smiled. “You’re about my age and I don’t consider myself a fossil yet.”
“Let’s just say I’m in my thirties and would like to live to see forty,” I replied.
The morning session dragged along. It was highlighted mainly by the break, during which Cindy walked out to the restroom. This allowed me a better look at her long, well-toned legs. And her shirt did little to hide the tops of her breasts or her lacy pink bra. It was going to be a long three days, I thought.
It was around 11 a.m. when my stomach, still on Eastern Time, wanted lunch. The speaker was putting me to sleep and I needed food. I looked at the table and realized the best I could do at the moment was a lot of water. I reached for the pitcher and stopped, my arm frozen in mid air.
The ice cubes in the pitcher were shaking gently as if we were riding in a car on a rough road. Then small “waves” formed on the surface of the water.
I turned to look at Cindy, who had already watched my hand stop just short of the pitcher’s handle.
“Quit kicking the table,” I whispered to her jokingly.
“I’m not,” she said.
I grabbed the pitcher and began to pour a glass of water. Then we heard it. Actually, we might have felt it before we heard it. It was a rumble that seemed to emanate through the floor and into the seats and into our bodies. But, soon it was a definite, discernable sound. A train approaching, or maybe the sound they use in movies when a herd of something is running toward you.
I put the water down, which now shook almost violently on the table. A rustle of voices filled the room, and heads turned in random directions as the yet undefined noise seemed to come from everywhere. I saw people around me getting up while someone standing at the windows pulled back the curtains. More people began to look out and a woman’s scream echoed inside the room.
“It’s an avalanche!” The words didn’t register at first when a man at the window first yelled them. But when people began to run, instinct took over. In the Midwest, everyone knows what to do when a tornado is spotted. There is very little training offered in surviving avalanches.
Running seemed like a logical start.
“Come on,” I said to Cindy as I rose from my chair. She had already started to stand and we headed for the exit at the back left of the room. We were only three rows of tables from the back to begin with, so it just took seconds to get to the door. Luckily, only a handful of people were blocking the escape and we quickly got through the narrow exit into a hallway leading to the lobby.
The first explosive sound of the wall of snow hitting the lodge came as I looked over my shoulder for Cindy, who was right behind me. The entire building shook and the lights flickered once, then went out. I was thrown against the wall while people ahead of me stumbled and fell over chairs and tables.
So far I hadn’t had a particular goal in mind during our flight. Now, I realized we needed a safe place to take cover for what seemed like the inevitable collapse of the building. When I looked behind me again I saw the walls of the room we were in fall outward, towards us. I turned to run some more, Cindy close behind.
Magically, at that instant an elevator door five feet ahead of me opened. We were on the bottom floor, I quickly thought. It can’t fall far. I stopped and looked for Cindy.
“In here,” I yelled over the roar. Behind her, a wall of whiteness steamrolled down the hallway with debris and bodies pushed in front of it.
I jumped into the empty elevator and was horrified to see the doors begin to close. I reached out and grabbed Cindy’s hand just at the snow and debris caught up to her. I yanked her toward me as her legs disappeared in snow. The doors of the elevator hit the outside of her thighs as I pulled her in and she screamed.
When her snow-covered, shoeless feet were safely inside the elevator, I said to her, “You’re OK.”
The noise was deafening and the elevator shook wildly. The elevator doors stuck open about eighteen inches apart and outside, from floor to ceiling, all you could see was white snow. It forced its way inside the elevator and Cindy and I moved into a dry corner, her arms around my waist. Again she screamed when the elevator dropped a couple feet before coming to a thudding stop.
Almost as quickly as it all began, the noise stopped. It was not quite completely dark in the elevator and I saw Cindy looking at me with a horrified look.
“Oh, my God, John. What do we do?” Her voice quivered as she held me tighter.
“I think we’re OK now. This may be the best place to be,” I said with as much reassurance as I could.
We had about six feet of dry floor on our side of the elevator. Snow was driven in a small drift against the opposite wall and it was too dark to see the ceiling. But, our eyes were beginning to adjust to the sudden darkness and the lack of noise seemed to calm us both.
“Now we just wait for the rescue,” I said.
She had let go of me and was looking around our little space. I could see now that her hair was messed and her blouse was untucked on one side. But, amazingly, neither of us had any major scars.
“How are your legs?” I asked her.
“Oh, they hurt a little, but not bad,” she said, running her hands over the spots where the doors got her. That was when she noticed her blouse, and stuck it back inside her skirt.
She slid down the wall of the elevator and sat on the floor, her legs stretched out in front of her, the short skirt stopping mid-thigh.
“God. That was close,” she sighed. “You saved my life, I think.” She looked up at me.
I sat beside her and didn’t say anything at first, staring at the snow near our feet. I tried to imagine what would have happened if the doors to the elevator had not opened when they did. I tried to forget the faces of the people hit by the advancing snow before I pulled Cindy inside. I held her hand.
She put her other hand on the side of my head, pulling it towards her. She kissed me long and hard, her tongue flicking against mine. I went to put my hand beside her to brace myself and it lightly touched her leg. Almost unconsciously, I placed my hand on her leg, at the bottom of her skirt, then moved it up under the soft fabric. I continued moving it up as our kiss persisted.
The hand on the back of my head applied even more pressure when I felt the bottom of her panties. She broke away from the kiss and placed her head on my shoulder. I could smell and feel her soft hair against my face. My hand reached for her ass and she leaned over, allowing me to put my leg between hers and, at the same time, feel the softness of her cheek through the material of her panties.
When I put my hand inside the panties and lightly squeezed her ass, she moaned in my ear. We were facing each other, legs intertwined, sliding more and more down the wall until we were lying on the floor.
She kissed me again while I ran my fingers across the smooth, soft flesh of her ass and thighs. I moved my hand from under her skirt to her back, where I felt the silky smoothness of her blouse. My hand rose up over her bra strap to her shoulders and I pulled her into me. We were attacking each other’s mouth, licking each other’s lips. Her hands moved up and down my back frantically.
I leaned into her until she moved more onto her back than her side. My hand came around her side and onto her stomach while I contemplated where to go next. I moved up, feeling the underside of her left breast first, then completely engulfing it in my hand through her shirt.
“Oh, yeah,” she said softly.
The bra felt thin and tight against her skin, the nipple hard and long. I reached inside the opening in her blouse and could feel the top of her breast. I kissed her cheek and neck on that side and she turned her head. Unbuttoning one more button, I could easily push my hand inside and underneath the little bra. I cupped the breast and squeezed her nipple gently.
Cindy gasped and moaned softly. Her hand rode down my side, to my hip and onto my crotch. With her fingers stretched wide, she rubbed my ever-hardening cock while I kneaded her tit. I had to have it in my mouth.
I quickly unbuttoned three more buttons of her blouse while she played with me through my pants. I pulled the blouse open and moved the strap of her bra over her shoulder. At the same time that I pushed the bra off her breast, I licked from her neck to the top of her breast to her exposed nipple. I smothered the area around her nipple with my mouth and sucked furiously, pushing the tit up with my hand. My tongue played with the nipple until I was sure it couldn’t grow any larger.
“Jesus, yes. Oh, John,” Cindy cried, pulling my head harder onto her breast. “Take it off,” I heard her say faintly.
Not bothering to ask what she meant, I finished unbuttoning her blouse, pulled it out of her skirt and slid it off her shoulders. She pulled her arms out of the sleeves and immediately unhooked her bra. About the same time I was finding a dry spot on the floor for her blouse, her bra was thrown on top of it.
Cindy reached for my shirt and began undoing the buttons while I admired the breasts I had thought about so often since the night before. There may have been imperfections, but the darkness in the elevator hid them well. They were full and firm, begging to be held and licked.
My shirt was removed and she wasted no time unfastening my belt and pulling down the zipper of my pants. Finally, she slowed down a little and inserted a hand under the top of my boxers. It didn’t take long for her fingers to find my rigid cock and drag it up so it pointed towards her. Meanwhile, I was wrapping my fingers around one of her magnificent breasts, feeling it shift from side to side.
I managed to get my mouth onto a tit without making her let go of my cock, which desperately wanted to be held. The more I sucked, the harder she squeezed. My right hand found its way back to her legs, only this time I moved up and straight to her pussy. When I pulled her skirt up and put my hand inside the top of her panties, reaching down until I found her clit, she inhaled noisily and arched her back off the floor.
“I want you in me,” she moaned. “Fuck me, please.”
My cock must have doubled in size within seconds. I got on my knees and shuffled down to her legs, pushing her skirt up until I could see her white panties in what faint light there was. As I pulled them down I got a better look at the beautifully shaped legs I had admired all morning. When I slid the panties off her feet, Cindy leaned up and unzipped her skirt. She lifted her butt and pushed the skirt down her legs until I could reach it and pull it completely off.
She sat naked in front of me and I could tell, in the quiet darkness of an elevator in a building buried under tons of snow, that this was the most gorgeous body I had ever seen.
Cindy reached forward and pulled my pants down, which I quickly removed. Just as effortlessly, she lowered my boxers, releasing my fully erect cock. I yanked the boxers off and moved between her legs, which she spread invitingly.
As my hands moved up the outside of her thighs, my head moved directly to her cunt. She was neatly shaven except for a thin strip of hair above the clit. As soon as my tongue found the opening between her pussy lips, she stiffened.
“Oh, fuck. Ahhh…”
I put my hands under her ass and lifted her into my mouth. I moved up until I found her clit with my tongue and surrounded it with my lips. Nibbling on the warm, wet nub, I felt her body shake.
“Yes, there. Yes.”
I didn’t spend long because it felt like she was ready to cum any second and, honestly, I couldn’t wait any longer to feel her cunt around my cock. I slid up farther and placed the tip of my cock at the entrance to her cunt. My fear of entering her too fast soon disappeared when I felt the warm dampness begin to surround my cock. I slid in easily and, as soon as she wrapped her legs around my waist, I pushed until our bodies met with a smack.
“Oh, my God. Fuck me,” Cindy said.
I didn’t need any more encouraging. The tightness of her cunt sent shivers through me each time I thrust into her. It grabbed my cock and tried to devour it, constricting and relaxing like a third hand. I wanted this to last forever and I thought she was going to make me cum in five seconds.
I held onto her ass with both hands and concentrated on the wonderful softness down there instead of what my cock wanted to do. It slid in and out of her effortlessly as she moaned louder. Her breasts bounced back and forth with our movements and I felt her body shake.
“God, I’m gonna cum,” she said anxiously. “Yes. Now.”
Cindy lifted herself off the floor until only her shoulders touched the ground. With a great gush of air she had been holding in, she groaned and started cumming. Her hips rose and fell uncontrollably, my cock trying desperately to stay in her. Cindy shook her head back and forth, while wrapping her arms around my neck.
Muffled grunts and groans came from her as wave after wave of orgasm hit her. When I was certain I was going to be able to stay inside her, I felt the rush of my own cum flow out of my balls and into my cock.
“I’m cumming,” I said softly.
“Come on, babe,” Cindy replied. “Fuck me.”
The cum shot from my cock as it never had before. Her cunt squeezed me harder and I felt a second blast pour out. I pulled her up by the ass and injected her three more times with long streams of fluid. Her soft thighs wrapped around my waist and she held on for dear life as I pumped her again and again.
Finally, I collapsed on top of her, both of us panting. She stretched her legs out and put her hands on my ass, squeezing gently. We kissed for what seemed like eternity.
“That was wonderful,” she whispered when our lips separated.
“You’re wonderful,” I said, moving her hair off her forehead.
We held each other for about half an hour, after which we repeated our lovemaking. Then we dressed. It was soon after that we first heard the sounds of rescuers digging through the snow. We would live to attend another conference. But it wouldn’t be the same.
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I love Las Vegas. From the moment you step off the plane, the place oozes sex. The billboards at the airport; the street vendors for the all-nude nightclubs; the cocktail waitresses in the casinos; the tourists around the pool—if you aren't horny when you arrive, you will be soon.
I was there for a convention. It wasn't my first visit, so I pretty much knew what I wanted to see and do. Actually, this visit I was going to be happy just to sit in the sun a little and relax. If I won a little money, that was a bonus.
I'm 29, six feet tall and weigh about 180, depending on how many buffets I visit that day. I'm just an average looking guy who doesn't expect to sit at the pool and have young women standing in line to have sex with me. One would do right now.
After checking in and losing my first $20 at the slots, I decided to start on my tan. I put on a pair of old, baggy trunks and a tank top, grabbed my CD player and headed for the pool. It was early enough in the day, yet, that about half the lounge chairs were still available. I took one fairly close to the bar and settled in.
Soon, a young waitress in a bright bikini top and short wrap around skirt took my order and returned a minute later with my beer. A quick look around the pool revealed the normal crowd: a few retirees; a lot of middle-aged couples, some with kids; and, a handful of younger adults, sitting mostly in pairs or small groups of the same sex. I picked out the three or four females I would want to watch more closely and put on a CD.
The sun, music and beer combined to put me asleep within about ten minutes. When I awoke to silence, I automatically reached over next to my recliner for the CD player, eyes still closed. My hand hit the top of the beer bottle and I quickly opened my eyes and looked to see if I had caught it in time before spilling the entire contents.
"Good catch," I heard a voice say.
In the next lounge chair sat a girl in her early twenties with sunglasses on, a book in one hand and a colorful drink in the other.
"Thanks," I said, assured the bottle wasn't going anywhere. Now that I was fully awake, my mind was able to focus on the golden brown body ten feet to my right. The long legs, hips, waist and arms shimmered with tanning lotion. Contrasted against the dark body was a two-piece light blue bathing suit.
"I ruin more CDs that way," I said, taking off the headphones and laying them next to the player.
"I use it as an excuse for finishing my drink quicker," she said smiling. "Don't want to spill it."
"But if I knock my beer over the waitress babe has to come back," I replied.
"Oh, of course. Should have thought of that," she said. "Should I kick it over next time?"
"Please do," I said.
She was reclining half way back in her chair, the book at her side, giving me a clear view of the adequate breasts under her top. Her stomach was flat and her legs long and lean.
She smiled at me and went back to reading. I pulled the back of my chair up so I was sitting a little more upright, mainly so I could re-check the crowd. Fortunately, my bikini-clad females were still around, some in the pool, some seated.
Soon after finishing the lukewarm beer, the waitress appeared as if on cue. She deposited refills for myself and the girl next to me.
"You happy now?" the girl asked, watching me watch the waitress walk away.
"Don't you love this place?" I asked in return.
She frowned. "So, where are the guys in thongs serving drinks?"
"Yeah, right. Keep dreaming."
She read again and I watched more people come and go. Eventually, the girl took off her sunglasses, walked to the pool and dove in. A few laps later, she climbed out gracefully and grabbed a towel on her chair. I watched her dry off, not meaning to stare but unable to look away.
"You by yourself?" she asked, drying her shoulder length hair.
"Yeah. Here for a conference. How about you?"
"I brought my parents. Kind of a thank-you for putting me through college," she said.
"That's cool."
"I haven't seen them much in the two days we've been here. It's great."
I smiled knowingly. Vacations with relatives can become disasters very easily. Again, I was staring at the tall girl, her small ass in silhouette, her green eyes and dark blonde hair.
She bent over and placed her stuff in a small beach bag. I was expecting the best part of my afternoon to walk away in a moment. However, her next question stunned me with its suddenness and genuineness.
"Want to get something to eat in a little bit?"
"Ah, sure. I'd love to," I tried to say as calmly as possible. "I didn't bring a suit. Can we make it casual?"
"That's fine with me. I'm in room 810. How about…," she looked at her watch, "five o'clock."
"Five it is. Room 810."
"See ya then," she said with a smile, and walked away.
I watched her until she disappeared inside the hotel. What just happened?, I thought to myself. Whatever it was, I liked it and my cock liked it.
I left my room at five and headed to room 810, not yet knowing the name of a cute girl I was having dinner with. It didn't matter. The door opened shortly after I knocked and my new acquaintance invited me in.
She wore a lightweight, short red dress with spaghetti straps and a plunging neckline. It clung to her body in all the appropriate places.
"It never struck me until I left today that I never introduced myself," she said sticking out her hand. "I'm Julie."
"Hi. I'm John." The feel of her hand in mine did nothing to ease the sexual tension I felt around her. And the little dress didn't help, either.
"So, where do you want to go?" she asked while picking up a small purse from the table next to the door.
"How about Café Lago at Caesar's?"
"I haven't tried that, yet. Let's go."
We talked casually on the short walk to Caesar's and, by the time we were eating, felt fairly comfortable with each other. Julie was 24, graduated from Southern Cal with a marketing degree and was considering schools for her Master's. She had had a boyfriend throughout her four years at USC, but broke it off when she found him with a sorority sister. She would think about marriage again when she had a full time job. In the meantime, she enjoyed meeting new people, which I praised her for selfishly.
It's difficult, sitting across from a lovely girl at dinner, not to be caught peering—or is it leering—at bare breasts inside a small dress. I'm pretty sure she only caught me once. It could have been worse.
On the way back, we both won modest amounts in the hotel casino. Julie played blackjack and proved to be a cautious bettor. I enjoyed seeing the broad smile on her face when she won.
After about an hour at various tables and slots she asked, "Want to stop in my room for a drink?"
"How about your parents?" I asked.
"They're down the hall from me. They won't be around anyway. I think they have a show tonight."
"OK. The casino can get my money back tomorrow," I said.
Julie let us in her room and turned on a light. She threw her purse back on the table and headed for the small refrigerator under the sink.
"Beer OK?" she asked.
"Yep." I sat on the couch in the small living area of the room. The bedroom was separated from this area by a short hallway with a bath on one side and a sink, cabinets and refrigerator on the other.
Julie returned with two beers, handing me one and putting one on the table in front of us before sitting next to me. She crossed her legs, revealing a good portion of her tanned thighs.
"Thanks for inviting me to dinner," I said. "I enjoyed it."
"You're welcome. I did too."
She reached for the TV remote and flicked it on. She scanned the channels until finding an HBO movie and put the remote down.
"How long are you going to be staying in Vegas?" I asked.
"We have two more days," Julie said. "I think I can survive."
I laughed, placing my beer on the table. "If you need a break some time, let me know."
"I might take you up on that."
We watched a few minutes of the movie in silence. Then Julie kicked off her shoes and pulled her legs up beside her, leaning over so her head rested on my shoulder. I was uncertain what to do, but instinctively put my arm around her.
Her hair was soft and thick; the skin on her arm smooth and warm. After a few more minutes she surprised me even more by moving down and resting her head in my lap.
"Do you mind?" she asked, looking up at me.
"Ah, not at all. Need a pillow?" I asked her, reaching for one by the armrest.
"No. This is fine." She lay on her side for a minute, my hand on her hip, before rolling over onto her back. Her feet were raised up on the armrest at the end of the couch.
My eyes scanned her legs from her bare feet to the bottom of her dress, which now rode far up her thighs. I followed the outline of her body under the dress until I reached her breasts, which were more than half exposed to me.
When I noticed Julie watching me, I decided it was no use hiding my desire any longer. My hand touched the tan skin between her neck and her breast and moved down until it rested on the top of her left tit. Without hesitation, I slid my fingers under the material of her dress and continued moving down until reaching her nipple. My hand cupped her breast and Julie's eyes closed.
I squeezed the nipple gently.
"Oh, that feels so good," Julie sighed.
I massaged the entire breast in my hand for a moment, then moved to her right nipple. The young girl smiled and licked her lips. Her mouth opened when I pinched the nipple, but she didn't make a sound.
Her eyes opened again when I withdrew my hand from under her dress. I placed it on the inside of her right thigh and stroked the leg down to her knee, then up again until I was a couple inches from her pussy. Again, her eyes closed, but this time she rolled her head slightly until her cheek rested on my cock, which was growing hard and straining against my boxers. She moved her head back and forth against the stiff cock while I felt my fingers touch the bottom of her panties.
I shifted my hand until it was between her legs, directly on top of her cunt. The soft material of her panties allowed me to feel her pussy lips and the warmth beginning to flow from her cunt. When I moved my fingers up between the lips and reached her clit, she moaned, "Oh, God."
Quickly, I placed my hand inside the top of her panties and reached down. At the same time, Julie lifted her ass off the couch and pulled her dress up to her hips, giving me easier access. I felt the small patch of hair above her clit, then the shaven area around her pussy. When I got to her cunt and began to insert my finger, the wetness was evident.
She arched her back to make her cunt meet my hand. I put my middle finger far into her opening and brought it up to rub against the inside of her cunt. When I pulled it back out, I placed it immediately on her engorged clit.
Julie's eyes were closed again and she breathed heavily as I ran my wet fingers back and forth over her clit. She brought a hand up and placed it on my hard cock, squeezing it through my pants. As I pressed harder on her clit and increased the tempo, she moved her hand inside her dress as I had done previously and squeezed her nipple.
"Yes, John. Right there. Oh, God, yes," she whispered.
I made long, slow passes over her pussy; stopping to insert a finger in her cunt, then back up to her clit. Meanwhile, Julie's hand worked feverishly on her breast.
"Mmmmm, yes. Keep going," she said.
My cock felt like it would explode in anticipation of hearing, seeing and feeling this beautiful young woman cum in front of me. She was trying to fuck my finger, thrusting her hips up whenever I put my hand near the opening to her cunt. But she reacted most to the attention I paid to her clit, so that's where I concentrated my efforts.
I felt her body tremble one time, then her legs stiffened before relaxing again and spreading as far as her dress allowed. A few more strokes of her clit and I knew she was close.
"Oh, oh, God," she cried. "Yes. There. Yes."
Julie's ass came off the couch and her entire body stiffened for a second, followed by a massive exhale.
"Now. I'm cumming," she screamed.
Her body began to shake uncontrollably while I worked harder on her clit. Her hips rose and fell repeatedly, as if reaching for a cock that wasn't there. Julie shook her head back and forth, striking my cock each time and bringing me damn close to my own orgasm. I watched her face contort from the extreme pleasure she was feeling and I listened to the sounds of her orgasms. No words were spoken, just sounds.
Half a dozen times her body tensed, then released with an orgasm. Her legs would alternately bend and straighten, spread and close around my hand. All the while, she moaned with satisfaction.
Finally, her body relaxed and only an occasional jerk signaled the remnants of an orgasm.
"Oh, fuck. Fuck." Her eyes were tightly closed; the back of one hand on her forehead, the other on her tit.
I stopped and pulled my hand out, placing it on her thigh.
When she opened her eyes and looked at me, she smiled weakly, totally spent.
"That was magnificent," she said softly.
"I'm glad you liked it." I said. "You did like it? Right?"
She hit me lightly in the stomach with her fist. Then she leaned up, put her arms around my neck and kissed me like no woman had ever kissed me before. Her tongue danced in my mouth while she ground her lips against mine. I put my hand on the back of her head and attacked her mouth with the pent up passion that had been building since I first saw her.
Many seconds later, she pulled away, swung her legs off the couch and stood up. In one effortless motion, she put her thumbs under the straps of her dress and lowered them off her shoulders. The dress slid as if in slow motion off her body and to the floor. She stepped out of it gracefully and stood frozen with her arms at her side.
I stared at her magnificently shaped breasts, her small waist and long legs. When my eyes returned to her's, she wriggled out of her panties, teasing me with erotic twists of her hips and a naughty smile. When she stood again, Julie ran her fingers slowly through her hair, pulling her breasts high on her chest.
"Turn around, please," I said quietly.
She pivoted unhurriedly and put her hands on the top of her ass, pushing down gently. When she stopped turning, Julie ran her fingers over the skin of her small, round ass and let her arms fall to her side. After a couple seconds, she continued turning until she faced me again.
"You're beautiful," I said.
"Thank you," she said, genuinely pleased with the compliment.
Without any more words being spoken, she stepped towards me and got on her knees. After removing my shoes and socks, she reached for my belt. She quickly unfastened it, unbuttoned my pants and pulled down the zipper. My cock, already straining against my boxers from the strip tease, flinched at the touch of her hand on the zipper. Julie pulled down my pants and laid them on the floor.
She didn't immediately remove my boxers, but instead ran the palms of her hands over the bulge my cock was creating. I thought I would cum on the spot. Her eyes never left the tent formed by my erection as she finally grabbed the top of my shorts and pulled them off. My cock sprang up in freedom and the cool air felt wonderful against it.
Julie nudged forward between my legs, which squeezed against her sides. She tenderly put one hand, then the other, around my cock. She stroked it slowly before moving a hand to my balls and caressing them, while squeezing my cock. The girl did everything so lightly, perhaps sensing my proximity to an orgasm and wanting to prolong the pleasure. It was working.
Julie looked up at me for just an instant, then lowered her head and placed her tongue on the tip of my cock. The sensation made me jerk involuntarily, which she followed with a long lick of the underside of my cock. When she reached the top, she opened her mouth and gradually moved down until her lips wrapped around the base of my erection. Her tongue flicked along the bottom of my cock and I leaned my head against the back of the couch in ecstasy.
She placed a hand around the bottom of the cock and sucked on the top half, jerking it in and out of her mouth with ever-increasing speed. I had never been so hard in my life, nor wanted so desperately to cum.
But, Julie had other plans. She raised herself off her knees and sat in my lap, her legs straddling me and her pussy pressed against my now rock hard cock. I watched as she reached for the buttons of my shirt and worked her way down. My fingers were moving across the smooth, warm flesh of her ass before she pulled the shirt off, forcing me to put my arms in the air. They came back down on top of her breasts and she smiled.
"I want you inside me," she whispered. "I want to feel you cum in me."
She raised her hips, reached for my cock and guided it to the entrance to her cunt. The tip entered her, then another inch as she lowered herself. The tightness of her cunt forced precum to drip out of me as she raised back up, lowered herself again and half of my cock disappeared. I pushed up as she lowered herself a third time and her cunt took the entire length of my shaft.
"Oh my God, that's good," she said.
I put my hands on her hips and guided her next few movements until our rhythm and angle matched. Julie's tits bounced enticingly just inches from my face as we began to fuck in earnest. The sound of her ass hitting my legs filled the room and Julie's breathing became heavier.
She leaned forward, putting her hands on the couch on either side of my head. This allowed me to get to her tits with my mouth and I hungrily sucked on a nipple, squeezing the breast with my hand. Soon, half of the breast was in my mouth.
Julie's cunt was wetter now, but still tight enough to feel like it was consuming me. Every thrust brought me closer to cumming.
"Yes, Julie. That's it. Yes," I said.
"Come on, baby. Fuck me," she answered.
That did it. Cum rose from my balls in a torrent, gushing out in a long spurt. I flung my head back against the couch and forced my cock as far up into Julie as I could.
"Oh, yes. Cum inside me."
I grabbed her ass and held on tight as I drove into her again and again, cum erupting out of me. I grunted each time I pushed my cock into her, feeling her constrict her cunt even more than before. The orgasm didn't want to stop and we fucked each other wildly. When I thought I was done, she would squeeze me with her cunt and another shot of cum would flow into her.
It eventually ended and I began to soften. I wrapped my arms around her and hugged her tightly.
"Jesus, babe. Where did you learn that?" I said in her ear as she put her head on my shoulder.
"Wait until you see what I can do in the shower," she said.
We kissed and fell onto the couch in each other's arms. It was going to be a good couple days.
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Traci still couldn’t believe that a fabulous guy like Tommy Harper would want to take her to the small beach by the isolated lake near campus. She was an eighteen-year-old freshman and he was a junior, almost twenty-one. They both ran on the cross-country team and had quickly become friends. Well, OK, they were more than that. And tonight Traci hoped to once again feel his thick cock deep inside her.
Tommy had told her about the old cabin, the woods and the lake few people seemed to know was even there. But, this was the first time they’d had a chance to get there together. Despite Traci’s anger over thinking about how many other girls Tommy may have had on the beach, she was glad to be there with him.
They parked next to a cabin that appeared to be deserted, walked a short distance through the woods and down to the lake. The thin stretch of beach allowed enough space for Tommy to build a small fire and lie out a beach towel. It had been hot during the day, but was getting cooler now that the sun was down. Plus, the beers from Tommy’s cooler were plenty cold. Traci was glad she had put on a sweatshirt to go with her shorts.
The young couple watched the fire grow larger and hotter as they drank and talked, losing all track of time. Tommy put his arm around Traci when she shivered and they kissed passionately. He slid one hand under her sweatshirt in the back and moved it up her back, feeling her soft, warm skin. As usual, Traci wasn’t wearing a bra and Tommy worked his hand around her side until it rested on one of her breasts. When he squeezed the hard nipple, Traci moaned and kissed him even harder.
They fell together on top of the towel, their legs tightly intertwined. Traci placed her hands on Tommy’s ass and clutched it as he rolled on top of her. He brushed her blonde hair off her face and kissed her again.
Suddenly, a bright light shown down on them from above.
“Shit,” Traci said loudly.
“What the…” Tommy began to say as he looked up.
They both put their hands in front of their eyes to protect against the brilliant light.
“Hi, kids,” a voice behind the light said.
Traci and Tommy could now see the outline of a man holding the large flashlight that was flooding the area with light. They couldn’t make out his features, yet. But, somehow neither of them felt threatened. Just startled.
“Come here often?” he asked them.
“No. Not really,” Tommy said hesitantly while moving beside Traci.
“My name’s Garrett. I own the cabin…and the land,” the man said.
“We can leave. We’re sorry,” Traci stammered. She was pulling her sweatshirt down and brushing her hair back with her hand.
“That’s OK. I just saw the car and wanted to make sure it wasn’t anybody messing with the cabin,” Garrett said. “The security system was on, but I’m a professional photographer and there’s some equipment in there I wouldn’t want to lose.”
“You’re a photographer? Really?” Traci said enthusiastically. She raised herself up and sat on her knees.
“Mainly nature and still life,” he said. “I have a studio in town and use the cabin occasionally.”
“Photography’s kind of a hobby of mine and I’m considering majoring in art. I’ve also modeled and I’m not sure whether I want to be the photographer or the model,” she said smiling.
Tommy settled back on the beach towel, not sure what to make of the scene. His heart was still racing and his cock was just now beginning to soften after getting ready for what he thought would be uninterrupted sex with Traci.
“I’m always looking for new subjects,” Garrett said. “And if you’re serious about photography, you can test my equipment. Stop by the cabin before you leave and I’ll give you my card so you can call me when you want to come over. Or come up now. I don’t care.”
“Can we?” Traci asked. She looked at Tommy. “Come on, let’s go.”
Tommy looked at her in disbelief. But, she was already standing, so he grabbed the cooler, picked up the towel and said, “Let’s go.”
Garrett led the way with the flashlight. They followed the narrow path through the woods until lights from the cabin became visible. Along the way, they introduced themselves and Garret told how he inherited the land from his family. He turned off the flashlight when they reached the back door and he led them in.
The cabin was simple and looked very lived-in. Tripods, camera cases, lights and backdrops were everywhere. When they got to the living room, there was more equipment than furniture.
“You guys want a beer?” Garrett asked.
“Sure,” Tommy said, suddenly more comfortable with the situation.
Traci was examining a large camera mounted on a tripod near the center of the room. The sound of bottles rattling and a refrigerator door closing came from the kitchen. Garrett returned with three beers and said, “Find a place to sit down. Move stuff if you have to.”
Traci and Tommy sat next to each other on a couch, while Garrett leaned against a tall stool by one of the cameras. He talked about his business and most interesting photo sessions. He said he enjoyed nature shots, but his favorite sessions involved people, which often included girls from the college. He said the girls often wanted to build portfolios they could use for modeling jobs.
“Most of those girls won’t get modeling jobs in a million years,” Garrett said, finishing his beer. “How’d you get into it, Traci?”
“A fashion store back home,” she said. “They wanted girls for ads in the local paper. I did school clothes and some swimsuits.”
“You have to start somewhere,” Garrett said. “Another beer?”
He retrieved refills and passed them around.
“You’re nice and tall,” Garrett said to Traci. “The perfect height, actually.”
“Thanks,” she said. “You would do a portfolio for me? How much?”
“Three hundred dollars. You get twenty color eight by tens in a case.”
“Wow. You pay that for ten pictures back home. I might take you up on that,” Traci said.
Garrett took a long drink and put his beer on the stool.
“How about a few shots of you two together?” he said casually, reaching for the large camera Traci looked at earlier.
“Now?” Tommy asked.
“Sure,” Garrett said, taking the camera off the tripod.
“Come on, Tommy. It’ll be fun,” Traci urged him.
Garrett was already standing in front of the couch, raising the camera to his eye. “Get a little closer,” he instructed them.
Tommy took Traci’s beer bottle and, along with his, placed them on a table next to the couch. Traci moved over until touching Tommy’s body with her’s.
“Put your arm around him, Traci,” Garrett said, focusing and moving for a better angle. “Look here and smile.”
The flash went off and the young couple blinked. Garrett moved a foot to his right and Tommy and Traci continued looking at him. Another flash.
“Do you mind kissing?” Garrett said smiling. “I know you can kiss from earlier.”
Traci was the first to move, putting her hand on the back of Tommy’s head and pulling him towards her. She kissed him enthusiastically, urged on by the alcohol and leftover horniness from their time on the beach. Two more flashes.
Garrett took several more shots of them together, ending up with Traci’s legs crossed over top of Tommy’s. Everyone was becoming more comfortable with each photo taken.
“Good. Now, Traci, would you take off your sweatshirt?” Garrett asked.
“I don’t…” Traci stumbled over the words. “I’m…uh.” She looked at Tommy, who said nothing, his hands on her bare legs below her shorts. Garrett stood motionless and waited.
Finally, Traci grabbed the bottom of her sweatshirt and pulled it up. In one motion, it uncovered her naked breasts and was lifted over her head. Traci’s blonde hair fell back in place as she threw the sweatshirt on the floor. Tommy and Garrett gazed at the perfect pair of breasts that were now exposed. They were firm, full and tan, pointing up at the nipples, which stuck out from light brown areolas.
Garrett also admired the girl’s thin waist and flat stomach with its small, shiny belly ring. He was already envisioning what their portfolio shoot might entail.
“Beautiful,” he said, taking another shot. “Tommy, put your hand on one.”
Tommy placed his hand on Traci’s right breast and squeezed.
“No. Don’t squeeze,” Garrett said. “Just rest the hand on it.”
Tommy did as instructed and Garrett took pictures from several angles. Tommy and Traci looked at each other with slight smiles, then kissed. Garrett moved and kept shooting.
“Take off his shirt,” Garrett told Traci while the couple was still kissing.
Traci pulled the shirt off and threw it next to her sweatshirt on the floor. Tommy was not a bodybuilder, by any means, but had a nice chest and well-defined abs. His arms were muscular, but not huge.
“OK. Lay down and just be natural,” Garrett said next in a soothing tone.
By now, the young couple hardly needed directions. They stretched out on the couch with Traci ending up on top. She moved over until she was directly over Tommy, her breasts a few inches above his bare chest.
Flashes lit up the room.
“Hang on a second,” they heard Garrett say. Within seconds, two lights and a reflecting screen were positioned near the couch. The heat from the lights felt good on her back, Traci thought.
“OK. Traci, rest on his chest. Do whatever feels comfortable,” the photographer said.
The girl’s breasts flattened as she lowered herself onto her boyfriend. They kissed again and Tommy put his hands on her ass. When Traci lifted her lips off Tommy’s, she inched forward and pushed herself up until her left breast was over his face. Slowly, she dropped it so the nipple fell into his open mouth. Soon, half of the breast disappeared behind his lips.
Garrett was taking pictures at a frantic pace now, having changed film one time and grabbing a second camera. His cock pressed against the inside of his jeans, attempting to find more room the larger it got.
“Traci, take off your shorts,” Garrett said without asking this time.
Traci got on her knees, unsnapped her shorts and pulled down the zipper. Both Tommy and Garrett watched intently as she pushed her shorts down her legs, revealing a pair of small white panties. She used one hand to pull the shorts off her legs, kicking off her sandals at the same time.
She looked at Garrett who was letting his eyes take in the entire length of her beautiful body.
“Take off Tommy’s shorts,” he told her.
Traci looked at Tommy, as if for permission. He just nodded. The girl removed the shorts and his shoes before looking back at the obvious hard-on under his boxers. Garrett was just watching now, waiting to see how far he could take this.
“Stand up, Traci,” he said.
Traci stood and faced the photographer.
“Brush your hair back with your hands.”
Lights flashed several times as Garrett moved around her body. Traci’s breasts were pulled tight as she lifted her arms higher. Without being told, she arched her back slightly.
“Take off your panties,” Garrett said softly. If she did this, he knew he’d get what he had in mind all along.
Traci began to slide the panties down, exposing her bare ass to Tommy and her pussy to Garrett. She held her legs together and wriggled out of the underwear. When she stood back up, her legs were still close together, her hands hanging by her thighs.
“Place your hands on your hips and spread your legs the width of your shoulders,” he instructed her.
Again, Traci obeyed, revealing a small patch of neatly cut hair around her pussy. Garrett took pictures from one side of her to the other.
“Turn around.”
Traci now faced Tommy and watched him smile at her as the flashes went off. This time, however, she made the first move by leaning over the couch and pulling her boyfriend’s boxers off. Tommy’s cock sprung up, almost completely erect. Garrett put the camera down and watched.
Traci placed her hand around the thick cock pointing up at her and stroked it gently. She got back on the couch, placing her legs between Tommy’s and resting on her knees. She leaned over and, with her hand around the base of Tommy’s cock, put her tongue on the very tip.
Tommy closed his eyes in anticipation of what would come next. Before long, he felt his girlfriend’s lips around the top of his cock, which was now rock hard. Lower and lower the lips slid until the entire length of the cock was inside Traci’s mouth. Garrett watched as the girl’s breasts hung freely below her and her small ass stuck farther into the air at the end of the couch.
The photographer began to undress as Traci worked on Tommy’s cock. Her hand and mouth worked in unison, rising and falling as one. Neither Traci nor Tommy seemed aware or concerned that Garrett was now naked, his own erect cock in his hand. Quietly, he moved behind Traci, staring at her round ass as it bobbed up and down above the armrest, her feet hanging over the edge. Below her ass, Traci’s pink cunt opened wide for Garrett to view.
He put his hands on her ass and squeezed. The cheeks were barely large enough to fit in his hands, but they were soft and warm. Even warmer was the area surrounding her pussy, which he stroked with his hand until reaching her clit. Traci raised her ass higher at the feel of his hand stimulating her.
Garrett moved closer, placing his hands on Traci’s hips and the tip of his cock at the entrance to her pussy. He was delighted to feel the tightness of her young cunt wrap around his cock. Yet, she was very wet and he needed to apply only a small amount of pressure to push farther in. When his balls struck her ass, he heard a soft moan come from the girl.
Tommy had watched Garrett move behind Traci and now saw the man’s face contort in pleasure as he drove his cock into her from behind. This caused the girl to suck even harder on Tommy’s cock. Just as he put his hands on Traci’s breasts, Tommy felt the first rush of his orgasm flow up from his balls.
“Yes, babe,” he said. “That’s it. I’m gonna cum.”
Traci wrapped her hand tightly around the base of his cock and pumped her mouth over it furiously.
“Oh, God. Yes. Yes,” Tommy said.
Cum spurted out of his cock in warm, sweet bursts, hitting the back of Traci’s throat. Tommy moaned loudly, continuing to spray cum into her mouth until it dripped onto her chin, while his head swayed back and forth as the intensity of his orgasm peaked. At the end, he raised his ass off the couch, trying to coax the last of his cum to escape into Traci’s mouth.
Tommy was pinching Traci’s nipples, a habit he knew she got off on. Combined with Garrett’s hand working her clit and his cock pounding into her cunt, she was near her own orgasm.
“Fuck me,” she said. “Harder.”
Both men increased their efforts as Traci raised her head, her eyes squeezed tightly shut.
“C’mon, baby. Cum for us,” Tommy urged her.
The girl let out a soft cry, and her orgasm began. Her body shook in Garrett’s hands and her blonde hair whipped back and forth as she was pushed forward with the photographer’s thrusts, only to move back to meet the next one. She squeezed her cunt tightly around his cock, causing the final orgasm in the group to start.
“Aaahhhhhh, yes, yes,” Garrett said roughly.
The pair came together and the room was filled with the sound of Garrett’s thighs hitting Traci’s ass. Tommy squeezed the girl’s nipples harder, which made her squeal in delight. Garrett pulled her backwards and plunged into her time and again, spilling cum deep inside her each time.
Their moans faded away slowly and Garrett pulled out, allowing Traci to fall to the couch beside her boyfriend. As the photographer dressed, he looked at the young couple.
“You’ll come back for your portfolio, Traci?” he asked.
“You better fucking believe it,” she said with a smile.
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Jackie Blake and her young daughter Melanie had planned their trip to China for almost a year. They decided against an organized tour in order to have the freedom to spend additional time at favorite sites if they wanted. With that freedom came a somewhat uneasy feeling of being truly alone at times.
About one week into their planned two-week visit, they found themselves far inland at the smallest of the cities they had seen so far. Despite its remote location, the city had a school with working computers and Internet access. After a little haggling with the school administrator, the tourists were told they could use the computers for an hour to e-mail friends and relatives later that evening. Jackie was certain the ten-dollar fee was going straight into the old man’s pocket.
Jackie was a 40 year-old stockbroker who was divorced from Melanie’s father for ten years. Melanie, nineteen, was on summer vacation after completing her first year at college. Both were tall blondes, making them stand out in the crowd wherever they went, and there was little doubt in the minds of the “locals” that these were Americans.
That evening, they sat in their hot motel room talking about what they had done and seen that day. They were both enjoying the trip, as well as spending time together.
“Well, let’s go,” Jackie finally said. “I hope the old man comes through with these computers. But, if not, I’m only out ten bucks.”
“That may be the most money he’s seen in months,” Melanie said.
They locked the door behind them and walked the short distance to the school. The school, like most buildings they had been in, was not air-conditioned. So, they wore shorts, as usual. Jackie had on a sleeveless shirt and Melanie wore a tank top without a bra, which annoyed her mother to no end.
They found the school administrator in his office and he took the women to the room with the computers. In broken English, he advised them the school would close in one hour. Jackie and Melanie agreed and thanked the man, who bowed and left the room.
Despite slow connections, the women were into their mail accounts within a couple minutes and worked in silence, except for the sound of their typing. About fifteen minutes later, voices could be heard in the hallway outside their room. Jackie looked up as three uniformed men entered the room, followed by the administrator.
“Stand up,” the first man in a brown military-like uniform said abruptly.
Jackie and Melanie looked at each other, then pushed their chairs away from the desks and stood.
“Come with us,” the man ordered.
“What? Why?” Jackie said, confused.
The two younger uniformed men each took one of the women’s arms and led Jackie and Melanie down the hall.
“Hey. Wait a minute. What is this?” Jackie’s voice was getting louder and more forceful.
None of the men acknowledged her pleadings as they reached the front of the school. They walked down the steps and in the direction of two awaiting cars. Jackie was led towards one, Melanie the other.
“Mom. What’s happening?” Melanie shouted.
“I don’t know, hon. We’ll be OK,” Jackie answered.
The car doors closed once everyone was inside the cars and they sped off toward the center of the city.
“I demand an explanation,” Jackie said.
There was no response from the man sitting next to her, or the driver. She sat back and resigned herself to the fact no answers were coming from them. Jackie turned around and watched the second car follow them. Melanie’s head could be seen in the back seat and there didn’t appear to be much being said in that car, either, Jackie thought.
Soon, the cars pulled up to the front of a two-story stone building with other uniformed men walking in and out. The women exited their cars and were ushered up the steps into the building, closely observed by passing officers and citizens on the sidewalk.
The group passed a small reception desk and proceeded down a narrow hall past offices on either side. Near the end of the hall, they turned into a little room consisting solely of a wooden table and four chairs, with windowless doors at either end. The women were told to sit next to each other on one side of the table and, without further discussion, were left alone in the room, the door shutting loudly behind the last of the uniformed men.
“Mom, I’m scared,” Melanie said.
“Don’t be. It’s…” her mother was saying when the door to the hallway opened.
A middle-aged man entered the room, wearing a darker version of the same uniform the women had seen before. He was short, not unattractive and powerfully built. The arms under his short sleeve shirt rippled with muscles as he pulled out a chair from across the table and sat down.
“Ladies, I am Zao Lin, commander of this station. You have been brought here under serious charges,” the commander said, pausing to look at the women. “You are charged with bribery in order to view pornographic material on our computers.”
“What?” Jackie exclaimed. “That’s a lie.”
“Enough,” Lin said loudly. “Do you deny giving Mr. Tung ten American dollars to use the computers?”
“If you mean the school administrator… he demanded the money,” Jackie stammered.
“So you don’t deny it,” the commander said.
“I didn’t…he demanded…” Jackie was saying when Lin interrupted her.
“Stop. Come with me,” Lin said as he stood from the table.
He faced the women until they, too, stood. He then motioned to the door at the end of the room opposite the hallway entrance. Jackie and Melanie walked around the table while Lin moved to the door and opened it.
The room they entered was a little larger than the first one, with dark curtains hanging on the opposite wall, a couch and a wood table in the center of the room with no chairs. A second door was next to the curtains.
Two men in uniforms stood by the table. The commander spoke Chinese to one of the men, who then took Melanie by the arm and walked her towards the far door. Melanie looked back and said, nearly in tears, “Mom.”
“It’ll be OK, hon,” Jackie told her, as her daughter disappeared into another room.
Lin spoke to the remaining officer and the younger man moved to the curtains, pulling them apart in a swift motion. Jackie could see into the next room, where three men joined Melanie. Directly across from the window, which Jackie assumed was a mirror on the reverse side, was a single bed with a gray, metal headboard. In the center of the room, two sets of chains dangled from the ceiling with shackles at the ends.
Jackie watched, her heart pounding, as one man grabbed Melanie’s arms and pulled them behind her. Jackie could see Melanie’s mouth open with a scream, but couldn’t hear anything. A second man stepped in front of the girl and put his hand on her face, then moved it down her neck until it rested on her breast. He squeezed it before putting his hand inside her tank top and cupping the breast.
“Make them stop,” Jackie cried to the commander. “I’ll do anything you want. Just leave her alone.”
“Quiet,” was all Lin said. The commander again spoke to the young officer, who reached behind the curtain and turned a round knob. From speakers above the window, Jackie heard the voices of the men she watched in the other room.
The man in front of Melanie pulled a large knife from his belt and placed it at the top of her shirt with the blade pointing down. Pulling down and away from the girl’s body, he sliced the tank top in half in one smooth movement.
“No. Please,” Melanie sobbed.
The man put the knife back in his belt and pushed the remnants of the shirt open, revealing Melanie’s large, firm breasts. The man behind Melanie yanked at the back of the shirt and pulled it off her body.
Her mother heard the men speaking in excited, high-pitched voices. The man in front of Melanie put both hands on her breasts and kneaded them with his fingers. He spoke to the others as he pinched the pink nipples extending out from her areolas.
“Please, sir. No more,” Jackie begged Lin.
“You will have your chance soon,” he said.
Melanie’s shorts were unsnapped and the zipper pulled down to the shouts of the men in the room with her. The man in front of Melanie pushed the shorts down over her hips until they slid by themselves to the girl’s feet. He spoke Chinese but made hand gestures indicating for her to kick them off, which she did, along with her sandals. Clad now in only a pair of white panties, tears flowed down the girl’s face. Some more hand signals, combined with the freeing of her arms, and Melanie presumed she was to remove the panties.
She pulled them down slowly and slipped them over her feet, the men’s eyes darting from her dangling breasts to her exposed pussy to her shapely ass. She stood back up, her legs held tightly together and her arms folded in front of her chest.
Lin pushed a button on the wall and spoke loudly toward the speakers. Two men approached Melanie, each taking one of her arms. They pulled her over to the hanging chains, lifting her arms and enclosing a manacle over each of her wrists with a loud snap. The girl now faced the window, her arms hanging loosely over her head, as the men in the room walked around admiring her tall, thin body from every angle.
“Now, you have your turn,” the commander said to Jackie. “You can help your daughter survive.”
Jackie looked at the man, her lips trembling and tears welling up in her eyes.
“Take off your clothes,” he said. Jackie wanted to protest, but decided against it. Instead, she reached down and untied her sneakers, pulling them off reluctantly. When she leaned back up, she reached for the top button of her shirt and, with shaky fingers, began to undress. As she was unbuttoning the shirt, she noticed movement through the window. A man had moved in front of her daughter and he was holding what appeared to be some type of whip. Jackie momentarily stopped to watch as the man pulled the whip back and flung it across Melanie’s breasts. The end of the whip contained several strands of thinly cut, soft material that wrapped around the girl’s breasts.
“Continue,” the commander said to Jackie sternly.
The woman unbuttoned the last of the buttons on her shirt, lifting it out of her shorts. She watched the flogging her daughter was taking as she took off the shirt. Jackie could see the nipples on Melanie’s breasts get harder and redder with each slap of the whip. Melanie’s eyes were closed, but she showed no other signs of pain.
Lin looked at Jackie standing in her black bra and shorts. The younger officer also stared at the ample breasts, his hands clasped behind his back. Jackie noticed the bulge in his pants and quickly looked away when their eyes met again.
“Take it off,” he said, pointing to the bra.
Jackie unhooked the bra behind her and slid the straps down her arms, holding the bra in place in front of her chest. Before Lin could speak, she dropped it to the floor.
Her breasts could have belonged to someone half her age. They were not as full as her daughter’s, but were ideally shaped with small nipples.
When her eyes returned to the window, Jackie saw the whip being applied to Melanie’s pussy, which was covered with a narrow patch of closely cut blonde hair. A man was standing next to her, motioning for her to spread her legs, which she did before closing her eyes once more. The whip struck her softly, the material dragging across the area between her legs over and over.
“Make them stop. Please,” Jackie said pleadingly.
“No. She must be punished. And you also,” Lin said in barely recognizable English. “Now, remove your pants.”
Jackie nervously unbuttoned her shorts and pulled down the zipper. She pushed them down her legs, exposing a pair of silky black panties. The shorts fell to the ground and she kicked them aside.
The woman’s legs were well tanned and conditioned from long walks in preparation for the trip. She hoped she didn’t appear attractive to her captors. Lin caught her watching the activities in the other room and motioned with his hands for her to remove the panties. Timidly, she hooked her thumbs inside the band of the underwear and began to take it off. The two men watched as she bent over, slipping the panties over her feet. They look intently at her full, round ass as it stuck out, then at her neatly trimmed pussy when she stood. Jackie didn’t have the hourglass figure of her daughter, but persistent exercising had fought off any undue fat. Indeed, her stomach was flat and her hips and thighs smooth and firm.
All three persons now focused their attention briefly on the other room, where the man with the whip had moved behind Melanie and was bringing the whip upward between her legs, having it strike her above the clit and then dragging the material over her pussy. They heard the voices of the men bark out their approval.
Lin stood behind Jackie, who watched her daughter hang from the shackles and take the whipping. She shuddered when the man’s hands unexpectedly clutched her breasts from behind. The commander pushed them up as he tightened his fingers around them, then flattened out his hands and her breasts simultaneously. He squeezed the nipples and pushed his body against hers until she could feel the hardness of his cock in his pants as it rubbed against her ass.
Melanie’s voice came through the speakers from the other room.
“Oh, God, please stop. Please stop,” she cried. But the swoosh of the whip could be heard as the man behind her persisted.
“She will not last,” Lin said to Jackie. “She is young.”
Jackie was not totally sure how the commander meant the words to be taken, but she thought she knew. Meanwhile, Lin’s hand was moving from her nipples down her stomach to her pussy. She felt a shudder inside her as it passed her clit and found the soft skin below.
“No more, please. God, no,” Melanie was saying.
Lin’s middle finger found the opening to Jackie’s cunt and rose inside her. His other hand was flat on her ass and he pushed her further onto his finger. Jackie closed her eyes and gasped as he moved the finger to the top of her cunt, stroking the one place she had always found to be the most sensitive.
When she opened her eyes, she saw two men undressing while her daughter continued to be tortured by the third. Quickly, the men were naked, their hard cocks pointing upward.
Lin withdrew his hand from between Jackie’s legs and, within half a minute, was also undressed. He pushed against Jackie’s ass, the underside of his rigid cock pressed firmly against the ass by his own stomach.
Melanie’s face contorted in agony, the whip striking her harder than before.
“No, please. Don’t make me…Oh, God, stop.” She squirmed, trying to escape her bondage. Whenever she tried to squeeze her legs together, the man behind her placed his hands on the inside of her thighs and pulled them apart roughly.
One of the naked men moved beside her and squeezed her nipple. Then he methodically licked the bright pink nipple before putting it in his mouth. Soon, the entire end of her breast was in his mouth.
“No, no. I’ll do anything. God, no.”
“She’s ready now,” Lin said.
From the other room, the officer who had his mouth on Melanie’s breast stood back and shouted in Chinese to the speakers.
“Come,” Lin said. He took Jackie by the arm and pulled her through the door and into the room with her daughter, trailed by the younger officer.
“You may see your daughter now,” he told Jackie.
The mother ran to her daughter and embraced her.
“Oh, Mom. Make them stop,” Melanie sobbed.
“I will, hon. You’re OK.”
The men watched the women, their bodies pressed firmly against each other. Jackie unconsciously felt the awkwardness of their breasts touching and backed away slightly, wiping the tears from Melanie’s face.
Jackie was shocked back into reality by Lin’s next order.
“Get on your knees,” he said.
The impact of the words didn’t register with the woman until she started to obey. When she was on her knees and her face was parallel with Melanie’s pussy, a chill went down her spine. He wouldn’t, would he?
“Lick your daughter. She is ready,” Lin told her.
Jackie hesitated. “Do anything you want to me, but leave her alone.”
“Do it. Now,” the commander growled.
The woman looked up at her daughter. “I’m sorry, baby. They’ll hurt you otherwise.” Melanie was silent as her mother’s face approached her cunt. The girl’s body twitched when Jackie’s tongue first made contact. Melanie closed her eyes and breathed in deeply, letting it out in a rush as her mother’s tongue swept up the length of her pussy. The tender skin had been whipped into a state of extreme sensitivity and the moist feeling of Jackie’s tongue was almost more than Melanie could bear.
As Jackie fell into a rhythm, the undressed men in the room all stroked their hard cocks without apparent shame. It was inevitable, Jackie thought to herself, that she and Melanie would take the brunt of the men’s desires.
Melanie instinctively spread her legs the longer her mother licked her pussy and clit. At first, Melanie had pulled her lower body away from the probing tongue. But now, she stood straight and stiff, her eyes closed tightly and her hands grasping the shackles.
The man with the whip once again stood by the girl’s side and lightly lashed the material across her nipples. Melanie cringed at the waves of pleasure each stroke sent through her body. She tried frantically to ignore what was happening to her, but it was all too much.
“Oh, God,” Melanie moaned quietly. “No, please.”
Jackie tasted the wetness between her daughter’s legs and saw her stomach muscles tighten. Above her head, she heard the soft flick of the whip and the almost imperceptible sound of the material striking Melanie’s breasts. All the while, she continued licking.
Melanie’s entire body flinched once, then again.
“God, no. No. Stop,” the girl cried.
Despite her pleadings, she was thrusting her hips forward each time her mother’s tongue contacted her pussy. Another minute passed and the girl was squirming against her restraints, no longer capable of controlling her body’s actions.
Just as her mouth opened to scream once more, Lin stepped towards the girl and shouted, “Stop.”
Jackie looked up, startled by the sound. However, the man with the whip continued as if nothing had happened. Melanie, eyes wide open now, stared at the commander and whimpered, “Ahhhh, God, no.”
“You want to continue, yes?” Lin asked Melanie.
“No, please,” she replied. The whip struck her harder and she closed her eyes.
Lin looked at Jackie and ordered her to start licking again. Immediately, Melanie’s body started quivering. “Will you confess?” the commander asked the girl.
“No,” Melanie sobbed.
“Should I tell them to stop again?” Lin asked.
“No,” Melanie said so softly the man barely heard her.
“Do you confess?” he asked her.
“Yes. God. Yes.”
Lin nodded at the man with the whip. In one quick motion, the instrument was swung behind Melanie and landed against her ass.
Melanie lurched forward, pressing firmly against her mother’s face. The whip struck her again and again. Each time, the tentacle-like material clung to her cheeks briefly before dropping off.
Ahhhh, fuck. No, no, no…” the girl moaned.
An orgasm erupted from inside her body and Melanie screamed wildly. She drove her hips forward as if trying to fuck her mother’s face. Jackie desperately struggled to keep in contact with the ever-shifting pussy, eventually putting her hands behind her daughter’s thighs to hold her in place.
“Ohhhhh…yes, yes, yes,” Melanie panted as another wave hit her and the whip struck her ass.
The men in the room watched intently, their erections throbbing as the beautiful young blonde American writhed before them. They watched the whip slap her flesh. They watched the older woman bury her face between the girl’s legs. They watched Melanie’s breasts heave back and forth.



“Ohhh, ohhh…God,” Melanie said painfully.
Slowly, the girl’s orgasm subsided and she hung limply from the chains. Jackie backed away and looked at Lin, her face shining from the moisture of Melanie’s pussy. Lin’s cock pointed nearly straight up.
“Get up,” he said. Jackie rose to her feet.
“Over there.” Lin pointed to the bed.
Jackie walked reluctantly in the direction of the simple bed. It was covered with a white sheet tucked tightly all the way around.
“Lay down,” the commander said.
Jackie stretched her body out on the bed, then pulled her knees up.
“Down,” he said, placing his hand on her knee and pressing down.
She obeyed and he scrambled onto the bed, spreading her legs forcibly with his hands. With his knees between hers, he leaned forward and put his mouth on Jackie’s left breast. He pushed the breast up with his hand and sucked on the nipple.
“Please, don’t…” she began to say.
The commander’s hand smacked loudly against her face. Tears flowed from the woman’s eyes when she re-opened them.
Lin looked down at her pussy and positioned his cock at the entrance to her cunt. With a loud groan, he pushed himself into her, causing Jackie to shriek. When she recovered from the initial shock of his insertion, she pounded her fists against his sides and back.
“Stop it. Stop it,” she screamed.
The commander shouted an order and Jackie heard rustling at one end of the room. Two men rushed to the bed, grabbed the woman’s wrists and handcuffed them to the metal headboard.
Lin began to fuck her violently, squeezing Jackie’s breasts roughly and pushing them flat against her chest. He grunted noisily each time his cock entered her and his balls smacked against her body.
In the center of the room, one of the naked officers moved behind Melanie and pulled her backwards by the hips. The officer shouted an order to another man standing near the wall, who turned a knob resembling an adjustable light switch. Noisily, the chains restraining Melanie’s arms fell a couple feet, allowing her new assailant to force her to bend forward at the waist. Her manacled wrists hung at eye level as she felt the man pull her legs apart.
She felt the hardness of his cock rub against her ass as the officer moved closer. Melanie’s pussy was still wet from her orgasm and the man had no problem placing the tip of his cock inside her. Holding her by the front of her thighs, he brutally thrust into her.
Melanie screamed and tears flowed heavily from her eyes. As soon as the man behind her was completely inserted, he grabbed one of her dangling breasts and clutched it forcefully. The sound of his skin hitting hers mixed with the noise coming from the bed. The women cried while the men grunted in satisfaction from fucking two beautiful blonde Americans.
The commander was the first to cum, roaring a few words in Chinese before shooting a long, warm string of fluid into Jackie. He pounded her from above, forcing her legs higher each time he pushed his cock into her. She pulled against the handcuffs, shaking her body back and forth trying to escape him. This only heightened Lin’s pleasure and he came several more times.
Soon afterwards, the man behind Melanie also came with loud moans. Melanie felt his cum hit the inside of her cunt and drip down her leg as he ejected load after load. Eventually, the officer’s cock began to soften and she felt him pull out, panting as he leaned against her ass.
Likewise, Lin now lay on top of Jackie, sucking her breast while his limp cock dripped on her stomach.
The women were in the room for several more hours, repeatedly used by all the men. Exhausted and bruised, they were led back into the original small room with the table. Jackie got dressed and Melanie was given a simple green shirt to replace the one torn from her. Each one was forced to give Lin all their cash and jewelry, in return for being set free.
They left the city knowing it would do no good reporting the incident to any American authorities, and vowing never to return.
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Julie knocked on the door as if not wanting to break it. This was somewhat pointless as she was the only person left in the donut shop. She and the person on the other side of the door, that is.
“Come on in,” the person’s voice rang out.
Julie opened the door and walked in, closing it behind her. The click of the lock as she depressed it in the doorknob seemed deafening to her in the otherwise quiet office. Jim Thornton looked up from the paperwork on his desk.
He gazed at Julie, who was dressed in a buttoned white shirt and schoolgirl-like short plaid skirt, holding a donut bag. She was nineteen, with a faultless body and thick, layered brunette hair that didn’t quite make it to her shoulders.
“Hi, Julie,” Jim said. The thirty-year-old manager of the shop put down his pen and smiled.
“Hi. Sorry if I interrupted anything,” she said shyly.
“Of course not,” Jim assured her. “Have a seat.”
The manager’s small office consisted of a couch, two chairs, a desk and filing cabinets. Jim watched Julie walk towards him, her skirt shifting back and forth. She sat in the chair in front of Jim’s desk, crossing her long legs and letting the skirt ride far up her thighs. She placed the bag on the floor next to her.
“What’s up?” the manager asked her.
Julie hesitated, taking in a deep breath and slowly running the fingers of one hand over her top leg, from the bottom of her skirt to her knee.
“I’m thinking of moving out of the dorm into an apartment,” she said. She was a Junior at a local college, working her way through school with various jobs at places whose hours didn’t interfere with her classes.
“Great,” Jim said enthusiastically, then paused. “And you need more money.”
Julie looked at him sheepishly, before a serious look crept over her face.
“I can’t believe how much they want for rent. And the down payment is…,” she began to say.
“I know,” Jim interrupted.
He looked at her for a moment. She had worked for him for almost a year, asking one other time for a raise. In that instance, she had used her body to “influence” his decision. He had privately hoped for another request from her ever since.
Jim looked at the donut bag next to her.
“Are you taking home a snack?” he asked.
Julie’s eyes fell to the bag and back to her boss.
“No. It’s for you…us,” she replied.
Jim needed no explanation. She had brought a bag with her last time, also. This time he knew what to do. He stood and walked around the desk, moving behind Julie’s chair. She watched his athletic body until it disappeared behind her. A shiver went down her spine in anticipation.
“So, you brought me a donut,” Jim said softly. “And you’d like to share.”
Julie nodded silently.
Jim looked down at the young girl, her shirt unbuttoned at the top and her tanned legs extending from under her flared skirt. Her hands clung nervously to the ends of the arms on the chair.
Jim put his hand on the girl’s hair and grazed his fingers across it down to her neck. He felt the warm skin under her shirt collar, then moved his hand to the front of her neck before dropping it to the top button. In one agile move, the button was undone; followed by the next.
The top of her breasts came into view, enclosed in a thin black bra. His fingers slid across the smooth skin of her left breast, then returned to the next button. Using both hands, he reached around her neck and opened each button until he reached the top of her skirt. Jim pulled the shirt out of her skirt and opened the last button.
Julie’s shirt fell open enough for Jim to view most of each breast from above. He watched them rise and fall as she breathed.
A center hook in the front held her bra together. No coincidence, Jim thought to himself. He reached down and unhooked the bra, letting the two halves lay loosely on the ends of her breasts. Julie continued to sit motionless, looking at Jim’s hands or straight ahead. She knew things were about to change quickly.
Jim put his hands on the top of her breasts and let them drift down until his fingers pushed the bra off. He cupped the bare breasts in his hands, holding them gently for a moment. Eventually, he put Julie’s nipples between his thumbs and forefingers and tenderly pinched them.
The young girl sighed audibly. Jim felt his cock harden within the confines of his pants as he manipulated the nipples. They hardened under his touch and Julie felt a familiar twinge travel through her stomach to her pussy.
Jim wrapped his hands around her breasts, which more than filled his grasp. He lifted them and watched as they settled back down within his palms.
He walked around the chair and stood between the desk and Julie, gazing at her briefly.
“Stand up and take off your shirt,” he told her in a calm voice.
Julie uncrossed her legs and stood just inches in front of her boss. She lifted the shirt over her shoulders and let it fall onto the chair. Without pausing, she did the same with her bra.
Jim put his hands on the outside of Julie’s thighs and raised his hands until they disappeared under her little skirt. Julie felt the hands rise over the outside of her panties and onto her ass. Then Jim moved his hands back to her waist and grasped the waistband of the panties. Slowly, he pulled them down, kneeling as they passed her knees and over her feet. He placed the black panties on the chair and took off her shoes.
After standing back up, he looked at her skirt and said, “Take it off.”
Julie unzipped the skirt and let it fall to the ground, stepping out of it and kicking it aside. Jim admired her little waist, the full hips and thighs, the long legs and small feet. His eyes rose back up to her pussy, and the small, thin patch of dark hair above the clit.
Julie felt extraordinarily sexy at that moment, the wetness between her legs increasing by the second. He wanted the man in front of her naked and she knew it was inevitable.
“Take off my clothes,” he told her. She had to deliberately slow down her movements so as not to reveal her desire. Yet, Julie didn’t delay in pulling Jim’s shirt over his head, revealing a well built, if not overly muscular, upper body. She glanced down and unfastened his belt, with Jim’s eyes alternating between her breasts and hands. She unzipped his pants and pushed them down until they fell on their own to his calves.
Julie knelt down and pulled off his shoes and socks before tugging his pants over his feet and throwing them aside. She looked straight ahead at the ever-growing bulge in his boxers, then seized the waistband and pulled them down. Jim’s sizable cock was only semi-erect, but Julie felt a wave of excitement flow over her as she removed the shorts.
She stood back up and faced her boss. To Julie’s relief, he made the first move by putting his arms around her and pulling her into him. He kissed her passionately, pressing his cock against her body and moving his hands down to her ass. Jim squeezed her soft cheeks as their tongues met between their lips.
Julie felt herself grinding her pussy against his body, not sure if she was more intent on satisfying herself or Jim. Their kiss continued as she wrapped a hand around his cock, feeling it throb. The cock was beginning to point upwards now and the girl pumped her hand repeatedly up and down the shaft.
When the kiss ended, Jim looked at Julie and said, “I’m hungry.”
“Me too,” she smiled.
They moved toward the couch, Jim grabbing the donut bag along the way. He found time to watch Julie’s small, round ass bounce with her steps before she lay on the couch, her head on a small pillow at one end.
Jim reached inside the bag and pulled out a donut and a small plastic knife.
“Ah, vanilla cream. My favorite,” he said. “Would you like to share?”
“I’d love to,” Julie replied.
Jim knelt down and placed the chocolate covered donut on the girl’s flat stomach, carefully cutting it in half with the knife. Chills ran through Julie’s body as the knife barely grazed her skin. Jim watched her twitch as the knife blade reappeared from inside the thick donut, then he placed the knife and one half of the donut on top of the bag on the floor.
He lifted the donut from her belly and turned the cream filled center towards her. Methodically, he lowered it until the nipple of her right breast was directly under the cream. With a long, smooth stroke, he brushed a layer of the vanilla cream over the end of her breast.
Julie closed her eyes as the cool filling covered her nipple and surrounding skin, sending ripples through her body to her stomach and pussy. Jim moved the donut slightly to one side and repeated the process, adding a second ribbon of cream adjacent to the first. Finally, he turned the donut over and rubbed the chocolate covering over the very tip of her rigid nipple.
Jim placed the donut on the bag and looked up at Julie. She was watching intently, anticipating his next move and silently begging him to devour her.
Jim moved his head over her breast and flicked his tongue across her nipple, tasting the sweet chocolate. Julie nearly moaned out loud, but caught herself and watched as her boss’ tongue lengthened its path to include an inch above and below the nipple. He swallowed once before returning to the breast, this time opening his mouth wide and putting as much of the girl’s full, round breast into it as possible.
His tongue scraped around the nipple several times before his lips closed around the pink flesh and sucked. This time Julie couldn’t hold herself back.
“Oh, God,” she whispered.
Jim lifted his head and licked the cream off his lips. When his mouth once again landed on Julie’s breast, his hand was pushing the breast upward and he hungrily licked the remainder of the vanilla cream from her skin. Always, he returned to the nipple.
Julie arched her back, pushing the breast higher. She felt the wetness between her legs increase with each pass of his tongue over her nipple and she was sure he could make her cum if he kept it up.
He reached down for the donut again, this time spreading the white filling and chocolate over her left breast in greater quantity. The cream covered nearly two-thirds of the breast, leaving Jim with a nearly hollow half a donut in his hand. After putting the donut back on the bag, he leaned across Julie’s body and proceeded to meticulously expose her breast one lick at a time.
The girl moved her hand to the top of Jim’s head and pressed it harder against her breast. His hand, meanwhile, moved from her hip to between her legs, momentarily stroking the clit buried under a neatly cut patch of dark brown hair.
“Oh, Jesus,” she said softly. “That feels so good.”
With only a small amount of vanilla cream remaining on her breast, Jim climbed onto the couch, placing his legs between hers. His cock was fully erect now, pointing up at a sharp angle. He leaned forward and placed the cock on the cream covered breast, shifting it back and forth until it had a small coating of the white filling. Julie used her hand to direct the cock to areas with more cream. Soon, it was white from tip to base.
Julie watched as Jim slid forward and brought the cock to her lips. Eagerly, she opened her mouth and accepted the treat. The sugary taste of the cream almost made her forget the love she had for the flavor of a warm, hard cock. Her tongue worked all sides of the shaft while Jim slid it in and out of her mouth, causing him to moan with pleasure.
“Ummmm, Julie. Suck me. Lick me,” Jim said. “Yes, yessss. Like that.”
It took a few minutes for the girl to remove the last of the cream from the cock; sucking, licking and swallowing as fast as she could. When she was done, Jim was harder than he’d ever been and near climaxing.
“Fuck me, Jim,” Julie exclaimed loudly. “I want you in me. Please.”
As her boss moved down the couch, Julie spread her legs and lifted her knees. By the time he had his cock at the entrance to her pussy, her hand was in position ready to guide him into her. Even she was surprised at how ready she was for him. As soon as the head of the engorged cock found the opening, Jim was able to lower himself until their thighs met in a soft slap. “God, yes. Fuck me,” Julie said.
Jim took no time in complying with her demands. He lifted her by the ass and began sliding his cock in and out, feeling her constrict her vagina periodically. Julie raised her legs and gently wrapped them around Jim’s waist, allowing him to raise her even higher.
Julie’s breasts swayed up and down rhythmically. She pinched the nipples occasionally, sending what felt like electric currents straight to her pussy. Meanwhile, Jim repositioned himself so a free hand could massage her clit. He found the inflated nub easily and rubbed it.
The girl’s head began swinging back and forth and she mumbled, “Fuck. Fuck. Yes, there. There!”
Jim rubbed harder and he felt her body tense. Her legs squeezed him tight and she shouted, “Ahhhh. Oh, God. Now.”
Her orgasm began with another muffled groan and her hips jerked upward to meet his downward thrusts. For at least thirty seconds Jim penetrated her over and over again, while she groaned and called out for him to fuck her. Jim wanted the feel of her tight pussy around his cock and her writhing body below him to last forever. He hung on to her ass as she slowly began to settle back onto the couch.
Now able to concentrate on his own body, Jim felt the first rush of cum rise from his balls. Julie sensed the approaching orgasm and urged him on.
“That’s it. Come on. Cum in my cunt.”
Jim’s cock exploded in a flood of cum that Julie felt filling her insides. The warm fluid shot out in several spurts, each one accompanied by a loud groan. Jim grabbed Julie by the underside of the shoulders and pulled her body into his. When he was nearly finished and lay still with his cock deep inside her, Julie squeezed her pussy tightly together.
“Ahhh, fuck. Stop,” Jim muttered, nearly out of breath and half laughing.
He jerked one last time and fell out of her, limp and totally spent. He lay in her arms, his head on her breast and her legs still wrapped around his waist.
“All you had to do was ask,” Jim said softly, his finger tracing the outline of her nipple.
“I was hungry,” she said.
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The cruise ship left Miami on a Friday at 4 p.m. It was another magnificent Fall day with temperatures in the low 80s and brilliant sunshine. The ship was headed for Nassau, with a return stop at the cruise line's private island before getting back into Miami on Monday morning.
Kyle was a twenty five year old investment analyst who needed a long weekend vacation and a day at the Atlantis casino in Nassau. The food and drink was a bonus, which he would take good advantage of. Not that he was a big eater. At 6'1" and about 190 pounds his friends and relatives never called him overweight. And lunches spent at a downtown gym kept him in condition.
He stood on the pool deck in a shirt and bathing trunks while the ship departed and headed east. Soon, he was lying on a lounge chair, a CD player pumping music through the headphones while he watched fellow passengers come and go.
Kim was beginning to wish she hadn't agreed to join her three girlfriends on the weekend cruise. They were already intoxicated, and acting like it, before the ship had barely left Miami. Kim was a twenty one year old student at the University of Miami and a football cheerleader. This weekend was the only off week for the team during the season and she had been talked into the three day cruise to fill the spot of another cheerleader who couldn't make it.
Now she sat sipping an awful, fluorescent colored drink that cost a small fortune. She'd rather be in the casino playing a slot machine, she thought. And in another couple minutes the others will be too drunk to worry about where she was.
Kyle listened to the end of a second CD and pulled off the headphones. More and more people were emerging from their rooms and the pool area was bustling. Not yet seeing any females that would keep him glued to his chair while he watched, he decided to return to his room, put on a pair of shorts and head for the casino.
He preferred the colossal casinos of Las Vegas, Atlantic City and the islands, but for now the boat would have to do. He'd never won big on a cruise, so his gambling budget was small. Quarter machines with a $20 loss limit. On good days he could last an hour.
Kim looked at herself one last time in the cabin mirror. Her beige tank top showed off her deep tan and was tucked tightly into her white shorts, allowing her ample breasts to push against the material. One turn to approve the form of the shorts over her ass and she headed for the door. Maybe she'd win enough to allow for real shopping in Nassau, she dreamed.
As usual, empty slot machines were few and far between. When Kyle found one, he quickly claimed it. With a roll of quarters in hand, he started playing. Six quarters later he won 25 and settled in, oblivious to the flurry of activity around him.
Kim walked up and down the rows of slots, unable to find an empty seat. Eventually, an old woman rose from a machine, mumbling something Kim couldn't understand, and probably didn't want to. Kim sat for five minutes, losing half of her roll of quarters before moving on. Two rows of machines later she was about to give up.
Out of the corner of his eye, Kyle caught the movement of a young woman moving slowly toward him. She had long, light brown hair and a definite Florida tan on her slender arms and legs. She moved with a certain confidence not common in someone he guessed to be nineteen or twenty.
Kim was looking at the opposite row of slots when she heard a voice say, "I'm leaving if you want this one."
She turned to face an attractive young man just rising from his seat.
"Uh, sure. Thanks," she said with a smile.
Kyle watched as she sat down.
"Has it been lucky?" Kim asked him.
"It was at first," he replied. "It cooled off pretty quick, though. That's not uncommon in here."
"Yeah. I know," Kim said. She turned and dropped two quarters in, watching the machine eat them without retribution. Kyle stood slightly behind her, studying the outline of her breasts and the smooth skin on her legs. Kim played two more quarters.
Kyle instantly recognized the significance of the symbols in the five columns of the game and was prepared for the resulting ringing, dinging and clanging emanating from the machine. Apparently Kim wasn't.
She watched as the machine signaled the winning of 100 quarters. As the first of the coins began to hit the bin in front of her, she raised her arms over her head, fists clinched tightly.
"Yes," she exclaimed. "Alright."
"Way to go," Kyle added. "I'll get you a cup to put them in."
He returned with a large plastic cup just as the last of the coins fell from the machine.
"Happens every time," Kyle said miserably.
"What?" Kim said smiling. Then she covered her mouth with her hand.
"Oh, shit. I'm sorry." She looked honestly troubled.
Kyle laughed. "I'm just kidding. I'm happy somebody finally won something in here."
Kim finished scooping the coins into the cup.
"I've got to go," Kyle said. "You owe me a drink at least."
"It's a deal," Kim said. "Thanks for the seat. See you around, maybe."
"I hope so."
Kim watched him walk away, smiled and put in two more quarters.
Kyle had a late dinner before heading to the lounge adjacent to the ship's largest bar. He was halfway through his first beer when he looked more closely at the table of young women at the far end of the lounge. The brunette he talked to at the slot machine sat with her back to him, accompanied by three other girls. Their laughter could be heard, but not the conversation.
"A refill, sir. Compliments of the ladies." Kyle snapped his head around to see a waitress placing a second beer on the end table next to him.
"Oh, thanks. Here." Kyle gave her a tip and she smiled back at him.
Kyle looked once more at the girls' table. This time, Kim was turned in her chair, looking back at the young man. Kyle raised his bottle as if toasting them and Kim waved timidly. More laughter ensued.
He debated whether or not to approach the girls, but ultimately decided against it. Instead, he stopped at the bar on the way out and bought the table another round.
Kyle lay in his cabin that night thinking more than once about the girl, her smile and her body. He would undoubtedly be watching for her tomorrow.
The ship docked in Nassau the following morning and Kyle, along with the remainder of the passengers, debarked. He watched in vain for the young brunette before getting in a cab and directing the driver to take him to the Atlantis casino.
Four hours of gambling later he was about ninety dollars ahead and extremely hungry. A small restaurant with tables overlooking the main walkway next to the casino caught Kyle's eye and he ordered a sandwich and beer.
He was staring mindlessly at a striking blonde who was walking past when a voice brought him back to reality.
"Having any luck?"
Kim stood next to him, hands behind her back.
Kyle gazed up at her in surprise. "Better than yesterday," he managed to say. Then added, "What are you doing here?"
"I saw you get in the cab at the boat and I figured, how many places are there for a gambler to go in Nassau?" Kim tilted her head teasingly and smiled.
"Sit down," Kyle said, pointing to the other chair at the table. He caught himself admiring her again from the bottom of her shorts to the top of her t-shirt.
"I promised my girlfriends I'd go shopping, but by noon I'd just about had it," Kim said. "By the way, my name's Kim."
"Hi. I'm Kyle. Thanks for the beer last night."
"And thanks for the round. You didn't have to do that," Kim said.
They talked until Kyle finished his meal, then they went back into the casino together. After mixed results at the slot machines, Kim asked Kyle to teach her how to play craps. They had better luck there and Kyle could see the men enjoyed watching the girl throw the dice and celebrate her winnings.
Late afternoon arrived quicker than Kyle wanted it to.
"Listen. We have to go," he said, looking at his watch.
"OK. I'm ready," Kim said. They grabbed their winnings, cashed them in and headed for the exit.
"Thanks for the lesson, Kyle," Kim said. Then, to his surprise, she kissed him lightly on the side of his face.
He fought the urge to put his arm around her as they went outside to get a cab. The cab drove past white sand beaches and resort hotels. Before long, they were back at the dock and aboard the ship.
"What are you doing after dinner?" Kim asked when they got to the elevators.
"I didn't have anything planned. How about you?" Kyle said.
"I really don't want another evening with my drunken friends," Kim said with a disgusted look on her face.
"OK. How about stopping by my room and we'll head somewhere," Kyle suggested.
"Perfect."
"It's 5085. Same deck as the casino," Kyle told her.
"What time?" Kim asked.
"Is eight OK?"
"I'll be there," Kim said.
The elevator door opened and they headed for their respective decks. Kyle watched contentedly as his new cheerleader-friend said goodbye and walked out of the elevator, her ass snug against the back of her shorts.
Kim ate dinner with her friends, divulging very little of her afternoon ramblings. Kyle ate at the snack bar, nervously anticipating his evening.
At 8:05, a soft knock caused Kyle to take a deep breath, check his pants and shirt in the mirror and walk to the cabin door. Kim smiled at him broadly from the hall and Kyle welcomed her in.
She wore a pinkish red, sleeveless dress with spaghetti straps and a neckline that complimented her full breasts. The dress clung to her waist and hips before spreading and stopping a few inches above the knees.
"Here. My treat," Kim said, handing Kyle a small paper bag.
Kyle opened the bag and pulled out a bottle of wine.
"Oh, wow. Thanks. You didn't have to do this. I thought we were even," Kyle said with a smile.
"Well, if I totally bore you we can at least drink," Kim said enthusiastically.
"I don't think you have to worry about that," Kyle said. "I'll go get some ice. Have a seat."
Kyle returned to the room quickly with a bucket of ice. He opened the bottle and used two bathroom glasses to pour out small amounts for each of them before placing the bottle in the bucket. He handed Kim her glass and sat beside her on the couch which, when combined with the one across from them, served as his bed at night. Kim crossed her legs, causing her dress to ride up and reveal even more of her deep tan. Kyle tried not to gaze too long at the girl's legs, but certainly enjoyed the opportunity while he had it. They talked for several minutes about Kim's cheerleading experiences at Miami, her friends and their antics so far on the cruise, and Kyle's hobbies. The conversation came easily and comfortably, neither one feeling pressured to reveal more or less than they had to. Kyle's offer to take Kim somewhere else on the ship was kindly declined with her saying the quiet of the cabin was a nice break from the mayhem of her friends. She did accept his offer for a refill, however. Kyle took the two glasses and walked to the small table holding the bucket of ice. He was returning the bottle of wine to the bucket when he felt a pair of hands on his hips. "What I'd really like is to stay here with you," Kim said in a low, soft voice, her lips an inch from his ear. Kyle's heart jumped before he regained some control of his senses. "I'd like that very much, Kim." Her right hand slid around his waist and down the front of his pants until resting on his crotch. Pushing her body against his, Kim moved her fingers over the young man's cock. She felt the outline of the cock as it hung and began to thicken. Kyle put his hands behind both of them and laid them on the girl's ass, feeling the fine material of her dress slide easily over her panties. Underneath, he felt the firm round ass he had watched so intently whenever the chance arose. The cock below Kim's fingers was becoming hard. She deftly reached inside Kyle's pants and repositioned it under his boxers so it pointed up. Her fingers skimmed over the shaft, the boxers' material scarcely hiding the heat beginning to emanate from the cock. Just as nimbly, she removed her hand and returned it to the outside of his pants. "If I give you more wine will you do that again?" Kyle managed to ask. "I don't need it," Kim said. She kissed his neck and bit lightly on the bottom of his ear. Kyle turned slowly and faced the girl attached to his body. He put his hand behind her head and pulled her towards him. They kissed long and hard, their hands frantically moving up and down each other's back and over their shoulders. Kim felt the hardness of his cock pressing against her as they kissed and exchanged explorations by their tongues. Kim moaned when Kyle's hand once again moved over her ass and pulled her closer to him. "I want to undress you," she whispered. Kyle didn't answer. Instead, he took her hand and led her the short distance over to his couch/bed. In less than a minute, the two halves were joined to make a small bed and Kyle was standing in front of the beautiful young brunette. She wasted no time in unbuttoning his shirt and pulling it out of his pants. She drew it open and lowered her head, allowing her tongue to glide over one of his nipples. Kim's hair fell across his chest, enhancing the sensations he felt. She licked down the middle of his chest, around his navel and across his stomach. Kneeling, she unfastened his belt, unbuttoned his pants and pulled down the zipper. The pants dropped over his slim hips easily and she lowered them past his knees to his ankles. Directly in front of her face now was a tent formed by Kyle's bulging cock inside his boxers. She wrapped her hand around it and squeezed gently, causing it to throb. Kim grasped the waistband of the boxers and pulled them delicately over the cock and down his legs. Kyle had never before felt his penis pulsate like it did at this moment. It was continuing to harden, but was nearing full erection. He desperately wanted it inside the girl's body. Kim complied with his unspoken wishes by running her tongue over the length of his shaft, then slowly wrapping her lips around the tip. Little by little, she put more of the cock in her mouth until her lips hit the base. Just as smoothly, she raised her head until the cock was again free. "God, Kim, that feels good," Kyle moaned. Kim looked up with a smile. Then she took off his shoes as he leaned against the bed, followed by his pants and boxers. As she stood back up, Kim ran her fingers along his legs, over his waist and up his chest. They kissed briefly. "Sit down," she told him while placing her palm on his chest, pushing lightly. Kim kicked off her shoes as Kyle settled onto the bed, his cock rising out of his lap. Standing in front of him with her feet slightly apart, Kim slid her hands down the sides of her dress until reaching the hem. She wrapped her fingers around the end of the dress on both sides and pulled up a couple inches. Already, the bottom of the dress was only a foot from her waist and Kyle stared at the girl's exposed legs as if in a trance. As if in slow motion, the fabric rose until the young man caught the first glimpse of her white panties. Kim lifted the dress higher and Kyle saw that she wore bikini style, high cut panties that clung to her pussy. The girl smiled as she watched his eyes follow her hands, then linger between her legs as she raised the dress higher. An instant later he looked up and watched her pull the dress over her breasts and above her head. In that short moment, Kyle admired the fullness of her breasts even as they were pulled upward. When Kim lowered her arms to drop the dress to the floor, the splendor of her breasts became evident. They hung with a maturity that seemed beyond her years, yet pointed up at the nipples with a child-like quality. "Very nice," Kyle said sincerely. "You're really beautiful." Kim just smiled. She stepped forward and put her knees on the bed on either side of Kyle's waist, then sat on his legs. She put her arms around his neck and kissed him once again. Kyle raised his hands and engulfed her breasts in his palms. He kneaded them with his fingers and pinched the nipples softly. The girl sighed with pleasure as the young man found the one spot above her waist certain to excite her. With almost imperceptible force, Kim pushed against Kyle and they fell to the bed. Kim caught herself with her hands and leaned forward enough to allow her breasts to hang directly over Kyle's face. Immediately, she placed her right nipple on his lips. Kyle opened his mouth eagerly and guided the breast in with his hand. He sucked timidly at first, but soon was ravishing as much of the breast as he could. Concentrating on the nipple, he licked and nibbled the bottom half of her breast while squeezing the remainder with his hand. A minute later, Kim offered him the other breast and he gladly accepted. The invisible connection between her breasts and her pussy had been made and she felt a growing desire that she knew would lead to an orgasm soon. In fact, it often led to multiple orgasms, but she didn't know this man well enough to determine if she'd be totally satisfied tonight or not. With those thoughts in mind, she reached between her legs and seized hold of Kyle's rock hard cock. She stroked the length of it several times while he worked on her nipple and breast. "I want you inside me," Kim said, looking down at Kyle. He nodded, but before he could say anything the girl was holding his cock in place and moving her body over it. He watched her hips gyrate as she inched forward and backward until the head of his cock was at the opening to her cunt. Effortlessly, she descended onto the shaft and felt it slide inside her. The moistness surrounding her cunt added to the warm sensation Kyle already felt in his cock. Within seconds, Kim was sitting upright, Kyle's entire cock buried deep inside her. She threw her head back in satisfaction and began raising and lowering her body. When her rhythm was established, Kyle eagerly thrust himself upward to meet her downward motions. Kyle had never felt a girl as tight, or as well lubricated, as the one on top of him now. The combination was driving him closer to an orgasm every time she moved, but he wanted it to last forever. It didn't help to watch her gorgeous breasts heave up and down with her movements. Kim repositioned herself so Kyle's cock rubbed against the top of the inside of her cunt, an area that was always hypersensitive and caused instant arousal. Her eyes were closed as she attempted to capture every feeling that rushed through her body. Without even realizing she was doing it, she found herself squeezing her nipples between her thumbs and index fingers. "Oh, God, Kyle. Your cock feels wonderful," she said, leaning forward slightly. She was now running her hands over her entire breasts while Kyle gripped her ass tightly. Kim constricted her cunt muscles around his cock and relaxed them again, repeating the process twice. "Jesus, Kim. Ahh…," Kyle moaned after the first contraction. The next one left him speechless. Kim was ready. She had to cum. Placing her hand first on the base of Kyle's cock, she slowly raised it until it rested on her engorged clit. Kyle watched intently as the girl played with herself, massaging the skin slowly at first before increasing the pressure and speed. "Oh, fuck. Yes. Fuck me, Kyle. Harder," Kim begged him. The young man took her hips in his hands and forced his cock into her with greater speed and energy. "Yes, yes, yes. God, yes. I'm cumming…now," the girl said breathlessly. Kyle felt her body shake, freeze in place, then shake again with a new frenzy. Kim moaned incoherently and her hair flew back and forth trying to keep up with her head. The sound of their skin hitting against each other filled the room when Kim's shouts didn't. Kyle began to feel the wetness between Kim's legs flow onto him as her orgasm continued. Despite paying full attention to the obvious ecstasy Kim was in, Kyle felt the cum stirring in his balls and flowing into this cock. He groaned loudly and lifted his ass off the bed. "That's it," Kim said. "Cum with me. Come on." The cum exploded from Kyle's cock as it never had before. He plunged his cock into her repeatedly, each time releasing more cum and groaning louder. "Oh, yes. Keep going, baby," Kim urged. Kyle's cock pounded her cunt time after time, long after Kim's orgasm had ended. But she worked her cunt muscles the best she could, draining the last of the cum from Kyle. His cock began to soften and he loosened his grip on the girl's waist. He ran his fingers along the outside of her thighs, laying his head down on the bed and catching his breath. Kim gradually leaned forward until she was lying on Kyle, her breasts flattened on his chest. They both stretched their legs out and Kyle wrapped his arms around her. "That was amazing," Kyle said. "Let's do it again," Kim said, playfully jabbing him in the ribs. "Shit. Good luck." They both laughed and Kim kissed him, her hair falling on his face. She rolled onto her back next to him. Kyle looked at her tanned body briefly before turning on his side and resting his head on the top of her left breast. He laid his free arm on her stomach and reached up to gently feel her other breast. They both closed their eyes and said nothing. They spent the night under a sheet; hands roaming, feeling, and holding. When they woke up, they were on their sides, Kyle behind Kim pressed hard against her ass and his arm around her tightly. "Good morning," Kim said after turning on her back and kissing the man next to her. "Jesus, you wore me out," Kyle said groggily. "It was my pleasure. Honestly."



Kyle traced his fingers around the outline of her breasts, her belly button and her pussy. When he got to her clit, she sat up, took hold of his hand and pulled him off the bed with her onto his feet.
"Come on. It's time for you to wake up," she said.
Kim led him to the bathroom, never letting go of his hand until she leaned into the shower to turn on the water. Kyle watched her shapely ass as she bent over, teasingly moving his hand over it and between her legs.
"Stop it," she said sternly, smacking his hand with hers. "You'll have your chance." She stood up and smiled at him over her shoulder. Kim pushed open the shower curtain and stepped in. Kyle quickly followed.
Pulling the curtain shut, Kyle watched from behind as his companion put her head under the water and let it soak her long, straight hair. She wiped the water from her face, then tilted her head back and let the water flow from her hair. She turned sideways, backed up slightly and said, "Go ahead. Get in."
The warm water felt good as it poured over Kyle's tired body. He turned around to find Kim with a small bar of soap in her hand. She placed it on his shoulder and proceeded to wash his arms and chest.
"Turn around," she said softly.
Kyle felt her hand cross his back several times, then both hands were on his ass and she cupped the cheeks in her palms. Next, she washed the back of his legs. When her hands moved to the front of his calves, he felt a tingling in his cock. Kim worked her way upward until she was unhurriedly washing his balls. Soon, she was doing the same to his cock, which was growing longer and harder by the second.
When the cock was hard, but not fully erect, she put the soap down and let the water run over the young man's chest and legs. Using her hands on his hips, she got him to turn and face her.
She kneeled down, fondled the cock for a few seconds, then placed it in her mouth. Water streamed down Kyle's back as Kim's tongue flicked around his cock. The girl's head bobbed up and down, intent on making him as hard as he'd been the night before, when Kyle satisfied her like no man had ever done before.
Before long, she had succeeded. That was when she stood back up and exchanged places with Kyle. With her back facing him, she said, "Fuck me from behind, Kyle. I want to feel you inside me again."
Kyle leaned against her and said, "Will you squeeze me like you did last night?"
"Let's find out," she answered.
Kim put her hands against the wall of the small shower stall and spread her legs. Kyle watched the water splash on her back and onto his chest, then flow down over her ass and between their bodies. He stroked his cock a couple times and guided it towards her gaping pussy. The sight of the young girl's firm ass and thighs nearly made him cum as soon at the tip of his cock entered her cunt. When he had entered her completely, he reached around and put his hands on her breasts.
Kim emitted the now-familiar sigh when Kyle squeezed her nipples and pumped his cock into her. With increasing speed, Kyle fucked the cheerleader harder and harder. Soon, one of his hands dropped to her clit and began a rough massage of the small penis-like protrusion.
"Oh, Kyle. Make me cum again. Yes. Right there," Kim said over the sound of the rushing water.
The young man was near an orgasm himself and wanted desperately to time his with hers.
"Squeeze me, babe," he said to her.
Her cunt muscles tightened around his cock and quickly got the predictable results.
"Yes. Yes. I'm cumming," Kyle groaned.
He rammed his cock into her and smacked against her ass loudly. Kim felt the throbbing cock spurt cum against the walls of her vagina and she began her own orgasm. Her body shuddered repeatedly, hardly noticed by the man shooting several loads of cum into her. Their moans combined into an odd mix of undecipherable sounds of lust. The farther back she pushed her ass, the harder Kyle fucked her. He gripped her by the waist, but still had trouble maintaining his position inside her during their dueling orgasms.
It ended with periodic twitches from both of them and a mutual decision to simply stand and hug each other under the water.
After they had dried each other off and returned to the bed, they sat and looked at each other.
"Do you want to go eat breakfast?" Kim asked.
"Yes. And I know what I want for lunch," Kyle said, his hand between her legs.
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Friday morning arrived and John Marlin, 32-year-old owner of The Wildwood Cabins Resort, was ready for a busy Fall weekend. All five cabins at the forested resort were reserved through Sunday. Yesterday afternoon, the first couple arrived and occupied Cabin 1. The pace was about to pick up, he told himself.
It was just before noon that a SUV pulled into the resort office's parking lot. John could see three people inside the vehicle from his seat behind the desk. As the driver got out and approached the entrance, John stood to greet him.
"Good morning," John said.
"Hi," the man replied. "Dennis Cashman. We have reservations for the weekend."
John pulled a manila folder from a tray on the desk and opened it.
"Yes, sir. Three guests. Two nights," John read from a form in the folder.
Dennis nodded.
"Sign here," John pointed to the bottom of the form. "Will that be cash, check or credit card?"
"Credit card," Dennis said while reading and signing the form.
John processed the card, finalized the registration and handed Dennis a key.
"Cabin 2. Follow the dirt road and it will be the first cabin on the right. Enjoy your stay," John said with a smile.
"Thanks. We'll let you know if we need anything," Dennis said and turned for the door.
John looked out at the SUV, but couldn't get a good look at the woman in the passenger seat or what appeared to be a younger looking girl with long hair in the back.
"Oh, well. We'll meet them eventually, I'm sure," John thought to himself as the SUV disappeared down the road.
Dennis and Kim Cashman, both in their early forties, were an attractive couple. Kim was tall, about 5'8", 125 pounds with a thin figure and long brown hair. Dennis was nearly 6'3", 215 and muscular. He was an imposing figure. As often happens when two good-looking people have kids, their daughter, Erin, was gorgeous. The eighteen year old was 5'6", 120 with an hourglass figure—she got the breasts her mother missed out on—and long, thick hair.
And like most eighteen year olds, Erin thought she was going on at least twenty-five. She knew it all and certainly didn't need her parents around. If the truth were known, they only brought her to the cabin because they couldn't trust her alone at home.
They drove past Cabin 1, with its single car parked outside, and arrived at the more secluded, larger Cabin 2. Erin woefully drug her suitcase into the cabin and laid claim to the upstairs loft bedroom. Kim quickly began unpacking in the main bedroom while Dennis checked out the fireplace, woodpile and hot tub on the attached, enclosed porch.
Dennis returned to the bedroom and stuck his head around the corner.
"I'm going to check out the hiking trail. I won't be long," he announced to Kim.
"OK, hon. I'll have something ready for lunch when you get back," she replied.
Dennis started down the trail that crossed the road just outside their back door. The woods were thick and damp with fallen leaves covering the ground. The quiet and stillness of the wooded area struck him immediately as he proceeded down the trail.
About ten minutes into his walk, and as he was about to turn around, he saw someone approaching from the opposite direction. A few more steps allowed him to see clearly the short, blonde woman walking towards him. She wore a sweatshirt and jeans and appeared to be in her mid to late twenties.
She stopped as Dennis drew near.
"Hi," the woman said.
"Hi. Great weather, isn't it?" Dennis said, not having planned on stopping until she did.
"Perfect for walking. Are you staying in one of the cabins?" she asked.
"Yeah. We just got here. How about you?" Dennis inquired. The woman's smile, blue eyes and wavy blonde hair made it impossible for the older man to not keep up the conversation.
"We got here yesterday. It's been great so far," she said. "I think you're the only other ones here so far, or are you alone?"
"No. It's my wife, my daughter and me," Dennis said. "Your husband with you?"
"Yeah. My name's Judy, by the way."
"Hi, Judy," Dennis said, shaking her hand. "I'm Dennis. I'll probably see you around if you stay for the weekend."
"Oh, we plan on it. Listen, if you and your family want to stop over tonight after dinner, we'd enjoy the company," Judy said sincerely.
Dennis hesitated for a second, taken aback by the forwardness of the invitation.
"Well, my daughter won't come. But I'll ask my wife. We can just drop by?" Dennis asked.
"Sure. Any time. Bring your favorite drink. We'll have the fire going."
Dennis couldn't determine if he was being teased or not, but he liked it. There was little doubt in his mind he would take her up on her offer.
"OK. Mind if I walk back with you as far as our cabin?" asked Dennis.
"Not at all," Judy said.
They chatted the whole way, with Dennis catching quick glances at the young woman's ass under her tight fitting jeans. Judy repeated her invitation when they got to Cabin 2 and Dennis repeated his acceptance.
After entering the cabin, Dennis walked up behind his wife and put his arms around her waist.
"Are you into twenty-somethings?" he whispered in her ear.
"Ooohh, you know I am," Kim sighed. "A couple?"
"Yes. The girl's a blonde, too."
Kim smiled. "Will you share?"
"If you insist," Dennis said, patting her on the butt. "She invited us over after dinner. I said we'd think about it."
"You're done thinking, I assume."
"Do you have better plans?" Dennis asked.
"Doesn't sound like it," Kim said She could feel his cock pressing against her, getting harder as they talked.
The rest of the day was spent hiking and trading hot tub time with Erin. The first time they returned to the cabin and Kim found her in the tub, Erin was topless with earphones on and an MP3 player drowning out the world. A quick tap on the shoulder stunned her back into reality and back into her bikini top.
At about seven, Dennis and Kim changed clothes. Kim chose a sweater that was just snug enough to outline her smallish breasts, but didn't overemphasize the fact she wasn't wearing a bra. Despite the weather, Dennis wore a short sleeve shirt over his powerfully built upper body. At 7:15, they grabbed a bottle of wine from the refrigerator, yelled goodbye to Erin and walked to Cabin 1.
Judy answered the door when they knocked.
"Hi. We were hoping you'd make it," she said. "Come on in."
Judy introduced her husband, Bill. He was just over six feet tall, 190 pounds and had an athletic body. Dennis introduced Kim and they all found seats in the living room.
As the small talk started, Kim gazed intently at Bill. This couple was younger than the crowd back home that often met on the weekends for spouse swapping, Kim thought to herself. She shouldn't get her hopes up too high. But the young man certainly was attractive and she knew from experience that Dennis had a way of making things happen.
Drinks were poured after a few minutes and the talk got more relaxed. Bill put a log on the fire, providing Kim with a chance to check out his cute butt more closely.
"Well, well. What do we have here?"
John Marlin sat at his computer, leaning closer to the twenty-one inch monitor. On the screen was a view of Cabin 1's living room. He used his mouse to press a zoom option on the software's control panel.
"Isn't that cozy," John said. "And it's only Friday night. This bodes well for the weekend."
A security camera hidden inside the top of the room's wall provided John with a panorama of the entire area.
"Where's the kid?" John asked out loud.
A click on the control panel split the screen in half and a view of the living area of Cabin 2 appeared. There, on the couch, sat Erin in a long tank top, her legs tucked up under her while she watched TV.
"Ah. That's better."
The conversation in Cabin 1 wore on and more drinks were consumed. Soon after Bill had walked into the kitchen, Kim and Dennis exchanged glances. Dennis nodded one time and Kim excused herself from the room. Once in the kitchen, the game was on.
"Need something?" Bill asked her with a smile.
Kim stood directly behind the young man, who was pulling snacks down from a shelf.
"Sure do." Kim placed her hands on his hips. "I need to know if you and Judy know how to REALLY party."
Bill stood frozen for an instant. Finally, he managed to say, "As in…" He didn't complete the sentence.
Kim moved her right hand onto Bill's crotch and rubbed it gently.
"As in sharing each other."
She rubbed harder, feeling the outline of his cock through the jeans.
"Ah, we haven't…I don't know anybody who…," he stammered.
"Right now my husband is asking your wife the same question. What do you think she'll say?" Kim asked. She could feel the cock slowly getting harder.
Bill hesitated. "It's hard to say."
"If Dennis puts his hand inside her sweatshirt and squeezes one of her cute little breasts, might she say yes?" Kim was nearly whispering, massaging the length of the cock with long, slow strokes.
"She might."
"If I put your cock in my mouth, sucked on it, licked it and let you fuck me, might you say yes?"
Bill's cock doubled in size and ached for more room.
"I might."
Kim's hand was inside his jeans, moving the semi-erect cock so it pointed up at them.
"Let's see what they're up to," Kim suggested.
They moved quietly to the kitchen door and looked into the living room. Dennis was sitting nearly on top of Judy, his hand in her sweatshirt. Judy's eyes were closed and Dennis was whispering in her ear through her thick, blonde hair.
"I think we have an answer," Kim said softly.
"Holy shit," John exclaimed. A piece of popcorn fell onto his lap as he shoved a handful into his mouth. He brushed the loose piece away without taking his eyes off the monitor. He grabbed the mouse and pointed to the zoom control.
Dennis' hand was hidden inside Judy's sweatshirt, but John could plainly see Dennis was groping the younger woman's breast. And she appeared to be loving it!
"Where the fuck are the other two?"
A click showed the bedroom. Nothing. Another click and the hot tub appeared. Nothing.
"Damn it. They must be in the kitchen. That won't last," John sneered, opening another beer.
As if on cue, Bill and Kim walked into the picture in the living room. John could see the couples talking and then, to his amazement, Kim removed her sweater. Her small breasts stuck out proudly from her chest as Kim threw the sweater on the floor. She stepped in front of Bill, put her hand behind his head and guided it to her left breast.
"Here we go. What did I do to deserve this?" John said.
Dennis pulled up Judy's sweatshirt, waiting for her to stop him. Instead, she raised her arms and allowed Dennis to remove it, shaking her hair back into place afterwards. She wore a small, white bra that Dennis quickly unhooked and took off.
As Bill nibbled on Kim's breasts, Dennis indulged himself with one of Judy's nipples. Soon, however, his mouth was wrapped around one-third of the luscious breast. Judy moaned and pulled Dennis closer to her.
Bill unsnapped Kim's jeans and pulled down the zipper. While still sucking on an ever-growing nipple, he slid his hand inside her panties and reached down until feeling the small patch of soft hair above her clit. Another couple inches and he was on her pussy, feeling the heat and moisture already building.
John once again clicked on the controls for the camera in Cabin 2 and saw an empty living room.
"Oh, oh. I hope I didn't miss anything with the babe."
Another click and the loft bedroom came into view. There, on the bed, was Erin in her tank top. As John zoomed in, he saw something shiny in her hand. An instant later, he was watching Erin position a silver dildo over a cleanly shaven pussy as she pulled her shirt up to her stomach.
"Jesus. I hit the jackpot tonight," he said.
Setting his beer on the table, he unbuttoned his jeans and pulled down the zipper. Reaching inside the fly of his boxers, John pulled out a rigid, swollen cock. Using both hands, he stroked it, letting it fall lazily from one palm to the other.
Erin pushed the silver tool over her clit, then dragged it back up slowly. Her eyes were closed and her tongue moistened the outside of her lips. The dildo floated between her pussy lips, contacting her moist cunt.
The girl's other hand slid under her top, exploring the tips of her alluring breasts.
"Come on, babe. Lift the damn shirt," John moaned, cock in hand.
At the same time Erin's dildo entered her hole, she lifted the shirt to her neck. She spread her legs farther apart and played with the nipple on her right breast. The dildo began a steady, rhythmic action in and out of her cunt.
"Jesus," John said.
Kim's jeans hit the floor at the same time Dennis was unzipping Judy's. Bill leaned down and pulled off Kim's pants, shoes and socks. Dennis did the same as Judy sat on the couch.
Bill stood in front of the tall, older woman, hesitating before accepting a long, wet kiss from her. His arms wrapped around her and his hands slid inside the back of her panties. Kim's ass filled his hands as he squeezed softly.
Dennis moved forward on his knees, parting Judy's legs as she leaned against the back of the couch. With one hand on her breast, Dennis gave her a tantalizing kiss.
"Undress for me," Kim whispered to Bill. She then sat on the floor, her legs pulled up to her chest.
The young man did not hesitate. First his shirt, then his pants, and finally his boxers were thrown on the floor in a heap. Next to him, Dennis was doing the same. It was a double feature for the captivated women.
The real show was taking place on John Marlin's computer screen. One half showed the foursome in Cabin 1 gradually becoming naked. The other half showed a teenager in Cabin 2 masturbating as if she'd never had sex in her life. John himself had a massive erection that spasmed with nearly every stroke.
Erin alternated between placing the dildo inside her cunt and massaging her clit. The whole time, her hand lingered on her breasts. The dildo probed her hole once more. Erin arched her back, lifting her ass off the bed as the tool disappeared up to the girl's fingers.
John watched her mouth open, then close as the oncoming orgasm built inside her body. He let go of his cock, wanting his own orgasm to linger a while longer. He looked at the two couples in Cabin 1. The two men were naked now. Each one had removed the panties from the women in front of them. Bill was sucking on Kim's breasts as the older woman sprawled on the floor below him. Dennis had his head buried between Judy's legs. Judy's head was tilted to the side, providing her with a view of her husband and Kim on the floor next to the couch.
"Oh, God. Yes. C'mon," Erin said in a trembling voice.
The dildo prodded her cunt. Her juices made the instrument glisten even in the faint light of the loft bedroom. The girl bucked her hips up and down, fucking the toy.
She brought it out one more time and placed it on her clit. Frantically, she nudged the tool back and forth.
"Ah, fuck. Fuck." Her voice rose in unison with her ass off the bed.
The first jarring flutter of her orgasm seemed to hang in her stomach before erupting down to her pussy. For another agonizing second, it faltered again. Then Erin let out a muffled wail and she came.
A euphoria no boy could ever provide her filled Erin's young body. Desperately, she prolonged the orgasm by working the dildo over her swollen clit. Her face contorted as she groaned with each wave of pleasure. Every time she squeezed her nipple, a new quiver flowed through her body.
A minute later she was stretching her legs, slowly running the dildo up and down her pussy.
"God," she panted.
Bill was first to ram his cock into his new partner. Kim eagerly accepted it, wrapping her legs around his waist. Her feet rested on his ass as Bill began penetrating her. Kim was unexpectedly tight, Bill thought to himself. When she tightened her cunt muscles even harder around his cock, he knew he wouldn't last long.
Meanwhile, Dennis had traded places with Judy. The young woman was positioning herself over his rigid cock, slowly lowering herself. Dennis leaned back on the couch as Judy engulfed his cock with her cunt. He reached up and grasped her undulating breasts. Quickly, she had his entire cock inside her and was fucking him in earnest.
John switched to a full screen view of Cabin 1's living room. He saw Bill's ass rising and falling as he impaled Kim over and over. Kim's breasts, small as they were, shook erotically.
He zoomed in, however, on the younger woman. The man under Judy was holding her little ass. Her breasts, free from his grasp, swung back and forth.
"That's it, hon. Fuck him good. Cum for us," John said in a low, hoarse voice.
He gripped his cock harder. Methodically, he pumped it until he felt the cum rising. John grabbed a small towel next to the computer and placed it over his cock. A half dozen more strokes and cum spewed from the tip.
"Ah, God. Yes."
John's body shuddered as he continued to shoot cum into the towel. He felt the sticky fluid cover the top of his cock as he came several more times. He thought he was done until he saw Judy's head tilt back and an unheard cry escape her open mouth. Two more spurts of cum dripped from his cock.
"That's it. C'mon," Dennis was saying to the woman in his lap.
Judy's orgasm raked her entire body. Her contracting cunt muscles immediately sent Dennis over the edge. Hot cum flowed into Judy's cunt and over his cock. The sensation resulted in additional orgasms for each of them amid cries of ecstasy.
The sounds emanating from the couch quickened the pace of Bill and Kim's fucking. Kim barely began her orgasm before Bill followed. Together, they urged the other on while the scent of sex filled the air. Bill pressed down onto Kim's chest, feeling her breasts collapse under his weight. His cock drove into her continually until it finally began to soften.
"Oh, fuck. Kim, that was incredible," Bill managed to say as he collapsed one last time onto her breasts.
Dennis and Judy were laying on the couch kissing and gently running their hands over the other's body.
"What are you guys doing tomorrow night?" Judy asked.
Laughter from the floor provided the answer.
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Lisa got out the bacon, eggs and bread. She placed the food on the counter and poured a cup of coffee. As she sat at the small kitchen table, she asked herself why she was nervous. It was going to be a great weekend. The weather was supposed to be beautiful. The leaves were brilliant and the cabin was everything the brochures said it would be. Yet, she was anxious.
A knock at the cabin door jolted her. The floor was cold on her bare feet as she quickly walked through the living room. She took a deep breath and opened the door.
“Good morning. It’s me.” Outside was the beaming face of a medium height, slim brunette whose ponytail made her appear younger than her 31 years.
“Hi, Julie. I’m really glad you could make it,” Lisa said honestly. “Come on in.”
Lisa closed the door and the two women hugged. Nothing about them was similar except, perhaps, for their equally good looks. Lisa was a couple inches shorter then Julie, weighed about ten pounds less at 110, was three years older and had shoulder length blonde hair.
Julie set her suitcase by the couch. She wore a lightweight sweatshirt and jeans that clung to her ass and thighs.
“This is nice,” Julie said, looking around the cabin. “I like it.”
“Wait until you see the hot tub,” Lisa said with a smile. “I tried it last night.”
“Alone?” Julie asked.
“Yes, alone.” Lisa scowled at her guest as she started toward the kitchen.
They never stopped talking during breakfast. Mostly it was about the health club where Lisa was a personal trainer and Julie one of her clients. They had known each other about six months, hitting it off immediately. Lisa was single and Julie married, which prohibited much socializing. But, when Lisa asked Julie if she wanted to share the cabin for the weekend, Julie was quick to accept.
After breakfast, Julie unpacked and the two chatted some more in the living room. It was noon when Lisa suggested they go for a walk on one of the hiking trails on the property. They were in Cabin 3 of a five-cabin complex making up the resort, located deep in the woods. The cabin was small, with one bedroom and a loft. But, like the other four cabins, had a hot tub on a private porch.
Lisa changed into a long sleeve pullover shirt and sweat pants. Her alluring breasts, which Julie was used to seeing in a sports bra, pressed against the shirt free of any constraints.
They set off into the woods at a brisk pace. The air was unseasonably warm for October and the sun shined bright. Leaves and twigs cracked as they walked and talked.
Two miles from the cabin they got to a small pond. They left the path and walked around the edge of the pond until finding a fallen log to sit on. The log was at the top of a small embankment. Behind the women, the ground sloped downward into a heavily wooded area protected by thick undergrowth.
Lisa and Julie made conversation for a few minutes before Julie asked, “Lisa, why did you invite ME this weekend?”
Lisa was quiet, looking first at Julie then out at the pond.
“You don’t have to stay if you don’t want,” she finally said, wishing she hadn’t.
“No. I want to stay. I was just wondering.”
“I thought it would be fun. Getting away from the city and stuff,” Lisa said.
Neither of them spoke.
“Why ME?” Julie asked again.
Once again they exchanged glances. This time the gaze lingered.
“Because you are fun and energetic and attractive and…” Lisa paused. “You know.”
“You think I’m attractive? Really?”
“Really,” Lisa said.
Julie put her hand on the other woman’s leg. Lisa felt the electricity flow through her body and she was unable to move.
Julie leaned over and kissed Lisa on the cheek. Lisa immediately turned her face toward Julie, leaving them just inches apart. Following a pause that seemed to last forever, Lisa’s lips met Julie’s.
Cautiously at first, the two women let the kiss linger. Lisa’s tongue slid across Julie’s mouth and instantly both mouths were open. Their tongues met. Lisa moaned, putting her hand on the younger woman’s hair. Julie gave in to the slight pressure being applied from behind by Lisa’s hand. Both women tilted their heads and the kiss increased in passion.
Lisa put her hand on the front of Julie’s sweatshirt. As she pressed her hand against the other woman’s breast, Julie broke off the kiss. Lisa feared she had gone too far. Instead, Julie kissed Lisa’s neck and ear.
Lisa’s fingers circulated around the breast. The nipple pushed against the sweatshirt, stimulated by the rubbing of the material across it. With ever-increasing force, Lisa squeezed the breast.
“Lisa. No,” Julie sighed in a weak voice.
Lisa didn’t answer. She moved her hand down the front of the sweatshirt, found the bottom and slid the hand back up to Julie’s bare breast. When she pinched the nipple tenderly, Julie flinched. Their heads were side by side, each nipping lovingly at the other’s neck.
“God, Lisa.” The words were not spoken in a manner that suggested an ending to the activities.
Abruptly, Lisa pulled her hand out and swung her legs to the opposite side of the log. Facing the woods now, she stood and grabbed Julie’s hand. The younger woman was lifted off the log and struggled to get her feet under her. In an instant, Lisa was starting quickly down the embankment toward the trees, her blonde hair flapping around her head.
“Lisa. What are you doing?” Julie asked, clinging tightly to Lisa’s hand and stumbling behind her. There was no answer as they careened down the small hill.
They broke through the heavy bushes that preceded the forest. A few dozen yards later they were well within the trees and in a clearing no more than ten feet square.
Lisa stopped, causing Julie to nearly run her over. Almost before she was completely turned around, Lisa took hold of the bottom of Julie’s sweatshirt and pulled it up. Her mouth was on Julie’s breast without delay. As soon as Lisa’s tongue grazed across her nipple, Julie began removing the sweatshirt.
With Lisa concentrating on the two exposed breasts, Julie reached for her companion’s own breasts. They felt soft through her shirt, the erect nipples plainly visible.
Julie lifted the shirt over Lisa’s head. The two women looked at each other in the eyes for the first time since leaving the log. Both saw the infatuation felt by the other.
They hugged tightly. Julie’s breasts rested on the tops of the shorter woman’s, but the feeling was undeniable. They moved their heads until locked in a deep, wet kiss.
“Lay down, Julie,” Lisa said softly.
A thick layer of leaves made a comfortable cushion as Julie lay on her back, looking up at Lisa and her luscious breasts. Lisa slowly got on her knees, straddling the woman under her. She slid backwards so her head was directly over Julie’s breasts. She put one hand on the outside of each breast.
“Julie, you are so beautiful,” Lisa said. She put her mouth around one of Julie’s nipples and sucked it. Julie closed her eyes. The warmth of the mouth and tongue on the exposed skin, in addition to sexual excitement, spread throughout her body. She was amazed to feel the wetness gathering between her legs.
A minute later, Lisa was sliding further down Julie’s body. She licked around Julie’s navel and down to the top of her jeans. For some reason, Lisa was fully confident she could take the next step.
The jeans unbuttoned easily and Lisa pulled down the zipper. The only other noise was a faint wind in the trees and leaves rustling under the women’s bodies.
A pair of soft, black panties became visible as Lisa pulled the jeans open. Julie lifted her ass off the ground when Lisa began yanking the jeans off. Lisa took off Julie’s shoes and tugged at the jeans until they were completely off.
Julie was shaking in anticipation. When she felt Lisa’s hands sliding up the inside of her thighs, she was aroused beyond anything she had experienced before. Julie looked down at the beautiful blonde situating herself between Julie’s legs. Two hands slid underneath the bottom of her panties and Julie closed her eyes.
The hands briefly skimmed across her pussy, then grasped the panties and pulled them off. The cool Fall air rushed over Julie’s naked body. Her nipples ached with desire. Goosebumps rose from her skin.
Julie spread her legs as Lisa placed her hands under the other woman’s thighs. Lisa took a second to admire the long, lean body under her. Then, as if in slow motion, she lowered her head.
She licked the inside of Julie’s thighs, purposely avoiding the cleanly shaven pussy. Julie felt like she would burst if Lisa didn’t find her clit soon. She didn’t have to wait long.
Lisa put her tongue at the entrance to Julie’s cunt. Unhurriedly, she moved her tongue upwards, between the folds of skin, until contacting the younger woman’s clit. Julie arched her back, raising her hips. But, Lisa continued to apply teasing, light pressure on the engorged clit.
Using tantalizing nips, Lisa played with the clit. Then she moved her tongue down again. This time, she found the area to be much wetter. By the time she got back up to the clit, Julie’s hands were on the back of her head, pulling it closer.
Lisa put her lips around the clit and stabbed at it with her tongue.
“Oh, God. Lisa. Yes. Right there,” Julie was directing her.
But Lisa didn’t need help. Years of experience had taught her how to please a woman.
A couple minutes later, Julie was bucking her hips wildly. Lisa applied more pressure.
Julie moaned that she was about to cum, clutching two handfuls of leaves in tightly closed fists. A final gasp and her orgasm began.
Lisa tried desperately to keep up with Julie’s contortions. The younger woman’s body thrashed back and forth, up and down. Julie attempted to fuck Lisa’s tongue; very much wishing it was inside her. But the pleasure she felt now was undeniable. She came several times, panting loudly at the end.
“Oh, fuck. God, Lisa. Stop. Please,” Julie said, gasping for air.
Lisa gave one final, long lick of the clit and raised her head. She watched Julie’s body shake for a few more seconds, then stood over the woman. Lisa’s feet straddled Julie’s waist as she unzipped her jeans and pushed them down.
Julie watched as Lisa took off the jeans, followed by the small white panties. Lisa’s naked body was magnificent, and it was about to be hers.
Without hesitation, Lisa moved forward and onto her knees. Her pussy hovered just inches above Julie’s face. She felt Julie’s hands grab her ass. Then, an instant later, a tongue flicked across her cunt. A familiar flutter flowed through her body. The arousal attained by making Julie cum had already put Lisa on the edge of her own orgasm. Now, the woman below her was intent on putting her over the edge.
Julie’s tongue probed Lisa’s entire pussy before finding the clit. If the younger woman was uncertain about what to do in her first encounter with another female, it wasn’t evident. Instinctively, she massaged the clit with her tongue and lips. It took only seconds for the orgasm boiling up inside Lisa to begin.
Lisa threw back her head, reaching for one of her nipples.
“Yes, Julie. Lick me. Harder.”
Lisa drove her pussy into Julie’s face. Julie savored the wetness between Lisa’s legs and frantically tried to please her the same way she had been pleased. It must have worked, as Lisa continued to cum for over a minute.
Lisa’s moans echoed through the thick trees. She thought a couple times she was done, but then Julie’s tongue touched her clit and another wave shot through her. Finally, she moved down and collapsed on top of Julie’s breasts, totally spent.
They both stretched out their bodies to relieve the tension. Together, they rolled until Julie lay on top of Lisa.
“Thank you, Lisa. That was magnificent,” Julie whispered.
“I’ve wanted you for so long. I’m glad you enjoyed it,” Lisa said.
They kissed and got dressed. Walking back to the cabin, few words were said. Julie’s head spun with new feelings about the sensations she had felt. Lisa debated whether a new lover had been found or if, after given time to think about it, she would lose Julie’s friendship.
Within sight of their cabin, the two women met a pretty young girl walking in the opposite direction. The girl introduced herself as Erin Cashman and said she was staying in Cabin 2 with her parents. At the end of their conversation, Lisa and Julie invited Erin to their cabin that evening for snacks and drinks. Erin accepted with enthusiasm, admitting that boredom was quickly setting in.
The rest of the afternoon was uneventful in Cabin 3. The women both seemed hesitant to take the encounter in the woods any further…for now.
John Marlin, owner of The Wildwood Cabins, sat behind his computer monitor. On the screen was a wide-angle view of the inside of Cabin 3, provided by a security camera hidden high in the cabin wall. A click of the mouse and he zoomed in on the two women sitting on the living room couch.
“Well, do something?” John mumbled out loud. A few more clicks and the insides of Cabins 1 and 2 appeared. The young couple in Cabin 1 was eating dinner and no one could be seen inside Cabin 2.
“Shit.”
When he returned to the view of Cabin3, one of the women had risen from the couch and was walking toward the door. She opened the door and the girl John had watched the night before in Cabin 2 walked in. He watched them as the older woman returned to the couch and the girl sat in a chair facing them.
John sat back in his chair and over the next half hour watched the three females talk, eat chips and pretzels, and share a bottle of wine.
Lisa found herself staring at the strikingly beautiful 18-year-old girl, not always listening to whoever was speaking at the moment. Erin was about 5’6”, 120 pounds, with light brown hair. The wine only enhanced Lisa’s increasingly lustful thoughts. What lay underneath that sweatshirt and jeans, she wondered. “How about moving out to the hot tub?” Lisa heard Julie say. “Sure,” Lisa said. “Bring the food. I’ll get more wine.” Erin followed Julie through the kitchen to the walled-in porch with the hot tub. Lisa quickly joined them with another bottle of wine. The air was getting much cooler and, when Julie turned on the hot tub, steam began rising slowly from the surface. The food and drinks were placed carefully at the corners of the tub. “You all can do whatever you want, but I don’t need a swimsuit,” Julie said. To Erin’s surprise, the woman took off her sweater, revealing her bare breasts. Within seconds, Lisa had done the same. Erin might have run back to the cabin to get a suit had she not had two glasses of wine. Instead, she found herself pulling her sweatshirt over her head, feeling strangely content. Both Lisa and Julie were mesmerized by the perfection of the girl’s large, firm breasts. They managed to start getting out of their jeans, but not without several glances at the delicious boobs. And if that wasn’t enough, when Erin lowered her jeans she revealed the remainder of an hourglass figure the likes of which neither of the other two women had ever seen.
“Jesus fucking Christ,” John said. He zoomed in on the young girl until her silhouetted body filled his computer screen. The nipples at the end of her upturned breasts grew hard in the cool air. He followed the curve of her body past her flat stomach to her round hips and down her long, smooth thighs. Her white panties were cut high at the sides, but he couldn’t see her pussy…yet.
Julie was the first to step into the hot tub, much to Erin’s relief. She hadn’t minded stripping to her panties, but she wasn’t sure if she’d had enough wine for full nudity with two strange women.
Lisa let Erin get in next, then followed her gingerly. They found space on the circular seat for all of them and stretched their legs out to enjoy the swirling, bubbling water.
John watched as the water splashed over the women’s breasts. When Lisa leaned over to pour three glasses of wine, her breasts hung erotically. John opened his jeans, reached inside the fly of his boxers and pulled out an ever-hardening cock. With long strokes, he began masturbating to the wonderful sight in front of him.
“Wow. This is great,” Erin said. “I need one of these at home.”
“With a good looking dude in it,” Lisa added.
“That would help,” Erin said with a smile.
They drank wine and enjoyed the soothing warmth of the water. Julie and Lisa both took long, steady looks at Erin’s lean body stretched out in the tub. A few moments later, Lisa scooted over next to Erin.
“You have a beautiful body Erin,” Lisa said calmly.
The girl gave her an embarrassed smile. “Thanks.”
Lisa’s hand moved under the surface of the water until it touched Erin’s left side. The girl flinched as the hand moved up, contacting the bottom of Erin’s left breast. Julie watched with interest, knowing what Lisa had in mind and not knowing how the young girl would respond.
Lisa’s hand wrapped around the ample breast and found the nipple. Erin’s eyes were wide open as she looked down at the breast.
Julie slid closer to Erin’s right side.
“Just relax and enjoy it,” she whispered to Erin. “Lean back.” The girl submitted.
As Lisa’s hand manipulated the splendid breast, Julie reached between Erin’s legs. Julie’s fingers slid over the fabric of Erin’s panties, which were like a second skin in the water. The fingers quickly found the girl’s cunt, then proceeded up to her clit.
John saw the young girl lean her head back and open her mouth; not to talk, but in sheer pleasure. A minute later, Julie was removing her panties while Lisa put her mouth on the girl’s breast.
“Yes,” John said. “Go for it.”
His cock stiffened to its maximum length. John stared at the screen and pumped his fist over the cock with more enthusiasm. He squirmed in his seat when Julie put her mouth over Erin’s right breast. Julie and Lisa devoured the young girl’s wet tits, sending shock waves through her body.
John watched as Lisa looked up at Erin and said something to her. Erin raised herself out of the water and sat on the edge of the tub. From there, Lisa was able to move in front of the girl and put her head between Erin’s legs. Soon, she was lapping eagerly at Erin’s clit.
Julie continued to lick and suck the girl’s nipple. Erin pulled Julie’s head closer with her hand.
“Oh, God. You’re gonna make me cum,” Erin said in a trembling voice.
Neither Julie nor Lisa let up. Lisa put her hands under Erin’s ass and lifted her pussy closer to her face. With long, slow strokes, she moved her tongue over the girl’s cunt and clit. Occasionally, she stopped and plunged her tongue deep into Erin’s hole, tasting the sweet fluid beginning to pour out.
Erin’s body shook uncontrollably. She moaned as Lisa put her clit in her mouth and sucked it.
The euphoric torture produced an electric orgasm Erin had never felt before. She held Julie’s head in place firmly while wrapping her legs around Lisa. She drove her hips toward the mouth on her clit, never wanting it to leave where it was. Lisa held on tightly and applied more pressure with her mouth. Erin responded with two more orgasms, even more spasmodic than the first.
Warm water lapped over the girl’s pussy and heightened the satisfaction. Lisa put a finger inside Erin’s cunt, twisting it and rubbing it against the upper reaches of the hole. Again, Erin shuddered through an orgasm.
“That’s it. Ram that finger up her,” John panted.
Precum oozed from the tip of his cock. His hand wrapped tighter around the shaft and stroked it roughly.
“Ahh, fuck. Yes.”
As cum streamed out of his balls into the cock, John pushed the cock inside his boxers and rubbed his palm over it. He leaned back in the chair and felt the first gush of cum explode from the cock.
Several grunts each produced a steady stream of cum. His cock throbbed, but continued to pour out hot, sticky fluid inside his boxers.



As he watched Erin finish her own orgasm, John rubbed his cock more smoothly, urging out the last of the cum. His body jerked as his orgasm subsided and he finally let his arm fall to his side.
In Cabin 3, Lisa was standing in the hot tub removing her panties. John watched her move her pussy over the waiting face of the young girl. He took a long drink from his beer bottle and leaned back.
It was going to be a long evening.
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"Do you think they'll come over?" Cindy asked.
"I don't know," Nick said. "I hope so. She was pretty hot. A great ass."
Cindy watched the fire burn in the fireplace, her head in her boyfriend's lap. Nick had his hand inside Cindy's sweater. Her nipples were burning from his continuous manipulation and she felt the wetness growing between her legs.
Inside Cabin 4 of The Wildwood Cabins Resort, the two twenty five year old lovers thought about the couple they had met earlier in the day. Cindy, a tall brunette with full breasts and hips, had immediately fallen for the 40ish, muscular Dennis from Cabin 2. Dennis' wife Kim, a tall, thin 41 year old brunette, seemed to be taken by the rough looking, twenty-something Nick.
They all met by accident outside Dennis and Kim's cabin and an invitation was soon offered by Nick for the four of them to have a few drinks later in the day.
Cindy and Nick were pleasantly surprised when a knock at the door interrupted their foreplay. Kim and Dennis were greeted with smiles, which grew wider when the guests handed over a bottle of wine. Nick poured everyone a drink as they sat in the living room and began chatting.
Jobs and families were discussed; drinks were downed. It was a relatively innocuous statement from Kim that started the conversation down a new path.
"You guys have any fun hobbies?" Kim asked.
"Bondage," was Nick's straightforward response.
"Nick!" Cindy interjected before either Dennis or Kim could answer.
The visiting couple smiled broadly, at both the answer and the reaction it got from the young woman.
"Uh, not your typical hobby," Dennis said.
"Don't be so sure of that," Nick told him. "It might be more popular than you think."
"I take it you've done this with others." Dennis phrased it as half question, half statement.
"Occasionally," Nick said.
"Who ties up whom?" Kim asked innocently.
"I usually restrain Cindy. But, we've done it both ways," Nick said.
Dennis looked at the young woman and the large breasts pushing against her sweater. He felt a familiar response in his cock as he pictured her laying on a bed, hands tied to the headboard, legs spread. Kim wondered what it would be like sucking on the cock of a man unable to control his hands or arms.
The room fell silent for a moment.
"Kim and Cindy are both prime candidates because of their long arms and legs," Nick said with a wry smile. He was looking straight at Kim. She felt he was looking through her.
There was another pause as everyone in the room took a drink, contemplating the line of conversation.
Kim finally broke the silence. "What do you use?"
"Depends on your preference," Nick said. "Handcuffs; hard or soft. Ties. Scarves. Rope."
"Well, I think it would be fun to watch," Kim said, emptying her glass of wine.
"Oh, no. It's much more fun participating," Cindy countered.
"Besides. You'd be blindfolded," Nick added.
"Ooooh, now we're talking," Kim said with a smile. "Do you have one with you?"
Nick stood up and walked into the bedroom while the others watched in silence. He returned quickly with a small, black blindfold. Standing behind Kim's chair, he placed the blindfold over her eyes and pulled the tight band down over her head. Nick lifted her long hair from under the band and let it fall back into place.
"Wow. This is total darkness," Kim exclaimed.
"That's the idea. Full submission," Nick said softly.
Kim awkwardly moved her hands in front of her face, proving to herself she couldn't see anything.
Nick leaned over the back of the chair and put his mouth directly next to Kim's ear. He whispered, "Are you ready to submit?"
Kim jumped at the unexpected closeness of the voice. The meaning of the words hit her next. The tingling between her legs provided the answer.
"Yes."
John Marlin, owner of The Wildwood Cabins Resort, peered intently at his computer screen. A beer in one hand and popcorn in the other, he watched the four people in the living room of Cabin 4. A security camera hidden high inside the cabin wall provided a panoramic view. A click of his mouse allowed him to zoom in on Kim and Nick.
Nick was backing away from the woman John recognized from Cabin 2. She stood up in front of her chair, blindfolded. John saw Nick speak briefly, then watched in disbelief as the woman pulled her sweatshirt over her head. The nipples on her small breasts protruded noticeably.
"Holy shit," John said between mouthfuls of popcorn. "What the hell is THIS?"
From a den in his house--which also served as the office for the resort--John often spent his weekends watching the inhabitants of his cabins, talking to himself and drinking beer. Neighboring couples had gotten together before, but this foursome showed signs of being…different.
The topless woman had slowly turned in a circle, apparently for the benefit of everyone in the room. She had a nervous grin on her face. The man closest to her spoke again, and the blindfolded woman bent over to took off her shoes.
John zoomed in on the woman's breasts as they hung pendulously, then zoomed back out again when she stood. Another apparent order from the young man and the woman was taking off her jeans.
"I don't know where this is going, but I think I'm going to like it," John said.
"Nice panties," Nick said. "Now take them off."
Kim put her thumbs inside the waistband of her black panties and pushed them down her legs. She lifted one leg, then the other, pulling off the panties and adding them to the pile of clothes next to her. The cool air in the cabin seemed to rush over her now-naked body, sending chills through her that melted into the sexual tension she was already feeling.
The three onlookers spent a moment admiring the long, lean body in front of them. Kim had an extraordinarily desirous body for her age, which didn't go unnoticed by either Nick or Cindy. A small triangular patch of dark hair pointed down to Kim's clit. Her ass was round and smooth, curving down to the backs of her thighs.
"We'll take you into the bedroom now and prepare you for the rest of the adventure," Nick announced as much to the group as to Kim. "Cindy, will you escort our guest, please."
"I'd be glad to," the young woman said, rising from the couch and taking Kim by the arm. She smiled at Dennis, who trailed behind the other three as they walked into the cabin's small bedroom.
Cindy led Kim to the side of the bed. The others formed a semicircle around her.
"Lay down, Kim," Nick said.
As Kim felt blindly for the edge of the bed, Nick opened the top drawer of a dresser. Kim slid her ass onto the bed and clumsily lay on her back, feeling for the pillow with her hands. Nick turned back toward the bed with two long strips of material in his hands.
"Leave your arms above your head," Nick said to Kim. Dennis saw Cindy take a long look at Kim's prone body--from her neck, past her firm breasts, to her hips and pussy, and down her well-toned legs.
Nick leaned over and moved Kim's left arm to the side. He tied one end of a strip of cloth to her wrist and, just as efficiently, tied the opposite end to the metal headboard. He repeated the process with Kim's right arm.
John Marlin had watched the two couples march from the living room, then switched views to the bedroom camera. He was now observing the occupants from a side angle. Kim's arms were stretched above her head and her naked body extended nearly to the foot of the bed. Nick, Cindy and Dennis faced the camera…at least they did until John zoomed in on the flattened, outstretched breasts of the woman tied to the headboard.
"Jesus," John moaned. "That's a great body." He unbuttoned his jeans, pulled down the zipper and reached inside the fly of his boxers. His semi-erect cock sprung free. Immediately, John wrapped his fingers around it and began stroking.
He watched the younger girl in the group whisper something to the naked woman's husband. They began stripping and, in less than a minute, everyone in the room was naked.
John focused the camera on the young girl. She had full breasts that virtually filled her chest without appearing inordinately massive. Her slim waist accentuated her wide hips. John couldn't see her ass, but imagined that he'd be able to soon.
He also noticed the thickening cocks on the two men. Both were already substantial in size and neither was anywhere near fully erect. He looked at his own meager cock, satisfied only in the fact that it never failed him.
Nick was back in the dresser drawer again. John watched with interest as he pulled out a short object with a wooden handle and a tip consisting of several feather-like pieces. Nick handed it to the girl, who moved in front of the men until she stood directly next to the bound woman's chest.
"Oh, my God," Kim uttered as the feathers brushed across her nipples. With experienced strokes, Cindy swiped the object back and forth in slow motion. Kim's nipples grew harder with each pass of the "wand".
Nick was the first of the two men to reach for his cock. He wrapped his large palm around the shaft and fondled it. Soon, it was full length and rock hard. Dennis looked briefly at the man, but quickly returned his gaze to the bed where his wife was being "tormented" by a beautiful young girl.
Cindy moved the feathers across Kim's belly. Inch by inch she worked her way down the body until reaching the top of the neatly cut patch of hair above Kim's clit. Kim arched her back in anticipation of the feathers reaching her pussy. Instead, Cindy skirted around the area, dragging the feathers down the woman's hip.
Again, Kim raised her hips off the bed when Cindy placed the feathers inside her left thigh. The young woman teasingly slid the toy up the leg. Kim spread her legs wider, moisture gathering at the entrance to her hole.
"Please. Oh, please do it," Kim begged.
The feathers just missed the opening on their way to the opposite leg. Then up and around the clit once more.
Now Dennis was mindlessly touching his cock, running his fingers over the outstretched skin. He felt he could cum at any second, but was thoroughly enjoying the scene on the bed and wanted to wait for whatever came next.
Cindy lifted the feathers off Kim's body. For what seemed an eternity to everyone in the room, she did nothing. Kim was literally shaking from built up sexual tension. The only noise was her squirming on the bed in expectation.
Cindy looked at Dennis and winked. Reaching between Kim's widespread legs, she placed the feathers directly on the woman's cunt.
Kim's lower body lurched upward.
"Ahh. Yesss. Yesss," she moaned.
Three times Cindy towed the feathers across the damp opening. Then she moved up and made contact with the engorged clit.
"Yes. There. Please don't stop," Kim cried out.
Cindy looked at Nick, then at Kim's breasts. Nick leaned over, put his hand around the base of Kim's left breast and pushed it up into this waiting mouth. He sucked hard on the nipple and surrounding area.
At the same time, Cindy began to frantically rub the feathers across Kim's clit. Kim reacted to the pair of sensations as if she hadn't had sex in a year. Despite her restraints, she twisted and turned on the bed wildly.
"Jesus, I wish I could hear her now," John said, rubbing his cock up and down with abandon.
He watched Nick attack the bound woman's breasts while Cindy swung the feathers back and forth across Kim's clit. Kim's ass was a foot off the bed when John saw her mouth open in an obvious scream.
The woman thrashed in the bed as an orgasm overcame her. The feathers were now flying up and down the length of her pussy, tantalizingly light yet electrifying in their effect.
Nick tried desperately to keep in contact with her breast. His stiff cock bounced erratically.
"Ahh, yesssss," John groaned.
He shoved his cock inside his boxers and rubbed it as fast as his arm would move. Cum exploded out in three successive bursts. John grunted loudly each time. He felt the liquid seep through the material as he continued to rub, continued to cum, continued to moan.
* * * * *
Nick looked back at Dennis.
"C'mon," he said. "Let's give her a bath."
Nick grabbed hold of his cock and leaned over Kim's bouncing tits. Dennis understood immediately and stood next to the younger man. Together they pumped their swollen shafts.
As Kim's orgasm peaked, Nick muttered a hoarse expletive and shot a long, white stream of cum across Kim's chest. Another one followed before Dennis added his own cum to the collection. The two men flooded the area around Kim's breasts while Cindy worked the feathers on her clit "Oh, God. Oh, God. Stop," Kim was gasping.
Sweat glistened from her forehead. Her cunt dripped from numerous, uninterrupted orgasms. But that paled in comparison to the whiteness around her tits.
Finally, both men and the woman under them were spent. Kim lay panting while the two men caught their breath, limp cocks hanging in front of them.
Cindy crawled onto the bed, straddling Kim's waist with her knees. She moved forward until her pussy was directly over Kim's face. Sensing the movement on the bed, Kim lay still, blind to the beautiful body above her.
Kim lurched when Cindy's neatly trimmed pussy made contact with her mouth. Unaware at first of what was happening, she remained motionless. Then the unmistakable scent registered with her. She separated her lips barely enough for her tongue to reach out. It touched the sweet moistness between Cindy's folds of skin.
"Lick me, Kim," Cindy said almost in a whisper.
The woman's tongue protruded farther and began an up and down motion that soon increased in speed and vigor. Cindy leaned against the headboard and repositioned her body so that Kim was licking her clit. Cindy tilted her head back and opened her mouth in silent pleasure.
Kim raised her head, desperately trying to take in more of the girl's body. Cindy obliged by lowering her's.
"Eat me. Make me cum, Kim," Cindy pleaded.
Nick reached for the feathers and began sliding them across Cindy's dangling breasts.
"Oh, yes. Harder."
Kim and Nick both took the request to heart. Cindy's body trembled. A short gasp, a loud moan, and her orgasm began. She bucked up and down on Kim's face, juice flowing over the bound woman's mouth and chin. Nick was now twisting Cindy's nipple between two fingers, listening with delight to the unintelligible sounds of her release.
When the orgasm subsided, Cindy fell onto the bed next to Kim. Nick gently removed the blindfold from Kim's eyes. After her eyes adjusted to the light, she looked around the room at the naked people responsible for the most intense sexual experience she had ever had. Both men were working on new erections.
"Well, isn't anybody going to fuck these two naked women?" Kim asked innocently.
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Jill felt the cool moisture of the mist on the underside of her wrist. She raised it to her nose and took in the pleasing aroma.
"Umm, that's a good one," she said in a voice barely audible.
She put the bottle back on the display shelf. After rearranging a few other items, she moved on to the next display. She lifted a large, maroon colored candle and sniffed. Not the "old fashioned Christmas" fragrance she remembered from her childhood, but still nice.
Jill Edwards didn't use all the products in the Bath and Body Works store she managed. But, she could talk anyone into buying them. She was an attractive, if not necessarily striking, twenty eight year old single and independent woman interested in one day owning her own chain of stores. She couldn't yet tell you what the stores would sell, but they would be successful.
She was 5'7", blonde with hazel eyes and a figure that actually looked better out of clothes than in them. That was due primarily, she always told herself, to the nondescript white button down shirt and tan slacks she wore at work. Alone, they might have been OK. But, throw in the required apron and her body became as exciting as a lamppost.
Working in a store frequented predominantly by women, Jill saw her share of good-looking women. More than once she had watched a customer from behind the counter, imagining the lines of the breasts and hips and ass if unconfined by clothing. Never had she seen a more perfect combination of facial and bodily beauty than the young girl that entered the store now.
The bell above the door had barely stopped ringing when Jill got her first good look at the girl. Dressed in tight, faded jeans and an even tighter turtleneck sweater, the girl's body oozed perfection. From behind a holiday display, Jill watched the girl stop at a table of gift ideas and smell a bar of soap.
As was her custom, Jill would let the customer shop for a few minutes before offering to help. In this instance, it would also allow the manager time to catch her breath again. Jill followed the girl's long, cheerleader legs from the expensive sneakers to the perfect thighs to the small round ass. Then she admired the skinny waist as it accented the full breasts. Finally, she noticed the girl's long, wispy blonde hair flowing over her shoulders.
The girl appeared to be perhaps twenty. Jill detected the delicate use of soft makeup, unlike the overabundance evident on most of the teenagers who came in. Bonus points, she thought to herself.
The girl looked up and noticed Jill.
"Hi," she said, looking at the price of a gift set.
"Hi. Let me know if you need any help," Jill replied.
"I will." The girl smiled and walked aimlessly around displays to a wall rack of bath oils. As she reached up to an upper shelf, Jill watched her sweater rise above the top of her hip hugger jeans. Smooth, tanned skin flashed briefly before the sweater slid down again.
"Damn, Jill. She's a kid," the manager said to herself. "And certainly not interested in you."
Two more customers entered the store, taking Jill's attention away from the girl for a moment. After exchanging greetings with the new customers, Jill worked her way back behind the service counter. The young girl slowly proceeded around the outside walls until she stood next to the register.
"Gift shopping?" Jill mustered the nerve to ask her.
"Yeah. My mother. I hate buying for her," the girl said with a weak frown.
"We have all new facial and body lotions over there," Jill pointed to the far wall. "And aromatherapy is big this season. We have a big display by the door."
"Aromatherapy? Like the scented oils you burn in a candle?" the girl asked.
"We have that," Jill said. "But, there's a lot more now. Like bubble bath and spray…"
"Ooooh, bubble bath," the girl sighed.
"Here. Let me show you," Jill said, walking around the end of the counter.
The girl followed Jill to the display. The manager pointed out the shelf with the bubble bath bottles and took hold of an aqua colored bottle.
"I swear this stuff works," Jill said. "I don't know what the secret ingredient is, but it does calm you down."
The girl smiled shyly, but didn't respond at first. She sniffed a couple bottles, then said, "I need this after some of the courses I'm taking this semester. The professors are driving me crazy."
"Half an hour in a tub with this and you'll forget about college," Jill said, trying to keep her mind from drifting to a bubble filled tub with this gorgeous, naked babe in it.
"And I suppose my Mom would enjoy it, having to live with my Dad."
Jill laughed. She described a few more of the products before seeing a customer ready to check out.
"I'll let you look," Jill said before turning toward the register.
"Thanks."
While gift-wrapping a purchase for the other customer, Jill saw the girl leave the store and disappear into the mall crowd. If nothing else, the young girl had given Jill something to think about the rest of the day…and night.
On her worse days, Jill drowned in self-pity, not understanding why some beautiful person didn't come along and save her. It used to be a tall, dark man who was a computer network administrator by day and sexual stud by night. But, lately, the idea of a soft female body next to her was sounding even better.
Tiffany Adams stared at the bubbles on the surface of her Coke, oblivious to the bustle of the crowd in the mall's food court. "Why is life so awful? Why do guys hate me? Isn't twenty supposed to be the prime of my life?"
Once again, her mind wandered back to the bath store. "Why did that woman attract me?" She didn't have answers for any of her self-imposed questions. But the most important one concerned that woman. She was tall. Tiffany liked that. And those hazel eyes were full of life. And that cute butt.
"Tiffany. Jesus," she nearly said out loud. She took another long drink from the straw in her glass. Two teenage boys passed her table, staring at her until they almost tripped over another table. "In your dreams," she thought to herself.
Tiffany Adams stared down the long walkway of the mall toward the store where the tall woman with the hazel eyes was probably helping another customer. She looked at her watch. She took a drink.
The bell above the door barely registered in Jill's mind as she opened another box in the store's diminutive storeroom. She took out the dozen bottles of body spray and placed them on top of an unopened box. She dismantled the now empty container until it was a small slab of cardboard and laid it in the corner.
Jill peeked out into the store and froze. The young, blonde girl she had tried to forget about for the past hour was standing at the aromatherapy display. Jill quietly stepped behind the counter.
Tiffany looked up to see the woman writing something, then continued her casual shopping.
"Still undecided?"
The young girl was startled to find the woman standing just a few feet away, striding softly towards her.
"Yep," Tiffany said, realizing she meant that in more ways than one. "I liked your idea of the aroma bath stuff."
"Aromatherapy." Jill mentally kicked herself for correcting the girl. "For you or your Mom?"
"Both, I guess." The girl mindlessly picked up a bottle and sniffed it.
Jill watched her tuck blonde hair behind her ear with a finger. She glanced down at the girl's sweater. The slightest hint of her nipples extended from the ends of her breasts. Jill took a deep breath.
"Would you like to sample it?" Jill asked.
The girl looked up. "Here?"
Jill giggled nervously. "No. Our tub is broken. But, you can use mine."
Tiffany stared at the woman, then at the display. She felt her heart pounding. She opened her mouth to respond, but couldn't.
"Here's my number. Call me if you want to." Jill handed the girl a folded piece of paper. Tiffany stared at it for a second before anxiously shoving it into her jeans pocket.
"My name's Jill. Jill Edwards," the woman said, extending her hand.
"Hi. I'm Tiffany Adams."
The tension flowed between them through their hands. Yet, Jill's fingers felt the softness of the girl's skin.
"I may take you up on the offer," Tiffany said.
"I hope you do," Jill replied. "No obligation."
The girl laughed. She looked down at the floor, then pulled her hair back again as she looked up at Jill. "I gotta go. Thanks."
"Bye," Jill said as the girl turned away. Tiffany walked through the door, bells ringing overhead.
Jill sat on the stool behind the counter, her chin in her hands. "Damn it," she said to herself. "Damn it. Why do you do such stupid things?" A tear dropped from the corner of her eye, which she quickly wiped away with the back of her hand.
Tiffany sat in her apartment, a cell phone on her lap. She looked at the piece of paper and thought about the woman who gave it to her thirty hours earlier. What did the woman want? Really want?
"Hell. What do I want?" Tiffany muttered with emphasis on the "I".
She picked up the phone and dialed the number.
Jill's body jerked at the sound of the portable phone she had carried around the apartment for a day and a half. "Hello."
The girl swallowed. "Hello. Jill?"
"Yes. Who's this?"
"Hi, Jill. This is Tiffany. We met in the store yesterday," Tiffany said with as calm a voice as she could manage.
Rarely had Jill ever wanted to hear words as badly as she had wanted to hear those. "Hi. What a nice surprise."
"I didn't know if you'd be working or not," Tiffany said.
"Actually, this WAS my day off," Jill said. "What are you up to?"
"Nothing special. I was just, uh…I was thinking about yesterday." The girl was stammering. She stopped talking to attempt to regain her composure.
"How so? About what?" Jill closed her eyes in a quick, silent prayer the conversation would go the direction she wanted.
"About your offer. If it still stands," Tiffany added quickly.
"Of course it does," Jill said with enthusiasm. "You're welcome to come over any time you want."
"Well, what day is good for you?" Tiffany asked.
"Any night this week…after eight," Jill said. Her sweaty palm nearly dropped the phone as she switched it nervously from one ear to the other.
"How about tomorrow? Nine o'clock."
"That would be great. Let me give you directions," Jill said. The information was exchanged and the conversation ended as quickly as it began. Two women, in separate apartments on opposite ends of town, leaned back in their chairs and took deep breaths.
The next night, Tiffany Adams stood in front of her dresser mirror. She stared at the open collar of her sleeveless shirt, shrugged, and unbuttoned one more button. The tops of her breasts were now plainly visible. She turned and ran her hands across the skintight material of the jeans covering her ass. The girl smiled.
Jill Edwards thought back to her high school prom as she blow-dried her hair. The hours she had spent getting dressed and made up. The obnoxious nerd who got so drunk he couldn't drive her back home. Now she looked down at her sweater and the short skirt she hadn't had the nerve, or need, to wear in years. She smiled.
The doorbell rang at 9:05 p.m. "On time, even. I'm impressed," Jill said to herself. She looked through the side window of the door and opened it.
"Hi." Tiffany had a broad, alluring smile.
"Hi. Come on in."
Tiffany took off her light coat and handed it to Jill. "I'm really glad you could come over," Jill said, hanging the coat in the closet.
"Thanks for inviting me," Tiffany said. "This is a nice apartment."
"Oh, thanks. It's not really much. I don't spent a whole lot of time here, unfortunately," Jill said. She was standing in front of the girl, getting a good look at her outfit for the first time. Jill stole a rapid glance at the cleavage evident inside Tiffany's shirt. A chill went up the woman's spine.
"You seem to enjoy your work, though."
Jill's eyes shot back up. "Oh, I do."
They walked farther into the living room and Tiffany sat at the end of the couch. Jill sat in a recliner near the couch and they talked about work, school, cheerleading, families and hobbies.
"What would you like to drink? I've got pop, beer, wine…," Jill offered.
"Wine would be good," said Tiffany.
Jill returned a minute later with two glasses of wine and the half empty bottle.
"I love your outfit," Tiffany said. "It looks SO comfortable."
"Thanks." Jill felt herself blush. "You, of course, would look marvelous in ANYTHING."
"Hardly. I don't have money for clothes," the girl scowled.
"Sounds like you qualify for the special discount at my store," Jill said with a smile.
More chatting was followed by more wine. Eventually, Jill worked up the courage to say, "So, I promised you a free aromatherapy bubble bath trial. You still interested?"
Tiffany didn't falter. "Sure."
"Do you want to take it home with you, or try it here?" Jill had convinced herself she'd give the girl one last chance to turn back. This was it.
"I'll try it here," Tiffany said softly. "You're the expert."
Again, Jill felt a flush envelope her face. At the same time, her pulse raced frenetically.
Jill stood. "Bring your wine."
She reached out for the girl's empty hand and led her down a short hallway. They turned into the undersized, but bright, master bathroom. As Tiffany looked around, Jill took the girl's glass and added it to hers on the ledge of the glistening white tub. Then she picked up two small bottles of fluorescent liquid.
"Let's see," she said, holding the bottle up to her face. "We have 'apple blossom' and 'aloe mist'."
"Oh. How about aloe mist," Tiffany said with a grin.
Jill closed the drain, turned on the water and poured in an ample amount of the greenish bubble bath. Instantly, a layer of small white foam began to form on the surface of the water. Tiffany found herself admiring the soft looking thighs extending below Jill's short skirt as she leaned over the tub. Jill stood again, looking at the girl about to be engulfed by the soft bubbles.
"Would you like to be alone?" Jill asked in a gentle voice. Then she held her breath.
Tiffany paused, looking at the tub. Her eyes rose to meet the other woman's. "No." She felt the dryness in her throat. "I'd like to share it."
Jill stepped forward. She reached for the open neck of the girl's shirt and placed her fingers on the skin beneath Tiffany's neck. She lowered her hands opened one button. Tiffany's breasts and bra were now plainly visible. Lightly, she stroked the tops of the breasts.
Jill unbuttoned the shirt and pulled it out of Tiffany's jeans. The girl watched her with wide, anxious eyes. Jill stared down at the bare skin and spread the shirt open. Almost without realizing it, the shirt was falling off Tiffany's shoulders and down her arms. It dropped to the floor without a sound.
As if being awakened suddenly from a dream, Jill looked over at the tub. The bubbles were approaching the top, so she moved to the faucet and turned off the rushing water.
When she turned back to face Tiffany, the girl was dropping her bra on top of her discarded shirt. Jill stood frozen. The splendor of Tiffany's full, upturned breasts and bright pink nipples far exceeded the mental images she had conjured up the previous couple of nights.
The girl kicked off her sneakers and opened the zipper on her jeans. She pushed them down and let the pants fall to the floor, exposing a pair of skimpy, high-rise panties. Tiffany watched the woman's eyes peruse her body before getting totally naked.
A narrow, well-trimmed patch of dark blonde hair covered the top of her pussy. Her thighs were creamy and smooth, her hips round, her waist slender.
"Wow," was all Jill could think of saying. "You have a beautiful body. I'm…uh, SO jealous."
Tiffany laughed an embarrassed laugh. "Thank you," she said softly.
She walked over to Jill. "I thought you were going to join me?"
Jill opened her mouth to answer. Before she could, Tiffany placed her hands on the back of the woman's thighs, under her short skirt. In an instant, the hands were at the base of her ass and the two females stood inches apart.
Tiffany ran her fingers just inside the bottom of Jill's panties, then pulled her hands out and grabbed the bottom of the woman's sweater. She lifted it over Jill's head and added it to the pile of clothes on the floor.
Tiffany's eyes were fixed on Jill's breasts as she reached behind the woman and unhooked her bra. She put her hands on Jill's shoulders and pushed the straps down her arms. The woman closed her eyes as the girl's fingers slid down. Jill's entire body tingled at the delicate touch.
Tiffany simply let the bra fall away. She licked her lips, wanting desperately to taste the other woman's erect nipples. Instead, she felt for the zipper on the side of Jill's skirt. She fumbled at first, but grasped the small fastener and pulled it down. With one quick movement, the skirt was at Jill's feet.
Jill stepped out of the skirt and kicked it aside. She watched the young girl reach uncertainly for the top of her panties. Clutching the waistband at each hip, Tiffany removed the panties.
Jill's breath came fast and irregular. Her nipples ached and her cunt was soaked in anticipation.
Tiffany stood in front of Jill, placed her hands on the older woman's waist and cautiously kissed her lips. Jill responded by wrapping her arms around the girl and opening her mouth. Their tongues darted wildly at first, before settling into a long, passionate kiss.
The girl moaned when Jill placed both hands on her ass and pulled her closer. Their hips grinded together, urgently searching for contact with another body to ease the growing desire.
"I think we need a hot bubble bath," Jill said into Tiffany's ear.
"I think we do," Tiffany replied, barely able to get the words out.
She released her grip on Jill and turned towards the tub. She tentatively put in one leg, then the other. Tiffany watched as the girl's gorgeous body sank under the mound of bubbles until only her head and flowing blonde hair was visible.
Carefully, Jill got in the opposite end of the tub. Their legs touched, fought for space, and finally settled with Jill's underneath Tiffany's. The girl leaned back against the rounded end of the tub and sighed.
"Oh, this feels great," she said. Her eyes were closed.
Jill slid forward and put her hands on the outside of Tiffany's thighs. She stroked the soft, smooth skin from knee to hip. Tiffany, in turn, rubbed Jill's ankles and shins, which were tight against her ribs.
A moment later, Jill was on her knees between Tiffany's legs. The girl opened her eyes and looked at Jill with infatuation. The woman leaned forward and put both hands on Tiffany's bubble-covered breasts. At first she cupped them in her palms. Then she found the nipples and squeezed them soothingly.
Again, the girl's eyes were closed. Jill leaned farther forward and kissed her. Tiffany responded with a flick of her tongue over Jill's lips. She moaned as Jill continued manipulating her nipples.
"God, you make me feel so good," Tiffany whimpered.
"You're so beautiful. I WANT to make you feel good," Jill said.
They were silent as Jill kneaded the girl's breasts. Slowly, her right hand moved over Tiffany's stomach, around the navel and down. She felt the fine hair just before coming to Tiffany's clit.
A rush of air from the girl's open mouth hit Jill's cheek as her finger crossed over Tiffany's clit and followed the folds of skin even lower. Under the warm water and scented bubbles, Jill's hand found Tiffany's opening.
One finger inched its way into the hole as Jill watched the girl's face. Their eyes met. Whatever indecision either woman may have had earlier was now gone.
Jill felt Tiffany spread her legs as far as the tub would let her. This excited Jill even more, knowing the girl was submitting to her. She began a steady, rhythmic motion with her finger.



With her free hand, Jill once again found Tiffany's nipple. The combination of sensations resounded through the girl's body.
"Oh, God. Jill." Under the thick layer of bubbles, Tiffany began fucking the woman's finger.
"That's it. Relax," Jill said in a soothing voice. She kissed Tiffany's neck. "Let it happen."
The sexy, soft voice in her ear brought Tiffany closer to the end she now knew was inevitable. The woman in front of her was going to make her cum in this tub.
Sexual tension built up inside the girl until her body shook. She pushed her hips harder against Jill's hand. The girl's small ass bounced off the floor of the tub.
She moaned louder. "Oohhh, yes. Yes. Right there."
Jill moved her hand around Tiffany's pussy, changing the position and angle of her finger. She tried to rub her palm across the engorged clit whenever possible. Whatever she was doing, it was working.
"Oh, God. God. I'm cumming…"
Tiffany arched her back. Jill squeezed her nipple tighter and plunged a finger in deeper. The girl began a series of shrill cries that contained no clear words, but the meaning was definite. Jill pumped her finger inside Tiffany's hole like a piston and moved her other hand onto the girl's clit.
This brought another series of softer wails.
"Oh, yes. Harder. Harder," she begged.
Jill obliged.
Finally, the orgasms faded into occasional jerks under the water. Jill removed her finger and gently slid the hand over Tiffany's body until it stopped on top of one of the large breasts. Jill squeezed, taking as much of it into her palm as she could.
"That was incredible. I've never…That's the best ever," Tiffany stammered.
Jill leaned down and kissed the beautiful, young girl. It was a long, loving kiss. When she opened her eyes, Jill saw a single tear flow down Tiffany's cheek.
"Shit. Was it THAT bad," Jill said.
Tiffany lifted a hand out of the water and lightly punched Jill in the arm. She tried to smile, but now both eyes were shedding tears.
"I'm sorry. I've never felt so loved. So…satisfied," Tiffany managed to say, looking at the woman kneeling in front of her.
"So you like the bubble bath?" Jill asked.
"I'll take two."
"Sold."
Jill fell on top of the girl and they kissed again. This time Tiffany rolled onto her side and the two stretched out in the tub, almost completely covered in bubbles. As if she had been doing it her whole life, Tiffany's hand slid between Jill's thighs. They continued kissing while the girl found the large clit. After the second stroke, Jill was pushing her hips into Tiffany's hand.
This time it was Jill's turn to moan and lay her head on Tiffany's shoulder. She reached around and felt for the young girl's ass. The flesh was warm in the bath water.
Tiffany picked up the pace of her rubbing. She applied more pressure the louder Jill sighed.
"Yes. That's it," Jill urged. "Yes."
Moving virtually unnoticed by her partner, Tiffany slid down the tub until her head was opposite Jill's pussy. Jill rolled onto her back. Tiffany placed her hands under the older woman's ass and lifted until the dripping pussy was out of the water.
Immediately, the girl placed her mouth over Jill's clit and began sucking, licking, and biting. Groans of ecstasy came from deep inside Jill. The girl's tongue was lapping at her clit, sending tremors through her body. It had been too long and this stunning college cheerleader was driving her mad with lust.
Jill started cumming much more quickly than Tiffany had anticipated.
"C'mon, Jill" Tiffany said. "C'mon."
The orgasm, or rather orgasms, building up in Jill since she first saw Tiffany walk into the store all came crashing out of her in a two minute span. Tiffany continued to attack the woman's pussy with her mouth until she sensed Jill trying to pull away from her. Soon, Jill felt the last contraction travel from the pit of her stomach through her cunt.
Jill lay exhausted in the tub. The girl's hand massaged the area between Jill's legs, causing ripples to continue through her body for another minute or two.
"Well," Tiffany said. "What other fine products do you sell?"
"Did I mention the aromatherapy candles?"
"Ooohh. Sounds interesting."
They kissed. "I have one in the bedroom."
"Perfect."
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Eric unpacked quickly. He was anxious to get out of his traveling clothes and down to the hotel’s casino. His wife, Nancy, worked at a more leisurely pace. It was her company that had sent her to the Las Vegas conference. Eric eagerly accepted her invitation to tag along.
At 26, Nancy was one of the youngest, and best, network administrators the company had. Her Barbie doll figure and endearing looks alone hadn’t got her the job, but they hadn’t hurt, either. Those same attributes HAD got her the quarterback of her college’s football team.
Eric didn’t make as much as Nancy, but she found him worth keeping around for his sexual prowess. Three days with him in a Vegas hotel had sounded very appealing.
Down the hall, Cheryl and Mike also unpacked. He was Nancy’s boss. She was a 35-year-old fitness fanatic with a model’s body. Mike made lots of money. Cheryl made lots of love.
An hour later, Eric sat in front of a slot machine, dropping in quarters and tossing down a free drink. His attention was drawn from the machine only once—for a statuesque woman in skintight jeans and a tank top who took a seat a half dozen machines away. Her short, golden blonde hair curled around her ears and cheeks, partially concealing the delicate eyes and upturned nose.
But nothing could conceal the curves of her breasts, waist, hips and ass. She smiled at him one of the times he got caught glancing her way. He smiled back and nodded almost imperceptibly before dropping in three more quarters.
Cheryl watched the striking young man—she took him to be in his mid-twenties—out of the corner of her eye. The shoulders, biceps and forearms bulged out of his t-shirt. His muscular, dark legs reminded her of the weightlifters at the gym. Cheryl’s body told her this kid was turning her on.
After a late lunch, Eric and Nancy spent time at the pool. The late-day sun scorched Eric’s back as he lay flat on the lounge chair. With no cocktail waitress in sight, Eric turned his head toward the bar. He hurriedly sat up, looked at his napping wife and walked to the bar.
“Any luck on that machine?” Eric asked the blonde in front of him.
Cheryl turned. A faint smile crossed her face. Underneath her sunglasses, blue eyes rapidly took in the full length of the young man’s body.
“A little. How about you?”
“Not much. I’ll try again later.”
“Me too,” she said. “Maybe I’ll see you there.”
“If you do and I win big, you’ll have to follow me around, I’m afraid.”
“Only if I get my share.” She raised her sunglasses to the top of her head. Cheryl’s sapphire eyes glistened.
“We’ll negotiate,” Eric said.
“It’s a bargain.” Cheryl turned and ordered her drink. Eric followed the line of her narrow shoulders down her back to the flair of her hips and the bikini-covered ass. She left with her drink…and a wink for the young man with the bulge in his swimming trunks.
That night, Eric was sliding his cock inside his young wife. In his mind, however, the legs wrapped around his waist belonged to an older, tall blonde with amazing blue eyes and a body to kill for.
Nancy spent the following morning at the conference’s opening sessions. Eric gambled, lost, ate and worked on his tan. They met back at the room in the early afternoon. “Are you sure you don’t want to go?” Nancy asked on more time.
“Yes. I’m sure,” Eric said, kissing her on the forehead. “A two hour boat tour of Lake Meade and Hoover Dam just isn’t my thing. Go and have fun. I’m going to feed quarters to slot machines and work on my tan.”
“OK.” Nancy squeezed his ass through the swimming trunks. “I want to check out your tan lines when I get back.”
“I’ll probably need a shower,” Eric said, sliding his hand inside the back of her shorts.
“Oooh, yes. I’ll lick you clean.”
They kissed until Nancy felt his hardness pressing against her stomach.
Eric watched TV for about half an hour before deciding to head back to the pool. He put on a t-shirt, grabbed a towel and pulled the room door shut behind him. Just before he got to the elevators, an elevator door opened and Cheryl walked out. She was dressed in a shimmering blue bikini with a triangular, mesh wrap-around tied at the hip.
“Hi,” the woman said. “Are you heading to the pool in THIS heat?”
“Oh, I don’t mind it. And there’s not much else to do except lose more money.”
“I know,” she said. “Your wife went with my husband on the boat tour.”
Eric raised his eyebrows in surprise. “How did you…”
“I saw you at dinner last night,” Cheryl interrupted.
Eric was silent.
“How about a drink?” she asked finally.
“Ah, sure. I’ll buy.”
Cheryl smiled. “I’ll serve. In my room?”
Eric blushed, half from embarrassment, half from exhilaration.
“I’d love to.”
They walked down the hall introducing themselves as they went. Cheryl reached inside the bag slung over her shoulder and took out the keycard. A few seconds later, they were inside her room.
“Have a seat.” She waved toward the living area couch. “What would you like? Beer, wine, mixed drink, pop…”
“Beer’s fine for me. You have whatever you want.”
Cheryl was laying her bag on the bed. She smiled. “I want your gorgeous body,” she said to herself. “And I get what I want.”
She walked out to the wet bar and opened a mini fridge. She pulled out a beer, then opened the drink cabinet and got a small bottle of wine for herself. Eric watched her pour the drinks. Or, at least, he watched the woman’s large breasts and round ass as she poured the drinks.
Cheryl carried the drinks to the couch and sat beside Eric.
“Your wife’s really cute, and Mike says she does a good job,” Cheryl said.
“Thanks. She’s very happy there,” said Eric. He was willing, but not anxious, to resign himself to the fact this could go no further than conversation. He was also concentrating very hard on making eye contact instead of speaking to the ample breasts bulging from her bikini top.
“I heard you played football,” Cheryl said to Eric’s delight. He could handle this topic.
They talked for several minutes about his highlights, their colleges and most hated courses.
“Another beer?” Cheryl asked.
“No. I don’t want you to have to pay for…”
“The company will pay,” Cheryl said nonchalantly. She was already standing.
“Then, OK.”
She returned with refills and sat next to him again. She watched Eric take a long drink.
“Listen…Eric,” she said in a low voice. He looked at her. “We’ve got several hours alone here. I find you VERY attractive. Can I interest you in something besides a drink?”
Eric caught himself holding his breath. Cheryl placed her hand on his leg and slid it up until reaching the bottom of his trunks. Then she moved the hand to the inside of his thigh.
“I think you can. What did you have in mind?”
She didn’t answer. Instead, her hand reached inside his trunks and found his thick cock.
“I was thinking about sucking your cock, rubbing it with my hot pussy and sliding it inside me until we both came.”
Instantly, he was semi-erect and she was tightening her grip. She stroked the shaft lightly, repositioning it inside the trunks.
“We can’t do that dressed,” he said.
“We could. But we won’t,” was her reply. She rose from the couch and stood between the young man’s outstretched legs. Cheryl lifted Eric’s t-shirt over his head and threw the shirt on the floor. Her hands slid over his bare chest, feeling his nipples and the muscles around his abdomen.
She smiled at the bulge in his trunks. Her fingers wrapped around the erection through the material, pumping it a couple times. Then Eric watched as the woman’s fingers took hold of the waistband of his trunks and pulled the suit down, exposing the now throbbing cock.
Slowly, Cheryl pulled the trunks down his muscular legs. She took off his shoes, then laid the trunks on top of his shirt. She stood back and admired the naked young man who leaned against the back of the couch. His cock rose like a mast from between his legs, the skin pulled tight and the head a shimmering dark pink.
Cheryl licked her lips with wide, even strokes of her tongue. Her body ached for satisfaction.
With a single motion, she untied the wrap around her waist and let it fall to the ground. Eric looked again at the long, lean body in front of him. If it was possible, her legs seemed even longer now; the thighs firmer, smoother.
Cheryl’s arms reached behind her and she untied the top of her bikini. As if in slow motion, she lifted it off her ample breasts and over her blonde hair. Eric had been with his share of girls in high school and college—all were attractive and in shape. None of them compared with this woman.
The natural curve of Cheryl’s breasts, the large areolas and erect nipples sent a near-painful surge through his penis. She ran her fingers over the outer edges of the breasts before cupping them in her palms.
She smiled at him. Her hands continued down her body until reaching the top of her bikini bottom. One hand slid inside. Eric watched the outline of her fingers extend down to the bottom of her pussy. The fingers massaged the area as Cheryl thrust her hips forward.
Finally, she lowered the bikini. A small patch of dark blonde hair covered the folds of skin on either side of her pussy. Her clit was extending from its cover, eager for Eric’s mouth or hard cock to make contact with it.
Cheryl kicked the small piece of cloth aside. She stood naked between Eric’s legs; her own legs spread slightly apart, hands on hips. She let the young man take in her exquisite body, all the while feeling her body react to the growing sexual tension.
The woman looked at Eric’s hard cock, dropping to her knees in front of it. She placed it in the palm of her right hand. It pointed up toward his stomach, exposing the underside. She leaned over and ever so lightly touched the base of the cock with her tongue.
Eric’s eyes were closed, but he was aware of the wet, warm tongue slowly, slowly moving up the shaft. The tongue lingered at the tip, tracing around the hard skin at the bottom of the head. The cock twitched in Cheryl’s hand.
She put her lips around it. Just around the head, at first, and then the first couple of inches. The woman drew her head back so that the cock fell free. Eric moaned.
He felt her soft, blonde hair fall onto his chest as she placed the cock in her mouth again. This time she took half of it. Sucked on it. Licked it.
When her lips got to the tip, she lowered her head again. Lowered it until her lips kissed Eric’s hairy skin and couldn’t go any farther. She hesitated for an instant, then repeated the process. Over and over.
Eric raised his ass off the couch in rhythm with her head. He tried to fuck her mouth. He had to cum.
Cheryl put her hands under the young man’s ass and held it. Her head was lifted, watching Eric’s face contort in desire. Her breasts rubbed against the glistening cock, which now had a drop of precum leaking from the tip.
Silently, the woman rose to her feet. Eric looked at her and the splendid breasts hanging from her chest. She stepped toward him. Her pussy made contact with his cock and she leaned forward some more.
Eric spread his legs as far as they would go while Cheryl placed her hands on the back of the couch, on either side of his head. The bottom half of her body pushed forward, until her pussy pressed his cock hard against Eric’s stomach. With her breasts dangling inches from his face, she ground herself up and down along the surface of his dick.
Eric grabbed a breast with each hand and squeezed.
“Oh, shit,” he gasped. “God, I want you.”
Cheryl was silent. She moved so the cock stroked her clit. Then she moved so it rubbed against her soaking wet cunt. She, too, wanted something. And she couldn’t wait any longer.
Desperately, she reached down with one hand and placed the cock at the entrance to her hole. Before she could even lower herself onto him, Eric was propelling himself upward into her. Their thighs met with a loud clap.
“Oh, God. You feel SO good,” Eric said.
Cheryl leaned back so she was more upright. The stiff cock immediately rubbed against the top of her cunt. Her most intense orgasms came from this stimulation. She prayed the cock would stay there for just another thirty seconds.
The more they fucked, the harder the cock stroked the upper reaches of her cunt. Cheryl squeezed the cock as hard as she could.
“Aahhh, yes. Yes,” Eric urged her for more.
“Come on,” she replied breathlessly. “Cum in me. Cum in me.”
Eric thrust wildly as his balls shot the first stream of hot cum through his cock and into her hole. He grunted with each plunge of his cock into her tight cunt. Cum poured out in volumes he had never felt before.
“Oh, fuck. Now. I’m cumming…” Cheryl mumbled.
Her body shook. Her head shook. She opened her mouth to scream, but nothing came out. The intensity between her legs and in the pit of her stomach overtook all other reactions. Gasps of air were all that escaped her as she came, and came, and came. Their juices mixed in a sound and smell like no other.
Despite the shrinking cock inside her, she continued to have orgasms. She stroked her clit. Her body jerked in response. Then again. And once more until she removed her fingers.
Finally, she collapsed onto the couch, in Eric’s arms. They kissed until the need for air was more urgent.
“God damn,” Eric sighed.
“You were wonderful.” Cheryl sounded exhausted as she kissed his neck.
They sat motionless for a long time.
Eventually, Eric spoke. “I think we need a shower.”
“Hmm. I believe you’re right.” Cheryl said.
A half hour later, bathing suits strewn across the floor was all that remained around the couch.
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“Hey, here we go,” Jenny said enthusiastically. “’Fiesta Bowl Tickets. Best offer. 555-3785.’ He doesn’t even bother mentioning money. Maybe he’s thinking like we are.”
“Could be. Might be worth a call.” Kim never looked up from the paper she was reading on the couch. The remainder of the Sunday paper was strewn on the apartment’s floor. Except for the classifieds, which Jenny scanned at the kitchen table.
The two college seniors were intent on getting to Tempe the first week in January to see the college football championship game. Like most college seniors, they were basically broke.
Jenny was the first to bring up the possibility of “alternative economics”, as they ended up calling it. They were low on funds, but had a wealth of other assets. Jenny, for instance, had breasts the best plastic surgeon in the country couldn’t reproduce. Kim had the blonde hair and ass that had given professors erections for four years. Both resembled the perfect young girls that did makeup ads.
They decided one night—after finishing off a six-pack—to use whatever means they could to procure the tickets. As Kim had put it, ‘You can’t fuck five hundred dollars.’ It was funny at the time, after six beers.
“Remember. Either one of us has the right to call it off when we get there and the guy’s a loser,” Kim said from behind the comics.
“I know. I know. You act like I don’t have a moral bone in my body.”
Kim lowered the paper and stared at her roommate.
Jenny glared back. “Oh, go to hell.”
She stood and stretched her arms above her head. The t-shirt she wore rode up her hips, exposing the skimpy black panties underneath.
“I’m taking a shower, then I’ll call him,” Jenny said.
“Fine.” Kim was lost in a travel ad.
Less than an hour later, arrangements had been made for the girls to stop by the ticket seller’s house. He had sounded young enough to Jenny, but time would tell. Preparation was the key now.
The plan was simple: Visit the seller, convince the seller sex with them was better than cold cash, take the tickets and run. Plan B was visit the seller, find the seller totally unacceptable, offer an outrageously low dollar figure and get kicked out. No need to make things complicated.
Each girl had her own idea of what would lead to a successful Plan A. Jenny chose the tight, V-neck sweater and schoolgirl’s skirt routine. It worked at all the bars, didn’t it? Kim, on the other hand, opted for a shirt with far too many buttons opened and painted on jeans. It just happened that both of them were washing every bra they owned.
“You are SUCH a slut,” Kim told Jenny as she stood in front of the mirror.
“Why, thank you. And don’t YOU look fuckable.” Jenny ran her fingers through her long, brown hair, throwing it back in a wind-blown effect. “Tempe, Arizona damn well better be worth the effort.”
“If we get there, will you ever be out from under some kid you just met?” Kim asked sarcastically.
“Ah, c’mon, Kim. You know I like it on top, too.”
Kim gave her a disgusted smirk as they walked out the door.
The house was not far from campus, in an old but upscale renovated section of town. They parked on the narrow street and walked up stone steps to a beautifully finished wood door with stained glass insets.
“Jesus,” Jenny said in a whisper. “This guy’s already got money. We might be in luck.”
The doorbell was answered by a tall man in his early thirties. His light brown hair had blonde streaks and his eyes shined when seeing the girls.
“Hi. We called about the tickets?” Jenny said politely.
“Sure. Come on in,” the man said. He introduced himself as Tony and shook hands with each girl.
As agreed upon the night before, the girls looked at each other just inside the door and gave quick, indiscernible nods of preliminary approval. They would proceed with Plan A.
They progressed down the hallway and into a spacious, wood accented living room. Seated on the couch was a striking woman of about 28 or 29. Reddish brown hair fell to her shoulders, where it curled around her neck. Sleek legs were crossed under a tight skirt, while intriguing eyes rose to meet the two girls.
“This is my wife Cathy. Cathy, this is Jenny and Kim,” Tony said graciously. The women nodded at each other, exchanged “hellos” and smiled.
“Have a seat girls,” Tony said, joining his wife on the couch.
Jenny and Kim found chairs opposite the couch. Both were eyeing the massive book cases along the wall, which were filled with leather bound, hauntingly beautiful books. A stone fireplace took up another wall.
“So, you want to go to the Fiesta Bowl,” Tony said with a grin.
“That’s right,” Jenny said quickly. “We’re really looking forward to the trip.”
Tony looked straight at her. “I suppose you know these tickets are fairly hard to find.”
Kim felt a strange awareness of Cathy staring at her. Their eyes met once, then darted to other people in the room.
“Oh, sure. We’re willing to pay a reasonable price,” Jenny replied.
“Reasonable. That’s the issue.” Tony said it so succinctly that both Jenny and Kim gazed at him intently.
There was an eerie silence. Jenny nervously re-crossed her legs and played with the necklace that fell to the cleavage between her breasts.
“What are you asking?” Kim finally said.
“That game will be a unique experience for you. I want you to have that opportunity,” Tony said. He paused, alternating glances at Jenny and Kim. “Cathy and I want a unique experience in return.”
The realization that their own plan was being thrown on the table before them struck the girls simultaneously. Their hearts raced. Jenny wanted a drink…desperately. Kim’s skin crawled.
“What would that be?” Kim asked innocently.
Tony took Cathy’s hand and clutched it. “We would like to watch you two lovely girls make love.”
The words reverberated through each girl’s mind. They replayed it silently as if to catch a hidden meaning. Jenny’s mouth opened, but no sound came out.
This was Plan C.
Jenny and Kim were dorm roommates their Freshman year. They got along exceedingly well and stayed in touch through their Sophomore year. By the time they were Juniors, they both wanted to live off campus. Kim made the offer to Jenny and they moved into their current apartment.
The girls dated guys irregularly, despite the fact either one could have any guy any time. They actually went more places together than with dates or other friends. Yet, neither one had ever had a single thought of turning it into a sexual relationship.
They thought alike. They liked the same foods. They enjoyed the same movies and music. They never slept together.
Now, their plan to seduce a guy into giving them tickets was being twisted and used against them.
“You what?” Kim said, jolting Jenny back into reality.
“How badly do you want these tickets?” asked Tony.
“Uh, well, we want them,” Jenny stammered.
“We’d love to give them to you. For the right price.”
For the first time since the offer was made, Jenny and Kim looked at each other. Just as quickly, their eyes darted back to the couple on the couch. Neither was ready to even consider what the other was thinking.
“We offer you the entire house. Pick a room. The bath has a Jacuzzi. The shower? You decide where you’d be comfortable,” Tony explained.
“Oh, one other thing. Cathy, get the box, ok?” Tony said to Cathy.
Cathy rose off the couch and walked to a table in the corner of the room. She returned with a box about the size of a shoebox. Leaning over a coffee table in front of the couch, she poured out the contents.
A half dozen dildos of various shapes and sizes rolled onto the table.
“We have aids if you need them.” Tony smiled at the two girls.
The girls were looking wide-eyed at the tools. Silver, gold, red. Metal and plastic. Smooth and ridged.
“Would you like us to leave you alone to discuss it?” Cathy asked the girls.
For her part, Jenny had already made up her mind. She had never lusted after her beautiful blonde roommate, but the sight of Kim’s perfect ass sticking out from underneath her t-shirt in the mornings often caught her eye. She could do this.
Kim wasn’t sure. In fact, it wasn’t so much that she didn’t want to make love to Jenny, but the idea of someone watching. Once again, the girls looked at each other. Two years of cohabitation allowed them to read each other fairly well. Neither reflected that “no way” look the other expected.
“Well, uh, I don’t think that will be necessary. Will it, Kim?” Jenny said.
“No. I mean, I might…,” Kim’s voice trailed off. “Can we see the tickets?”
Jenny was ecstatic over the quick-thinking girl’s request. One, she’d never thought of actually seeing if the guy had tickets. And, two, maybe Kim was going to say yes. The longer they sat there, the more she was getting to like the idea.
Tony methodically pulled two tickets from his back pocket and laid them on the table. Nothing was said.
The girls looked at the tickets as if they were bars of solid gold.
“What do you think, Kim?”
Kim looked at Jenny. “It’s whatever you say.”
Jenny shot her a look that could kill. Then, without a word, stood and removed her shoes. She stood motionless watching Kim.
Kim’s first reaction was becoming aware of a wetness between her legs. Without standing, she pulled off her shoes.
Jenny followed by lifting her sweater over her head. Even before the garment hit the floor, Tony was staring in earnest at her faultless breasts. Firm, full, tanned and tempting. If the little skirt she wore made her look like a schoolgirl before, her naked breasts reminded everyone in the room this was a woman.
Kim stood. She reached for the uppermost button not already opened on her shirt.
“Wait.” Tony’s voice rang through the room. “Let Jenny do that.”
Realization was now setting in for both girls that something dramatic, something frightening was really about to happen. They were on a roller coaster heading down the first hill and there was no stopping it.
Jenny stepped towards Kim, who now had her arms hanging at her side. Kim couldn’t look Jenny in the eyes. She was gazing, instead, on the breasts she had seen before, but not under these circumstances.
Jenny put her fingers on the top button and undid it. Then another. Kim’s breasts—not as big as Jenny’s but certainly not small—came into view. Two more buttons and Jenny was at the top of her roommate’s jeans. She yanked the shirt out of the tight pants and undid the last two buttons.
The shirt hung open alluringly. For a moment, Jenny did not move. Then she lifted the shirt off Kim’s shoulders and lowered it down her arms.
The two girls stood facing each other, their naked breasts just inches from each other. A blush came over Kim’s face and she looked at the floor, then at the couple on the couch.
Tony simply nodded.
Jenny had never looked away from Kim. Desire was building up in her. At this point, the tickets were nearly secondary. A fire was igniting inside her, which she could not explain nor extinguish.
She reached for the snap on Kim’s jeans. The sound echoed around the room as the flaps of the jeans opened and the zipper slid down. It took a significant pull for Jenny to get the taut jeans over Kim’s hips and ass. Kim held her panties in place as the jeans made their way down her legs.
Unnoticed by the girls, Tony and Cathy began to undress.
Jenny pulled one pant leg, then the other, until they were clear of Kim’s feet. She flung the jeans aside and stood once more. She ran her hands up the outside of Kim’s legs. A shiver like none other Kim had ever felt raced through her ultra sensitive body.
Without prompting, Kim found the zipper on Jenny’s skirt and slid it down. Only a slight nudge was needed for the little skirt to fall to the floor. Jenny stepped out of it and kicked it aside.
The couple on the couch were both pulling off jeans. The girls finally noticed what was happening, but paid little attention.
Jenny was the first to reach out. Grasping Kim’s panties by the waistband, she removed them gracefully but with purpose. Kim returned the favor while the wetness grew in both girls’ pussies.
Tony and Cathy remained in their underwear. A noticeable bulge under Tony’s boxers gave away his interest in the proceedings before him. Still, no one spoke. The couple were engrossed in the beauty and perfection of the young women’s bodies. Jenny, with her ideal breasts. Kim, with her little waist and supreme, round ass.
Jenny’s eyes fell on the table with the dildos. She moved to it, picked up a thick, silver metal instrument and turned towards Kim.
“Why don’t you sit down,” Jenny said quietly. Her eyes could not hide the lust growing inside her. Moisture from her palm transferred to the dildo.
Kim stepped back to her chair and sat, looking at her roommate. Kim placed her hands on the arms of the chair and ever so slightly parted her legs. Jenny approached her and knelt. Placing her free hand on one of Kim’s knees, she gently pushed it aside.
Kim’s legs spread wider. Jenny edged closer.
Tony and Cathy watched from behind Jenny. The girl’s ass pointed directly at them as she rested on her knees between Kim’s legs. Tony reached inside his boxers and pulled out his erection. With long strokes, he managed to add to the cocks length and width. Cathy silently played with her clit inside her panties.
Jenny placed the dildo on the outer fringe of Kim’s pussy. Kim jerked at the touch. She closed her eyes as Jenny circled her pussy with the dildo. Eventually, the toy found its way to Kim’s clit.
The initial sensation sent shivers through Kim’s body. The hard, smooth, cool metal glided back and forth across the engorged skin. Jenny rotated the toy in her hand so it attacked the clit from several angles.
Wetness built inside Kim’s cunt. The urge to cum was overwhelming. She was embarrassed, aroused, sensitive to every feeling…about to scream. The dildo was at the entrance to her cunt. Jenny eased it in with gentleness only a lover would know.
Two inches. Then four. Five. Kim gasped, clutching the arms of the chair with her fingernails.
The dildo slid in and out. Slowly. Agonizingly slow. Kim wanted to grab it and fuck herself.
“Oh, God. Jenny…,” she cried softly.
Jenny increased the pace. She moved the toy up and down inside the cunt, hitting all sides of the wet flesh. Kim arched her back, lifting her ass off the chair.
Just as Jenny moved the dildo back to Kim’s clit, she felt a presence behind her. Tony was kneeling, his cock pointing to the ceiling. It was hard and red. He took it in his hand and placed it between the cheeks of Jenny’s ass. The cock slid up and down, the underside inside her crack.
Jenny was once again playing the dildo over Kim’s clit. Then the cock was being placed at the entrance to her cunt. She spread her legs. The cock drove into her in one quick, dramatic plunge. “Ahh, fuck,” Jenny screamed. “Oh, God. Yes.”
The cock was thrusting into her with unexpected speed and power. She had never felt so filled, so stimulated.
She frantically slid the dildo over Kim’s clit until the girl in the chair could not hold back any longer.
She was going to cum and she was going to scream. Both were inevitable. Both were necessary.
Kim’s body shook as the first orgasm exploded inside her. She did, in fact, let out a loud, excruciating moan of satisfaction. Wave after wave of orgasm flowed through her stomach to her cunt. She begged Jenny, breathlessly, to insert the dildo again. When Jenny complied, Kim threw her hips off the chair and onto the toy.
Now the toy and Tony’s cock were in rhythm. But unlike the toy, Tony was capable of cumming. And he did. Massively.
With grunts heard throughout the room, he rammed his hard cock into Jenny repeatedly. He grasped her by the hips and held her in place, pulling her backwards as drove forward. Multiple shots of warm cum poured into Jenny’s cunt from behind.
It only took another few seconds for Jenny to become the third person to cum. She held Kim by the waist as she came. She screamed as Tony reached around her and pinched a nipple. Then the other. He rolled it in his hand and she came again.
Unnoticed in the mayhem surrounding the chair was Cathy’s own self-induced orgasm. Her hand worked methodically on her clit and inside her cunt until she, too, was spent.
Tony laid his cock on top of Jenny’s ass and worked the last of the cum out with his hand. It flowed onto Jenny’s back in a small trickle.
Kim lay exhausted in the chair, Jenny’s head in her lap.
Tony rose to his feet.
“I believe that’s the best offer we’ve had so far. The tickets are yours,” he said with a grin.
Kim looked up at him.
“Can’t we convince you some more?”
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Bill and Beth carried their bags into the luxurious San Francisco hotel room. Both offered flattering remarks about the room and the view as they walked through the living area, past the wet bar and into the huge bedroom. They threw their bags on the bed and met at the large window overlooking the ocean. Beth placed her arm around Bill.
“Isn’t this marvelous?” she asked her husband. “This is going to be SO much fun.”
“Too bad you have to attend all those conference sessions,” Bill offered in a semi-consoling tone.
“We’ll have to make up for it somehow,” Beth answered, patting him on the butt.
Beth, at 30 years of age, was the youngest assistant superintendent of any school district in her region. She obtained her masters while teaching. She received a principal’s certification and corresponding job within eight years of graduating from college and took just two more years to get her superintendent’s certification.
She was bright, energetic, and drop-dead gorgeous. At 5’8” and 130 pounds with flowing auburn hair, she had caused more than one erection in the classroom and office.
Her husband Bill was 31. A former semi-pro baseball player, he had the body and looks of a male model. He was not the main breadwinner in the family, but kept Beth sexually and intellectually stimulated.
They were on the west coast for a school administrator’s conference. Also at the conference would be Beth’s boss, Tom. He was bringing his wife Susan and daughter Laurel. Beth and Bill had met Susan at functions before. She was 39, ten years younger than her husband, and a very attractive, short blonde. She was a good host, which served her well in her capacity as a school superintendent’s wife.
Their daughter, Laurel, was a 20-year-old college student. This would be the first time Bill and Beth had an opportunity to meet her. They had, however, heard all about her extracurricular activities at the local college and her excellent grades and her athletic prowess and on and on and on.
As Bill and Beth unpacked, Tom called to invite them to dinner with his family. Bill kindly accepted and the arrangements were made.
“Just look interested when the conversation turns to school stuff,” Beth said. The couple had showered…together…and she was working on her hair after getting dressed.
“Yeah, yeah. I know,” Bill answered. “The kid and I can talk sports.”
Beth shot him an angry, disgusted look.
“Speaking of which…remember the rule,” she said.
“Which one?”
“Hands off.”
“Oh, THAT rule,” Bill said meekly.
He inspected his wife’s dress approvingly, threw on a sport coat and they headed for the restaurant. The couple arrived before Tom and his family, so they sat in the lobby, watching the customers come and go.
Soon, Beth saw her boss hold open the door for Susan and Laurel.
“There they are,” Beth said to Bill, rising from the bench they occupied.
Beth and Susan hugged and exchanged greetings, then she and Tom shook hands.
“Beth, this is my daughter Laurel,” Tom was saying.
Bill didn’t hear him. His eyes were transfixed on the heavenly creature standing before him in the short skirt and sweater. Her blonde hair fell lightly on the slim shoulders. Her breasts pushed against the sweater in a smooth, rounded line. Her waist, hips and long legs matched perfectly the dimensions of her hourglass figure.
Laurel’s blue eyes shined as she shook Beth’s hand. Beth was saying something about hearing so much about her. She introduced Bill.
“Glad to meet you.”
Bill saw the mouth move, the hand extend. He recovered just in time to keep from totally embarrassing himself and Beth.
“Hi. My pleasure.”
The group was ushered into the restaurant. While on the way to their table, Beth gave her husband the kind of piercing look he had learned to read as “be good or I’ll kill you.” Bill knew from experience that death was unlikely, but his wife could go into a sexual deepfreeze that took considerable effort to thaw.
The conversation, as Beth had warned, was boring Bill to tears. And apparently Laurel, also. More than once, eye contact between the two of them indicated mutual admiration for each other and tedium with the proceedings. From where Bill sat, he could see the girl’s tanned legs extending out from under her skirt. He also discerned that the skirt rode further up her legs the longer the conversation lasted.
By the time dessert arrived, the young man was glimpsing flashes of black panties as Laurel crossed and uncrossed her legs. Each time, their eyes met. Each time, her eyes sparkled a little brighter.
That night, Bill and Beth lay naked on the bed. They rolled together and came together. In Bill’s mind, Laurel was the one wrapping her legs around his waist.
The next morning found Beth scurrying out of bed to get ready for the opening of the conference. She would be attending the morning sessions, then breaking for lunch and back for three more hours of workshops.
She kissed Bill on the forehead.
“I’ll see you later, hon,” she said.
“OK. Enjoy,” Bill replied.
“Yeah, right.” Beth grabbed her notebook and smiled back at him as she left the room.
An hour later, Bill was showering. He hadn’t thought out the day’s agenda totally, but he envisioned something like eating breakfast, exercising, sightseeing, swimming and waiting for Beth to get back.
It was mid-morning when he changed into this running shorts, tank top and sneakers. The health club was empty except for two older gentlemen in the sauna and another man on an exercise bike. Bill stepped onto a treadmill and programmed in a short training run. He settled into a comfortable pace and looked out the club’s windows onto the city.
A few minutes later, a reflection in the glass caught his eye. Laurel glanced around the room and moved directly to the weight machines. A towel draped around her neck pulled her shoulder length blonde hair against her skin. She wore a black jogging bra and loose fitting shorts that were cut high on the sides.
She sat at a leg machine and put the towel on the floor. Bill watched as she did lifts with one leg, then the other. Short reps, with lots of weight. Her muscles were prominent and well defined.
Soon, she moved to a calf machine almost directly behind Bill’s treadmill. Laurel lay on her stomach and lifted the weights behind her with her left ankle. Bill saw her shorts ride up her thighs in the reflection. The girl’s ass was barely visible under her shorts as she lifted, then lowered, the leg. She switched legs. Again, he focused on the crease of skin separating her ass from her legs.
Bill was going to have to get off the treadmill. He couldn’t watch any more without a noticeable bulge emerging from his shorts.
He walked past the sprawled out girl and into the sauna, which was now empty. He ran the towel over his face. Not all the sweat was from the humidity of the small, wooden sauna.
He adjusted the heat settings and turned to sit on the bench. At the same time, the door opened and Laurel walked in.
“Hi,” she said cheerfully.
Bill swallowed hard, took a deep breath and tried to be nonchalant.
“Hi. Do you do a lot of weights?” Bill asked her.
Laurel laid the towel on the bench and sat next to Bill. The top of her sports bra was damp with sweat and her nipples protruded noticeably. “About five days a week. I’d rather jog, but with the weather…you know.”
“Yeah.”
They exchanged full body scans before locking eyes again.
“So, what will you be doing while your wife attends the conference?”
Bill hesitated. “Maybe sightseeing. Waiting for her to get back.”
“Ah.” Laurel wiped sweat from her neck, then innocently swiped across the tops of her breasts, inside her bra. “This feels great. Very relaxing.”
Bill watched her lean back until she lay on the bench, one foot on the floor, the other on the bench with her leg bent sharply. Only a thin piece of silky material in her shorts separated her pussy from his view. And she knew it.
He looked at the tempting rise and fall of her breasts. The ab muscles. The hips and thighs. Down to her ankles.
This was one of the most perfect female bodies he had ever seen and she was playing him like a veteran. Or was he dreaming? Was his lust overlooking the simple fact she was in the same place at the same time?
Laurel was smiling…inwardly. She saw his eyes in the window when she arrived. She saw his eyes while she worked out. She felt his eyes now.
The minutes passed. Moisture spread through Laurel’s bra, making the outline of her full breasts even more pronounced. Bill wanted to leave. He wanted to stay. He wanted to touch her.
Innocently, Laurel’s bare foot brushed against Bill’s leg. Higher, to the bottom of his shorts. Then, without a word being said, it moved away. Her eyes were closed. His cock was getting harder.
The words echoed in his brain. “Hands off.”
Bill undressed the girl in his mind. The breasts rose from her tanned chest, the nipples large and pink. Her closely shaven pussy beckoned him. Her clit long and hard.
“Jesus,” he said to himself. Bill tried to will his cock back into submission. To make it shrink with thought alone. It didn’t work.
Laurel was leaning back up, facing the older man next to her. He was very attractive. Very sexy. Vulnerable, she thought.
“I’m in room 1450. Join me for a drink after I shower?” she asked.
Bill instantly envisioned her in the shower naked. “Half an hour?”
“Sure. See ya then,” Laurel replied with a big smile.
She walked out of the sauna with a swing of her hips. Her shorts rode up her ass, clinging to the crack between her cheeks. Bill once again wiped the sweat from his face before placing the towel in his lap. Just in case.
He changed in the room and waited until 45 minutes had passed. With a quick glance in the mirror, he headed out of the room and onto the elevator. Soon, he stood outside room 1450.
Bill knocked. The door opened and Laurel, now dressed in a tank top and shorts, welcomed him with her familiar smile. They exchanged greetings as Bill walked to the living area. Laurel offered him a drink, which he accepted, and he watched as she poured from a small bottle in the drink cabinet. She took two glasses into the area where Bill sat and joined him.
Her breasts swung freely under the tank top, cleavage clearly visible even without her having to bend over. When she handed Bill his drink, all but the ends of her breasts were perceptible.
Small talk filled the next few minutes. Noticing her glass was nearly empty, Bill offered to fill it. Laurel assured him her father would be picking up all liquor tabs, so Bill took both glasses to the wet bar.
Before he could turn back around, two arms were around his waist. Two hands were then sliding down the front of his shorts.
“You looked SO hot in the sauna,” Laurel whispered from directly behind his head. Her right hand found his cock and outlined it with her fingers. “I wanted to touch you.”
Bill’s throat was as dry as sandpaper. His palms were sweaty. The skin on his neck crawled from the girl’s breath.
Laurel’s hand skimmed across his balls and back up, over the ever-growing shaft.
“Hmmm. That feel’s good.” Her voice was soft, low, and seductive. Her hands gentle.
“More than you know,” Bill said.
The girl giggled. She pressed her breasts against his back and her pussy against his ass. Bill reached behind her and grabbed the small, firm ass. He squeezed gently.
“Turn around,” she said. When he had, she added, “Undress me.”
The voice was in his head again. “Fuck it,” was his inward response.
He grabbed her tank top right above her shorts. With both hands, he pulled it over her breasts, over her head, over her outstretched arms. As he dropped it to the floor, he marveled at the perfect bare breasts.
Laurel took his hands and placed them on the tops of her breasts. Slowly, as if not to break them, he ran his fingers over the soft skin. He outlined the breasts with one finger before putting them in his palms, kneading them. The nipples grew instantly.
The girl’s eyes were closed. Her head tilted back slightly.
“Take off your shoes,” Bill told her quietly.
She kicked them off and looked up at the man. He unbuttoned her shorts and pushed them down over her hips. A pair of small, silky black panties came into view. As the shorts fell to the floor and she stepped out of them, Bill looked at the curve of her hips, thighs, calves and ankles.
Bill reached inside the waistband of the panties and slid them off, kneeling in front of the girl. He smelled her sex. She was shaven except for a thin strip of brown hair above her clit. Her legs were flawless--smooth and strong without being muscular.
Laurel stepped away from Bill. “Now you. Slowly.”
Bill stripped as instructed. He felt his cock growing with each movement of his body. By the time he was down to his boxers, the hard-on pushed out in constrained urgency. It sprung into view when he lowered his boxers and precum glistened at the tip.
This girl was getting him close to cumming and she had barely touched him.
They stood naked, together…a couple feet apart…Bill getting harder by the second.
“Turn around,” were Laurel’s next words.
Bill complied once again. Awkwardly, he put his hands by his side, feeling her stare. After a few seconds, he turned back to face her.
“I want you to make love to me,” she said in a plaintive tone.
Bill didn’t think he needed to be urged. He wanted this girl as much as he’d ever wanted anybody. Not for love, but for sex. Pure sex. But, he understood her words better than she might have expected. He would love her.
Bill walked up to Laurel and quickly, strongly, put his hands behind her and lifted her into his arms. Her beautiful legs hung limply, her blonde hair fell below her head. He carried her into the bedroom and laid her down as if she were fragile.
As Bill climbed into the bed, she parted her legs slightly. He slid between them. His hard cock rubbed against her pussy and clit. She moaned quietly, almost imperceptibly. But he heard it, felt it in her body. The cock continued until it rested on her breast, her nipple.
Laurel pressed the cock against her skin. She rubbed it over her nipple, both the nipple and shaft getting harder. Then she wrapped her fingers around the cock and pulled it up, toward her face.
Bill moved forward. The cock touched Laurel’s lips. Her tongue flicked across the tip and over the base of the head…underneath, where it is most sensitive. This time Bill moaned. His cock jerked upward until she brought it down with her hand and placed it between her lips.
Bill felt the combination of tongue and lips work on his cock. Her hand stroked the base and down to his balls. He could cum, but he wouldn’t. He would love her first.
Without warning, a pair of hands stroked Bill’s ass. He realized instantly they could not belong to Laurel. He jerked his head around and saw Susan standing naked beside the bed.
“What the…,” he started to exclaim.
“It’s alright, hon,” Laurel said. “Just let it happen.”
Bill was immediately struck by the attractiveness of this older, naked woman. Fully clothed and in the company of her daughter she had not drawn Bill’s attention. But standing there now, with her fine breasts and petite figure in full view, she was rather sexy.
“Go on,” Susan said calmly. “Please.”
Laurel put her hands on Bill’s shoulders. “I want you in me.”
Confused, shocked and extremely horny, Bill quickly moved down until his cock was at the entrance to Laurel’s hole. He watched as Susan moved beside him, reaching for his shaft. With fingers lightly gripping it, she helped him slide it inside her daughter.
Laurel’s legs spread. She lifted them until they wrapped around Bill’s waist. Her feet rested on his ass. Bill breathed in deeply as the tight cunt ate his cock.
“Oh, yes. Fill me up. Fuck me,” Laurel was mewing.
As Bill began a rhythmic pattern, Susan ran her fingers over Laurel’s breasts. She squeezed the erect nipples and smiled down at her daughter. Effortlessly, Susan swung her legs onto the bed and straddled Laurel’s head. She was just inches away from Bill’s face as he continued to pump Laurel.
With her cunt now on Laurel’s mouth, Susan leaned forward so Bill could put a breast in his mouth. The man quickly sucked on the full, firm tit, licking the nipple heartily. The sound of his balls hitting Laurel’s ass echoed in the room. Moans came from all of them in alternate waves.
As he had suspected, Bill was the first to cum. He could no longer hold back and shot two streams of warm cum into Laurel. His grunts clearly told the women he was cumming and they urged him on vocally. Bill felt his balls contract and more cum spewed into the young girl.
“Oh, Bill. Yes. Yes. Don’t stop,” Laurel cried out.
He needed no more influencing than that. Long after he normally was done, he came inside this sexual creature. Susan’s breast was nipped, chewed and sucked until it was red. Apparently she didn’t mind as she came moments later. Watching from the closet, playing with herself all the time, she was ready long before. She now screamed for Laurel to lick her clit as her juices flowed. Bill grabbed both breasts and squeezed the nipples, watching Susan’s contort with orgasm after orgasm.
As his limp cock withdrew from Laurel, he moved down and put his tongue deep inside her. Her moans gave away her readiness. He moved to her clit and she came instantly. He sucked it feverishly as she arched her back, lifted her ass off the bed and came repeatedly.
The sound of the two women’s sexual satisfaction was getting Bill hard again. Mother and daughter came several times, the bed bouncing mercilessly. The more he tried to eat Laurel, the more she came. He put a hand on one of her breasts, feeling it move like jello under his palm. Until, finally, the bed was nearly still.
Susan collapsed on the bed next to Laurel and Bill. Within minutes, however, they were competing for space around Bill’s cock. Watching it grow. Watching it cum on Laurel’s sweet breasts.
Meanwhile, two words swirled around in Bill’s energized mind.
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(Author's Note: Thank you, Steve, for the support and inspiration. Remember: you promised the first one would go over my head!)
* * * * *
"Ah, Traci, you are SO sweet," Amber said with her normal engaging smile. She opened the neatly wrapped gift and removed the colorful bottle inside. Amber held it up and peered at the label.
"Oh, wow. I LOVE this stuff," she said, opening the cap and smelling the bubble bath.
"Well, you did a lot for me during the year. I really appreciate it," Traci told her co-worker as they hugged.
The girls worked in a large company—Traci as a new computer techie and Amber as an executive secretary, or administrative assistant as the company liked to call it.
Traci was 23, well liked by nearly everybody in the building and a good computer troubleshooter. The most common description employees used for the "new girl" was "cute." If she had detractors, they were the older women who may not have approved of her tight sweaters, loose fitting blouses or short skirts.
On the other hand, men of all ages in the company seemed to have no problem with the young girl and her shoulder length blonde hair, nice tits and tight ass. Welcome to the corporate world, Traci.
Never at a loss for drop-in friends at her desk, Traci was rarely bored at work. Her energy and openly friendly attitude gained her instant credibility.
When she returned to her desk after visiting Amber, she saw the message light on her phone blinking. She listened to the message and sighed.
"Oh, geez. Not Simmons again," she mumbled. "Moron."
Traci headed back out the door and down the hall to the executive offices. Mike Simmons, VP for Marketing, was a fifty-something, balding, rotund gentleman of questionable morals. As with all VPs, he had been promoted from a manager's position and now held a position beyond his actual capabilities. With eyes toward promotion, he would be lucky to last another year as VP. Traci and the rest of the building had come to learn that his administrative assistant, Kelli, in fact, ran the department.
As Traci approached Kelli's desk, the AA offered a knowing, evil smile. Traci stuck her tongue out at Kelli and knocked on Simmons' door. When the obligatory "Come in" was uttered, Traci entered, dreadfully closing the door behind her.
"Hi, Traci," the VP offered, swinging around in his chair to face her. "It's my PC again. I can't access the database from last year."
"OK. Let me have a look at it," Traci said as positively as she could.
"Here, sit down," Simmons said, rising from his chair.
If Traci had any guts, she would have declined. But then, it was all a matter of choice. Not sit down, lean over the PC and offer him a look at the back of her thighs under the short denim skirt. Or, sit down and let him gawk down her blouse.
She sat.
As usual, the man took up station behind the chair. Traci began combing the files and adjusting network rights and permissions. Meanwhile, Simmons watched the top of the girl's breasts appear, then hide again, inside her thin blouse. Quick glimpses of her black bra were considered a bonus.
Traci could feel the eyes boring down on her. She crossed her legs, causing the skirt to ride higher. "Damn it, that was dumb," she thought to herself. "Wasn't thinking." In five minutes the job was done. She would get up, smile at the man, accept copious "thank yous" and leave the office, eyes glued to her ass.
Steve put his head in his hands. It had been a long day. Earlier in the week he had traveled all over the state in his position as regional sales manager for a small, growing company. All he wanted now was to go home and have a drink.
Single, 32 and built like a linebacker, Steve was mostly interested in gaining fame and fortune early in life before retiring to a seaside resort. It's not that he disliked women, but time was precious and work normally beckoned. Dates are hard to find while traveling in your car.
As he drove home that evening, listening to smooth jazz and drinking a decaf mocha, his mind was on a girl he had recently met on an Internet chat. She intrigued him. Intelligent, witty, sincere. The kind of woman that might make him settle down. The kind of woman he'd love to roll in bed with all night.
Steve pulled into the apartment complex's parking lot and drove around to his building. He REALLY needed to get a condo, he thought to himself for the millionth time.
He parked next to an SUV, grabbed his laptop and got out. The headlights blinked in the darkness and the doors locked at the click of his key chain.
"Don't turn around. Walk to the SUV and get in the passenger side, back door," a voice said. Instinctively, he began to turn his head. "I said DON'T turn around. Walk. And I'm armed."
The voice was soft, almost soothing. Feminine.
Steve's mind was spinning. What the hell was happening? Who was this? He walked around the front of the SUV, the sound of steps behind him in the darkness.
"Get in."
Steve opened the rear door on the passenger side and crawled into the SUV, laying his laptop on the floor.
"Sit down."
He plopped down in the seat nearest the door and finally had a chance to see his captor. Traci wore a ball cap and dark jogging outfit. Her hazel eyes shown in the vehicle's interior lighting. The gun barrel reflected the same light.
"Put your right hand in the handcuff on this side," she ordered. Steve complied.
Traci laid the gun on the floor behind the seat, leaned across quickly and fastened the left hand to another set of cuffs. She picked up the weapon and looked at Steve intently.
"If you make a sound, I will shoot you. Swear to God."
Steve believed her.
Traci walked around the vehicle and got in the driver's side. They pulled out of the parking lot and headed into the night.
Twice during the ride, Steve debated with himself about offering his wallet to the girl. He decided both times that silence was probably the better choice. If she wanted the wallet, she'd take the wallet. What DID she want?
Soon, they pulled into the driveway of a small ranch home. The garage door opened and Traci slowly pulled in. The door closed behind them and Steve looked around at the otherwise normal, American home garage. Except it wasn't his, he was in it and he was handcuffed to the seat of an SUV driven by a strange young woman he didn't know.
Traci opened the door opposite of where Steve sat. She climbed in, removed a key from her pocket and began to unlock the handcuffs on his left side from the seat, but not his wrist.
"Do NOT try anything. Is that clear?" she said firmly.
"Yes," was all Steve could utter.
She methodically handcuffed the two hands together and uncuffed him from the seat on the right side.
After she climbed out of the SUV, she said, "Get out. Get in the house."
Steve awkwardly stepped from the vehicle and proceeded inside the door Traci had opened for him. The house was clean and bright, with no outward appearance of being anything other than the home of a young, working woman. But, then, Steve wasn't sure what else he had expected.
The door slammed behind him and Traci and Steve stood in the kitchen.
"May I ask what this is all about?" Steve finally got the nerve to ask.
"No," was the terse response.
Traci removed her hat and threw it on the table. Her short blonde hair tumbled out, ruffled and thick. She ran her fingers through it once, reshaping it the best she could. It was then Steve noticed the earthy good looks of the young girl. Her bronze skin, dark blonde hair and hazel eyes were a bewitching combination. Traci's mouth was wide, narrow and inviting.
"I will give the orders, you will do as you're told. Nothing would please me more than to inflict great pain on you, understand?" Traci stared into Steve's dark eyes once more.
"Uh, yeah."
"We're going to go downstairs. We'll talk about it then," Traci said. "This way."
She led him at gunpoint to a door leading down the basement steps. Cautiously, his hands cuffed in front of him, Steve made it down the steps. The sight at the bottom made him stop in his tracks.
Several metal rings hung from the wall. Chains fell from the ceiling. Various tables and beds were spread around the large room. All forms of black leather objects caught the eye.
"Jesus," Steve exclaimed.
"Move," Traci said, pushing the barrel of the gun against his back.
Steve walked toward the center of the cold, concrete basement. His eyes took in what they could in the small amount of time he walked.
"That's good," Traci said. They stood facing each other. "I've watched you from the parking lot. Very predictable. Very…male. Do you have any idea how much some of you disgust me? How arrogant you can be? How juvenile?"
He couldn't answer. Didn't know the right answer.
"Were you thinking driving over here that you'd like to fuck me? Did you wonder what I'd look like out of this outfit?"
Steve dared not answer that one.
"You guys make me SICK."
Traci took the clip from the gun and shoved it into the pocket of her sweatpants, then tossed the gun onto a nearby table.
"Come over here," she ordered. Traci led Steve toward a bed against one of the walls. She handed him a key and stepped back.
"Take off the cuffs."
Steve fumbled with the key, but was able to unlock one hand, then easily got the other. The cuffs fell off and Steve dropped them to the floor.
"We're going to have a little role reversal, here. See how you like it," Traci said in a composed voice.
"Take off your clothes."
The words surprised Steve, yet they didn't. The girl's intent was becoming clearer to him. It was the final outcome that still was a little fuzzy in his mind.
Traci stepped back and leaned against the side of a table while Steve slowly removed his shirt. The muscles in his chest, shoulders and arms were well defined even in the dimly lit basement. Traci watched him take off his shoes and socks before undoing his belt and pulling down the zipper on his pants.
He pushed the pants over his hips and down his legs, revealing a pair of boxer shorts. Steve stepped out of the pants. Traci admired the muscular legs and the bulge beginning to appear under his boxers. Steve tried to will the growing erection back down, but it wasn't going to work. This was strangely erotic. Scary and erotic.
The man stood motionless for a moment, exchanging stares with his captor. Then he took off the boxers. His semi-erect cock hung heavily between his legs. It was thick and getting thicker. Traci, despite her attempts at control, was enthralled with the shaft. Her own wetness conspired against her.
"Turn around," she ordered.
Steve's full, round ass met with the girl's approval. The muscles on the back of the thighs and calves rippled as he stood.
"OK," she said. Steve turned to face her, somewhat harder now.
"Lay down."
Steve moved onto the bed and lay flat, his penis flopping onto one thigh. Traci walked to the head of the bed and reached up for two leather straps hanging from the roof.
At that instant, Steve decided to make his move. He reached with both hands for the girl, grabbing her by the waistband of her sweatpants. Traci was prepared for the attempt and swung viciously with her right fist at his head. She struck him first on the side of the head above the ear. Her second blow caught his chin.
Dazed, Steve released his grip, allowing Traci to pull back.
"God damn it," Traci cried in anger. "Lay down."
She violently grabbed his left wrist while at the same time pulling down a strap from above. The sound of chains echoed through the basement as she put his wrist inside the constraint and pulled the Velcro strap tight. She walked around to the head of the bed and repeated the process with his right arm.
Steve lay with his arms pulled straight up, but his body was still flat on the bed. He was regaining his senses and stretching his jaw, making sure it still worked.
"I'd really, really hate to hurt you…more," she said, looking down at Steve. "But if I have to, I'll chop that puny little dick right off and add it to my collection. Now, are we going to have any more incidents like that one?"
"No," Steve said softly, his jaw aching.
Traci was already crossing the floor to a cabinet with dark wooden doors that swung open in both directions. Steve could barely see her reach in, close the doors and turn to walk back towards him.
In her hand he could see a small, brightly colored object. Traci held it in front of Steve's face. It was a vibrator.
"How'd you like to feel my friend up your ass, big guy?"
Silence. Until Traci flicked it on. The sound sent chills through Steve.
"Let's see what fun we can have," Traci said with a wicked smile.
She touched Steve's sore cheek with the toy, sliding it down to his neck and shoulder. When it got to his nipple, Steve was stunned by the effect on his entire body. He could feel the pleasure from his balls, through his cock and into his stomach. Somehow, Traci knew this.
She first circled one nipple, then the other. Steve's cock, which had relaxed during the failed escape, now sprung back into life. This did not go unnoticed by the young girl. She waited until the thickening shaft was rising toward his stomach before she proceeded down his body with the vibrator.
Traci headed straight for the man's penis, then bypassed it, teasingly tracing around it. Never touching it. Watching it twitch in anticipation. Laughing to herself.
"Oh, this is going to easy," she thought silently. "Way too easy."
The toy contacted Steve's large balls. The new sensation literally sent chills through his lower body. He lifted his ass off the bed in an attempt to escape the assault. Then he realized he wasn't trying to escape, but rather attempting to enhance the feeling. He wanted more. His cock was stretching to nearly full length now, begging for more.
Traci lowered the vibrator under the sack and traced down the crack of Steve's ass. He nearly moaned out loud, but restrained from acknowledging his pleasure. Traci, however, did see his eyes tightly clamp shut. She grinned and let the vibrator hum against the delicate bare skin for another few seconds.
She looked at the underside of his cock, clearly visible now as the erection fell against his lower abdomen. The pinkish head swelled. Maybe it was time.
The vibrator worked its way up the inside of Steve's thigh until reaching the throbbing cock. Traci lifted it momentarily, causing Steve to peer down. What he saw was the humming toy laid against the base of his cock. He put his head back down and stared at the ceiling.
The vibrator slowly, gradually worked up the length of the shaft. Almost imperceptibly it moved. When it struck the engorged head, Steve's entire body twitched. Precum seeped out in a large, clear drop. Traci used the toy to spread it over the tip.
Steve bit his lip to keep from crying out. How long could this go on before he shot cum over his stomach? Is that what she wanted?
The answer came immediately.
"Don't cum or I'll hurt you. Real bad," Traci said.
Steve, again, wasn't sure how to take her statement. For now, he'd try not to cum. But the toy was sliding up and down his cock…pulsating, rubbing, torturing. She moved it from side to side, up and down, and around. His cock was trembling with the need to climax.
Traci sensed the impending orgasm and lifted the vibrator. After laying it aside, she reached above the prone captive and released his right hand from the straps. Steve immediately let it drop to his side, making fists to reestablish blood flow into the fingers.
"So you like my little toy, I see," Traci said to him mockingly. "You have a choice. You can either have it up your butt…or you can use your free hand to get off."
She paused. "I certainly hope you choose the latter, because I'd really, really like to see you cum all over yourself. I want to see long steams of cum shoot up to your stomach." Steve grabbed his cock and began stroking it. "I want to see a pool of cum from your cock up to your navel. You WILL cum for me and I WILL watch you with great pleasure."
Steve's breathing was heavier and faster with each sentence she spoke. Her crimson face expressed the pent up anger that had accumulated for years. Her aggressiveness was turning him on.
He was pumping away with vigor when she put one hand inside her sweatpants. The other hand unzipped her top to about mid-chest. Steve watched as she reached inside and massaged her breast, her eyes fixed on his cock.
Steve felt the first surge of cum rush from his balls through his cock before exploding out in a torrent that landed halfway up his chest. Then a second. And a third. Each time, his grunts echoed through the basement. He had never felt as satisfied cumming as he did now.
Traci's own desires were growing as she combined her self stimulation with the satisfaction of having forced this man to make himself cum. Control was her's. And she wasn't done, yet.
Steve came a half dozen times. His moans gradually subsided. However, as Traci wished, Steve's stomach and abdomen were covered in thick, white semen. The cock lay limp between his legs and his hand was at his side. The man's chest rose and fell in quick succession as he attempted to regain his breath.
Traci walked to a nearby table, pulled open a drawer and took out a small, white towel. She threw it on Steve's chest.
"Wipe yourself off."
Steve did as she ordered, placing the towel on the ground next to the bed when finished.
"That was a good start," Traci said while reattaching his right wrist to the leather strap above his head. "I'm going to leave you alone for a while, but I'll be back and we'll play some more."
The girl disappeared up the steps and Steve heard her walk around on the floor above. He closed his eyes and tried to comprehend what was happening. What he didn't want to focus on was what the end might bring.
It was about half an hour later that the door opened and Traci returned to his side.
"Recovered, I hope," she smiled down on the man.
Steve looked blankly back at her.
"Why is it that men have so little to say when they aren't in a position to dominate a woman? Huh? Can you explain that?"
"What is it you want?" Steve asked, this time looking truly puzzled.
"What do I want? Are you fucking kidding me? All I want is a little love and respect," Traci said sternly. "I want the right to wear feminine clothes without being called a slut in the workplace. I want to do my job without being ogled the whole time by some pervert. Is that asking too much?"
There was no response.
"Here's what I mean," Traci said. She displayed a dry smile.
She reached for the zipper to her top and deliberately pulled it down. As if in slow motion, she lowered it until reaching the bottom. With a small movement of her hand, the two sides came apart.
Traci let the top lay open. Only the gap between her breasts and a small strip of skin down to her waist were visible. Steve watched as she inched the material apart. His eyes were fixed on her breasts as they slowly came into view. First the top, then the areolas, then the nipples. He followed the opened top down to her flat stomach and navel. Back up to her almost completely exposed breasts. Finally, she pulled the top open and slid it off her shoulders. Erotically, she let it slide down her arms and onto the floor. Once again, his cock was coming to life. The girl's breasts were exquisitely firm and full. They turned up at the end, highlighting the pink nipples. Traci ran her fingers over both breasts, outlining them first before putting her nipples between her thumbs and forefingers. She put the breasts in her palms and lifted them, then kneaded them gently. Steve was hypnotized. The perfection of the girl's chest was only enhanced by her manipulation. He watched her slide one hand down her body, over her navel and stomach to the top of her pants. The fingers disappeared inside. Deeper. Between her legs. She played with herself for several seconds. Steve was semi-erect again. Traci lowered her pants so that only the thin patch of hair above her clit was visible, and the beginning of her long legs. She let the pants crawl down her hips, taunting Steve. Her clit came into view, then the folds of skin leading to her cunt, and finally the opening itself. Cleanly shaven. Moist. Glistening in the light. As she lowered the pants further, Steve began to notice the perfect curves of her hips and thighs. The sculptured legs. When she leaned over to take off the pants, he craved to hold her dangling breasts or run his fingers over her ass. He was hard now. Traci stood up. "THAT'S what I mean." She nodded toward his cock. "I can make you hard anytime I want. I can make you cum. And what do I get in return?" Traci swung one leg over Steve's outstretched body and placed the knee on the bed. Her other knee moved beside his opposite side so that she straddled him. With her body upright, she moved until her cunt was directly over his hard cock, which now extended nearly to his navel.



Steve watched the girl's breasts bound freely as she moved. He wanted desperately to touch them and lick them. Even more so, he wanted her to sit on his throbbing cock.
She almost acted in accordance with his wishes. But not quite. Instead, she dropped her hips until making just the slightest contact with the cock. Her moist pussy slid over the shaft as she moved back and forth, causing it to twitch. Steve arched his back to apply more pressure, but Traci lifted off him.
She leaned over until her face was just inches from his. Their chests almost touched.
"Don't you dare cum until I tell you," she hissed at him. "You WILL stay hard for me until I'm done. Understand?"
Steve nodded. He was bewildered, anxious and aroused. Not cumming might be a problem.
Traci straightened back up and tilted her head back as her clit made contact with the man's cock. Steve couldn't take his eyes from her body. The way she moved it. The soft curves and strong leg muscles. The way her abs rippled.
For several minutes she let the cock stroke her clit. Steve was more than erect. It hurt him every time it jumped at her body's touch.
Now Traci took the cock in her hand and caressed it. Leaning forward, she placed it at the entrance to her vagina. Using short, steady motions, she lowered herself onto the shaft. Then suddenly fell onto Steve until he was fully inserted into her. They both moaned with pleasure.
She looked at him again. "You are going to satisfy me. You are going to let me cum all over you. You are going to think of nothing else but my pleasure."
Her cunt squeezed his cock. Steve winced.
"And you are going to ignore the fact you want to cum. Ignore the fact you NEED to cum."
She slid up and down on the cock, feeling it fill her with its thickness. Feeling her own juices make it slick. Her body moved so the cock stroked her g-spot each time it entered her. When she rose back up, she stopped just at the thick tip of the cock reached the opening to her cunt.
For more than five minutes she repeated this process. Her eyes were closed, then open. Watching him suffer. Looking down at his long, thick cock disappearing inside her.
She reached behind her and rubbed her fingers across her bare ass. Her entire body ached with desire. When she put her nipple between her fingers, she could feel it inside her stomach and between her legs.
Finally, she reached for her clit. It was swollen and responsive to her touch. She let out an audible sigh, then increased the tempo with which she was fucking her captive.
Her body gave in quickly. An orgasm tore through her and her cry filled the basement.
"Oh, God. Yes. Fuck me. Fuck….me!"
The sound of their skin smacking against each other was nearly drowned out by the girl's moans. Steve was mesmerized by her breasts—hanging, swinging, rolling. And her pussy—rising and falling, engulfing his cock and spitting it back out.
"Make me cum." She couldn't say any more.
The more Traci played with her clit, the harder she came. It was no longer a matter of how often she came, but for how long. Through it all, she thought of Simmons and every other male who coveted her body while ignoring her true self. The madder she got, the harder she massaged her clit. The harder she massaged her clit, the more she came. The more she came, the better she felt.
When it was over, she felt very, very good.
Steve remained hard throughout. Traci sat exhausted on his lap, feeling the cock quiver inside her. She knew it would only take a couple squeezes of her cunt muscles to milk him.
She lifted herself off him. Straddled him. Peered down at him.
Then Traci rolled off the bed. She looked down at the glistening cock and balls. Steve stared once more at the girl's delicious body.
"Don't go anywhere," Traci smiled at him. "I'm having a friend over later. I might want to share you. I'm sure you won't mind being called upon simply for our enjoyment. Will you?"
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Christine’s eyes darted back and forth between the young girl walking toward her and the computer monitor on her desk. She watched the girl’s dark blonde hair sway with her quick steps. She watched the body move gracefully, like an athlete’s body. When the girl passed, Christine watched her hips and ass move seductively in a pair of tight slacks.
Christine Brewer was a 29-year-old accountant at ACR, Inc., a small but growing computer software company. She was attractive, competent, shy and six years into a bad marriage. Her 5’7” shapely frame, layered light brown hair and arresting green eyes had caused many men in the company to look twice at her.
But, she was rarely known to say more than “Hi” to anyone other than her boss. Chris, as everyone called her, was an enigma.
Traci Conway couldn’t be any farther on the opposite end of the spectrum than Chris. Outspoken, forward and direct was Traci’s approach to life. At 23, she was the youngest computer tech at the company. The only thing she did better than work on computers was flirt.
At the moment she was on her way to a senior accountant’s office. Something about a network connection. Ten minutes later she emerged from the office, cheeks flushed from something the man had said.
As Traci walked between the cubicles, she caught Chris’ eye and headed her way.
“Hey, Chris. How are you?” Traci asked enthusiastically.
“Fine, Traci. Haven’t seen you in ages.”
“Oh, they’ve got me doing just about everything now,” Traci said, leaning against the wall of Chris’ cubicle. “How have you been?”
“OK. Trying to finish Christmas shopping more than anything,” Chris said with a shrug.
“I was thinking of heading over to the mall at lunch.”
Traci nodded. Chris paused for a second. Then, to Traci’s surprise, Chris added, “Why don’t you come with me.”
The younger girl’s hazel eyes shined. “I’d love to. That’ll be fun.”
They made arrangements to meet at noon. Both women were happy with the unanticipated plans and were anxious for lunchtime to arrive. At quarter to twelve, Chris headed for the ladies room. She touched up her makeup and caught herself checking the line of her body under her dress.
“Hey, you’re going to lunch, not the prom,” she told herself. But, she looked forward to the companionship.
The women drove the short distance to the mall with Traci doing most of the talking. Although Traci was single and couldn’t trade family stories, they found enough job related gossip to keep them both happy.
Once inside the mall, Chris took charge and chose a large clothing store as the first stop. They both tried on winter coats that exceeded their winter clothing budgets. More “wish list” items were found in the sweater department.
“Oh, look at these,” Chris said as they walked passed a scarf display. She ran her fingers over a brightly colored scarf with thick stripes. “I loved scarves when I was a kid.”
Traci picked one up and let it fall open. Then she lifted it and swung it around Chris’ neck, sliding it under the collar of Chris’ big coat. With one more toss, the scarf fell over the woman’s back, while another end hung in front. Traci gently adjusted it.
A chill went down Chris’ back as the girl finished. The simple touch of another person had made her heart jump. The perfumed scent of this young woman, her smile, her eyes, engrossed her.
“There. You look really, really cute in that, Chris,” Traci was saying with sincerity.
Chris blushed. She put her hands on the soft material, feeling the warmth building around her neck. She looked down at the display.
“I can’t even afford these.” The words were filled with melancholy. She started removing the scarf. “We’re so far in credit card debt…” The words hung in mid air.
Traci saw the dejection in the woman’s face.
“Well, maybe Santa,” was all Traci could think of saying.
Chris smiled. “Yeah. Maybe.”
They shopped for another half hour, then ate salads in the food court. When they got back to the office, both women expressed their thanks to the other for going. They agreed to do it again soon.
Later that afternoon they crossed paths once more. This time, it was Chris who initiated the conversation.
“Traci, you’re going to the Christmas party aren’t you?” It was as much a request as a question.
“Sure,” Traci said. “Wouldn’t miss it. You going?”
“Yep. Just wanted to make sure I’d have at least one person to talk to.”
“I’ll look for you. I’ve heard Mr. Kent has quite a mansion. I’m excited to see it,” Traci said.
“Oh, it’s fabulous. And I doubt if I’ve seen half of it,” Chris answered. Kenneth Kent owned ACR, Inc. and showed off his house each year in the form of a holiday party. It was one of those affairs where stories for the following year were produced by free flowing liquor.
Two days later, on the Friday before Christmas and the day before the big party, Traci wound her way through the maze of cubicles until reaching the accounting department. Approaching Chris’ desk silently from behind, she crept forward and placed a brightly wrapped box on the woman’s lap.
Chris jumped and made an unidentifiable sound of surprise.
“Ho, ho, ho,” Traci said in the deepest voice she could muster.
“What…,” Chris said while turning. “Oh, Traci.”
“Merry Christmas,” Traci said smiling.
Chris picked up the package and stared at it.
“What’s this?”
“It’s yours. From me. Open it, open it,” Traci said with excitement.
“But, I…”
“Open it,” Traci ordered.
Chris’ fingers nervously pulled open the paper wrapping. Inside was a thin, rectangular white box. She lifted off the top of the box and pushed aside the tissue paper.
“Oh, my God. Traci. No,” Chris said softly.
She lifted the colorful scarf from the box.
“Promise me you’ll wear it tomorrow to the party,” Traci said.
Chris stood up and wrapped her arms around Traci, holding the scarf tightly in one hand.
“Thank you,” Chris said almost in a whisper. Traci heard her sniffle quietly. “You shouldn’t have. I can’t…I…”
“Don’t worry,” Traci said, leaning her head back so she could look at the other woman. “Just enjoy it.”
Tears formed in Chris’ eyes. She turned around before they fell and placed the scarf in the box. She faced Traci once more and kissed her lightly on the cheek.
“Thank you.”
“My pleasure. Now, I’ve gotta go,” Traci said. “See you tomorrow night?”
“Absolutely.” Chris tried to smile but her emotions made it difficult. She watched the girl gracefully walk away, wishing she didn’t have to go.
The following evening, Chris showered and dressed, having decided on a red sleeveless dress that she normally considered too tight and too short. But, something told her it would be all right tonight. Her husband, as usual, had opted not to attend. If she could escape with as little verbal abuse about her wardrobe as possible, she’d be home free.
She pulled on her coat and wrapped the scarf around her neck. Luckily, the game was close enough to take her husband’s full attention and she yelled “Goodbye” as the door was closing behind her.
Across town, Traci was shuffling through a closet full of outfits. Eventually, the combination of a sheer pink blouse and black pants won out. Traci especially liked this blouse because the first button didn’t appear until you drew an imaginary line from one nipple to the other. Matching red bra and panties, both lacy and small, finished the festive motif.
She found the Kent mansion with only one wrong turn, which she blamed on the directions given her by a coworker. The imposing house and surrounding estate looked like something off a Christmas postcard as she drove in. She parked and walked past huge pines that appeared to be decorated and lit by Disney staff.
Immediately upon knocking at the entrance, the double wood doors swung open and an elegantly suited man welcomed her. The man took her coat and directed her to the refreshments.
Traci looked up at the magnificent chandelier hanging in the foyer. Hallways seemed to lead in all directions. A winding staircase caused her eyes to wander upward to another floor of balconies and halls. The subdued sound of voices drew her into the house.
As she entered what must have served as the formal dining room, she saw a long table of hors d’oeuvres encircled by guests. Two or three of them called out her name in unison. Traci smiled at each one, trying desperately to get the names correct. She placed three huge shrimp on a plate, added some sauce and accepted compliments on her outfit with appropriate shyness. Several pieces of cheese finished the plate and she exited by the door opposite from where she came in.
She entered a much larger, darker room that she took as the library. A roaring fire-with real wood logs-blazed on one wall.
“Traci, glad you made it,” came a male voice from her side.
She turned to see the VP for Accounting. “Oh, hi Mr. Clark.”
“Christine was asking about you earlier. I’ve lost her now.” Clark looked around the room.
“OK, thanks. I’ll run into her eventually, I’m sure,” Traci said. “Where are the drinks?”
“Off the kitchen. Through there.” The man pointed to a nearby door.
“Great. Good seeing you.”
“You too,” Clark said.
The blouse was working, Traci said to herself. That was two men so far that had made less eye contact than cleavage contact.
She wound her way through the crowd and into the adjoining room. Sure enough, there was a bar being tended by two more men in tuxedos. Traci ordered a glass of wine and exchanged welcomes with other guests. The tall, thin glass of wine arrived and Traci excused herself to yet another massive room.
Through the swarm of people she picked out the head of a brunette in a red dress. The streaked, layered hair falling to the shoulders could only belong to one woman at ACR, Inc. The dress, however, came as a surprise to her.
Chris was talking to another female guest as Traci approached from behind her.
“Hey, Traci. Hi,” the woman said.
Chris spun around, an empty glass in her hand and a wide smile on her face.
“Hi,” Traci said, her eyes meeting Chris’. “What a place.”
“I told you,” Chris said. “I’m really glad you came.”
“Me, too. And I’ve been to the food and bar once.”
The other woman, an administrative assistant that Traci didn’t know well, offered to get Chris another drink. Chris accepted. First, because she wanted another glass of wine and, two, it would leave her alone with Traci.
“You look HOT in that dress,” Traci said, admiring Chris’ long body.
“Thanks.” Chris’ face was turning the same shade as the dress. “As usual, you look marvelous.” Chris ran her fingers up the sleeve of Traci’s blouse.
They chatted for a minute before another drink was delivered to Chris. Soon after that, they tactfully separated themselves and wandered into a less crowded area of the house.
Fortunately, they found an unoccupied sofa that they could sit at. This was particularly useful for Chris, who was not used to as much wine as she had already consumed. For whatever reason, she was far more talkative than Traci had ever known her to be.
Before long, the conversation turned to men.
“Will you ever get married, Traci?” Chris asked.
Traci looked at her carefully. “Is that a question or a warning?”
Chris laughed. “Both. Sometimes I wonder why I did.”
“Because you loved him,” Traci said. “But things can change.”
“No kidding.”
Traci looked at her drink. “I’ve never found a man worth marrying.”
Chris was looking at the girl next to her. Looking at her blonde hair, her sharp facial features, her long neck and smooth skin. She was looking at the hint of a red bra supporting young, firm breasts under a silky blouse.
Traci looked up, startling her friend.
“Would you do it differently?” Traci asked.
“Do WHAT differently?”
There was silence. “Not get married.”
Now Chris looked away. She fixed her eyes on the slender, crossed legs extending from under her dress. “Sometimes…sometimes I think I…well, that I like…God, Traci.”
The younger girl put her hand on Chris’ leg.
“What, Chris.”
“That I like other women more than my husband.” Chris said it in a whisper, although nobody was close to them. Her eyes were moist and narrow.
Traci didn’t flinch. Instead, she leaned closer to Chris’ ear, her hand still on the woman’s leg. “There’s only one way to find out.”
Traci leaned back and took a sip of her drink. Her tongue licked both lips in a small circle. Chris thought she was going to melt on the sofa.
“Did you wear your scarf?” Traci asked her stunned companion.
“Uh, yes. Of course.” Chris looked confused.
“Let’s go find it.”
Traci grabbed Chris’ hand and lifted her off the sofa. They walked into a hallway and turned toward the front door. Just before reaching the door, the man in the tux asked if they were ready for their coats.
“No. Just this lady’s scarf, please,” Traci said with her most enticing smile.
As the man disappeared, Chris asked, “What are you doing?”
Be quiet,” Traci said in her softest voice.
The man returned quickly with the bright garment. Traci took it and thanked him. Then she turned towards the spiral staircase with Chris in tow.
“Traci. What the…”
They were headed up the stairs. Chris nearly had to run to keep up. When they reached the top, Traci looked in both directions. She grabbed Chris’ hand again and took off down the dark hall. They passed one closed door, then another. Finally, Traci stopped and peered inside an open doorway.
“In here.”
They strode gingerly into the dark, empty bedroom. Traci closed the door behind them and locked it.
Both women caught their breath. As Traci faced Chris, she threw the scarf onto the bed behind Chris. Then she stood inches in front of the other woman and put her hands on the sides of Chris’ face. Chris was frozen.
Slowly, Traci moved forward until their lips touched. Traci’s tongue followed the curve of Chris’ mouth. Little by little, Chris’ mouth opened. Traci tasted the wine, the woman.
Their tongues met. After that, everything was pretty much a blur for Chris. She felt a hand at the back of her head. She felt her mouth and Traci’s mouth lock together. She felt tongues colliding. She felt a warmth between her legs she had never felt before.
They fell onto the bed. Hands were everywhere. Traci was aware of hands on her breasts, waist, hips and ass. Her own hands traced the curves of Chris’ body from neck to thighs.
Their kiss was loving and forceful. Chris’ new feelings toward her friend came flooding out, aided by a little wine. Traci was going to take her somewhere different and she was going to do it tonight.
Traci lifted her head and slid down Chris’ body. Her mouth brushed across the woman’s breasts, feeling the nipples through the dress. She went lower. Traci’s hands slid across Chris’ stomach. Lower.
Traci slid off the bed. She followed Chris’ long legs until getting to her shoes. She flipped them off and then proceeded back up the woman’s legs. Past her knees. Feeling the inside of her thighs until reaching the bottom of her dress.
The girl pushed Chris’ dress higher until white panties became visible. She pushed the dress higher still. Now, Chris raised her hips and let Traci slide the dress up to her waist.
With fingers barely touching the skin, Traci gradually pulled the panties down. Fearful that the woman may shy away from an aggressive approach, Traci was calm. A neatly trimmed patch of hair covered Chris’ pussy. The girl stared at it as she removed the panties.
Chris gazed down at the young girl undressing her. The cool air hitting her pussy just added to the sensations she was feeling. She urgently wanted the girl to satisfy her. And she wanted to satisfy the girl she was growing to love.
Traci stood, grabbed the bottom of Chris’ dress and pulled it up. The woman’s stomach was flat and well toned. Her waist and hips looked smooth in the dim light. Soon, a white bra came into view and Chris took hold of the dress. With one quick motion, it was up and over her head.
“Let me,” Chris said softly to Traci. She reached behind her back and unfastened the bra. While leaning back onto the bed, she slid it down her arms and tossed it onto the floor.
Traci looked at the full breasts filling the woman’s chest. The nipples were erect and bright pink in contrast to the dark areolas. She couldn’t wait to taste them…and didn’t.
Traci’s mouth fell onto Chris’ left breast, engulfing the nipple and as much breast as her mouth could take. With her hand pushing the breast upward, Traci sucked and licked the end of the breast eagerly.
Chris moaned softly and pushed the girl’s head harder onto her chest. Traci’s tongue worked the nipple roughly, causing more moans from the naked woman.
“I want you Traci. I want you so badly,” Chris said.
Traci looked up at her. “I want you first. I want you to cum for me.”
With that, Traci reached under the woman and pulled out the scarf.
“Put your hands over your head, babe,” Traci said.
Chris submitted and Traci told her to scoot up. Straddling the woman, she wrapped the scarf tightly around Chris’ wrists, then tied the scarf to the headboard.
“Now relax and let me take over.”
Traci, still straddling Chris, reached back and took off her shoes, throwing them onto the floor. Her hands moved to her blouse and deliberately unbuttoned it. Traci’s breasts appeared bit by bit, tempting the woman below. When Traci pulled the blouse out of her pants and opened the final button, all but the outside of the breasts were in view.
The girl edged the blouse off her shoulders, letting it fall behind her onto the bed and Chris’ bare legs. Traci waited a few seconds before swiping it onto the floor. Then she took off the lacy bra.
Chris looked at another woman’s breasts for the first time in a sexual setting. She wanted them. She knew she was going to have them.
Traci put her hands beside Chris’ body and lowered her breasts to the woman’s face. Moving just slightly, Traci positioned her right nipple above Chris’ mouth. Without having to be told, Chris lifted herself and wrapped her lips around the nipple. As she sucked, Traci fell farther onto the bed. Chris opened her mouth and accepted a large portion of the girl’s breast.
Traci heard the sucking and licking and devouring. She also felt it, clear down to her pussy. She ached for this woman’s mouth all over her.
Chris moaned mournfully when Traci pulled back up. This time it was to unbutton her pants and pull them down. Sitting on the side of the bed, she dragged the pants over her feet. Afterwards, she stood and let Chris watch her remove her panties.
“You are SO beautiful, Traci,” Chris said.
Traci smiled, then leaned over and kissed her “captive” passionately.
“You are, too, and I’m going to show you how good a woman can make you feel.”
The girl climbed back up on the bed and almost threw herself onto Chris’ breasts. Impatiently, Traci sucked on both breasts until the ends shined with moisture even in the faint light of the bedroom.
She licked Chris’ navel and waist. She licked her hips and inside her thighs. When Chris arched her back, she licked the opening to her cunt. The woman cried with pleasure as Traci’s tongue slid up and hit her clit. The sweet fluid overwhelmed Traci with lust.
She buried her mouth around the clit and sucked frantically. Chris writhed with delight, feeling the tongue flick back and forth across her engorged clit. The more Traci sucked, the higher Chris’ body rose off the bed. The girl placed her hands under Chris’ ass and squeezed.
The woman pressed her legs more tightly around Traci’s head, then released them and spread. With that, Traci began alternating between the clit and inserting her tongue deep inside Chris’ cunt. It only took a few more minutes and Chris was on the verge of an orgasm she never believed she’d have.



“Oh, God. Traci. Traci. I’m cumming,” she cried.
“C’mon, babe. That’s it,” Traci urged.
“Yes. Now. Yes.”
Chris tugged hard against the scarf, at the same time pushing her body against Traci’s mouth. The orgasm struck her hard and fast. Her whole body trembled before releasing in a burst of energy. She pumped her hips up and down, with Traci holding on for dear life.
Traci licked at anything that hit her mouth, attempting without total success to remain on the clit. Orgasm after orgasm rushed through Chris’ body. She tried to keep her cries to a minimum, but the satisfaction she was feeling could not be contained. Some words, some sounds escaped her. The orgasms kept coming.
Tears ran down Chris’ cheeks when she fell back to the bed. Traci continued licking as Chris tried to pull away.
Chris half laughed, half cried. “Please. Stop. Traci, stop.”
Traci stopped, laying her head on the woman’s thighs. They rested together for a moment.
“My God, Traci. That was wonderful.”
The girl kissed Chris’ leg. Then bit it softly, enjoying the soft, smooth skin in her mouth.
“Come up here so I can kiss you,” Chris begged.
Traci slid up and lay on top of Chris. With their breasts pressed hard against each other, they kissed passionately. Chris wrapped her legs around Traci.
“Untie me, please,” Chris said. “I want to feel you.”
Traci undid the knot on the headboard and loosened the scarf around Chris’ wrists. The women lay side by side, kissing and caressing each other’s bodies.
Chris’ hand worked its way down to Traci’s hip, then slid inside her thigh. When it hit the bottom of the girl’s pussy, Traci opened her legs. A finger ran up between the moist folds of skin and found her clit. Traci exhaled a sigh of approval.
Chris rolled over, causing Traci to lay on her back. The older woman moved down until her mouth was on Traci’s breast, her hand continuing to massage Traci’s clit.
“Oh, yes. Just like that,” Traci murmured.
She held the woman’s head tight against her breast, feeling the tongue work on her nipple. Chris’ finger now moved down and felt for the wetness of Traci’s vagina. Slowly it entered the girl. Farther. Rubbing against her g-spot, sending ripples of excitement through her.
Chris started fucking Traci with her finger. Then two. Traci moaned as the pace quickened.
“My clit. Rub my clit, Chris.”
The woman complied with the softly spoken request. As soon as the finger hit the clit, Traci arched her back and cried out. She had waited for this for a long time and it didn’t take long for her body to respond.
Traci’s first orgasm caused her entire body to shake. Then, Chris urged her on and the orgasms came in bunches. Traci began fucking the hand between her legs with hips rising and falling rapidly. The harder Chris pressed down on her breasts the more Traci came.
At last, Traci was able to lean back on the bed, her body drained. Chris looked down on the exquisite figure-the breasts, the waist and the legs, still spread apart invitingly.
“You’ve done this before,” Traci said.
“Never. But, I’d like to do it more.”
“Make sure you bring your scarf,” the girl said with a smile.
The women dressed and, after one last hug and kiss, left the room quietly and headed back to the party.
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Chapter 2: Saturday Night
Chris closed her eyes. Water flowed over her body in warm streams from the showerhead above. She tilted her head back and let her hair guide the water down her back. She felt the water on her breasts and stomach and ass and legs. Chris considered staying in the shower the rest of the day.
The 29-year-old woman looked down at her feminine hands, highlighted by blood red nails, as they traced their way around the bottom of her breasts and just lightly teased her hardened nipples. Eventually, she reached for a bar of soap and ran it across her neck, shoulders and breasts. Her nipples tingled and a familiar shiver ran down to her pussy.
In her mind, Chris was picturing the body of another young woman--a blonde goddess from work who Chris had recently befriended. Traci was 23, but very mature, Chris thought. And, oh, what a body.
The soap skimmed across Chris's stomach and onto her leg. She reached back and felt the soap on her ass. Now using both hands, she gently caressed the cheeks.
Chris imagined her hands on Traci's little butt. The same ass Chris had watched walk past her cubicle hundreds of times, swaying in tight pants or under a little skirt.
Now Chris's hand was in front of her, between her legs. She didn't want to touch herself there. She knew what would happen if she did. She told herself not to.
She did.
The soap slithered up and down from her clit to her cunt. Then back over the clit again. And again. Chris bit her lip and clenched her eyes shut.
She let the soap fall to the floor. Chris's hand engulfed her pussy, with the palm hitting the clit and the tip of her finger finding the entrance to her vagina. She slid the finger in farther, causing her wrist to rub against the clit.
"Oh, God," she murmured out loud. She began fingering herself rapidly.
Traci was standing in front of her in the office. An empty office. Taking off her sweater, her skirt, her bra. The magnificent firm breasts invited Chris to suck on them. But not yet. Traci bent over and removed her panties.
She stood back up—naked--pushing her hair back behind her ears. Traci smiled at Chris and approached her. She reached her hand inside Chris's skirt and felt for the bottom of her panties. Traci slipped her fingers inside the panties, then inside Chris.
Chris put her hands on the younger girl's breasts, followed by her ass, pulling her closer.
Traci was yanking down the panties so she could get her entire hand over Chris's pussy. She found Chris's clit. She massaged it roughly.
"Ah, yes. Traci. There. There. Yes."
Chris's orgasm started before she could put her free hand on the shower wall. Nearly falling from the uncontrollable shaking that followed, Chris frantically rubbed her clit and inserted fingers into her cunt. Two, three orgasms. She had never come like this in the shower before.
She had never known Traci before, either.
Christine Brewer was a 29-year-old accountant at ACR, Inc., a small but growing computer software company. She was attractive, competent, shy and six years into a bad marriage. Her 5'7" shapely frame, layered light brown hair with soft tints and arresting green eyes had caused many men in the company to look twice at her.
Chris grew up as the cute girl that always hung out with the prettiest girls but never got the guys. Always on the edge of excitement, she never seemed to be able to make the jump.
Traci was outspoken, forward and direct. At 23, she was the youngest computer tech at the company. The only thing she knew better than networking was flirting. She ALWAYS got the guy.
The two co-workers ate their salads, alternately using forks to eat and assist in talking. At the moment, Traci's fork was in midair, helping her express her dismay at another useless gift she had received from her Mother for Christmas.
Chris was trying not to laugh at the younger girl too hard. She, too, had relatives who spent the hated Saturday before Christmas fighting crowds for a gift rather than giving Chris the gift certificates she really wanted.
Eventually, the subject changed.
"So, what are you doing Saturday night?" Traci asked.
Chris sighed. "Oh, we never do anything. It will be the same old thing: sit and watch TV."
"Your husband doesn't like to go out?" Traci asked, moving a black olive to the side of her bowl.
"Of course not," Chris said. "That would be fun."
They laughed. But Traci's mind was working hard. Should she tread into this obviously sensitive area or not?
"We need to liven him up," Traci offered. Her eyes lifted from the salad until meeting Chris'.
"As in…?"
Traci waited a second. "As in get him out of his shell. Show him there's more to life than TV on Saturday night."
"I'm telling you, Traci. He won't leave the house," Chris said emphatically.
"Who said anything about leaving the house?"
Chris' blank stare gave away her confusion.
"Would you like company that night?" Traci asked with a sly grin.
"I hate to ask what is going on in that warped mind of yours," Chris replied.
"Warped? Did you think I was warped when you were tied to that bed at the Christmas party, cumming harder and longer than you ever had before?"
"Yes."
Traci's eyes opened wide in surprise.
"But, that doesn't mean I didn't love it," Chris finished before Traci could respond. That brought the smile back to Traci's face.
"Thank you. Now, what would you say to the two of us teaching Tom some new tricks."
"I'd say if you are doing the teaching, I'm all for it," Chris said.
"OK then. Tell him you've invited me over. And tell him I never wear bras and have a great ass. See if that helps."
Chris laughed again. "I just have to ask. Does this involve him watching us or me watching you two or you watching us?"
"Yes," Traci answered with a straight face.
"Perfect. This will work," Chris said.
"Oh. And have your scarf ready."
Chris could feel the heat between her legs rising. She stared into the distance with vacant eyes. Ah, yes. The scarf.
Chris had surprisingly little trouble convincing her husband to have the young blonde over for a few hours. Tom was an athletic looking man with thick dark hair and a dreadful personality. He paid little attention to Chris. She figured the last time they had "made love" was before they got married. Sex since then was infrequent, quick and unfulfilling.
Arrangements were made for Traci to arrive between nine and ten p.m. Chris begged Traci not to overdress because she and Tom would certainly be in jeans. So, Traci opted for a loose fitting top that stopped a good three or four inches above her hip hugger jeans. A silver belly ring completed the outfit.
She determined NO heterosexual man could be in the same room with her without getting a hard on at some point. She might have to bend over to get the full effect, but it would work.
Traci looked at herself in the mirror of the car as she drove to Chris'. Her fingers flung the long hair backwards. She wasn't sure whether to consider the evening a marriage counseling attempt or flirting practice or what. She had every reason to believe, however, that sex would be involved and that was sufficient to keep her interested.
As she pulled into the driveway and walked to the front door of the upper middle class home, she felt the normal excitement she had before meeting someone new, not to mention a potential partner. Traci knew what Chris was like in bed, but Tom was an unknown factor.
Chris opened the door and welcomed Traci inside. Chris complimented the girl on her choice of clothes as they walked into a comfortable looking family room. Tom rose to meet their guest and silently approved of the outfit, as well.
Chris got everybody drinks as Tom and Traci chatted about jobs. Traci noticed with interest that Chris sat in a chair by herself rather than take the empty spot on the couch near Tom after the drinks were handed out. It was looking more and more like marriage counseling, Traci thought.
But it didn't take her long to get into the flirting mode, either. Not that she needed assistance, but the alcohol soon kicked in and the conversation became more informal. Body language also became noticeably freer. Traci's hand slinked across her bare midriff and Tom put his feet on the edge of the table in front of the couch.
When Chris offered to fill glasses again, Traci immediately stood up.
"Let me help this time," she said.
Purposely, she walked between the couch and the table, making Tom move his legs as she passed by. She could feel his eyes on her hips and ass. With just a slight waggle, she joined Chris in the kitchen.
"OK. Are you sure it's alright for me to flirt with him more?" Traci asked.
"Hey, like I told you at work, it's going to be fun to see how he reacts. Go for it." Chris smiled and handed Traci a new drink.
"You have the scarf ready?"
"It's in the drawer of the table behind the couch," Chris said. "Just give me the sign when you're ready for it."
"OK."
They walked back into the living room and Traci handed Tom his glass. This time the girl sat on the opposite end of the couch. She pulled her legs up under her after flipping off her shoes. It was time for her to play some serious mind games with this guy.
"Chris and I talk about our fantasies all the time at work," Traci said, noticing Chris' look of disbelief. "What's one of yours?"
Tom gazed first at Traci, then Chris. Thoughts of cheerleaders undressing quickly passed through his mind. "Oh, being filthy rich, I guess."
"C'mon," Traci said with repugnance. "I mean a real fantasy. What would really turn you on?"
He didn't have the nerve to tell her, despite the alcohol, that this conversation with her in that outfit so close to him was doing it. Traci took another drink, making certain to lean in such a way that her shirt rode further up her side. Tom's eyes darted from the bare skin to the floor.
"Well, I like it when Chris wears something truly sexy."
Traci gave him a disapproving glance. "So, you enjoy walking through a mall and looking at the young girls in short skirts and tight blouses…or jeans and t-shirts. Do you imagine taking one of them into a room and ripping off her clothes and fucking her?"
Traci smiled and blinked twice. Tom squirmed on the couch, taking a long drink. Chris' eyes were riveted on the pair.
"Do you do that when you see a good looking guy?" Tom asked.
"Of course. I'd love to be taken by some dude I didn't know and forced to have sex with him in a closet or an empty restroom. If he has a nice ass, I dream of putting my hands on it, pulling him closer and feeling him deep inside me. I can feel him cumming inside me, pinching my nipples and pushing me harder against the cold wall."
Traci hesitated. She was leaning more and more forward as the story unfolded. Now she leaned back again.
"Don't you have fantasies like that?"
Tom desperately needed to reach inside his pants and rearrange things. But not wanting to let the conversation die, he continued.
"I dream of having sex with more than one woman at a time." Tom may have been a poor husband and a lackluster lover, but he wasn't stupid. He was in a room with two women talking about sex.
"Oooohh," Traci sighed. "All those tongues working on your cock at the same time. Young boobs being pushed into your face. Tight asses just waiting for you."
The bulge in Tom's pants was now evident to both women. Traci made no effort to hide the fact she saw it. Licking her lips confirmed it.
"I bet you could keep lots of little girls screaming," Traci said. She looked over at Chris and winked.
Tom's wife rose from her chair and walked behind the couch. To keep the man occupied, Traci scooted over on the couch until she was within an arm's length of him. She heard the drawer open slightly and close just as quickly. When Tom started to turn his head around to look at Chris, Traci put her hand on his leg. The man quickly looked back at her.
"How would you like to make me scream?" Traci asked. Out of the corner of her eye she saw Chris approach the couch with scarf in hand. Just as the woman was raising the scarf, Traci put her hands on the bottom of her shirt and began to lift it.
The scarf wrapped around Tom's eyes as the shirt rose to the bottom of Traci's breasts. Tom jumped and moved his hands toward the object being tied tightly behind his head.
Traci grabbed his wrists and held them in front of him.
"Relax," she said. "We're going to play a little game. I think you'll like it. Really like it."
The girl stood, pulling Tom off the couch with her. She slowly guided him around the end of the table by the couch until they stood in the middle of the room. Chris watched at first, then joined them.
"OK. Take off your shoes and socks," Traci ordered the blindfolded man.
Tom complied quickly.
"We'll do the rest," the girl said.
Her hands grasped the bottom of his shirt and pulled it out of his jeans. With one quick movement, it was over his head and laying on the floor by his shoes. Tom's chest was well defined and lightly covered in fine, dark hair. Traci ran her fingernails over his shoulders, then down to his nipples.
She traced around each one with a single finger. When she finally slid her finger over the nipples, they were hard and red. Silently, she leaned forward and lightly brushed her tongue over one nipple.
The man's body twitched with the contact of the warm, wet tongue.
"Feel's good. Doesn't it?" Traci asked him.
Tom just nodded. The girl's tongue swirled around the flesh. Then over his chest and to the opposite side. Now both nipples glistened with the moisture from her tongue.
She put her hands on his chest again and slid them down over his stomach. When she reached the top of his pants, she slowed only long enough to put her fingers inside. The hands disappeared and Tom pulled in his stomach. Chris watched as Traci's hands became outlined by the tight material of Tom's jeans.
Traci stopped when she felt the hard cock under her right palm. She pressed the cock against Tom's skin. She massaged it with her hand.
"What are you thinking about now?" she asked in a low voice.
"About how you are going to make me cum by doing that."
"Nope. Not yet," Traci said.
Her hands rose out of the pants and she unbuttoned them. The zipper was pulled down and the jeans hung loosely open. Chris felt a sudden warmth between her legs anticipating what her friend would do next to her unsuspecting husband.
To her surprise, Chris saw Traci point to the jeans and motion for her to pull them down. Tom could tell the hands now on his jeans were from behind him. The next thing he felt was the cool air hitting the tops of his bare legs. As the pants reached the floor, he stepped out of each leg.
Chris threw the jeans aside and stood behind Tom again. Traci simply nodded at Chris and looked at the man's boxers. Chris took them off her husband slowly.
Traci was impressed with the size of Tom's semi-erect cock. It was only beginning to stand straight out from his body, but already was thicker than most she had seen. This time she licked her lips for real, not for show.
Traci walked behind Tom. She gave an approving smile when she saw his full, round ass. As she looked up to Chris, she signaled for the woman to follow her back around in front of Tom. Silently, she motioned for Chris to get on her knees, as she was doing.
Chris didn't need any more instructions when she saw Traci slide her tongue over the side of her husband's cock. Chris' tongue quickly followed suit, and soon the man was being licked and sucked by two women.
Tom's cock grew to full erection in less then a minute. Now Traci was truly awed. The cock was thicker and harder than any she had ever seen. Briefly, she wondered how her friend could resist having this man every night. Her mind swiftly returned to the task at hand.
The two women's tongues met several times as they passed over the hot skin of the shaft. When Traci tasted the telltale sweetness of Tom's precum, she backed away. Chris followed Traci's lead.
Quickly and quietly, Traci began stripping. Chris was absorbed in Traci's perfect breasts before she, herself, began undressing. When Traci was down to just her panties, Chris felt the wetness growing between her legs. The young girl pulled off her panties, exposing the ass Chris had so often watched from her desk. The body was even more striking than she had imagined it. The girl's large breasts, little waist, shapely hips and long, lean legs made Chris' whole body tingle.
Eventually, both women were naked. Tom had listened to the sounds of clothes being pulled off and hitting the floor. In his mind, he imagined what he could not see. His cock grew even stiffer.
"Lay down, Tom," Traci said softly. The man dropped to his knees and, reaching behind him blindly to feel for any obstacles, laid flat on his back in the center of the room. His cock stretched horizontally, the tip resting just below the navel.
Traci stepped closer to Chris and whispered in her ear. Then the women knelt on the floor on opposite sides of the prone man. Their hands reached out and began stroking Tom's chest, concentrating on his nipples.
Tom moaned as the four hands traced circles over his torso. Shivers flowed from his shoulders into his stomach and down his legs. He desperately wanted them to touch his erection—hold it, squeeze it, lick it. When he reached for the women with his own hands, he felt nothing but air. They purposely avoided his touch, leaving him solitary in his dark world.
Chris watched as Traci lowered her hands down Tom's body. Wherever Traci's hands went, Chris' followed on the other side. They touched everything except the twitching cock and the clear liquid trickling from its tip.
After a couple minutes, Traci signaled for Chris to move on top of Tom. The woman swung her leg over her husband's body and got on her knees, facing him. She looked down and wrapped the fingers of one hand around his shaft. The warmth and firmness struck her immediately. She had never felt him like this before.
The blood rushed through his cock so hard Tom could feel the pulse. A hand—he didn't know whose—was gripping it tightly, massaging it. He could see in his mind what he envisioned a naked Traci to look like. And he hoped it was her hand holding him now.
Chris slid forward until her pussy was directly over Tom's cock. She lifted the cock and rubbed it against her swollen clit. Both of them could have cum instantly. But, the intensity of the pleasure they were feeling made them hold back.
Traci smiled broadly as she watched Chris move the cock from her clit to her vagina's entrance. Even in the dim light of the room, Traci could see the wetness of Chris' pussy. She would have no trouble inserting Tom's throbbing cock into THAT opening, she thought.
At the same time, Traci positioned herself over Tom's head. The man could hear the movement and sense the presence of a body close-by. But, he wasn't prepared for what happened next.
As his cock was sliding into Chris' cunt, his nose and mouth were covered with the warm, moist skin of a woman. Traci's shaven pussy was on Tom's mouth as she faced Chris. Moving slightly, Traci was able to get her clit on his lips.
Instinctively, the man's tongue shot out, lapping at the sweet flesh above him. His mind was loaded with overwhelming senses coming from all over his body. While one woman fucked him raucously, another was lowering herself onto his face. And he had no idea which was which.
As the two women settled into their respective positions above Tom, they began to lean forward. The space between them diminished until they could easily reach each other. Traci was eyeing Chris' bouncing breasts while Chris concentrated on the tongue flicking over the girl's clit.



Eventually, they got close enough to kiss. It happened smoothly and without hesitation on either woman's part. Chris remained still, tasting Traci's tongue in her mouth. Soon, Traci's hands were on Chris' breasts.
Tom rammed into Chris frantically, raising his ass off the floor with each thrust. He thought he knew what they were doing, and the idea excited him even more. If only he could see.
Tom groaned loudly as his orgasm began deep in his balls. He felt cum flow through his cock and explode out the end into the already dripping cunt that was engulfing him. He clenched his fists and pounded the floor as two more shots of cum entered his wife. His voice rang in the room and the sound of his thighs hitting Chris' ass echoed off the walls.
Chris' own sighs were muffled inside Traci's mouth. They continued to kiss throughout Tom's first orgasm. Chris felt the cum combine with her own juices. The pounding cock drove into her over and over, remaining hard long after several shots of hot cum were released inside her.
Chris squeezed the cock with her cunt muscles and another moan was followed by one last dribble of cum. A few seconds later, Chris lifted herself off the softening cock.
Tom was exhausted, but continued licking and sucking on the clit above his mouth. Traci closed her eyes momentarily, then rose to her feet. Both she and Chris stood next to Tom.
"OK, Tom. Take off the scarf," Traci said.
The man anxiously untied the scarf and unwrapped it from his head. He froze when his eyes adjusted and he looked up at the two naked women. Staring up their long legs and seeing their bare cunts nearly made him hard again.
"You have to tell me who was where," he begged them.
"Nope," Chris said. "That's for you to figure out on your own. How about another drink?"
Both Tom and Traci answered "Yes" and the two women walked into the kitchen with Tom watching their every step. He could hear, but not understand, their talking and laughing. When they re-emerged, he was leaning back against the couch.
They sat, talked and drank. Each of them felt a certain exhilaration in being naked. Suspecting that more sex was likely only compounded their excitement.
During a lull in the conversation, Chris said, "Right now, I think Traci is due a little pay back."
That brought a vacant stare from the young girl. "Pay back?" she asked.
"Tom. Do me a favor," Chris said with a sly smile. "Please take that scarf and tie our guest to the legs of the table." Chris looked and nodded at the large wooden coffee table by the couch.
It was hard to tell which of the two, Tom or Traci, was more surprised. But, it didn't take Tom long to grab the scarf and head for Traci, who sat on the couch. The girl started to rise from the couch and lean away from the approaching man. She made it to her feet and took one step before he had her arm in his grasp.
Traci looked at Chris, a slight smile crossing her face. "Does this have anything to do with the Christmas party?"
"It has everything to do with it," Chris said.
By now, Tom had fastened the scarf securely to one of Traci's wrists.
"This way," he said, pulling the girl backwards.
He led her to the end of the table and made her lie on the floor. He then looped the scarf around the legs of the table and tied the loose end of the scarf to her other wrist. Tom looked down on the perfect, youthful body stretched out below him. He didn't know if this was whom he had fucked earlier, but he certainly knew he would be inside her soon.
Chris walked over and stood next to Tom. "Isn't she beautiful? "
"Very," Tom said. "If I haven't already, I'd love to have sex with her."
"Get in line," Chris answered.
With that, the woman moved next to Traci and straddled her head, facing Traci's feet. Traci looked up at the pussy a few feet above her. She wanted to taste it again, as she had a few weeks earlier when Chris was tied to a headboard by the same scarf that now restrained her.
Chris didn't hesitate long. She lowered herself to her knees and then placed her cunt near the girl's mouth.
"Make me cum again, Traci. Just like you did before."
Traci's tongue was already visible when the cunt reached her lips. Tom, meanwhile, was both shocked and energized by what he saw. As Traci began to lick his wife's pussy, Tom began to masturbate at the girl's feet. Chris moved her body giving Traci access to her clit and vagina, which made Tom hard again in a matter of seconds.
Traci very much wanted to reach up and pull Chris tight against her face. She strained against the scarf's unyielding pressure. But, she didn't need to worry. Chris was giving her free contact with every sensitive area. Several times, Traci found her tongue deep inside of Chris. Other times, she was sliding it across a swollen clit.
The man watching them now held a full erection in one hand, fiercely stroking it. He moved forward, between Traci's legs. She parted them and bent her knees. Chris watched closely as he knelt down and placed his cock at the entrance to her cunt. With his hands under the young girl's thighs, he thrust himself into her.
Traci moaned from underneath Chris. "Oh, yes," they heard her whisper. Then her tongue was back at work.
Tom almost immediately knew this was not the woman he was in earlier. This vagina was tight. Much tighter. It seemed to draw him in and hold him. It was wet and hot. It was wonderful.
Each of them thought separately that this was, perhaps, perfect sex. Their senses were heightened by the others around them. Only Tom, because of the earlier sex, was not on the verge of cumming. They all wanted this to last, but knew it couldn't.
Chris was the first to cum. "Oh, my God. Yes. Yes. Right there," she nearly screamed.
As Traci's tongue hit her clit repeatedly, Chris came in waves. She forced herself down until Traci's entire mouth swallowed up her clit. Chris put her hands on the table behind her and let the orgasms come one after the other.
Seeing his wife climax from the licking and sucking of another woman was more than Tom could take. He came inside Traci, his face just inches from Chris body. Each time he propelled his throbbing cock into the girl, another shot of cum resulted. He lifted her ass off the floor and pushed harder and deeper.
Feeling his hot cum pour out caused Traci to cum as well. Chris was about done as the girl joined Tom in climaxing. Their combined moans and groans resonated throughout the room. The louder Tom got, the more Traci came. Eventually, they were urging each other on verbally. The effect was telling. A man who had drained himself of cum a short time before was again being squeezed of all his juices by a willing pussy.
Shortly, all three were on the floor. Chris and Tom each had one of Traci's breasts in their mouth, feeling very satisfied.
Chris and Tom felt a new appreciation for each other, not to mention their new friends…Traci and the scarf.
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Linda counted the reps in her head. Eight, nine, ten. The muscles in her thighs ached as she forced her legs apart one last time. Of all the machines in the athletic club, this was the one she hated the most. It wasn’t just the pain. She also felt a little self-conscious from the gazes of the passing men as she spread her legs against the weighted force of the leg machine.
She brought her legs together and felt the pain subside. She would do one more set of ten before moving to another piece of equipment, she promised herself.
Linda was a 34-year-old mother of one. She didn’t exercise because she HAD to. At 5’6” and 130 pounds, she was far from overweight. Linda just wanted to lose 5 pounds and get in better shape. The second looks she got from many of the guys at the club assured her she hadn’t yet completely lost her figure.
Plus, it got her out of the house. Her husband could spend one hour of “quality” time with their 8-year-old son. Between her job and her family, Linda could get pretty stressed. Some leg and abdominal exercises in combination with half an hour on the life cycle usually helped.
Linda wiped her face with a small towel. When she lifted it off her face, she noticed a woman climbing onto the leg curl machine next to her.
“That’s a hard one, isn’t it?” the woman said.
“Yeah. I’m getting too old for this,” Linda replied.
The other woman laughed. “Hardly. Anyway, you’re as old as you feel. If you keep yourself in shape, you’ll never get old.” With that, the woman smiled and began lifting a significant amount of weight with her right leg in steady, powerful motions.
Linda took the woman to be maybe 30 or 31. They were about the same height, but this woman had the body definition Linda was seeking. The shoulders and arms were muscular, but not masculine. Her breasts pressed firm against the sports bra. Her stomach and hips and legs were sculptured, but soft at the same time.
“Well, I do plan on getting older,” Linda sighed. “Just not flabbier.”
She started counting again. One, two, three…
Linda didn’t notice the woman watching her complete the last two reps. She buried her head in the towel once more and took a deep breath.
“Good job,” the woman said.
Linda thanked her. She caught herself looking at the woman’s facial features this time--the bright blue eyes, small nose and broad smile. Blonde hair was pulled back into a ponytail.
“That’s enough of that. I’m getting on a bike,” Linda said. She slowly lifted her legs and slid off the machine. “See ya.”
“Bye,” the woman said, before returning to her leg lifts.
Linda sat on the exercise bike, alternating her glance from the TV monitor to the athletic blonde who had moved to the knee lift device. The woman’s legs, locked tightly together, lifted with ease from one side to the other. Her loose shorts rose high up her legs with each lift. Linda looked with envy at the woman’s firm thighs.
Linda looked away. “God. C’mon, Linda. I can’t believe you would actually think like that,” she said to herself. She watched the closed-captioning scroll across the bottom of the TV monitor. When she looked back down, the woman was gone.
Linda completed her half hour on the bike and headed for the shower. Afterwards, she wrapped a towel around her and headed back to her locker. At the end of the same row was the blonde, pulling off her shorts. Linda watched the woman’s bare breasts hang seductively and her round ass point toward the lockers. She felt embarrassed when the woman finally noticed Linda just a few feet away, looking intently at the near perfect naked body.
“Oh, hi,” the woman said. “All done for today?”
“Yeah. Time to go home and crash,” Linda said. She unwrapped the towel nervously and hastily reached for her sweatshirt.
The woman grabbed her own towel and starting walking toward Linda, scanning her with her eyes. Linda pulled the sweatshirt over her head and let it fall to her hips.
“I’ll see you later in the week, maybe,” the woman said.
“Sure.”
Linda watched her head for the showers, her bare ass swaying gracefully.
“I hope so,” Linda said to herself.
Two nights later, Linda was back on the bike, her mind occupied by a sitcom re-run on the TV. She had scanned the exercise area several times, looking for the blonde. But, without success. This was probably good, she told herself. She had thought too much about the woman’s face and body the last two days.
“May I?”
Linda jerked her head around in surprise. The missing blonde was mounting the bike next to her.
“Of course. Hi.” Linda wondered if she sounded as flustered as she felt.
The woman was programming the bike’s computer. Linda envied the expensive looking, matching tank top and shorts outfit the woman wore. Not to mention the way she filled it out.
When she was done, the woman looked across at Linda. “I don’t think I introduced myself before. I’m Beth.”
“Hi, Beth. I’m Linda.”
They exchanged smiles and glanced back up at the TV. “Good thing I don’t come in here for entertainment,” Beth said.
“I know,” Linda replied. “But it takes my mind off the boredom of this bike.”
“Absolutely. I like the individual machines better. They just don’t do the cardiovascular like this does.”
“You been doing this for a long time?” Linda asked.
“A couple years,” Beth said. “Closer I got to thirty the more scared I was that I’d lose it…whatever I had.”
Linda smiled back at her. In her mind, Linda was confirming that what Beth had was quite adequate. However, Beth was, in many ways, a very insecure woman. For the past ten years she alternated between dating men and women. When she got tired of the boorish, juvenile acts of men, she would go out with a female friend. When petty jealousy and small talk bored her, she’d date a man certain to mindlessly throw her on a bed and fuck her.
Two months ago she dated the ultimate boor.
“I don’t think you have to worry,” Linda was saying.
“Thanks. Plus, I have no life. This is my idea of going out sometimes.”
“You’re single?” Linda asked.
“Yes. Thank God.”
“Sometimes…,” Linda let the thought drop. She didn’t even know this woman. Why dump on her?
Beth looked across at Linda. The awkwardness was apparent in her expression. The large diamond and band on Linda’s finger had been evident from the first time Beth watched the other woman. Maybe a married woman would give her a new perspective.
They chatted more comfortably for another twenty minutes or so. At the end of her half hour, Linda thanked Beth for making the time go faster and headed for the locker room.
Once again, Beth was at a nearby locker when Linda emerged from the shower. Beth’s sweaty tank top clung tightly to her full chest, highlighting erect nipples.
“Can I ask you something?” Beth said sheepishly.
A confused look crossed Linda’s face. “Sure. What?”
“You don’t have to…I mean, if you can’t…Uh, would you like to come over some night and we can have a drink or something. When we’re not panting and sweating.”
Linda laughed. Then realized the seriousness with which Beth had asked the question.
“Uh, sure. Yes. I think I would.”
“Great.” Beth reached inside her locker and pulled out a small piece of paper. “Here’s my phone number. Call me whenever you want. If you don’t call, I’ll understand.”
Linda realized quickly that Beth had prepared for this in advance. She felt oddly flattered. “Oh, I’ll call. Thanks.”
By the time Beth was undressed and in the shower, Linda was on her way home. Maybe a new friendship would be a good thing. She wasn’t sure what she had in common with Beth, but she certainly was attractive and seemed to be fun to be around. Linda wondered to herself why the attractiveness of the cute blonde was always one of the first things she thought of. It was all a little scary.
It took three days for Linda to make the phone call. Arrangements were made for Linda to visit on a Friday night when her husband was taking their son to a movie. Beth promised to have pizza ready—veggie, of course—and Linda approved. Directions to Beth’s condo were given and both women said they were looking forward to it.
When she hung up, Linda exhaled as if she had been holding her breath for hours. “Did I sound anxious? Nervous?” Her mind was asking more questions than she could answer. She decided to just go, have a good time, and come home. No big deal.
Beth spent the next couple days working, exercising (without seeing Linda, unfortunately) and thinking about their “date.” She had friends over all the time. This should be no different. But it was. This was a relative stranger; married; with a kid; who almost certainly had never had a lesbian experience.
Could she be sure of that? Probably, Beth thought. She noticed how Linda scurried to get dressed in the locker room or wrapped the towel tightly around herself. There were no outward signs of physical attraction, except when she caught Linda looking at her in the locker room. Maybe that wasn’t what it seemed to be. Nevertheless, Beth thought often of Linda’s brown eyes, brunette hair and rounded features.
Friday finally arrived and Linda rushed home from work. After a fast meal and arguments with her son about clothes and face washing, she was alone. A quick shower left her standing naked in the bedroom, pulling on underwear and struggling with her own choice of wardrobes. She wasn’t sure why she fretted over what to wear to a friend’s condo for pizza, but she did. The obvious choice of jeans and a sweater won out.
Across town, Beth was having a much easier time. Her selection of “flirting” clothes was fairly limited. Tight jeans and a low cut, black pullover shirt would do just fine. Worked before, didn’t it? She smiled to herself in the mirror. Her blonde hair flowed over her ears and neck and lightly onto her shoulders. A couple inches of cleavage invited the eye down to bare nipples poking against the shirt.
Linda arrived fifteen minutes late, not wanting to appear all that overanxious. The two women made small talk while Beth showed her guest around the first floor of the condo. Ultimately, they ended up in the kitchen and Beth poured them glasses of wine. She had ordered a pizza just before Linda arrived and they went into the living room to sit and wait for it.
They discussed jobs, TV, music and men.
“Will you ever get married?” Linda asked.
Beth shrugged. “Who knows? I never lose any sleep over it.”
“Marriage is overrated, I think,” Linda said in a tone apparently designed to make Beth feel better. “Somebody must have the perfect marriage that you read about all the time. I don’t know anybody who does, though.”
“There’s too much pressure in marriage,” Beth said. “Sexual pressure. Financial pressure. Pressure about who your friends are.”
Linda nodded as she finished her drink.
“Did your husband question you about tonight?” Beth asked.
“Of course. But I can tell him the truth. That’s part of the trust. But he had to ask. He’s a man.”
“Sounds more like the nagging wife to me,” Beth said with a laugh.
“He’s OK.” Linda’s smile was genuine.
The doorbell indicated it was time to eat. They opened the pizza box on the floor and sat next to each other—eating, talking and drinking. More than once, Linda glanced in envy at the full breasts hanging loosely inside Beth’s shirt as she leaned over for more pizza.
Soon, they split the last two pieces. Beth placed her hands inside the bottom of her shirt and lifted it as she rubbed her stomach.
“That was great. But, I didn’t need it,” she said. Linda watched the hands slide over the woman’s smooth skin in a sensual display.
Beth lay back, letting the shirt rise even further. A shiny navel ring glistened in the soft light. Beth ran her forefinger over it a couple times, her eyes closed. Linda was mesmerized.
“I’ll put the box in the trash,” Linda said hastily. She had to do something besides stare at this woman’s sleek abdomen. She grabbed the empty pizza box and headed for the kitchen.
After finding the trash can and shoving the box inside, Linda started to turn. Instead, she felt two arms embrace her. She was startled at first, but a soft voice soon calmed her.
“Thanks for coming over Linda.” Beth’s hands met under Linda’s breasts, pressed firmly against her sweater.
“Thanks for inviting me,” Linda replied. How she mustered the air to speak, she didn’t know.
“When do you have to be home?” Beth asked quietly.
There was a pause. “I can’t stay too late.”
Beth’s hands inched their way down until reaching the bottom of the sweater. Slowly, they rose again until she felt the bare skin of Linda’s stomach. Linda’s heart raced, her throat constricted and her muscles tensed. Yet, the touch of the woman’s hands was magical.
Beth was silent. Her breath rushed past Linda’s ear, rustling the fine brown hair that hung over it.
“Can you come over again, some time?” Beth finally inquired.
The little fingers of both hands were inside the top of Linda’s jeans.
“I’d love to. I enjoyed it.” Linda’s head spun. She didn’t know whether to turn, remove Beth’s hands, or take off her jeans.
“Good. You’re welcome to stay as long as you’d like.”
Linda turned. “Just a few more minutes, I guess. Then I really have to go.”
The two women stood inches apart. Tension was evident in their eyes. Sexual tension, drawing them closer still—until Linda moved forward and walked gingerly past her host.
They sat in the living room and talked for another half hour before Linda announced she had to go. Beth reluctantly said goodbye after they agreed once more to meet again soon.
Linda felt the adrenalin rush through her body on the drive home. She determined that, in fact, she really wanted to stay more than she was willing to admit. Beth made her feel welcome, and comfortable, and…something she couldn’t put a handle on. In bed that night she ran her fingers over her stomach, trying to duplicate the feel of Beth’s hands.
The two women met each other several times at the athletic club over the next week and a half. Beth had decided not to push Linda on the issue of their next meeting, so it was with great surprise and satisfaction that Linda asked one day if Beth would be free the following Saturday night.
“Sure. Do you want to go anywhere…a movie?” Beth asked.
“How about if we just stay at your place? I’ll bring the refreshments this time,” Linda volunteered.
“OK. If you want. That would be great.”
“I have this creamy dessert stuff that is awesome,” Linda said with a smile.
Beth said, “I’ve never turned down a dessert. I can’t wait.”
This time Linda chose to wear a more revealing, sleeveless blouse with a wide-open neckline. Without a bra on it was about the most erotic she ever felt. She tucked the blouse inside designer jeans and looked in the mirror. Her nipples pressed against the thin material. The tops of her breasts were barely visible alongside the top button.
“Well, here goes,” she said to herself. Linda wasn’t sure what she expected, but one of the things she liked about Beth was her spontaneity. Spontaneous sex wasn’t to be ruled out, she assumed.
Beth was brushing her hair one last time when the doorbell rang. She walked quickly to the door and welcomed in her guest.
“Wow. You look great in that blouse, Linda,” Beth said while taking the dish holding the dessert from Linda.
“Thanks. Can I help with anything?” They were walking toward the kitchen, with Linda watching Beth’s ass sway with each step. The tight jeans rode low on Beth’s hips and a simple white t-shirt was tucked inside.
“Nope. There’s really nothing to do,” Beth said. She smiled back at Linda. “What’s in here?”
Beth was pulling the lid off the plastic container. Inside was a layer of white cream with a half dozen strawberries lying on top.
“Oh, wow. What’s underneath?”
“A filling made with Jello and Cool Whip and more fruit,” Linda explained.
“Yummy,” Beth said. “Can we have some now?”
“Of course. That’s why I brought it,” Linda said with a smile.
Beth sliced big pieces of the scrumptious looking delight and placed them on dishes. With forks in hand, the women walked back into the living room.
They sat on the couch, talking and eating. There was more talking than eating as the women discussed new events in their lives since the previous meeting. As usual, the athletic club came up several times during the discussion, with appropriate laughter over the fact they were eating dessert at the same time.
Beth continually found herself sneaking a quick look at the opening in Linda’s blouse. It was apparent the woman wasn’t wearing a bra. Was this normal? One thing the two had not talked about much was clothing. Neither considered it a major part of their existence, it seemed. Whatever the case, Beth found it erotic and very tempting. Very tempting, indeed.
Linda watched Beth’s body language. She had become interested in the subject during a seminar her company recently made her attend. Sometimes, it worked in reverse. She found herself more self-conscious of her own body language than what she gathered from the other person’s.
For instance, she remembers thinking back about how she acted around Beth in the locker room. How nervous she must have seemed. How uncomfortable she must have appeared, despite her pleasure in watching Beth dress and undress.
Now she watched Beth curl her legs under herself on the couch, her head tilting to the side when she listened. Occasionally, fingers played with the ends of her blonde hair. All signs of placated reassurance.
Beth worked her way through the dessert, leaving a small amount on her dish. The time had come for her to test the level of Linda’s acceptance of her. The evening would either end abruptly or transcend to a new intensity.
Beth placed her plate next to Linda’s on the coffee table in front of the couch. In doing so, she shifted herself closer to Linda.
“This is marvelous dessert, Linda,” she said.
“Thanks. It’s real easy to make.”
Beth used her finger to scrape a small amount of the creamy topping off the plate. Leisurely, she brought the finger to her mouth and licked off the white topping. Then she put her mouth around the end of the finger and licked some more. Her eyes never left Linda. Linda’s eyes never left the finger.
Linda tried to swallow. Beth reached back to the plate and took another swipe of topping. She leaned forward and offered it to her guest. The finger entered Linda’s mouth and was immediately engulfed by the waiting lips. Linda’s tongue cleaned the sweet cream from the finger in quick strokes.
The women were staring at each other intently. No smiles. No blinking. The room was silent, yet teeming with emotion.
Beth pulled her finger out and reached for the plate one more time. Linda’s already overworked mind tried to predict what was coming next. Not in her wildest dreams could she have imagined.
Beth moved forward and, with her empty hand, unbuttoned the top button of Linda’s blouse. Linda did not react. Beth pushed open the blouse slightly and spread the cream on her right forefinger over the exposed breast. Without hesitation, Beth placed her mouth over the breast and began to lick off the cream.
She heard Linda take in a breath. The body moved back, then forward again. Then it was still.
When the last of the cream was licked clean, Beth proceeded down the breast, pushing the blouse farther open. One more button was opened. Finally, she reached the nipple. Lightly at first, she ran her tongue over it. Then her mouth closed around it.
This time Linda sighed audibly. Beth’s tongue flicked over the nipple and the surrounding skin. There was no reason for Linda to find this any different than when her husband did the same thing. But, it was.
Beth used both hands to unbutton the blouse while continuing to suck on Linda’s left breast. When she reached the top of Linda’s jeans, she tugged the blouse out and finished the job.



With increased vigor, she slid her hands inside the blouse and wrapped her fingers around both breasts. Linda felt the fingers press against her skin, squeezing around her breasts. Combined with the amazing sensation of the woman’s tongue on her nipple, she was starting to get exceedingly aroused.
Beth switched breasts. She tried to lift the blouse out of the jeans entirely. Before she succeeded, Linda completed the task for her. Beth’s hands roamed freely over Linda’s chest and stomach and sides and back. Everywhere she touched sent chills through the other woman.
Beth worked her hands up to Linda’s shoulders and pushed the blouse down her arms. She waited for Linda to balk. Instead, the blouse slid down the arms, over her hands and onto the couch. Beth pushed it onto the floor.
Gently, Beth pressed against Linda’s chest. Linda leaned back and placed her head on the arm of the couch. They looked at each other briefly. Not wanting to give her guest any time to reconsider, Beth placed herself between Linda’s outstretched legs and lay on top of her.
She placed her mouth around one of Linda’s breasts and frantically licked and sucked it. Linda felt it clear down to her vagina. A growing wetness confirmed her yearning for more.
Linda put her hand on the back of Beth’s head and pressed it down. No words could have pleased Beth as much. Linda was her’s.
After another minute of enjoying the soft flesh of Linda’s breast in her mouth, Beth lifted herself until she sat upright on her knees. Then she pulled off her t-shirt, revealing large, round breasts with light brown nipples. Beth ran her fingers over them before lowering herself again. The breasts hovered above Linda’s head momentarily. Before Linda could pull Beth toward her, she found one of the breasts touching her lips.
Eagerly, Linda accepted the nipple and surrounding breast into her mouth. One hand kneaded the breast as her tongue began lapping at the erect tip. Soon, her other hand found the second breast. She pulled them together and alternated licking and sucking on each one.
Beth allowed the woman’s mouth to assault her for a moment before sliding back. Slowly, she put her lips on Linda’s. A soft kiss followed. Then her tongue traced around Linda’s mouth. Instantly, their mouths were open and their tongues were exploring each other.
With their breasts tightly compressed together, the women kissed and hugged. Linda’s arms ran up and down Beth’s bare back. She felt the smooth ripple of muscles on Beth’s shoulders. Then, to her own surprise, she found her hands at the base of Beth’s back, sliding inside the woman’s jeans.
When she felt the top of a pair of panties, her hands stopped. What was she doing? Why did she want to feel the woman’s ass so badly? Why was the woman’s tongue making her entire body shake?
Beth slid farther down Linda’s body. Past her neck and breasts. Her tongue followed a path past her stomach to the top of her jeans. With great agility, Beth unbuttoned Linda’s jeans and pulled down the zipper. A pair of white panties appeared. Beth’s fingers traced around the top of them and then down the open zipper. Linda closed her eyes as the fingers moved down.
Beth reached behind her and felt for Linda’s feet. She held the ankles, then pulled off Linda’s shoes, letting them fall to the floor with a thud.
Her hands came forward again to grasp the top of Linda’s jeans. Little by little, she inched them lower until nothing but the white panties covered Linda’s hips and ass.
“Lift your legs,” Beth said softly.
Linda stretched her legs upward next to Beth. The jeans were pulled up and, when Linda bent her legs again at the knees, completely off. Naked now except for her cotton panties, Linda felt a shiver that was not caused entirely by the cool air.
Beth ran her hands up the outside of Linda’s thighs. The skin was warm and soft and smooth. She moved her fingers to the inside of the thighs. The legs were parted just enough for Beth to kneel between them. When her hands reached the bottom of the panties, they parted a bit more.
Using her palms, Beth felt the softness of the panties on Linda’s waist. She took a second before moving one hand back between the other woman’s legs. Beth felt the warmth emanating from Linda’s pussy immediately. A second later she felt the wetness. Her fingers pressed against it.
Linda sighed. Her eyes were closed; her mouth open as if searching again for a nipple to suck. The harder Beth pressed against her pussy the harder Linda forced herself onto Beth’s hand.
Finally, Beth took the top of the panties and pulled them down. A neatly shaven patch of light brown hair covered the area below Linda’s clit. Beth dragged the panties over the woman’s knees and ankles and feet. She let them fall to the floor along with the rest of Linda’s clothes.
Beth took a second to admire the nude body lying under her. Linda’s thighs were firm and inviting; her hips full; her breasts heaving with each rapid breath.
But her eyes came back to that patch of hair and the folds of skin leading from the clit to the vagina. Beth put her hands under Linda’s ass and leaned forward. Linda spread her legs without hesitation.
Beth began to lift Linda’s body to her face, but Linda needed no urging. Her hips rose voluntarily from the couch and gladly met her friend’s extended tongue. The instant they met, Linda flinched. Then the tongue slid up and contacted her swollen clit.
“Oh, God. Beth,” Linda managed to murmur.
Beth licked the clit with long, wet strokes. Harder and harder, until her lips closed around it.
“Ahhh, yes. Yes.”
Linda’s hands once again forced Beth’s head down onto her body. In return, Beth raised her arms and felt for the erect nipples of Linda’s breasts. The combined sensations hit Linda like lightning.
Beth squeezed the nipples tightly and sucked on the clit with greater passion. Her tongue flicked across it several times, resulting in a series of jerks from the woman under her. Beth massaged the ass in her hands, pulling it up at the same time.
Linda’s body began to quiver. She held her breath and felt the muscles in her legs tighten. An orgasm started deep inside the pit of her stomach and rushed through her cunt.
“God. Yes. Beth, I’m cumming. I’m cumming.”
She moaned loudly, arching her back off the couch. She fell back down as the first wave exploded. Then she was rising again. And again. She was trying to fuck Beth’s mouth. Frantically groaning with each thrust, she was lost in a series of non-stop orgasms.
Beth tried her best to hang on. She used to tongue to lap at whatever she could find. Sometimes she was at the entrance to Linda’s cunt, other times on the clit. When she could sustain a few seconds of action on the clit alone, Linda started a new orgasm. This went on for what seemed like an eternity.
In reality, Linda was lost in the midst of multiple orgasms over about ninety seconds—the best ninety seconds of her life.
“Stop. Beth, please. Stop,” Linda pleaded. She backed away from Beth’s probing tongue, despite the woman’s efforts to hold her in place.
Exhausted, Linda lay on the couch again, letting Beth rest her head on her breasts. Beth’s jeans felt strangely soft and warm against Linda’s bare legs. Soon, she would want the jeans off the woman. She knew it…and accepted it.
Rather than wait, Beth acted on her own. She rolled off the couch and stood, facing Linda. She kicked off her shoes and unbuttoned the jeans. Beth pushed the jeans down her hips until they fell to the floor. Without reaching down, she stepped out of them, never taking her eyes off Linda’s face. Next came the panties, a pair of small thongs that did little to hide her pussy.
Linda looked on with keen interest. Yes, she had seen the woman in the athletic club locker room. But, never like this. Never with the knowledge that the body would soon be her’s to play with.
Beth was naked. Her fingers traced the outline of her pussy, then her navel, and finally her breasts. When she moved back onto the couch and lingered over Linda’s body, it made Linda desperately lustful. Beth loved the flirting aspect of lovemaking, but tonight she was too horny to prolong it.
She scooted forward and placed her pussy directly over Linda’s face. Linda grabbed the woman’s ass and pulled the body closer. Within seconds, Linda’s tongue was working on the opening to Beth’s vagina. Sweet juices met her tongue and lips. Linda pushed her tongue inside the woman. A moan from above signaled approval.
“My clit, hon. Lick my clit,” Beth was saying.
Linda immediately obeyed. Beth played with her own nipples roughly as the tongue found her engorged clit. Linda sucked it with her lips and stroked it with her tongue. The few times she had taken her husband in her mouth were never as exhilarating as this. She didn’t want to stop.
Beth’s orgasm struck quickly and without warning. Suddenly, she was crying for Linda to lick her harder. Her moans grew more intense and Linda felt Beth’s juices flow off her tongue. Beth shrieked as another orgasm poured through her.
“Don’t stop. God, Linda, don’t stop.”
Linda wasn’t about to. Her mouth was everywhere on Beth’s pussy. She tasted the juice flowing from Beth’s cunt and spread it clear up to her clit. A few more muffled screams from Beth and the orgasms subsided.
Beth collapsed on top of Linda, rolling onto her side so her head rested on Linda’s shoulder. They held each other tightly and caught their breath.
“God, Linda. That was awesome,” Beth sighed.
“Thank you. You made me feel wonderful.” Linda stroked Beth’s fine blonde hair.
“I’ve wanted you since I first met you. I hope you aren’t mad at me,” Beth said.
“Mad? I loved it. I hope it wasn’t the last time.”
“You’re welcome any time.” Beth was tracing circles around Linda’s breasts.
They lay on the couch for the rest of the evening before Linda said she had to go. They dressed and kissed once more. It wouldn’t be the last time.
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"This was a great idea, Jen. I think it's going to be fun."
Debbie took a long drink from the straw poking out of a half-empty coconut. The flower attached to a swizzle stick tickled her nose. The scent of rum, cherry and orange invaded her senses.
"Well, I'm glad you decided to come," Jennifer answered. They touched their coconut drinks together as if toasting on New Year's Eve.
The two friends walked down the narrow hall of the cruise ship's fifth passenger deck. Debbie's sheer swimsuit cover waved in the air as she walked. It lay open, revealing her soft pink two-piece suit and tanned body.
Jennifer's shirt was a little heavier and longer, and also was open in the front to reveal her blue bikini. She had a Barbie-like waist, which exaggerated the ample breasts and hips on her tall frame.
Both had fine blonde hair that was still damp from their recent swim. Three more days in the Caribbean sun would lighten the hair even more. The twenty three year old women had planned the cruise for almost a year and both were excited on this first day at sea.
"Good afternoon, ladies."
A dark-haired young man in a light blue cruise line uniform stood outside an open cabin door, smiling broadly at the two women. A second uniformed man, even younger looking than the first, stood in the doorway.
Jennifer and Debbie smiled back and said "hi". Two pairs of eyes watched them proceed down the hallway until they stopped at their cabin, unlocked it and entered.
"5032. Maybe that's the one," the man outside the cabin said. The other man nodded silently.
Inside the cabin, Debbie put down her drink and pulled open the shade covering the porthole. Deep blue water below and lighter blue sky above met her eyes. In the distance, the outline of another cruise ship could be seen on the horizon, near the setting sun.
She curled one leg under her body and peered out.
"It's so peaceful," she said softly.
Jennifer already was out of her swimsuit and was pulling on panties. Debbie turned to see her friend dressing and secretly admired her features. At a petite 5'2", Debbie often yearned for a tall, shapely body like Jennifer's. Jennifer, of course, often craved a small frame with well-proportioned parts like Debbie's.
Debbie slid off the couch that doubled as a bed and slipped past her roommate in the tight cabin space. Jennifer was finishing pulling on shorts and a t-shirt. As Debbie rummaged through her drawer for clothes, Jennifer blow-dried her hair.
Neither girl felt uncomfortable in the confines of the cabin…yet. They had worked together for two years and socialized often. They didn't expect any problems sharing the room, but time would tell. So far so good.
As Debbie finally settled on an outfit and dressed, Jennifer brushed her hair and looked once more at herself in the mirror. Her nipples pressed firmly against the shirt she had tucked into her shorts, which were fashionably short. "Very nice," she thought to herself.
Debbie chose a tank top and shorts.
"You look great in that," Jennifer said as Debbie dried her hair.
"Thanks. I wonder why I go to the gym so much sometimes. Then I try to put on summer clothes."
The girls laughed together.
"You ready to go eat?" Debbie asked.
"Yep. Which way to the buffet?"
They pulled the door shut behind them and walked once more down the narrow hall, feeling the boat gently rock below them. As they passed the first hallway leading to the interior staterooms, they saw the two young men in uniforms leaning against a housekeeping cart. This time, there were smiles but no other comments.
Jennifer and Debbie ate a quick snack at the buffet, reminding each other that dinner in the main dining room wouldn't be until 8:30 that night. They both looked forward to dressing up for the dinners, especially the one formal dinner that would be held later in the cruise.
For now, the meal was light and the talk relaxing. Darkness was just beginning to fall on the waters outside as the girls headed for the ship's casino. Each of them put $20 into slot machines with Debbie the only one able to cash out at close to the same amount one half hour later.
"Not only did I blow the twenty," Tiffany whined, "but, there isn't a single guy in here I'd consider spending ten minutes with."
"I know," Debbie agreed. "I think that bar on deck eight may be our best bet after dinner."
"OK. We'll try that."
Below, two men stood inside the darkness of cabin 5032. One of them was placing duct tape over the light switch by the door. The other was fumbling with a small duffle bag. He pulled out two small plastic spray bottles, keeping one and giving the other to his partner. The same was done with two strips of cloth, two ski masks and two switchblades.
The makeshift gags were stuffed in their back pockets along with the knives. The masks were pulled down tight over their heads. In dark jogging suits, they were virtually invisible. Then they waited—one in the bathroom and one in the closet just inside the door.
At 8 p.m., the two women were outside the door to their cabin. Jennifer slid her credit card size 'key' into the lock, withdrew it and watched for the green light to flash. When it did, she opened the door.
The faintly lit hall did little to illuminate the entranceway. Jennifer reached for the light switch. Nothing. She slid her hand across the wall as the girls edged inside the cabin. She continued to feel for the switch, her fingers gliding over nothing that felt right.
"Well…," she muttered. She was completely inside the room and Debbie was nearly all the way in. Both took another step. Now Jennifer was searching the wall from shoulder height to her waist. "Where the hell…"
Jennifer heard a rustle to her left first. Before it had even registered in her mind, she heard what sounded like a spray. At the same instant that Debbie heard her friend gasp, the spray also entered her eyes.
Both girls let out the first sound of a scream as their eyes exploded in pain. As soon as their mouths opened, hands were cupped over them. Blinded and dazed, the girls were pulled forward and the door was slammed shut behind them.
Jennifer bumped up against a couple bodies as the room burst into frenzied action. A gag was placed in her mouth and tied tightly behind her head. She choked on the combination of residual spray and the cloth before being able to breathe again. By then, a soft mask had been pulled over her head. It smelled and felt like a ski mask, but with no hole for her nose or mouth.
She wanted desperately to shout to Debbie, asking if she was all right. Instead, she was led by the arm farther inside the cabin. By the noises around her, she surmised Debbie was also in the room. Beyond that, she knew or understood nothing except for the fact her eyes burned intolerably.
She was pushed forward and stumbled into the couch. A hand on her shoulder forced her to sit awkwardly, almost causing her to fall on the floor. One more shove on the shoulder and she was laying flat on her back.
Jennifer felt a hand grab her ankle. A second later, her shoe was yanked off. The same thing happened to the other foot and now it became real. The thought that passed through her mind earlier without conscious recognition—the thought that she was going to be raped—came back. She was blind, in pain and helpless.
Her hands instinctively came up in front of her to ward off the unseen attacker. Even though she felt him climb on the couch and straddle her legs, she could not reach him with her hands. Instead, two hands roughly clutched her wrists and her arms were thrown apart.
Jennifer considered the power of the man's movements and lay still. The next time she felt his hands, they were tugging at the bottom of her t-shirt. The shirt was pulled from inside her shorts. She felt the material slide across her stomach and toward her breasts.
The hands touched her bare skin, sending chills through Jennifer's body. More gently now, the fingers skimmed over her ribs until stopping at the base of her breasts, inside her shirt. After a brief pause, the hands covered her breasts. They moved back and forth, up and down, as if measuring their fullness.
Revulsion flowed through the woman. She reached for the mask covering her face.
Violently, the man gripped her arm. A second later a clicking sound was heard near her chest. Jennifer twitched in pain and terror as the point of a very sharp object made contact with the side of her neck below the mask. A knife, she thought. Held without a sound, pressed firmly against her skin to relay a message. She lay still again.
The point of the knife retreated from her neck. Her shirt was pushed higher. The man reached under her to free the back of the shirt and pulled it up. One more lifting of the shirt in front and Jennifer felt the cool night air hit her naked breasts.
A cold, hard object tapped against one nipple, followed by a prick signaling the return of the knife. Jennifer held her breath. The tip of the knife moved across her right breast to her left. Again, it traced the outline of her areola.
There was a pause before two hands snatched the shirt up over the girl's head. Jennifer stretched out her arms, allowing the garment to be pulled off. She felt incredibly vulnerable. Despite years of wearing nothing under skimpy shirts, she never realized until now how much security they provided.
Debbie was experiencing similar feelings. Her tank top had been removed soon after she was thrown onto the other couch. Hands kneaded her breasts and squeezed her nipples until they ached. Her attempts to call out in anger and frustration were met with fingers wrapped tightly around her neck until she calmed down. Then the hand returned to her naked breast.
Jennifer felt the man above her move. Without any other warning, a warm wet sensation engulfed her left breast. A tongue was lapping at her nipple while the rest of the mouth closed around it. The man sucked on the breast while pushing it up with his hand. His tongue worked furiously on Jennifer's nipple, causing it to grow noticeably.
Jennifer cursed her attacker. She had always had sensitive breasts and found any contact with her nipples extremely arousing. It was only because of the circumstances that she wished he would stop.
His mouth moved to the opposite breast. Following a few light licks, the hard sucking continued. Jennifer felt it clear to her pussy.
When the licking stopped and the man could be felt moving again, Jennifer feared the worst. Fingers met at the button at the top of her shorts. She felt the shorts loosen around her waist. She heard, and felt, the zipper being lowered. She considered kicking upward real hard, but valued her life too much. And Debbie's.
Debbie was already feeling her shorts being tugged off her legs. Naked now except for her panties, she shook uncontrollably and cried under the mask. Her attacker waited, apparently looking at his victim in the miniscule light that existed in the moonlit cabin.
She felt his hands move up the inside of her creamy thighs. They pushed her legs apart and continued over her panty-covered pussy. His fingers crossed over the opening to her vagina and traced around the flaps of skin on either side. Debbie's entire body jerked when he reached her clit.
More gently, he pulled the panties down her legs using the waistband. Debbie felt the material clear her feet. She was naked; scared; alone, even in a crowded cabin. How could she be this naked with a man and be this miserable? How could she survive what was going to happen to her? What would it feel like?
Jennifer felt the cold metal of the ever-present knife on the inside of her thigh. It moved up. It pulled against the fabric of her panties. Then it made an awful cutting sound and the tight panties became loose around her waist and ass.
The knife touched the other thigh. It cut again. The panties were lifted off her body.
Jennifer's heart raced. Her long, nude body was trapped under an unknown assailant. An assailant who now stepped off the couch. Jennifer heard zippers being opened and what sounded like clothes being taken off. Not a word was spoken. She thought she heard crying-like sounds from the other couch. The darkness was total.
She jumped when a hand touched her shoulder, then proceeded down to her breast. It passed over the nipple and advanced to her stomach. She knew it wouldn't stop. She knew from the feeling in the pit of her stomach what would happen next.
What surprised her was the fact that when the hand reached her clit, she didn't turn her hips away. She froze. She felt the fingers grope for the piece of flesh between the folds of skin. And find it.
Jennifer gasped. The fingers went lower. They slid between her legs and found her vagina. Pressing her legs tighter together, she prevented the hand from entering her. So, the hand withdrew.
There was movement. He was on the couch again—spreading her legs again. Wider.
Then Jennifer felt it. The hardness of it against her pussy wasn't frightening or shocking. It rubbed against her, up to her clit. Damn, it felt almost pleasant. He let it rest there.
Eventually, he moved up so the cock rested on one of Jennifer's nipples. The man took her left hand and placed it on the shaft. Jennifer pressed it down onto her breast. Then, without any other instructions, began rolling the cock back and forth over her nipple.
She felt the cock harden and grow, blood pulsing through it rapidly. Her nipple also responded.
After a brief time, the man backed up once more. Jennifer felt his hands on her waist, followed by his cock at the entrance to her vagina. She held her breath…felt the head of the cock push forward…and whimpered when it entered her. It was a strong, steady thrust.
What little wetness that had accumulated because of the manipulation of her nipples softened the brunt of his entry. The man's hips met hers and he was in completely.
Immediately, he began fucking the girl.
Debbie bit down on her gag as the attacker entered her. His cock stretched the entrance to her cunt and seemed to rise to her stomach. With fast, long strokes, he began entering her repeatedly.
The girl had never had a man as thick as this one. The combination of pain and anxiety sent unfamiliar sensations through her body. But, when his hands settled on her nipples, recognizable feelings returned. The more he squeezed them the more she responded.
Unknowingly, her cunt contracted around his cock. She felt it hit against the walls of her vagina and against her cervix. It was warm and hard and long.
Jennifer felt her breasts vibrate rhythmically with her rapist's thrusts. His hands lifted her ass off the couch slightly. Occasionally, he would squeeze her butt. Other times, he would lift her by the hips.
She clenched her fists and wanted to strike back. But, his forceful drives pushed her back against the couch each time.
Jennifer sensed a change when his hands clutched her breasts. He gripped them tightly, squeezing and pushing. On about every third or fourth plunge into her cunt, he would stop and groan. The cock inside her felt bigger, if that was possible.
Then he came. Suddenly and with great energy. With an urgent grunt from above and a desperate push of the cock inside her, Jennifer felt warm cum hit her vagina wall. The man stabbed into her over and over, shooting hot streams of cum each time.
She felt his chest press against her breasts as he lowered himself to try to get even deeper inside her. He thrust three more times. Then collapsed on top of her.
Debbie heard the results of Jennifer's assailant's orgasm. Apparently, so did the man fucking her. He, too, began cumming. He pulled Debbie's petite hips toward him as he propelled himself into her. She could feel his cum accumulating inside her. She felt it spread over her pussy lips as he pulled his cock out and plunged it in again. She lifted her hips voluntarily.
Stop, she thought. Stop before I don't want you to. The sounds he produced and the feel of his thick cock excited her, despite the dreadful state of affairs. She couldn't cum. She wouldn't cum.
The man, however, came for what seemed forever. Debbie felt the cock eventually soften and when he withdrew it, she felt empty. His mouth was on her breasts, sucking peacefully now.
Jennifer and Debbie breathed slightly easier as the men got off the couches. Was that the end? Would they leave now? Would I live?
Still, not a sound came from the men. Fifteen minutes of relative silence passed. Only the occasional sound in the center of the room signaled the girls were not alone.
Debbie was just beginning to relax a little when her couch moved. Someone was near her feet. Now they were between her legs. Two hands once again forced her legs wider apart.
Not again, she screamed to herself. Please.
She waited for the hard shaft to find her cunt again. But, it wasn't hard. It was wet and it moved up to her clit.
A tongue was lapping at her clit. Then a pair of lips was wrapped around it. A wonderful, sensual feeling overcame her. The tongue pressed harder against her engorged clit.
My God, don't stop. Lick it. Suck it. Please let me cum.
Hands were under her ass, lifting her higher. She obliged and forced her pussy into the face above it. She wanted the tongue to fuck her.
The man who had been inside Jennifer a few minutes earlier had every intention of putting his once-again hard cock inside this small girl. But her actions made him think twice. Now he licked her more intensely.
Yes, Debbie said to herself. There. Right there.
She moaned and rocked her hips upward. Within a few minutes, she was on the verge of an orgasm. She wanted to scream at him not to stop. The only thing that came to her mind was to put her hands on the back of his head and hold him in place. So she did.
Her orgasm exploded deep inside her cunt. Everyone in the room heard her cry through the gag. The man sucking her certainly felt it in her body.
Debbie's small frame quivered, rising and falling on the couch. She shook her head back and forth with each wave of an orgasm. And the man continued attacking her clit. With it deep in his mouth, Debbie couldn't stop cumming. Nor did she want to.
One minute…two minutes passed. Her body fell to the couch in a heap. Exhausted and spent.
Two men, thoroughly aroused now, raped once again—and then left the cabin after taping the girls' hands behind their backs.
It took only a few minutes for the two friends to work each other free. They pulled off the ski masks and hugged each other with tears flowing down their cheeks. It would be little use reporting the crime. They were alive. That was enough.
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Traci reached inside the shower and tested the water. Just right. She slid open the glass door and stepped in. With the steam from the water enveloping her body, Traci stood for a moment, enjoying the sauna-like effect. Besides, it was mid-morning on a Saturday and she wasn’t fully awake, yet.
In due course, she inched forward until the water struck her abdomen. Tilting her head backward slightly, she let the spray hit her face. Then she allowed the shower to engulf her head and flow down her long, dark blonde hair.
Traci wiped her face with her hands, followed by her breasts--cupping them in her palms and watching the water flow over the nipples. She moved her hands down over her stomach and onto her legs. When she reached as far as she could without having to bend over, she brought her hands up the back of her legs.
They came to her ass and stopped. She felt the coolness of the tight, rounded flesh. She thought back to the last pair of hands that held her cheeks. How gentle they were. How loving the touch.
Diane knocked once more on Traci’s front door. She inserted her key and pushed the door ajar.
“Traci? You home?”
The shout was unanswered. Diane walked in and quietly closed the door. The condo’s living room was, of course, neat and clean. This quality of Traci’s drove Diane nuts. But she loved her anyway.
“Traci?”
Still no answer. Then the sound of the shower came to Diane from down the hall. She let out a small sigh of relief as she walked softly toward the bathroom. Diane told herself she would allow herself a peek to make sure Traci was OK, then make coffee.
Reaching the open bathroom door, she poked her head around the corner. Through the glass doors of the shower she could clearly see her twenty three year old girlfriend soaping her full, firm breasts. Water flowed down the young woman’s back, over the soft ass Diane loved so much to fondle.
Now Traci was moving the soap to her stomach and hips and, finally, between her legs. Diane watched as Traci slid the bar along the folds of skin hidden from view by the girl’s hips. Slowly the soap rose and fell over the area. Diane saw Traci’s eyes fall shut and her mouth open slightly.
Diane knew she should leave the doorway and go to the kitchen. Or announce her presence, which would certainly scare her friend to death. Instead, she felt frozen in place…compelled to watch.
What she saw was Traci putting the soap in it’s tray, then return her hand to her pussy. The rhythmic action started again. This time, only her fingers were involved. But the eyes were still shut and the mouth was still partly open. Traci’s tongue wiped across her lips and disappeared again.
When the hand was still stroking the area between Traci’s legs fifteen seconds later, Diane knew she wouldn’t leave the doorway. Her eyes were glued to the scene enfolding in front of her and the wetness between her own legs gave away her interest.
Traci used her free hand to squeeze the nipple on her left breast. Even from the distance of the door Diane could see it grow.
Almost without conscious thought, Diane’s hand slid inside her jeans. Her fingers reached for the clit under her soft panties and rubbed it gently. She had to have more room.
She quickly unbuttoned her jeans and, as silently as possible, pulled down the zipper. Traci was working her own clit more frantically now, kneading her breast with the other hand. Diane put her hand inside her panties and felt the moist warmth of her pussy. One finger moved over her clit and down to the opening to her vagina. The pants were too tight for anything more, so she moved back up to the clit.
Diane smiled to herself when Traci spread her legs farther apart.
“She’s gonna cum. I just know it.”
Traci didn’t need a toy. She had her finger, which was inserted inside her vagina as far as it would go. The girl moved it like a piston, touching her g-spot when she could. Her other hand ultimately moved to her clit. It wouldn’t be long now.
Diane was lost in her own pleasure. The sight of her naked friend playing with herself, water flowing off her back and down her ass and legs was more than she could take. She pushed her jeans down until they lay at her ankles. Pulling at the waistband of her panties, she stuck her hand inside and began desperately stroking the length of her pussy.
Traci leaned forward against the shower wall. One hand pressed firmly against the wall while the other manipulated her clit. Her ass stuck out, creating an erotic curve to her hips that Diane found irresistible. She wanted so much to dive into the shower and devour the girl.
But, she also didn’t want Traci to stop. Watching the girl’s breasts hang invitingly from her chest, gently swaying, was making her crazy. Diane pulled off her shirt, revealing a set of petite breasts. She silently bent over and pulled off her shoes, followed by her jeans. Standing now in just a pair of panties, she returned to masturbating.
Traci’s eyes were clenched tightly shut. Her head was tilted back and her mouth was opened as if in anticipation of a breast being lowered into it. She was fucking her finger, then withdrew it and concentrated solely on her clit.
She took in a breath as the first hint of an orgasm built up inside her. Traci pressed her hand hard against the ultra sensitive clit. Using a frenzied circular motion, she maneuvered it back and forth, up and down.
“Ugh…come on,” she cried. “Mmmm…yeah.”
Traci’s orgasm rolled through her body. Her hips rocked as if being pounded from behind by an imaginary cock.
“Yes…yes.”
Her hand worked the entire length of her pussy. Fingers sank into her cunt, then emerged soaking wet to rub her clit. Another wave of orgasms hit her and she pressed harder against the shower wall.
Traci didn’t think it would end. She thought of Diane’s precious breasts stuffed into her mouth, the nipples being twirled by her tongue. She thought of the woman’s mouth wrapped around her clit, sucking it and licking it.
Another orgasm. Then the calm after-effects.
Diane stood completely naked, having pulled off her panties seconds earlier. She was on the verge of cumming…when Traci saw her.
Traci’s initial shock wore off quickly upon recognition of the elfin body on the other side of the glass. She slid open the door about a foot and peered out.
“How long…,” Traci began to ask.
“Long enough,” was the reply. “Need help?”
“Get in here, brat.”
Traci opened the door far enough for Diane to enter, then shut it again. They looked at each briefly before reaching out to hold each other’s hips and kissing. Tongues met in open mouths and hands felt for butts. They pulled each other closer until their bodies connected from the breasts to the knees.
“Did you cum?” Traci whispered in Diane’s ear.
“Not yet.”
Traci slid down the body of her twenty one year old lover. She stopped at the breasts and sucked on both nipples. Using her hands to lift the breasts, Trace licked them gently.
Then she continued down the body. When she reached the girl’s clit, Diane voluntarily opened her legs wider. Traci placed her hands on Diane’s ass, pulling her toward her.
Traci’s tongue met the clit, sending shivers through Diane. After a couple hard licks, Traci wrapped her lips around the engorged clit. Moans of joy came from the girl above her. Traci tasted the sweet juices flowing as she lowered her tongue to Diane’s cunt. Then she moved back up to the clit.
Diane flinched with this contact. Then stiffened. Traci knew it was time—she had felt this quivering in the girl’s body before.
“Yes…Traci, yes.”
“Cum for me, hon.”
Diane did just that. Putting her hands on the back of Traci’s head, she forced her hips forward. Traci’s tongue worked furiously on the clit, causing wave after wave of ecstasy to explode through Diane’s body. Soon, Traci’s soft lips were squeezing the finger-like clit.
Diane cried out again as her orgasms continued. Several minutes of watching Traci masturbate had worked her into a frenzy, and the release was better than she expected. The feel of Traci’s hands on her ass only increased the pleasure.
It was only a minute or so before she was satisfied. But, it seemed to be forever. With weak legs, she clung to the girl that was now back at her mouth, kissing her passionately.
“Good morning,” Traci said in her sexiest voice.
“God. That was great,” Diane managed to reply with a heavy sigh.
Their hands were each probing every inch of the other woman while water poured over them.
Out in the hall, a young brunette woman pulled quietly away from the open bathroom door and walked down the hallway toward the front door.
“I’ll come back later,” she said to herself. And smiled.
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I write erotic literature. That means I get a lot of e-mail. Some of it is very flattering; some of it is very obscene; some of it makes me cum.
Not long ago I got an e-mail from Dave and Erin--a couple in their twenties--telling me how they read my stories to each other while having sex. Erin loves to role-play and tease her lover. My stories help, they say.
I get wet from the descriptive e-mails they send giving me the details of what they did the night before. Then one day there was an attachment along with their e-mail. Three pics were included.
The first one showed Erin sitting on a bed, wearing a tight tube shirt. Just a hint of her cleavage showed above the shirt. Below that, two perfectly shaped and large breasts pressed against the shirt. Erin’s long, dark hair flowed down her neck and onto her back, behind soft, silky shoulders. She had dark eyes with cute, round, high cheekbones. Her smile was captivating.
The second photo showed a naked Erin kneeling on the bed. Her thick hair fell around her face, which now had a serious look on it. Erin’s breasts hung down appealingly while Dave took her from behind. His hands rested on her round ass and hips. The mood of pure sex oozed from the photo.
By the time I got to the third pic I was playing with myself inside my short skirt. The picture showed Erin from her head to her waist. She was naked and beautiful. Nipples stuck out erect from wonderful, full breasts. Her hourglass figure made me want desperately to see the pussy excluded from the photo.
I played with myself until I came. In my mind was the image of this young woman allowing me to suck on her tits and her clit, feeling her cum under me. My panties were soaked. I wanted her and her lover.
Over the next couple weeks more e-mails were exchanged. Our fantasies became the favorite topic. Erin’s favorite was to be the innocent schoolgirl taken by a sexy young man. It was suggested the three of us play it out one weekend night. I jumped at the opportunity.
It was agreed that I would drive the four hours to their hometown on a Saturday afternoon. I would meet Dave outside a popular mall and the two of us would “pick up” the innocent schoolgirl in the video game arcade. A short drive to their house would be followed by a night of unrestricted sex.
The drive down was excruciating. My jeans lay open so I could access my throbbing clit whenever I thought of the upcoming events. And that was often. I didn’t allow myself to cum, though, as I wanted to enjoy the night to its fullest. My nipples ached as they rubbed against the inside of my soft, low cut sweater.
Finally, I arrived at the mall. Dave was stationed exactly where he said he would be. We hugged and kissed upon meeting at last after all the e-mails. He was a tall, muscular man who felt very solid with my arms wrapped around him.
He complimented me on my jeans and sweater and had me turn once for him. I was a little nervous, but apparently passed the butt check as he whistled and smiled. The blush in my face was either embarrassment or pure lust.
We chatted as we entered the mall and headed for the movie complex video arcade. The ticket windows were packed with teenage girls in tight, hip hugging jeans and t-shirts. Boys in small groups huddled and pointed at the best of the outfits and bodies. Occasionally, adult couples would pass through, their arms around each other.
The entrance to the arcade looked like the opening to a cave. Only the multi-colored lights of games and change machines broke the darkness inside. The noise surrounded us as we walked down the first aisle. Kids bumped into us and congregated around popular machines.
Toward the end of the second aisle we approached a machine with a girl standing in front of it. She was playing it intensely, moving her body from side to side while her hands slid across the controls. Her short skirt swayed back and forth. One of her bare legs was lifted off the floor, bent at the knee. Her long hair was pulled into a ponytail with a brightly colored piece of cloth tied in a bow to hold it in place. The back of her plain pink shirt clung to her shoulders and ribs.
I followed Dave as he walked up to the girl. We stood on opposite sides of her and slightly behind her. She didn’t seem to notice us at first, too intent on playing the game on the screen before her.
“Shoot higher. Higher,” Dave said to her.
Two advancing members of the enemy force fell to the ground. The girl moved her contestant in the battle to the right of the screen. Her entire body shifted erotically in that direction.
I looked at her. Her shirt was unbuttoned at the top and fit tightly around her otherwise bare breasts. Her narrow, dark eyes focused sharply on the game. Lips parted slightly on her face, then came together again in a determined frown.
“Behind the wall. Quick.” Dave shouted instructions above the din of the arcade. The characters on the screen moved. The girl was safe again and lifted her arms to the air.
“Yes,” she shouted. “Awesome.”
She looked at Dave with a satisfied smile on her face. “Thanks, dude. I’ve never gotten that far on this game.”
Dave returned the smile and nodded. “Any time.”
His eyes fell from her face to her shirt to the short skirt to her long legs. And back. It was an obvious checking out of the young girl and she accepted it. She casually placed one hand on the top button of her shirt and played with it.
“You’re awfully cute to be alone,” Dave said.
“Ah, well, everybody had dates but me. I thought I’d just hang out in here a while,” she said. This time she looked over at me, her eyes dropping briefly to my chest before meeting mine again.
“Can we watch for a while?” Dave asked.
“Sure. That’s cool.”
The girl looked back at the screen and finished the game with even more energy than before. Her movements were agile and quick. From behind, dressed in the little skirt, she was a hard on waiting to happen. Little did she know my panties were getting another soaking. Eventually, the game ended with another squeal of satisfaction from the girl.
“Can we buy you something to eat? Maybe some pizza?” Dave asked her.
“Cool. I’m starved.” The girl grabbed her purse from the top of the machine and slung it over her shoulder.
“Let’s go down to Anthony’s,” Dave suggested.
We walked out of the arcade side by side. The brightness of the mall made us blink as we headed down a wing of the building.
“My name’s Jaymie,” the girl said.
“Hi, Jaymie. I’m Dave and this is Traci.”
“Hi.” Jaymie smiled at us with that same alluring smile she showed in the arcade.
The little restaurant was packed, but we were quickly seated and ordered a large pizza with mutually agreed upon toppings.
“Do you need to tell anybody where you are?” Traci asked Jaymie.
“Yep. It’s no problem. I’ll do it from the restroom using my phone later. I’m supposed to be back by ten, but my parents don’t care.” Jaymie gave the universally recognized grimace from just mentioning her parents.
“Tell me about the guys you date,” Dave asked the girl while she sipped on her Coke.
“Oh. They’re all morons,” Jaymie said. “All they want is my body and then don’t know what to do with it.” She looked up, waiting for a reaction.
“What would that be? I mean, what do you want them to do?” Dave said, taking the bait.
“Shit. They all cum in two minutes. I want to be fucked for hours, in every position.” Jaymie was leaning on the table, speaking quietly enough not to be heard, but loud enough for her two new friends to get her point.
Across the table, Dave was getting a nice look at the top of her breasts inside the open shirt. Traci, sitting next to Jaymie, watched the skirt ride up her thighs nearly to her panties…assuming she had a pair on.
“You seem awful young to know about every position,” Dave said with a wry smile.
“Oh, I’m sure there are some I haven’t tried. I need a man to show me.”
“Why not a woman?” Traci chimed in immediately.
Jaymie genuinely blushed with that one. “Well, ah…I don’t…it depends.”
“On what?” Traci asked bluntly.
Jaymie waited. “On the woman.”
The pizza arrived to break the spell cast over the table. All three eagerly grabbed slices from the wooden plate holding the pizza and began to eat. Obligatory comments on the quality of the pizza were exchanged before everyone settled in to quiet enjoyment.
“Oh, shit.”
The suddenness of the words startled Traci. She looked over to see Jaymie picking a piece of pepperoni off her napkin and staring at a large, red spot on her shirt.
“I’m such a sloppy eater,” Jaymie mumbled. She crumpled up her napkin and began to clean off the sauce from her shirt. Traci and Dave watched as the girl wiped the spot, located directly on top of her right breast. The harder she pressed the more evident the outline of the breast became through the thin shirt. An erect nipple developed into an even longer one as Jaymie swiped the napkin back and forth.
Dave felt himself getting harder as the seconds passed. The little “show” seemed to last forever. Finally, Traci took a drink and managed to look away as Jaymie put the napkin on the table.
The girl looked up and smiled. “Oh, well. Another stain for Mom to take care of.” She continued eating without further comment.
Thoughts of more pepperoni falling in Jaymie’s lap danced through Traci’s head. She laughed to herself thinking about how she would volunteer to clean that one herself.
As the pizza disappeared, Dave brought the conversation back to the evening’s schedule.
“Jaymie, do you have time to come over to our place for a little while? Maybe have a beer with us?”
Jaymie beamed. “That would be SO cool. I’d love to. Let me tell my parents that I’ll be late.”
She pulled out a cell phone from her purse and dialed. Dave and Traci looked on as the girl told her “Mom” she’d be at a friend’s house and would be out late. A few “uh huh’s” and “no’s” later, she hung up.
“There. All set,” Jaymie said.
“Good. Let’s pay and get going,” Dave said.
The short drive to Dave’s place was filled with talk about dating and school and guys. Traci and Jaymie swapped nasty experiences to the delight of Dave.
Inside the house, Dave became the host as the girls continued to chat. He brought three beers into the family room and found Traci and Jaymie sitting together on the couch. After passing out the drinks, he sat in a recliner on the other side of the room and listened. And watched.
“What do you want to do after college?” Traci was asking.
“I want to be a flight attendant.” Jaymie’s eyes got big and bright. “I want to fly all over the world.”
“And deal with all those weird passengers?” Dave asked her.
“I’m sure they teach you how to deal with that,” Jaymie said assuredly. She was nearly finished with her beer.
Dave looked at her for a moment. “Pretend I’m a passenger and I just asked for a beer.”
Jaymie jumped off the couch and walked briskly toward the kitchen, her ponytail and skirt flapping side to side. Dave looked at Traci and winked as the sound of the refrigerator door opening and closing emanated from the kitchen.
Jaymie re-emerged with a beer in hand. Sporting a wide grin, she sauntered up to Dave’s recliner.
She stretched out her arm. “Your beer, sir.”
Dave took the bottle and placed it on the table next to the chair. He turned back toward Jaymie and leaned forward. His hand reached out and touched the girl’s leg at the bottom of her skirt. Traci watched as the hand disappeared under the skirt, sliding up the side of Jaymie’s shapely leg.
“What else do you have?” Dave asked, never taking his eyes off hers.
Jaymie didn’t flinch. She felt the hand—fingers wet from the beer bottle—ride up her thigh. It didn’t stop. Farther up it went until reaching the bottom of her ass. If the man was searching for her panties, he’d have to go higher. Jaymie wore thong panties tonight.
Instead, Dave’s hand stopped on her ass and he cupped it in his palm. He squeezed gently, kneading the delicate skin.
“Very nice,” he said in a whisper barely loud enough for Traci to hear. “Lift up your skirt.”
Jaymie put her hands on the hem of the skirt. Unhurriedly, teasingly…she lifted the material. Her legs were splendid. Smooth and strong and feminine. As her hands rose above her waist, a pair of red thong panties emerged.
Traci could hear herself breathing heavily. Her pulse quickened. Dave’s cock began to push against his jeans.
“Turn around,” Dave commanded.
Jaymie rotated in small, short steps. Dave and Traci stared at the full, round ass as it passed by.
“Take off your thong.”
The man’s voice was sure and steady. Jaymie didn’t hesitate. She reached inside the skirt and pulled down on the thin straps of the thong. As she bent to remove it from her legs, her ass again appeared from under her skirt.
She delicately dropped the thong to the floor as she stood up.
“What do you think, Traci?” Dave asked.
“I think Jaymie has been a very bad little girl. I think you should spank her for letting you touch her like you did.” Traci had a stern look on her face. Jaymie looked surprised. Dave smiled.
“You heard Traci. Come here and lay on my lap,” the man told Jaymie.
The girl kicked off her shoes and stepped deliberately toward Dave. She stood next to his chair for a second, then bent over his waiting knees. Jaymie moved her body back and forth until finding a comfortable position in Dave’s lap.
From where she sat, Traci had a perfect angle to see the girl’s body. Jaymie’s long legs rose from the floor until vanishing under her skirt. At that point, the body changed directions and lay flat across Dave’s legs.
Dave looked down at the girl’s covered ass. With a purposeful motion, he slowly pulled the skirt to her waist. She lifted her hips slightly and he pushed the skirt higher.
Her curvaceous ass was now exposed. The silky skin of her hips and thighs seemed to invite hands to touch them. Traci wished she could see the girl from behind instead of the side, but she imagined her chance would arrive eventually.
Traci’s mind was brought back to reality at the first sound of Dave’s hand smacking against Jaymie’s skin. It was just a light tap. Followed by a second on the other cheek.
Jaymie let out a small, quiet screech. Traci watched Dave’s hand come down two more times, a little harder.
“Ahh. Oww…,” Jaymie cried.
With each slap of his hand, Dave would hold it against Jaymie’s soft ass and squeeze. Eight or nine times he repeated the process. His cock strained against the confines of his boxers. Jaymie’s squirming body pressing against him and the sight and sound of her ass being smacked was arousing him more than he had anticipated.
Traci couldn’t decide if the expression on the girl’s face was one of agony or ecstasy. She DID know that the scene before her was making her wet.
“OK. You can get up now,” Dave said.
Jaymie rolled off the man’s legs and stood in front of him. Her skirt fell back into place, which she then smoothed out with her hands. Dave took the opportunity to make his hardening cock more comfortable inside his pants.
“You’re good at following instructions, Jaymie.” Dave’s tone inferred that more instructions were about to be given. “Now get undressed.”
The girl turned until she could observe the man when she said, “Only if someone else gets undressed with me.”
Dave wouldn’t admit it, but the pout on her face really turned him on.
“If what? You seem awful young to be…,” Dave started to say.
“I’ll do it.”
The voice from the couch startled both Jaymie and Dave. They looked at Traci, who was already starting to get up. A moment later her shoes were lying on the floor next to her and Traci’s hands were clutching the bottom of her sweater.
Jaymie reached for the uppermost button on her shirt as Traci’s sweater began to rise. Dave and Jaymie’s eyes focused on Traci’s flat stomach, then on her breasts as the sweater moved over her head. By the time the sweater hit the floor Jaymie had unbuttoned her shirt down to her waist.
Traci’s breasts filled her chest. They were firm with large erect nipples. Traci lifted them with her palms and let them lay in her hands before moving to the snap on her jeans.
Jaymie pulled her shirt out of our skirt and lifted it off her shoulders. Her breasts were a little larger than Traci’s and hung deliciously, screaming for someone’s mouth to engulf them. The girl’s shirt fell to the floor at the same time Traci was unzipping her jeans.
The pants dropped to her feet and Traci lifted her legs out. Her panties barely covered her neatly shaven pussy, which Dave yearned to see…and taste. Another zipper could be heard immediately before Jaymie’s skirt hit the floor. She was now naked.
Jaymie and Dave watched Traci lower her panties. Her long, lean body with thin waist and round hips looked better than Dave had imagined. His cock pressed against his jeans with increased urgency.
Traci and Jaymie strode toward each other. Their arms reached out and they held each other by the waist. Their mouths came together in a soft touch, then a harder kiss. Soon, their tongues flicked across each other and the girls hugged passionately. Breasts touched and hips ground together. Hands roamed down the backs and onto the asses of both girls.
Dave took the opportunity to unsnap and unzip his jeans. Within seconds, his hard cock was pointing skyward with fingers tightly wound around it.
Moans of pleasure came from both girls. No words were said as they lowered themselves to the floor in front of Dave’s chair. Traci turned slightly and the girls were in a sixty-nine position.
Their mouths devoured each other’s pussy and clit with noisy slurps. Dave watched Traci’s breasts swing back and forth as she moved. Precum oozed from the tip of his cock as he stroked it harder and faster.
It only took a couple of minutes for the first sounds of an orgasm to be heard. It was Jaymie, arching her back off the floor to meet Traci’s tongue.
“That’s it,” Traci urged. “Come on. Cum for me.”
Jaymie squealed with pleasure. “Yes, Traci. There. Yes.”
She announced she was cumming, which was followed quickly by a series of short, sharp wails. Traci clung to her hips, frantically trying to stay in touch with the bucking pussy. The sounds of Jaymie cumming turned her on to the point of climaxing herself.
The girls came together for what seemed an eternity. Multiple orgasms were indicated by louder cries.
Dave sensed his own impending orgasm and stood over Traci. The first gush of cum from his cock nearly shot over her back. She felt it hit her, followed by another closer to her ass. Dave pumped some more, resulting in two strands of white cum on Traci’s ass. Another short spurt landed in Jaymie’s hair, sticking out from under the girl on top of her.
Dave’s moans subsided and his cock softened in his hand.
The girls lay in a heap on the floor--Traci on top, resting her head on Jaymie’s thigh.
A moment later, with Dave back in his chair catching his breath, Jaymie rolled out from under Traci and looked at her back and ass.
“I think she’s going to need a shower,” Jaymie said.
Dave smiled and took a drink. “I get to wash. You dry.”
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Traci gripped the armrests until her fingers hurt. Outside the plane’s window was a grayness that appeared to have no beginning or end. The 23-year-old traveler lay her head back against the headrest and shut her eyes as the aircraft rocked in every direction.
“God, I hate flying in the winter,” she said softly in the undeniable tone of a non-frequent flyer.
“Me, too. We’ll be down in five minutes.” The voice beside Traci was reassuring. But, the woman who uttered the words clung to her magazine with moist palms.
“Yes, but in one piece?” Traci asked.
Both women laughed nervously. The friend Traci had made on the long flight, Pam, was a 28-year-old saleswoman for a clothing store. She was on her way to Chicago for a meeting, while Traci was being sent for corporate training. The landing in St. Louis that they were presently experiencing was for a one-hour layover.
Pam pointed to the window.
“There. We’re out of the clouds now. Just a couple more minutes,” she said.
Traci peered out at the buildings barely visible through the snow. Wind continued to buffet the plane as the ground rose toward her. Finally, she saw the lights at the end of a parallel runway. Then the gray surface of a runway under the window. Snow blew across it in a blur.
The plane’s wheels struck the pavement violently, but somehow comfortingly. In the rear of the plane someone applauded.
Pam looked at Traci. The girl’s eyes were shut again. Her mouth moved but no words came out. Pam smiled and patted Traci’s hand.
“You can breathe now,” Pam said, sliding the magazine into the flap on the back of the seat ahead of her.
“I may need a lot of drinks before we get to Chicago,” Traci said. She looked out the window one more time as the plane taxied. “Jesus, look at it snow. It would be pretty if we weren’t inside this damn plane.”
Pam chuckled. “You need to relax. And don’t buy those drinks in the terminal. It will cost you a fortune.”
A few minutes later the women were standing in front of a bank of monitors displaying arrivals and departures.
“I don’t believe it. I just…don’t…believe it,” Traci muttered.
They stared up at the line of type that read, “American Airlines, 516, 2:30 p.m., Chicago O’Hare, CANCELLED, A16.”
“C’mon. I’m buying,” Pam announced. Traci followed her new companion as they headed down the corridor. She caught back up just as they reached the lounge.
They dropped their carry-on luggage on the floor under a small, square table and sat. Dejected looks crossed their faces as they waited for a waitress. Eventually, they ordered.
“I’m gonna check for later flights. How about you?” Traci asked with a questioning glance across the table.
“We can try. But, if they shut everything down at O’Hare it probably won’t do any good. It could be a while,” Pam said.
She went on to explain to the less-traveled Traci how the temporary shutting down of O’Hare has a domino effect on flights all over the country.
Their drinks arrived and Pam did, indeed, pick up the hefty tab.
“Thanks, Pam. I owe you.”
“No problem,” Pam said.
They drank leisurely while watching the bustle of people in the terminal. At the same time, men in suits seated throughout the lounge were watching them. Traci was a tall, lean girl with dirty blonde hair who fell into the dreaded ‘cute’ category. She found it did little for her sex life and did her more harm than good in the business world. Pam was a brunette with neat, short hair and an innocent plain look that worked well for her in selling to other females.
They both wore comfortable pants suits—Traci with a buttoned blouse and Pam with a turtleneck. They were dressed for relaxed travel, not to be fashionable.
Pam talked about her husband of five years and how they planned to raise a family when she turned thirty. Traci sensed that Pam was bored at home. This could have been caused by her constant traveling or the simple fact she and her husband weren’t the greatest match.
Pam perceived Traci to be a fun loving, rather naïve new entry into the business world who wasn’t ready to settle down soon. All in all, she liked the younger girl and found her entertaining.
What Pam didn’t know about Traci was that she enjoyed women as much as men, in and out of bed. What Pam didn’t know about herself was that suppressed feelings about other women would someday surface.
She realized long ago that her sales presentations to female buyers were more energetic if the person across the table was attractive. She’d never sat on the plane after such a meeting wondering what sex with the woman would be like. But, she felt more…at ease.
Pam felt that way about Traci in the couple of hours they had known each other. Now they faced the dilemma of finding a way to Chicago as quickly as possible.
“Well, let’s go see what we can do,” Pam offered.
“Yeah. I guess.” Traci appreciated Pam’s take-charge attitude. She was now very glad they had met.
A trip to the airline ticket counter and subsequent wait in line provided the expected results. There were no flights available to Chicago and probably wouldn’t be for the rest of the night. They could wait it out…or find another way to get there. Both quickly ruled out the latter.
Traci stared down at the carry-on bag at her feet and thought silently.
“I really don’t have any desire to sleep in one of those chairs at a gate,” she whined. “I think I’ll find a room nearby.”
“If you do that, there’s a Holiday Inn about a mile away…with a shuttle. I’ve used it,” Pam suggested.
“OK.” Traci stared down the concourse at the mob. “This really sucks.”
Pam laughed to herself at the bluntness of the statement. And it’s reality.
“What are you going to do?” Traci asked.
“Probably the same. My boss will pay for it,” Pam said with a smile.
“I hope mine will. This wasn’t on the agenda. Or in my budget.”
Pam opened her mouth to answer, then stopped. Then said it. “We can share a room if it will help.”
A look of concern shot across Traci’s face. “Oh, no. That’s not what I meant. No. I didn’t mean…”
“It’s going to be about the same rate whether it’s just me or not. You are welcome to join me,” Pam said honestly.
Traci considered. If she paid for her own room she’d barely have enough left over to eat with. “You don’t have to…”
“C’mon,” Pam said, grabbing her bag. “I won’t snore.”
Once again, Traci found herself catching up to her cohort. Pam looked back over her shoulder and said, “We’ll call the airline from the room and get a flight for early tomorrow morning if we can.”
Traci nodded and acknowledged her friend with a weak “OK”. They descended an escalator to the baggage claim and ground transportation level. From there, they hopped on a shuttle to the Holiday Inn and watched more snow fall.
The hotel’s lobby was busy and noisy. There was a momentary fear that no rooms would be available, but Pam got checked in and was told the room would be ready in less than an hour.
The two weary travelers agreed it was time for lunch and stepped inside a restaurant off the lobby. With their plans a little more stable…and their stomachs growling…they sat and ordered. Smalltalk centered on favorite TV shows and movies. Traci listened politely to Pam’s complaints about her husband’s viewing habits, convincing her a few more years of being single was the right choice.
Their comfort level with each other grew by the hour as experiences passed. Pam’s acceptance of Traci’s lighthearted mannerisms was growing into actual fondness. More than once she found herself considering the girl as a little sister she seldom spent time with. And she liked Traci’s light gray eyes.
Traci always looked at female friends as possible partners. Pam was not stunningly beautiful, that was for sure. But there were other qualities she liked. Traci envied Pam’s calmness under pressure, her maturity, and her command of the obvious. OK, she admitted to herself she liked Pam’s cute little butt in those pants, too. And the way her turtleneck fell over her breasts.
Traci ate, smiled and half-listened as Pam talked. She paid just enough attention to respond appropriately. Her mind was wandering to the room they were to occupy.
After lunch the room was theirs. Traci threw her bag on the bed nearest the door after watching Pam walk into the room and lay her bag gently on the neighboring bed. The younger girl kicked off her shoes and flung herself onto the bed, her hair falling all about her head on the covered pillow.
“This better be some awesome training they give me after going through all this,” Traci said.
Pam already had her bag opened, pulling out the “emergency” outfit, underwear and nightgown she rarely ever had to use. “Think how nice it will be to get back to work.”
“Shit” was all she heard from the other bed. Pam smiled as Traci reached for the TV remote. It blared to life and was quickly subdued by the prone girl.
“What do you prefer?” Traci asked.
“Oh, it doesn’t matter. I’ll probably read anyway. Whatever you want.”
Traci settled on a soap opera and alternated between watching the TV and Pam unpack.
A few moments later, as Pam walked toward the bathroom with her plastic bag of bath supplies, she glanced at Traci. The girl’s eyes were closed.
Once inside the bathroom, Pam decided a hot bath sounded pretty good. She closed the drain, started the water and began to undress. It felt good to lift the bra off her shoulders and breasts. Even in a swimsuit the woman was not known to turn many male heads based on her breasts alone. But she worked hard on her waist, abs, hips and thighs. Her body, when naked, was adequate.
Her panties were dropped on the floor and Pam checked for soap. She lifted one leg over the side of the tub and into the rising water. Satisfied with the temperature, she slung her other leg over the side and began to sit. The water soothingly embraced her legs and ass as she lowered her body. Pam felt its warmth between her legs and on her waist as she leaned back.
Pam’s head came to rest on the top of the tub at one end. Water poured out of the faucet and between her ankles at the other. She closed her eyes, feeling the water as it rose above her stomach, over her ribs and toward her breasts.
The woman cupped water in both hands and pulled it up over her breasts. It felt good against her cool, hard nipples. Now the water was beginning to cover her up to her neck. She leaned forward to turn off the flow of water, then settled back down to her reclining position.
Pam could hear the sound of voices on the TV and the low rumble of the hotel’s furnaces pumping heat throughout the building. Occasionally a door slammed shut out in the hall.
After a few restful moments, Pam took the little bar of soap from its white enamel holder. She bent one knee, then the other, to wash her legs. She ran it over her stomach before moving up to her chest. Both breasts were wiped clean and she reached down again.
This time she put her hand between her legs and steadily moved it up and down over her pussy. A half dozen times she passed it over the opening to her vagina and up to her clit. Then she put the soap back in its holder.
The fingers of her right hand returned to her pussy, feeling under the water for the folds of skin leading up to her clit. She followed the fold upward until reaching the nub that was growing more sensitive by the minute.
Pam’s mouth opened almost imperceptibly as her middle finger slid back and forth. Her legs spread wider, bent at the knee. With her free hand she placed a nipple between her thumb and forefinger.
Fully aroused now, she worked both hands methodically. Her hips rose slightly to meet the action of the hand between her legs. Pam increased the pressure on her clit and instantly felt the response inside her vagina.
Her hand reached down, fingers extended. The middle finger found the opening to her vagina and bent upward. It slid in to the first knuckle. Then the second. Then the finger couldn’t be pushed in any further.
Pam grazed the finger along the top of her cunt and pulled it nearly all the way out. Soon, she was fucking herself with her hand. Steadily faster.
As the manipulation of her erect nipple sent waves of pleasure through her stomach to her pussy, Pam’s hand revisited her clit. The first contact made Pam shudder. Several strokes later she was on the verge of cumming. Her head was tilted back and her legs trembled with built-up sexual tension.
Outside the bathroom door, a rustling sound caught her ear. Then a drawer closing followed by footsteps at the door. Pam wanted to stop, but couldn’t move her hands away from her body. Something bumped against the wall just behind her head and Pam lurched forward.
Her hands fell to her side. She breathed quickly and heavily. Pam sat upright as her body--her entire body inside and out--attempted to return to normalcy.
She splashed water over her face and sat still. Slightly more composed and entirely unsatisfied, she lifted herself out of the tub. Pam flipped open the drain to the tub and reached for a towel.
She held it against her face, feeling somewhat unstable on legs that seconds ago were quivering. The back of her hair was wet in spots and she fluffed it up with the towel. The rest of her body got a swift once-over, leaving her chilly.
Pam picked up her clothes, wrapped the towel around her body and held it in place as she opened the bathroom door. Traci was sitting at the only table in the room, near the window, reading a magazine.
“Did you sleep at all?” Pam asked as she pulled out her clean clothes.
“Oh, maybe a couple minutes,” Traci said.
“I’ll be tired tonight, I’m sure,” Pam responded. With clothes in hand, she headed back into the bathroom and dressed.
Traci saw Pam emerge wearing designer jeans and a blouse. The woman looked younger in the less formal clothes and mussed up hair. A minute or two in front of the mirror with a blow dryer in hand resolved the hair issue.
Without makeup, Pam’s plain looks were amplified. But Traci was drawn to her, still, and the subtle curves of the body were not unappealing.
In due course Traci showered and dressed. They debated their evening entertainment options before choosing to take a cab to a nearby steak place for dinner. They ate leisurely, having beaten the bulk of the dinner crowd and not feeling obligated to hurriedly giving the table up for the next customer. The conversation was fairly mundane until Traci’s social life came up.
“Well, you may not…uh…approve of this, but I’ve been known to go out with both men AND women,” Traci declared. She put a forkful of salad in her mouth and waited for a response.
“Really?” Pam exclaimed. “Interesting. Which do you prefer?”
Pam was smiling and Traci accepted the question as sincere. “Depends on my mood at the time. Sometimes I want the soft touch of a girl and sometimes I want to be fucked.”
Traci almost caught herself before the word came out, but didn’t. “I’m sorry. I shouldn’t talk like that in front of strangers.”
Pam laughed. “It’s OK. Hopefully, after today we’re not total strangers any more.”
Traci thought about that for a moment. Did the woman mean what they had already been through…or the fact the day wasn’t over yet? She wasn’t sure and didn’t ask.
“You haven’t been with a girl?” Traci asked.
Pam flashed an embarrassed grin. “No. I’ve never thought about it. If it ever happened I suppose it would be with my husband involved as well.”
“Oooo. That would be fun, too,” Traci cooed. “Anyway, I bet you’ve had dealings with bi women before and didn’t realize it.”
“Apparently. I wouldn’t have known it about you,” Pam said between bites.
They both had desserts and well over an hour after they arrived they were finishing the last of their iced teas. The checks were paid, tips were laid on the table and they walked back out into the darkness after calling for a cab.
There really was little to do, so they headed back to the room, intent on just relaxing and getting ready for another day of travel tomorrow. TV and magazines filled a few hours as the women sat on separate beds. Traci was the first to declare her intentions of getting sleep.
She slipped into the bathroom and emerged a couple minutes later with her t-shirt hanging down to her bare legs, her jeans in hand. Pam’s first look at the girl’s long, lean legs made her wonder if her own legs ever looked that good. Traci lay the pants next to her bed and slid under the covers.
She managed to watch another half hour of TV before falling asleep. Pam, with three glasses of iced tea in her, lasted through the late news before taking the remote control off the table between the beds and turning the set off.
The quiet was soothing, but not necessarily as good as a sleeping pill. A half hour later Pam found herself continuing to toss in the bed, her mind replaying the day’s events and conversations. She lay on her side, facing Traci’s bed. The covers stopped at the girl’s hips. Traci’s shirt was raised far enough for Pam to see the tops of her white panties. The younger girl’s ass pressed against the thin cover, curving sensuously in the dim light.
Traci awoke. For a fleeting moment, she was lost. Then the arm resting on her ribs moved. A hand touched her right breast, and she felt something leaning against her back.
She didn’t know why, but she didn’t panic. She didn’t scream. The hand touched her nipple, gently and easily. Another body moved closer to hers.
An unseen hand lifted the covers and the body joined Traci’s underneath. Traci could feel bare skin against the backs of her thighs. The arm around her clutched more tightly. The hand on her breast expanded and wrapped around as much of the breast as it could engulf through the shirt.
Traci heard light breathing behind her ear. But no words were spoken. Traci was afraid to move, unsure of what to do. Previous experiences took control and the girl reached behind her with her right arm. She placed it on Pam’s hip, feeling the cool skin. As Traci’s hand slid lower, behind the other woman, it felt nothing but skin. When it reached Pam’s bare ass, Traci knew Pam was naked.
A sudden surge of excitement boiled through Traci’s entire body. She’d never been in bed with a woman without prior knowledge that it would happen. This unexpected encounter was producing new sensations. Good sensations.
Pam’s hand left the girl’s breast and touched her again at the waist. It rose until it was under the t-shirt, and then continued until contacting the bottom of Traci’s breast. Once again it cupped the breast, but this time Traci could feel the warmth of the palm.
Pam kneaded the skin and played with the nipple. Traci took in a deep breath as the nipple was squeezed tenderly. Pam’s fingers circled the breast before slipping down to Traci’s navel, drawing slow circles around the navel and the stomach.
Traci could feel her body tingle. She tried to breathe normally. But, instead, she alternated between deep intakes of air and equally long, silent breaths. Her heart raced uncontrollably.
Traci had not taken her hand off the other woman’s ass. She now squeezed it and pulled it closer to her. She wished she were naked, too, so she could feel Pam’s skin against hers.
She didn’t need to wait long. Hesitantly, Pam began to lift Traci’s t-shirt. She stopped when she reached Traci’s breasts. As a sign of submission, Traci lifted her arms over her head. Pam removed the shirt and dropped it behind her on the floor.
The first thing Traci felt were bare breasts on her back. She had felt this before and it was unmistakable. A hand swallowed up Traci’s right breast and wrapped around it. She felt warm air on her neck, followed by lips. The lips were parted and Pam’s tongue touched the neck. Pam licked Traci delicately before backing off.



Pam’s hand was moving down across Traci’s stomach. This time it continued until reaching the girl’s panties. And it didn’t stop there. Gliding over the top of the panties, Pam’s fingers persisted until separating Traci’s bent legs. Now, with access to the girl’s warm, moist cunt, Pam traced the outline of the folds of skin under the panties.
She felt where Traci’s clit must be. Then down, to the unmistakable indent where her vagina awaited probing fingers. Or a tongue.
Traci wanted the hand to do more. She wanted it closer to her, inside her. She held her breath as Pam moved her hand up. “Don’t quit,” Traci thought to herself. Instead, Pam slid it under the panties and back down until reaching the clit.
Traci thought she would explode instantly when the first finger rubbed against her. Back and forth it slid across the engorged clit. Her mouth opened and little sounds emerged that only occurred when she was this aroused. And seldom had she ever been THIS aroused.
The finger pressed against Traci’s pussy as it went lower, between the moist folds of skin. When it reached the opening to her vagina, Traci lifted her upper leg slightly to allow Pam to do whatever she wanted.
Traci felt her panties stretch as the hand curved downward and the finger entered her. Deeper. Then out again. Repeatedly. Then up to her clit.
“Don’t cum yet,” Traci urged herself. “Enjoy this.”
But the finger persisted.
Traci rolled onto her back, her eyes closed. She didn’t want to ruin the moment by locking her eyes into Pam’s. It was dreamlike and she wanted it to stay that way. In the darkness of the room, Pam could barely make out the girl’s pretty features. But she saw the long eyebrows, the upturned nose, the high cheekbones and the sensuous, full mouth.
She used her free hand to brush Traci’s long hair off her forehead. With the other hand still on her clit, Pam leaned down and kissed Traci’s brow. Then the end of her nose. And finally her lips.
This was when Traci opened her eyes. The looked at each other for just an instant, then Pam kissed her again. All eyes were closed again as Traci reached behind Pam’s head and pulled her closer. Their mouths opened and tongues touched. Both women breathed heavily and rapidly as they kissed hard.
Pam’s hand had stopped moving. Her thoughts were lost in the kiss. A kiss that lasted an eternity, it seemed. A sweeter kiss neither of them could imagine.
Traci felt Pam’s short, fine hair fall against her face. It made her feel safe and secure…and warm.
When the kiss ended, Pam immediately began moving her mouth down Traci’s neck and onto her chest. She pushed the cover away as she moved on. Her lips made contact with the top of Traci’s breast and she hesitated. The soft touch of Traci’s hand on the back of her head convinced Pam to proceed.
She licked the supple skin of the breast until reaching the nipple. Pam had never done this before, but rarely had she ever wanted to do anything as much as she wanted to taste Traci’s nipple. She opened her mouth wide and dropped it gingerly on the erect nipple.
Pam’s tongue licked slowly at first. Then she sucked and licked energetically, letting all the pent up passions of the day explode at once. Her hand began rubbing the girl’s clit once more and she felt Traci’s hips rise off the bed.
The dual sensations drove Traci to the edge. She felt an orgasm build, then die down under a strong internal desire to prolong this. But the mouth on her breast and the hand on her clit were too much.
Traci closed her mouth tightly, pushed Pam’s head harder against her breast and moaned loudly. She thrust her hips upward to increase the force upon her clit. Pam responded by rubbing harder and faster.
Pam had no idea what another woman’s orgasm should feel or sound like. But she was certain Traci’s had begun. The girl’s body shook and quivered. It sounded as if Traci was crying…or struggling…or both. She pumped her ass and hips up and down in a fucking motion. Pam countered by sliding a finger inside her friend again.
Traci was lost in the intensity of it all. She didn’t know what noises she was making. She just let the orgasms flow and flow and flow. She lost track of how many times she came. She didn’t care.
Pam eagerly licked and sucked the breast under her. She had pushed the girl’s panties down with one hand so she had more freedom. Traci’s wet pussy lay exposed and Pam attacked it from clit to cunt.
The orgasm lingered, causing Traci’s body to shudder every few seconds despite her efforts to relax back down onto the bed. Her hair lay across her face, the result of a few frantic shakes of her head during the height of her ecstasy. Traci swept it away with one hand and put her other hand on Pam’s bare back.
Pam lay her head on Traci’s breasts. She heard the rapid heartbeat of the young girl. She felt her chest rise and fall with each deep breath.
“That was wonderful,” Traci managed to sigh out loud. “Thank you.”
Pam rose off her friend’s chest and kissed her lightly on the lips. “My pleasure.” Then she lay her head next to Traci’s and looked at her again. This time with love.
Before she could say anything else, Traci had rolled against the woman, forcing her onto her back. The girl was laying on top of Pam now, their breasts compressed against each other. Their mouths came together as before. Hard and wet.
When the kiss ended, Traci moved her body down and took one of Pam’s breasts in her mouth. She licked all around the nipple and bit it softly. Pam spread her legs farther apart and let Traci lay between them. The girl continued to suck on one breast while wrapping the other in her hand.
After a few minutes Traci was ready to provide what she imagined was Pam’s first taste of another woman at her pussy. She was determined to make her new friend remember it for a long time.
Traci licked the area around Pam’s navel, something she herself always enjoyed. Then she moved lower. Pam was not shaven, but the hair surrounding her pussy was short and well trimmed. With her hands under Pam’s ass, Traci buried her head between the woman’s legs and pulled her up.
The girl didn’t go to the clit immediately. She would build up to that. It wasn’t teasing, exactly, she reasoned. More like heightening the sexual tension. She began at the opening to Pam’s cunt. A long, steady stroke of her tongue upward ended just short of the clit.
Traci took in the taste of the other woman. She felt the flaps of skin bend back and forth from the effort of her tongue. She repeated this several times, plunging her tongue deeper into Pam’s vagina each time, then proceeding upward farther until finally hitting the clit.
Pam lurched and uttered a moan. Traci lifted her head for an instant, and then put her lips on the erect piece of flesh. A kiss was followed by another lick that was followed by the clit disappearing into Traci’s mouth.
Pam lifted her ass off the bed. Her legs rested on Traci’s arms, which held her firmly in place.
Traci began a methodical attack on the clit. Her tongue rubbed it gently at first, then harder and faster. Sometimes she would put the clit between her lips and gnaw on it. Whatever she did, it was working because she felt Pam’s body get tenser by the second. Little shakes were followed by prolonged shivers and louder moans.
More than once Traci felt Pam push her body upward in a motion more helpful when a hard, thick cock is buried in a cunt. But Traci understood, and increased her efforts.
To Pam’s great satisfaction, Traci inserted a finger into the woman’s vagina. The tongue and finger combined soon led to the beginning of a new sensation for Pam. She thought she had had orgasms with men before, but nothing compared to this.
She gripped the sheets beside her as the first wave struck. She grunted fiercely and felt her body convulse in one long, continuous orgasm. It might have been two or three in succession, but she couldn’t tell. There was no stopping it. Traci’s mouth seemed to be everywhere. Anything she licked prolonged the feeling.
Pam felt the tongue enter her cunt, lick her clit and slide roughly in between. With each sound of pleasure she made Traci responded with one of her own. This only made Pam cum harder.
At one point Traci firmly squeezed Pam’s ass, causing yet another wave to flow through Pam’s body. Soon, the woman was trying to scoot up the bed, pulling away from Traci’s mouth. The girl held onto Pam’s legs, preventing her from moving any farther. The more Traci licked, the more Pam tried to escape.
Finally, Traci relented and felt her friend fall to the bed in exhaustion. Traci crawled up and lay her head on Pam’s stomach. She felt the warmth flow from the body. She heard the breathing and the blood surge with each heartbeat.
Pam placed a hand on Traci’s head, pulling her fingers through the girl’s hair. They lay together for several minutes.
They awoke later in the night in each other’s arms. Traci had pulled off her panties and was naked, along with Pam. They explored their bodies once more before getting up at sunrise to take a shower together.
They would get to Chicago that day and make plans to meet. Traci’s fear of flying was lessening and Pam’s fear of loving another woman was, too.
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“How To…”
What a simple, yet all encompassing, concept. It carries instant meaning to anyone who sees it in modern society. When one sees “How To…” they know they are going to get an understandable set of instructions about something they may know little about. Every now and then even a self-proclaimed expert in a given field will open a “How To…” book to see if there’s anything new in it.
I get e-mails from “fans” that read my little stories. Of course, many of these people are actually fans of my tits, or fans of my ass, not my stories. This made me wonder recently what would happen should some of these readers actually be given the opportunity to do to me what is inside their heads. Would they know “How To” please me, make me scream with pleasure, make me cum until I told them to stop, and make me want more?
I thought it unlikely. So, not having a new story in my head at the time, I decided to submit a “How To…” guide on having sex with Traci. Here, then, is all you need to know when I show up at your door one night hornier than a coed from Cleveland State on South Beach during spring break.
Oh. One other thing. I’ll assume you are a male. I’ll write a sequel for you girls. However, my experience has taught me babes already know “How To…”
The first thing you guys DON’T have to do is get me drunk. You may be ugly or short or bald or, worse yet, all of the above, but I don’t need alcohol to consent to have sex with you…should I so choose. To the contrary, it deadens the senses and you will soon find out I consider the senses a major part of good sex. We’ll talk more about “good” sex versus just plain sex later.
Offer me a drink at your place if you must and food if you will, but not in excess. I’d much rather have you save it for the purpose of foreplay. Turn me on with intelligent conversation. Flirt with me. Sit close to me—next to me, behind me, between my legs. Touch me with tenderness and warmth. Stroke my hair and neck and shoulders. Run your fingers over my thighs. Make me drunk by your actions and looks.
When the time comes to get seriously naked, don’t feel obligated to drag me into a bedroom. The best sex is sometimes spontaneous and in unexpected places. Granted, I went out with you anticipating that sex might occur, but make it fun. Let it happen without words, if possible. I’ll let you know if I’m OK with it or not. My hand on your cock while your jeans are still on should be a clue.
Speaking of which: I have nothing against feeling other human bodies through clothes, but the naked body is so much more tantalizing. Squeeze my ass inside my jeans while we kiss, or fondle a breast through my blouse, but be prepared to start stripping me soon. Or, better yet, be prepared to watch me strip.
Getting clothes off before sex can be SO awkward. That’s why I make it a game. If I tell you anything before we get it on, it will probably involve getting naked. The moment you try to unbutton anything on me, get ready for me to take over. I’m not going to allow you to rip my clothes off, or do it for you, without being able to see what reaction it’s getting from you.
Therefore, let me take your shirt off first. Let me touch your shoulders and arms. Let me lick your nipples.
Then I’ll unzip your pants. I prefer to do all this lying down. I can move easier that way. I put my hand inside your pants before I take them off. With my head resting on your chest, my hand slides inside your boxers and feels for your cock. I pull it up so it has room to grow. (It will grow, won’t it?) My palm slides across it and feels the blood rushing into it.
Your pants slide down your legs easily as I bend over you. Your shoes come off and I finish taking off your pants, laying them on the floor next to us. I run my fingers up the inside of your thighs, feeling you get tenser as I slide them under your boxers and higher still.
I like to feel your cock through the material of your shorts. By now it’s approaching full erection and my job is easier. I pull down on the waistband of the boxers and begin to take them off.
I love to look at a cock for the first time, imagining how it will feel inside me. If it’s hard and twitching at my touch I get so wet. It’s difficult to refrain from leaning over and putting it in my mouth. But, I take off your boxers instead, admiring your nude body.
Now it’s my turn. You turn over onto your side and rest your head in your hand as I stand up. I kick off my shoes and begin to unbutton my blouse. When two buttons are open I reach inside and caress my left breast. You can see my fingers wrap around the breast and play with the nipple.
A couple more buttons are opened and you begin to see the top and sides of my breasts. When I reach the top of my jeans I stop to pull out my blouse. It lies open above my hands, revealing all but the outer edges of my breasts. You strain to see the nipples as I finish all the buttons.
Now the blouse is unbuttoned, but hiding the bulk of my chest and stomach. Only the cleavage above and the navel below are visible. I put a hand inside, once again feeling the nipples grow harder and longer.
You, too, are growing harder and longer. I ask you to touch yourself, to wrap your fingers around your cock. In return, I open my blouse and pull it off my shoulders. I watch you stroke your cock slowly at first, then more quickly as I let the shirt fall down my arms and into my hands.
I drop the shirt next to your clothes before moving on to my jeans. I unbutton them and pull down the zipper unhurriedly. The tops of my black panties show as I open the jeans and begin to push them down over my hips. Your eyes are riveted on the space between my legs as the jeans drop to my knees.
They fall to the floor and I reach down to step out of them. I give you a side view so you can see my breasts hang down and my ass point into the air. Once they are off, I turn so my ass faces you. I put my hands inside my panties and massage my butt, making sure the panties fall low enough for you to see the crack at the top of my ass.
As I turn to face you, my hands move to the front. I tell you to let go of your cock so I can watch it. Precum is oozing from the tip and dripping onto your stomach. My hand is gliding over my clit on its way to my cunt. The fingers press against the tight material of my panties and force them to ride lower on my hips.
After playing with myself for a second, I grab the sides of the panties and pull them down. Just a few inches. As I go lower you realize I’m shaven except for a small patch of light brown hair above my clit. I hold my legs together and take off the panties, letting them fall to the floor and gingerly step out of them.
Then I separate my legs slightly and stand with my hands on my hips. You are throbbing hard, desperate to touch me, to fuck me. I turn to display my ass, which I hold in my hands before giving you an unobstructed view.
At this point, you are fraught with the need to cum inside me. I claim, on the other hand, that if there is to be food served, now is the time. Although anything edible is suitable for foreplay purposes, I prefer vanilla cream filled donuts.
A man who has a couple vanilla cream filled donuts on the table when I come over has done his homework, and deserves my best effort. That would entail a few small bites from the donut while leaning over my naked host. Using my tongue, I extract the first of the cream from the middle of the donut and spread it across my lips. With long, slow strokes, I wipe the cream off my lips with my tongue and taste its sweetness.
Then the donut is pressed against your cock, leaving a trail of cream from the base to the tip. I must be careful at this point because you are close to cumming already. So I take short, quick licks. First from the base, then higher and higher until I reach the head of your cock. Here, the cream is mixed with more precum. I wrap my lips around your cock and clean it off.
The feel of your warm, pulsating shaft in my mouth is wonderful. I want you inside me.
But first, you get a treat. The cream is spread sparingly on each of my breasts, covering my nipples in the white delight. Straddling you, I bend down until my right breast is inches from your mouth. You eagerly await your treat as I advise you not to touch me with your hands. Only after you clean me of all the cream will you be allowed to fondle me.
The breast disappears into your mouth. Your tongue works frantically. My nipple responds by sending waves of contentment down to my pussy. A minute later you are cleaning my left breast and I am getting wetter.
When I pull back, you look at me in expectation of what’s to come. I slide back and feel the hardness of your cock under my cunt. I press my body down against it and you moan. It hits my clit and I realize it’s time.
I take you in my hand and guide the bulging head of your cock to my cunt’s entrance. You are pressing upward with your hips, but I lift myself, not allowing you to enter. I put the tip of your cock in me and wait. Easily, the next inch or two slides inside as I lower myself. Your eyes are closed, then open when I don’t move. Another inch. Another.
Finally, I feel your legs hit my ass and you are in me as deep as you’ll go. I squeeze my cunt around your cock and you moan. I could make you cum with my muscles alone, but I need to feel you thrusting into me.
I won’t tell you not to cum, but I pray you can hold back long enough to fulfill me. You have my ass in your hands, squeezing it and pulling me toward you. I start a slow, rhythmic fucking action that lets your cock hit the g-spot just inside the opening to my cunt.
We go leisurely at first, enjoying the sensations and making it last. Every thirty seconds or so I squeeze you again. I can see your body beginning to tremble. Your forehead is damp with sweat.
I lean over, my breasts nearly touching you. Barely audible, I whisper, “Fuck me. Now.”
Before we go any farther, we need to discuss the difference between good sex and—well—sex. Orgasms have nothing to do with it. Except for the fact that if you don’t have an orgasm how can you possibly call it sex? No, I’ve been known to have an orgasm while chatting on an IM. So that’s not it.
What makes sex good for me is a caring, loving partner. I’ll need to go into more details on this in the sequel for girls because I’m sure I just lost all the guys. I want someone who cares about what I want and how I feel. Someone who will lay there watching me undress for them, playing with themselves when I ask them to.
Sex is good when it involves mutual respect and caring. Sex is great when you can do this without thinking about it, which lets you concentrate on your own inner feelings and—ok, ok—your own orgasm. There. I said it. You happy?
Now, where were we?
You begin to fuck me in earnest, eager to thrust your cock as deep into my cunt as you can. I feel your hands grasp my ass and hold it tighter. I reply by contracting my cunt muscles around your cock over and over again.
I’m ready to cum. I put your hands on my breasts and you immediately begin to twirl my nipples between your thumbs and forefingers. One more contraction and your body freezes in midair. Your ass falls to the floor and then you begin a frantic series of plunges into my cunt.
I feel the first spurt of cum hit the wall of my vagina. Then another. You are moaning and grunting with each thrust. Your head tosses back and forth as you cum again and again.
My orgasm starts and I put my hands on your chest to brace myself. Your warm cum is mixed now with my own fluids and it seeps onto my thighs. Your cock is still hard, entering me repeatedly, spilling its contents inside me. My body shakes with multiple rushes of pleasure.
When you soften and my body relaxes, I fall into your arms. My breasts flatten against your chest as you hold me, rubbing my ass with your long fingers. We kiss and I feel you begin to harden slightly.
It won’t be long before we are together again. Maybe in the shower, or the couch, or the bed. You watch me as I walk to get a towel. On the way back I get a drink for you. Treat me right and we might do this again.
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In the previous chapter, we discussed a few simple rules men should follow to capture my heart…and other body parts. Today we will forget the male sex and concentrate on the softer side. The loving side. The female side. Welcome to my bi world.
In my world, I can watch a couple pass by and turn to appreciate BOTH asses. I can scan any person from head to foot and have an unlimited number of features to admire.
So, if you are a female and you are wondering how to grab my attention, let me begin. Guys—you have to make a choice at this point. Either exit now or continue reading and maybe learn something. You are allowed to look, but not touch.
OK girls, I think we’re alone now. We have all day and all night to ourselves.
What’s that? You’ve never been with a girl before and you’re nervous? Relax. You’ve already passed the first test. As soon as I saw your tinted hair curled over your ears and down onto your shoulders, and your bluish gray eyes with those long lashes, I knew you were the one.
You wore just enough makeup to accent your lips and cheekbones. You walked past me slowly, looking sideways at me with your head tilted down like a shy child. Your ass cried out to me from inside your skintight jeans. You oozed passion.
My infatuation led me to your side. A conversation ensued as you looked into my eyes. I touched your arm and you looked down--first at my hand, then my nipples as they pressed against my shirt, and back to my eyes. You were captivated.
Now we sit alone in my apartment. We drink and we talk. I get wet whenever you turn and your black bra peeks out from under your blouse. You’re intelligent and funny. Yes, you are more comfortable than an hour ago, but it’s obvious I will make the first move.
The dreaded first move. It will either lead us to bliss or cause you to leave. It’s a chance worth taking. I want you.
You are Heather, a grad student at a local college. Twenty-three. My age, only more mature. You want to be an accountant and, eventually, a chief accounting officer in a corporation. Your eyes pull me inside.
You’ve dated guys before but never had one treat you right. You admit you don’t know what “right” entails, but you’ll know it when it happens. Lately, you’ve been attracted to female friends and strangers. Your breasts seem small under your blouse. I want to put my mouth over one and taste you.
You like my long straight hair and narrow eyes. You wish you were petite. I look at your hourglass figure and the way your hips curve down to your thighs. Your legs are pulled under you and the jeans are tight against your pussy.
I lean over to you. You don’t back away as our lips get closer. They touch and my tongue feels your warm skin. Our mouths open. We haven’t touched each other, yet. But, the fervor of our kiss confirms your desire.
Before I proceed, I pull away from your lips. You lick them slowly and look furtively at me. No words are spoken. I lean forward once more. We kiss again and I push against you with my mouth. You understand and fall backward on the couch.
Finally, my hands feel your body. They slide under you so I can pull up on your shoulders, pulling you harder against my mouth. I feel your legs as they stretch out on the couch next to me.
I fight the urge to rip open your blouse and pull off your bra, afraid that might frighten you. No. I need to be gentle with you. I need to assure you that you are doing the right thing--that your pleasure is more important than mine. I need to make you want to do this again, and again.
Our legs intertwine naturally. I feel you get tense as my thigh presses hard against your pussy. I can only imagine how wonderful that will feel when we’re naked.
And there’s little doubt now that we will be naked soon. Your arms are wrapped tightly around me. Your fingers get tangled in my hair as you draw my head closer. I can feel our breasts press together and our hips grind.
When I sense that your excitement is growing, I begin to kiss your face and neck. You lean your head back to give me more room. My mouth enters the open area at the top of your shirt and you hold your breath.
I open the top button. My lips can feel the softness of your breast. One more button and I can see both breasts lightly held in a thin, silky bra. I kiss my way down to the material.
Your hands stroke my hair as I open yet another button. Your breathing is heavy and uneven. I can see your breasts rise and fall erratically as I unbutton your blouse down to your jeans. A quick tug and the blouse is free from inside your jeans. The final button is opened.
I gradually pull your blouse open and take in the beauty of your smooth, flat stomach and silk covered breasts. I lean up and lay the blouse open across your shoulders. We kiss as my hands feel for your skin.
My hands slide under you and find your bra strap. Within seconds, your bra is unhooked and I move down your body. I place my hands below your breasts and unhurriedly push up, sliding the soft bra toward your neck.
Erect nipples come into view first, followed by the entirety of your full, firm breasts. I take them into my hands and knead them gently, feeling the soft skin squeeze against my palms.
You are looking at me with wonder in your eyes…and excitement…and anxiety. Are you afraid you won’t like it? Do you wonder what I expect of you?
Your eyes are closed now because my mouth has wrapped around the tip of your left breast and I suck on your nipple. My tongue glides back and forth across the nipple and my lips bite it.
I hear you moan. Your hand pulls my head down. I put as much of your breast in my mouth as I can, frantically licking and sucking you. Your legs wrap around mine as your desire grows. I can feel the ever-increasing wetness between my legs.
I pull away from you and begin to pull the blouse down your arms. You assist me and toss the shirt to the floor, followed by the bra. My fingers trace around your naked breasts, the moistness of my mouth still evident on one of them.
You surprise me by pulling off my t-shirt, adding it to the clothes already on the floor. Your eyes take in my breasts, but you don’t touch them. I smile to myself, seeing the desire on your face.
Gently, I take your hands and place them on my chest. Your mouth opens as if to speak, but you are silent, absorbed in the moment. I feel your fingers wrap around my breasts. They touch my hardening nipples and you look up at me. Your eyes blaze with a yearning that is only evident during lovemaking. Yet, you don’t even know that is what you’re doing. You don’t realize these moments excite me as much as an orgasm. You will learn.
My body falls forward, towards you. With my breasts still in your hands, I guide them to your face. I slide to one side so my right breast is directly above your lips. For the first time in your life, you experience the taste of another woman’s nipple.
I feel your tongue, then your lips as they close around my breast. My body quivers with anticipation, the pleasure flowing from my chest through my stomach to my clit. I desperately want to cum, but will wait until you are satisfied.
You alternate between my breasts now. First one, then the other, seemingly unable to get enough. When you lightly bite my engorged nipples, I moan my approval. If you could put my entire breast in your mouth, I’m sure you would.
Hating to stop you, I move away from your face. I kiss my way down your stomach until I reach the button on your jeans. I open it and pull down the zipper. Black panties become visible as I lower the pants down your hips. You raise your ass off the couch to allow the jeans to slide down your legs. The panties are pulled down a little, exposing a hint of fine hair above your clit.
You smile as I slide the pants over your knees and you extend your legs straight up so I can take them off. I admire the soft, smooth looking thighs. My fingers trace from your knees to the bottom of your panties, then around the outside of your legs.
Immediately, you reach for the snap on my jeans and open them. The zipper slides down easily and you pull down on my pants. I finish the job for you and add my pants to the pile of clothes next to the couch. Wearing just our panties, I yearn for the feel of your body on mine.
I lay on you, allowing our breasts to come together when we kiss. Your hands are all over my back and shoulders and waist. Finally, you reach inside my panties and squeeze my ass. Our pussies press firmly against each other and our tongues battle for space inside our mouths.
My hand is cupped over your breast. When I squeeze the nipple you moan under my deep kiss. I have to get you naked.
Surprisingly, you beat me to it. Your hands grasp the back of my panties and pull them off my ass. I raise my hips just enough for you to pull them down to my thighs. The feel of your fingers on my ass is only bettered by the sensation of those same fingers coming around to my pussy. When your finger first touches my clit I’m afraid I’ll cum instantly. But you move your hand over my shaven pussy until finding my vagina and I breathe again.
I let you insert a finger an inch or two inside me before moving down your body. You look confused, but I smile at you and look at your panties. Little by little I draw them down your legs. There is a small triangle of hair above your clit and a trace of finely trimmed hair down to your clit. As I remove your panties, my tongue wets my lips in anticipation of tasting you.
Your naked body is fully exposed under me. As I admire it, I feel your eyes. I am the first girl you’ve ever had and I intend to make you enjoy it. I’ll let you do whatever you desire and right now I sense you want to devour me. You watch my breasts and my waist and my pussy as I run my fingers over every inch of your body.
It is only when I touch your clit that I get a reaction. Your eyes close tightly, your mouth opens and you gasp. A couple more strokes and I see your hips rise and fall involuntarily.
I’m not sure that you even realize I’m moving until my head is between your legs. I press gently against your thighs and you spread them for me. With my hands under your ass, I lower my head to your pussy.
It is wet and warm and sweet. My tongue makes a long, methodical swipe from the entrance to your vagina halfway to your clit. You again raise your hips and let your ass fall back into my hands. It feels cool and soft.
I lick you a half dozen times before sliding my tongue inside you.
“Oh, Traci,” you sigh. Your hands were at your side, but now they hold my head in place.
I fuck you with my tongue for a minute, feeling the tightness of your vagina. My tongue reaches up and licks your g-spot, resulting in another whimper of pleasure. As much as I want to stay there, I know you must be desperate for satisfaction.
Not allowing my tongue to ever leave contact with your skin, I move up to your clit. As expected, you flinch when I make contact. My hands can feel your body shaking.
“Relax, Heather,” I say. “Just lay back and relax. Let it come.”
You take a deep breath and put your hands over your face. I watch you as I begin licking your clit. When your hands move up to brush back your hair, I place a hand on your left breast. Your eyes are still closed tightly as I squeeze the nipple and take your clit in my mouth.
It’s difficult to say which is more erect: the nipple or the clit. With equal zeal, I attack them both. The sweet taste on my tongue and the feel of your rigid skin between my lips makes me shudder with excitement. I pull up on your ass, engulfing as much of you as I can in my mouth.
Your hands are on my head again, urging me to take in more.
“Yes. Oh, yes. Traci. I’m…there…I’m gonna…”
I squeeze hard on your nipple and lick frantically all around your clit. You utter something I can’t make out, but your body gives you away. You stiffen. Shake. Then stiffen again.
You cry out and cum. It’s hard keeping up with the gyrations of your lower body, but I manage to keep in contact with your clit. Cries of ecstasy fill the room and I watch your head roll back and forth on the arm of the couch. Your hand is on your right breast; duplicating the manipulation I am giving your left nipple.
My arms wrap tightly around your legs in an attempt to hold you in place. You squirm from side to side, apparently giving in to a series of unrelenting orgasms. Beads of perspiration form on your forehead and your hair is wildly disarrayed. But, you look beautiful to me.
“Traci. Stop. Oh, God. No,” you say in a barely audible voice. You are trying to pull away from me.
One more shudder from a long lick and I let you go. You slide back onto the couch and lay your head by the arm. The look in your eyes is nearly indescribable. It’s a combination of pain, desire, exhaustion and exhilaration.
I lay on you again and we kiss more passionately than before. Your legs wrap around my waist and I feel the heels of your feet on my ass. As I wipe the moisture from your brow, you thank me and confirm the splendor of the sex. I just enjoy feeling your warm body on mine.
After a minute you speak. “I’m not sure I know how to please you.”
I laugh and kiss your cheek as we lay side by side. “How about if you let me take charge and you just do what comes natural?”
“OK,” you say hesitantly. “But, that was wonderful and I…”
I don’t let you finish. I roll across your body and stand up. I take your hand and pull you from the couch, turning at the same time toward the hallway. The smile on my face as I look over my shoulder at you makes you feel more at ease, and you respond with a nervous smile of your own.
We walk past a bedroom and turn into the master bathroom. I watch you look around at the white wallpaper with vivid patterns, plant stands and glass enclosed shower. Then your eyes fall upon the centerpiece of the room--a large, beige Jacuzzi.
“Wow. This is nice,” you say softly.
“Would you like to relax in my tub for a while?” It was a question that didn’t demand an answer.
“Would I? Of course.”
I had already walked to the faucet and started the flow of water. When I stood back up, I was surprised to find you directly behind me with your arms around my waist. Your hands rose to the base of my breasts and your warm breath was on my neck. Through my hair you kissed my ear and whispered how happy I had made you.
My breasts were covered now with your outstretched fingers and your lips were biting the bottom of my ear. I reached behind you and pulled you closer, feeling the softness of your ass once again.
One of your hands slid down my stomach and landed between my legs. A finger moved from my clit to my vagina, then inside me. I bent slightly and you molded your body with mine. The finger slipped in and out repeatedly.
“God, Heather. You can’t be new to this.” I could have cum in an instant.
I heard you giggle quietly before I bent down to turn off the water and activate the jets in the Jacuzzi. Your hand left my pussy but your body was still in contact with me the whole time. The soothing swoosh of the water was the only sound in the room.
I stepped into the tub and sat with my back against one side, watching you follow behind me. You easily slid into the curved area for the second occupant and stretched out your legs over mine. We both slipped down until only our heads were above the water, watching it swirl around and over each other’s bodies. I felt your feet slide up and down my legs, not quite reaching my pussy, which now urgently needed your attention.
We unwound for a couple minutes before you began to lean forward. You approach me and soon are hovering over me, water dripping off your nipples. We kiss as you lower your body onto mine. I hold your ass and you grind your pussy down onto mine. Lost in the kiss’ craze, we nearly end up under the water. Water laps against the side of my face, adding to the warmth of your mouth and tongue. The end of your hair is wet and hangs around your face. You look incredibly sexy.
You move down to my neck, which I’ve raised to water level. Sensing that you want more, I rise out of the water a few more inches and you take my breast into your mouth. The already ultra-sensitive nipple is maneuvered between your lips and I feel like exploding. I feel your hands on my ass, lifting me yet higher.
I decide it is time. Or did you? In one easy motion, I sit on the edge of the tub, my pussy at the same level as your mouth. I spread my legs and watch you. Your eyes never leave my pussy. In another couple seconds, your tongue is on me. First inside me, then up to my clit.
I put my hands on the back of your head and feel the smooth dampness of your mouth. You are licking below my clit, beside it, around it. On it. God, you lick it harder and take it in your mouth. I feel your lips and tongue, then a finger in my vagina. I put my hand on my breast and squeeze. Hard. Then my nipple. I roll it between my fingers, feeling you fuck me with your fingers and lick my clit.
“Yes, Heather. That’s it. Yes.”
You urge me to cum, but I need no help. The orgasm starts deep inside my stomach and flows out in a wave. I buck my hips up and down, forcing my pussy harder against your face. Your tongue works harder and faster and you pull me closer. My hands fall to the side of the tub, trying to hold on while a second and third orgasm roll over me.
I cry out your name over and over, begging you not to stop. My body shudders from the power of the sex, the power of your mouth. Until I can’t move.
You know I’m finished and lift your head. Your eyes peer out from under your hair, looking up at me as though you were a child looking for approval. Tears fill my eyes.
I slide down into the tub and into your arms. I try to talk but your mouth is on mine and the words disappear into you.
We spend another half hour in the Jacuzzi exploring each other. We spend the rest of the day in t-shirts; talking, eating, playing, learning to love.
I get outrageously jealous when you go out with guys, now. But you always come back. Back to my arms, my bed and my love.
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It was a long winter for Dennis and Kim Cashman. Stuck in their Midwestern, upper middle class home while snow fell all around them, they could only dream of vacations and relaxation. Work drug on, sometimes complicated by treacherous drives over icy roads.
Their daughter Erin, now nineteen and a college freshman, was in the Spring break mood. This was not unlike her normal weekend mood—hungry for alcohol and guys.
So it was with great anticipation that the Cashmans decided to return to the Wildwood Cabins Resort for the weekend. Their eventful first visit the previous Fall had convinced them they would return when the weather permitted.
The forecast was favorable and Erin packed with sunbathing in mind. A few sweatshirts for the cool evenings and mornings completed her wardrobe. In the master bedroom, Dennis and Kim discussed their plans while stuffing two suitcases full. Both of them already felt more relaxed, just preparing for the trip.
They weren't necessarily thrilled with taking Erin, hoping that by their early forties they would be able to spend more time alone. But they knew the tall, thin and attractive girl would be away from the cabin most of the weekend. What she would be doing concerned them only slightly. What they would be doing was much more pressing at the moment.
Meanwhile, John Marlin, owner of the Wildwood Cabins Resort, looked over the spreadsheet on his computer screen. Three cabins were rented this weekend. Not bad for the beginning of April. And there was always hope for "walk-up" business at the last moment. It was going to be a good year, he thought.
He hoped the recent addition of a small recreation center and pool would increase business. It better, he said to himself, when he considered the size of the loan he took out for the construction costs. And the additional personnel costs for maintenance.
It all seemed worthwhile when he visited the Resort's web site and saw the pictures of the pool area superimposed over shots of the cabins, surrounded by trees in glorious autumn color. Now all he needed were customers.
Dennis, Kim, Erin, and their luggage piled into the SUV and headed south. A bike on the roof would provide exercise for Dennis should he get tired of hiking over the weekend.
It would be a thirty-minute drive. Erin rode with headphones from an MP3 player over her long hair and Kim concentrated on a new book. The late afternoon sun shone bright and warm inside the car.
After checking in and renewing acquaintances with John Marlin, Dennis drove the SUV to the front of Cabin 1. Along the way, Kim and Erin commented favorably on the new rec center and pool. With temperatures expected to rise over the weekend, the water would be inviting.
The family unpacked, with Dennis and Kim occupying the single bedroom and Erin taking the loft overlooking the living room. With the kitchen basically sitting in a corner of the living room, the entire first floor was one big room with the exception of the bedroom and bath. For as much time as Erin planned on spending in the cabin, it didn't matter much to her.
A few minutes later, she asked for and received the keys to the SUV. With a simple, "I'll be back later," she was out the door. Not that this bothered her parents. Kim was hanging clothes in the miniscule closet when she felt her husband's arms wrap around her waist.
Despite her 5' 8" frame, Dennis towered over his wife. He was broad and muscular…and, at the moment, horny. His mouth found her ear and he nibbled lightly, knowing this excited her in spite of her protestations. By the time his hands had risen inside her sweatshirt to cover her breasts, Kim could feel the hardness of his cock against her ass.
"Honey, we have all weekend," she sighed. "Can't I even unpack?"
Kim looked back over her shoulder and smiled.
"Oh, all right," Dennis said. He removed his hand from under her sweatshirt and slapped her on the ass. She playfully swiped at his hand as he walked away.
They eventually got clothes put away before stocking the small refrigerator with a few supplies Kim had thrown in the car at the last second. She knew they could buy food in a nearby town, but also knew Erin and Dennis couldn't go an hour without snacking.
Soon, Dennis asked her if she wanted to go for a walk on the trail they had hiked during their last visit. Kim filled a water bottle and they headed out into the cool air. Quickly, the thick woods ate them up.
A few miles away, Erin was inside a convenience store pricing beer. She paid the kid behind the counter and began to leave. Using the reflection off the front window, she watched as his eyes followed her hourglass figure out the door. She liked them older--and bigger than she imagined he was. Nevertheless, she tried to put on a good show, walking with just a shade of wiggle in her ass.
Driving back into the resort, Erin noticed a car at the main office and, further down the drive, a car in front of Cabin 2. Things were picking up. She would have to investigate later.
Kim and Dennis had walked about fifteen minutes when they came to a break in the trees. A small clearing led to a steep drop-off, which overlooked a clear, blue lake. The couple walked through the clearing and slid hand-in-hand down the grassy embankment to the side of the lake.
They felt as if they had descended into a different time and space. The woods behind them were blocked from view and, across the lake, the trees seemed light years away. Dennis was warm from the hike and took off the light jacket he wore.
The couple sat next to each other on the grass, Kim holding her husband's hand. They talked about what they would do the next day, what trouble Erin would get into, and the quietness of their surroundings.
During a lull in the conversation, Kim looked over at Dennis, then down to his jeans. Her hand separated from his and slid between his legs.
"You still horny?" she asked softly. Her hand brushed along his thigh before reaching his crotch.
"Very," he said. The light touch of her hand was all it took to bring back the throbbing he had felt earlier.
Kim pressed harder, feeling the outline of his cock under the thick material. She smiled at him and returned her glance to her hand. The bulge was more evident now and she traced it with her finger.
Eventually her hand moved to the button above his zipper. It easily came undone and she opened the front of Dennis' jeans. Kim's hand slithered inside and instantly felt the hardness of his cock. Its warmth could be felt through the thin material of his boxers.
She put her hand inside the shorts and wrapped her fingers around the shaft. She could feel blood pulse through it as the cock grew even longer and harder. With little resistance, she pulled it out into the early evening air.
Kim put her free hand on Dennis' shoulder and pushed gently.
"Lay down," she said. Her husband obeyed without hesitation.
Kim knelt on the grass and moved her lips toward the cock's pink tip. She kissed it once before placing her hand around the base and lifting it away from his leg. The cock was already thick despite being less than half erect. Kim had come to appreciate this fact, not so much during oral sex, but rather when he inserted it into her tight pussy. She never felt as fulfilled with any other man.
But now it was her turn to please him. As her mouth closed around the cock and her tongue slid along the bottom of the shaft, she felt Dennis' hand on the back of her head. He lightly brushed her long, brown hair before holding her tight against his erection. Within seconds, Kim was sucking and licking a fully erect cock that extended far above her tiny hand.
Dennis closed his eyes and concentrated on the sensation of Kim's mouth and tongue working on his cock. Her hand stroked him with increased intensity as she focused on the cock's tip. Sweet precum seeped out and she moaned softly, knowing he wouldn't take long to cum.
She teased him by occasionally licking with long strokes before returning him to her mouth. Kim repeated this several times, sensing whenever he was close to cumming. Now her mouth moved to his balls and she lightly took one between her lips. The rough skin and hair, along with his scent, excited her. Kim considered lowering her own jeans to ride him, but decided against it. There would be time for that later.
Dennis' cock was back in Kim's mouth and she sucked on it furiously. He couldn't hold back any longer and announced the oncoming orgasm with a hoarsely uttered groan. Kim gripped the shaft harder and worked it feverishly with both hand and mouth.
Her husband stiffened, barked out his approval and shot a long, warm load of cum into Kim's mouth. He heard her moan with pleasure as a second and third burst of cum flew from his cock. Kim struggled to swallow, cum dripping from her lips. Dennis thrust his hips upward attempting to fuck his wife's mouth and she responded with a rhythmic bobbing of her head.
When she felt Dennis' orgasm subsiding, she sucked harder, resulting in involuntary shudders from her husband. The cock that was so hard and long a minute ago began softening between her lips. Eventually, the flow of cum stopped completely and he was limp.
Kim wiped the side of her face with the back of her hand and fell on Dennis' chest. They kissed passionately, the sweet stickiness of his orgasm transferring to Dennis' lips.
"That was marvelous," Dennis said. "You're wonderful."
"It was my pleasure. Now you might want to get dressed again before the next couple comes along."
Dennis smiled and pushed his cock back inside his boxers before pulling up on the zipper and fastening his jeans. They sat together, enjoying the calm of the lake and the dusk light.
Erin Cashman sat on the back porch of Cabin 1 with a beer in her hand and her feet propped up on the chair in front of her. Her eyes swept the woods behind the cabin before settling on movement behind the adjacent cabin, a hundred yards or so to her right. A figure was hovering over a grill, poking at it with an object she could not distinguish. The figure was a man, she was certain of that.
Soon, a second man appeared from the back door of the cabin carrying something—a plate, she thought. More movement preceded their both going into the hovering mode. A few seconds later, they seemingly looked in her direction before disappearing back into the cabin.
It was hard to tell from her distance, but Erin thought the guys looked to be in their thirties. But it was growing darker. She could either take a walk and try to find out now, or make it a project for tomorrow.
She took the last drink from the bottle and sat it on the porch floor. She was going for a walk.
Erin headed down the trail next to the cabin, but when it reached the entrance to the woods, she veered off to the right along the edge of the trees. With her hands in her jeans pockets and her sweatshirt rubbing against her bare nipples, she ambled through the thick grass. When she was within about fifty yards of Cabin 2, the back door opened once more and one of the men emerged onto the lighted porch.
She saw plainly now that he was, indeed, a fairly young, tall man. She continued walking, her eyes never leaving the porch. Her movement must have caught the man's eye, as his head rose and their eyes met. After a moment's hesitation, Erin waved. She had already altered her path more toward the cabin when the man waved back.
Now within reasonable shouting distance, she said loudly, "Hi. Smells good." In fact, she had picked up on the aroma of steak and wasn't making it up.
"Hi," came the response. "We have enough to share."
Erin was now approaching the porch and the man could clearly make out her long hair, striking facial features and shapely legs in tight jeans.
"Oh, no. I couldn't. We're gonna…"
"Ah, c'mon. Are you having anything better than steak over there?"
The assurance with which the question was asked made her giggle. That produced a smile on the young man's face.
"Well, probably not. I'm sure Mom will have something she considers healthy," Erin said with a tinge of sarcasm.
"Then come on. There's plenty of beer, too."
Erin stepped onto the porch. "Well. In that case…"
The man introduced himself as Matt. He placed two large steaks on a plastic serving platter and handed it to Erin. With Matt holding the door open, they entered Cabin 2.
Once inside, Erin hesitated for a second and let Matt lead the way. They turned into the kitchen/eating area and were greeted by the second man.
"Tom, this is Erin. She's from the next cabin over. She's gonna join us," Matt announced.
"Hi, Erin. Let me take that," Tom said, reaching for the platter.
Matt had already opened the cabinet and pulled down a third plate. He got a set of silverware from the drawer and quickly added a place for Erin at the table. A chair was pulled around and, just that quick, the young woman had joined them for dinner.
"Have a seat," Matt said politely. "We have water, pop and beer."
"Beer is fine," Erin said with a smile, pulling her seat closer to the table.
She looked across at Tom, estimating him to be about thirty. He was not strikingly handsome and was shorter than Matt, but his blue eyes and a light 5-o'clock shadow made him attractive to her. Both men were in obvious good shape and apparently somewhat successful, based on the quality of their "casual" garb.
Matt brought Erin a beer, apologizing for no glasses, which Erin excused them for. The steak had been cut into several equal pieces and, along with salad and heated up frozen corn, was placed in the middle of the table.
Quickly, everyone had their share and was digging in. The conversation centered around when they had arrived, how long they were staying, jobs, and Erin's family.
"Your Mom must be very beautiful," Tom said.
Erin blushed instantly. "I'll tell her you said that."
"Invite her over," Matt said. "We'll have fresh fish tomorrow. Right, Tom?"
"Hey, you're the guide. Don't make promises you can't keep."
"There's a market in Logan," Erin said dryly.
Both guys laughed loudly, followed by stories of previous fishing trips gone bad. When the tales ended, dinner was over and the table was cleared with everyone's help. Erin was feeling very comfortable with the men and was uncertain whether to stay or give an excuse for leaving.
The decision was partly made up for her when Matt asked if she could stay a little while longer. She balked at first. When Tom suggested she check in with her parents and return later, she was slightly offended. Wanting to show her maturity, she said she would stay. Besides, she was in the mood to begin flirting.
They moved into the adjacent living room. Before sitting, Erin went to the fireplace mantel and reached up for a framed picture. She could feel the eyes on her ass, held firmly in her tight jeans. Her sweatshirt rose, revealing a few inches of skin above her waist.
"Isn't this beautiful?" Erin asked to no one in particular while glancing at the picture of the cabin in winter.
There was no answer, but her show had not gone unnoticed by the guys. She put the photo back and turned to take a spot on the opposite end of the couch from Tom. She sat with one leg under her and the other dangling from the couch.
"Are you guys married?" Erin finally asked after a brief silence.
"I am," Matt responded. "Tom's not…yet"
"And it won't be as soon as you think," Tom answered back quickly.
Erin smiled at the obvious inside joke among the two. "So the women didn't come with you?"
"Nope. Just us this time," Matt said. "It might get very boring."
"Do you think we'd have any luck at that Logan market?" Tom asked Erin with a straight face.
She laughed. "Hardly." After a pause, she added, "You'd have better luck from the next cabin over."
She was looking at Tom, but waited for a response from either guy. It came from Matt. "With you or your Mom?"
"That's hard to say. I'll have to ask her what she's doing tomorrow evening," Erin said. "Invite us over for dessert."
"I thought you WERE dessert," Tom said.
Erin had been around enough to know she was in control of what happened next. She was energized by these two nice-looking guys and the intimacy of the cabin. She was horny. And she was apprehensive.
The thought of having sex with two strangers she had met half an hour ago somehow invigorated her. The idea that she dictated how and when it would occur was more intoxicating than the beers.
She looked at Tom.
"You're still hungry?" she asked.
"Famished."
They stared at each other from opposite ends of the couch, just a few feet apart. The tension filled the room.
Erin stood up and walked in front of Tom. Gracefully, she placed her knees on the couch on either side of his legs. Her body was inches from his, her sweatshirt-covered breasts directly in front of his face.
Erin lifted the sweatshirt excruciatingly slowly. Matt, from his chair across the small room, saw the girl's back begin to appear. Tom saw a flat stomach, then a navel with a tiny ring attached, followed by more smooth skin. She wavered teasingly at the base of her breasts before raising the sweatshirt higher.
Her breasts were drawn upward as her arms extended over her head. One after the other, she removed her arms from the sleeves. While Matt marveled at the glorious symmetry of her back, Tom couldn't take his eyes off the girl's firm breasts and pink nipples.
He barely noticed as the sweatshirt fell to the floor. What he couldn't fail to notice were the breasts edging closer to his face. The lap dance had just started and already he felt the pressure of his cock pushing against the inside of his jeans. His hands stayed at his side, but there was no mistaking Erin's intent.
Tom opened his lips and accepted the nipple from Erin's right breast. As soon as his mouth closed around it, he raised his hands and cupped a breast in each one. The soft flesh gave way to his fingers and Tom squeezed, taking more of her inside his mouth.
Erin tilted her head back, letting her long hair fall away from her shoulders. The sensation of the man's mouth and tongue on her erect nipple sent a shiver down her body. She lowered herself, wanting to feel him against her ass. The girl wasn't disappointed as she felt his ever-hardening cock through both pair of jeans.
She gyrated her hips, rubbing against him with long, slow strokes. Tom put his hands on her back, then slid them down until his fingers disappeared inside her jeans. Erin arched her back at the incredible feeling of his fingers on her bare skin, followed by the hands on her ass, squeezing softly.
By now, Tom had taken advantage of both breasts, sucking on them until the nipples seemed to be on the verge of bursting. To his surprise, his own shirt was being lifted over his head. He separated himself from the girl's breasts just long enough for the shirt to be discarded.
As he prepared to continue his exploration of her chest, Erin slid backwards and knelt on the floor between his legs. Without pausing, she reached for the top of Tom's jeans and unsnapped them. Just as quickly, she had his zipper down.
Erin began to pull the pants down, then took off his shoes before yanking the jeans completely off. Her eyes fell on the noticeable bulge in Tom's boxers as she crept forward once more. The girl's hand lightly touched him and then encircled the cock. The thin material of the boxers let her feel him harden.
Tom couldn't help but get further aroused at the sight of Erin's breasts hanging freely under her body. They swung gently with her movements and he wished they were back in his mouth.
Erin repositioned Tom's cock so that it emerged from the opening in the front of his boxers. It twitched into place, pointing at a forty-five degree angle between Erin and Tom. She stroked it twice before moving her head closer.



Tom leaned his head back and let himself absorb the sensation of the girl's tongue as it ran up the underside of his cock. When she reached the tip and flicked it softly, he thought he would explode. That feeling was only surpassed by her lips clamping around the middle of the shaft and sucking hard. Soon, her tongue was again lapping at the erect cock inside her mouth.
Erin was lost in the delight of taking Tom in her mouth when she felt two hands clasp her breasts. Immediately after that, a body pushed up against her ass. Matt had moved onto the floor behind her and, on his knees, was anxiously kneading Erin's breasts. His forced his cock against her ass, grinding it roughly.
Matt slid his hands down her body and unsnapped her jeans. He pulled down on the zipper and grabbed the pants at her waist. With one smooth motion, he had them over her ass and to her knees. He stopped to examine the pair of small white panties that barely covered her ass cheeks, then pulled her jeans and shoes off.
Erin allowed this to happen without skipping a beat in her attack on Toms cock. Her head bobbed up and down frantically, sucking noises filling the room. She hardly noticed Matt's hands covering her ass, sliding up under her panties and squeezing. Within seconds, the panties were off and lying on the floor.
She felt incredibly sexy with her naked body accessible to these two men, a throbbing cock between her lips. When Matt's hand moved around her waist and between her legs, she moaned. His finger found her clit while his other hand squeezed her nipple. He manipulated her breast and clit for a moment before backing off.
The girl was disappointed he had quit until she heard his clothes being removed and thrown on the floor.
"Yes," she thought to herself. "Do me from behind. I need to cum SO bad."
Matt was fully erect as he removed the last of his clothes and knelt once more behind the girl. Her magnificent ass with full, round cheeks and sleek thighs were separated slightly, allowing him to view her pink cunt. Moisture already glistened between the folds of skin as Matt slid his fingers inside.
First one, then two fingers were inserted into her cunt. She spread her legs wider and began moving her hips back and forth. Matt couldn't wait any longer. With his hands on her smooth hips, he placed his cock at the entrance to her vagina.
A slow, steady push allowed him to easily enter her. She was tight and wet and wonderful. His legs met her ass with a quiet slap and he stopped, enjoying the feeling.
In front of him, Erin was enjoying the dual pleasure of a thick cock inside her and another in her mouth. She held it by the base in one hand and sucked vigorously. The first drips of precum met her tongue and she glanced at Tom.
His eyes were closed, his mouth slightly open in heavy breathing. Tom was beginning to raise and lower his hips in concert with Erin's motions. He was fucking her mouth and loving every second of it.
Erin lifted her head from the cock for an instant.
"Fuck me, Matt. Fuck me hard."
This unexpected demand caused both men to get even more excited. Matt responded by repeatedly thrusting into the girl until his balls slapped against her ass. He grabbed her by the waist and concentrated on the amazing feel of her cunt squeezed around his cock. Erin's body quivered under him, an orgasm building rapidly.
She sensed Tom's own orgasm also getting closer. His back was arched as he tried desperately to put himself deeper into her mouth. Erin worked harder on his cock as she felt a hand once again play with her nipple.
This was all it took for her to cum.
"Oh, God. Yes," she cried, stroking Tom's cock as she threw her head back.
She clutched the couch with her free hand and allowed her orgasm to flow through her body. Groans of satisfaction poured from inside her as wave after wave of orgasm hit the girl. She pushed back against the plunging cock behind her and felt her cunt muscles constrict around it.
Again and again she felt it enter her and she wanted more. She came a second time. Then a third as she put Tom's cock back in her mouth. She felt her juices spill down the inside of her thighs and everyone heard the sucking sound of Matt's cock entering Erin.
With the girl's mouth working again on his erection, Tom finally came. The first blast of cum hit the back of Erin's throat and she moaned her delight. She gripped the cock harder and sucked several more shots of cum from the young man. The white cream dripped down the side of her mouth and onto her hand.
Tom was nearly done when Matt's orgasm began. Erin was focusing on the building amount of cum in her mouth when she felt more warm fluid pour onto her ass. Matt had pulled out at the last second and was pumping shot after shot of cum onto the girl's raised ass and lower back.
Soon, several long strings of cum covered her, while Matt held a considerably less rigid cock.
"Damn. You guys are good," Erin said in a ragged, tired voice.
Neither man could answer right away.
"Can you come back and play tomorrow?" Tom said, looking up at her from the couch.
The threesome cleaned up and dressed before celebrating with one more beer. It was now dark and Erin did not have to make excuses for getting back to the cabin. They agreed that they would look for each other the next day and Erin said goodnight with kisses for both men.
Dennis and Kim Cashman were in the living room of Cabin 1 when Erin came in through the back door. They exchanged short, untrusting greetings and accounts of where they had been. Neither the parents nor the daughter lied when they said they had gone for walks. Only Kim seemed to notice Erin's unkempt hair, but nothing was said.
Saturday morning gave every indication of a terrific day to follow. It was bright and warm even at the early hour that found Kim preparing breakfast. Looking out the kitchen window toward the woods behind the cabin, Kim watched two young men with fishing gear head down the trail. Water flowed from the faucet into a coffee pot as Kim stared at the faultless ass of the taller man.
She was always attracted to taller men, especially taller men with great asses. This one in particular was fading from sight when Kim noticed the water overflowing the small pot.
She finished preparing breakfast shortly after Dennis arrived. They ate alone, not expecting to see Erin for another couple of hours. The couple went for an uneventful walk after they ate and returned to find Erin on the porch in shorts and a bikini top. Headphones prevented the girl from realizing their presence and she jumped when Kim tapped her on the shoulder.
"We're going into Logan. Need anything?" the mother asked.
"Nope. I'm fine."
The headphones were put back in place and Erin could once again place herself between Tom's legs, a cock in her mouth and another ramming her from behind. She grabbed the legs of her tiny shorts and pulled at them, loosening their grip on her increasingly sensitive pussy. She innocently ran her fingers across the top of one breast before quickly withdrawing the hand, fearing being caught. How could she be so horny again, she wondered?
That afternoon, Dennis decided to take a bike ride rather than join his wife and daughter at the pool. He routinely rode fifty miles in the hills and assured the women he would be gone for a few hours, but would make it back in time for dinner. As he rode out of the resort a few minutes later, he waved to Kim and Erin as they settled into lounge chairs at the pool.
Erin's brightly colored bikini didn't contrast with her body as well as it would later in the summer when she was golden tan, but it was still an excellent display of her awesome figure.
Kim wore a much more conservative one-piece suit. Yet, it showed sufficient cleavage and was cut high enough on the legs to show off her well-maintained body. John Marlin might have to wait a while before getting another pair of guests at the pool that looked as good as these two.
They stayed for over an hour, Kim reading her book and Erin rotating various sides of her body to the sun. When Kim mentioned she was going back to the cabin, Erin decided to join her. Both of them were likely to burn the first time in the sun if they stayed much longer.
The smell of coconuts followed them to the cabin. They were nearly at the front door when Erin raised her arm and waved it back and forth. Kim traced the path of her daughter's eyes and saw two men approaching up the trail.
"There's Matt and Tom. They're in the cabin over there," Erin said, pointing in the direction of Cabin 2.
Suspicion of how she knew all this breezed through Kim's mind. But, she soon forgot about it as she watched the men get closer. They were certainly good-looking enough, younger than her yet mature—no, professional described it better. They looked like young executives, or lawyers, on a weekend getaway. And the tall one had a sweet ass.
Erin had already started a conversation while Kim did her mental inventory.
"This is my mom," Erin was saying.
Kim caught herself just in time to smile appropriately and acknowledge the two men. It was then she began to pay attention to the t-shirts on the guys' bodies and the jeans under the small waists. Erin sure could pick 'em, she thought.
Before she realized totally what was happening, the men were joining the women inside the cabin at Erin's invitation. Matt and Tom stored their fishing gear near the back door and accepted Kim's offer of beer and a seat.
As Kim handed out the beers, feeling only somewhat self-conscious in her swimsuit, Erin offered a lame story about meeting the guys the day before. Kim accepted the tale and sat in a chair by the fireplace. She crossed her long legs and received approving glances from both men.
Kim couldn't quite put a finger on what excited her about this situation. It could have been that Dennis was gone, or that she felt a little like a teenage friend of Erin's tagging along on a manhunt, or what. She just knew the one named Matt had a great butt and he was in her cabin drinking her beer. And she was OK with that.
As could be expected, the conversation eventually came around to Erin's swimsuit. That led to her tan, or lack thereof. She didn't waver when asked by Tom to show them if she'd gotten any tan that day. Erin stood in front of her chair and pulled down the side of her bikini bottom, showing the faintest of lines and lots of hip.
It all met with approval from the guys and even a faint smile from Mom, primarily in recognition of the game being played. Kim was somewhat taken aback, however, when Matt asked her if SHE had attained the same results.
"Oh, no," she exclaimed. "I don't tan like Erin does."
"C'mon. Show us. We'll be the judge," Matt urged her.
Kim noticed the broad smile on Erin's face now. She didn't know whether to kill or thank her daughter. As she stood, Kim decided to become a major player. She put her hands at her sides for an instant, as if to use the bottom of her suit for the display. Then she lifted her hand and pulled the suit an inch or two off the top of her right breast.
A good portion of the breast was now visible, with practically no visible tan line in sight. The room was deathly quiet, with all eyes focused on one spot.
The silence was broken when Matt said, "I can't tell. Come closer."
"You can't tell from there," Kim told him. "Stand up."
Standing just a couple feet away, Kim now noticed how much taller he was than her. Matt stepped forward and Kim studied his features closely. Something about the young man took her breath away for a second. His eyes? The maturity beyond his years? The aura of a successful man?
Kim stood frozen. She honestly did not know what to do next, and hated herself for it. She didn't need to worry. Matt put his hand on the same spot on the suit that she had earlier and pulled it aside. He held it for a second, then slid his finger up the inside of the suit toward her shoulder.
The farther his finger slid up, the farther the strap of the suit slid down her shoulder. Their eyes locked together. Kim's showed fear; anticipation; anxiety. Matt's gleamed with delight and control.
Without looking at it, Kim felt the strap lay against the very top of her arm. The man's hand was back at her breast. It lay on the top before moving down, inside the suit, around the bulk of her breast and finally to the nipple.
Kim felt a shiver jolt her entire body. Her lips parted, but before she could move another muscle, Matt was putting his mouth on hers. A thousand thoughts screamed inside Kim's head, not one of which said "no". His hand was cupping her breast warmly and his tongue was probing her mouth.
One thought emerged—please don't stop.
Matt was afraid to end the kiss, fearful of Kim rejecting further advances. So, when he lowered his head to her neck he expected the worse. He got no reaction. He kissed lower. And lower…until reaching the end of her breast.
Kim's eyes were closed. Too involved to ruin the moment by looking. She just wanted to experience, to feel.
She felt his fingers on the last part of the swimsuit covering her right breast and she felt his mouth engulf her nipple. Immediately after that, she felt a hand on her other shoulder and that strap being removed. It was too late. She was going to let it happen.
A hand pulled down on the suit covering her left breast and it was exposed. Matt's mouth devoured a good portion of one breast while his hand manipulated the other.
As if controlled by something other than her own mind, Kim's hand moved to the back of Matt's head. And it pulled him closer. Harder onto her breast.
Her eyes were open now and she saw Erin and Tom staring intently at the couple in front of them. Kim knew she should be embarrassed by what was happening. She knew she should be stopping it. But, she couldn't and didn't want to.
She moved her hand between herself and Matt and felt for his cock. It didn't take much effort to find the hardening shaft within his jeans. Kim caressed it with her palm as the man sucked enthusiastically on a breast.
Matt pulled down on Kim's swimsuit until it hung at her waist. He admired the woman's body for a second before pulling off his own t-shirt. Kim's hands immediately went to his strong chest and shoulders, eventually stopping at the nipples, which were lightly covered with thin, dark hairs.
The man found her touch very arousing and the nipples soon ached. He moved forward until their two bodies met. He took Kim's head in his hands and kissed her passionately, feeling her breasts collapse between them. Her arms wrapped around his back and she felt his hardness rub against her, just above her pussy.
Kim lowered her hands and slid them inside his jeans. It was a tight fit, but she managed to get her fingers on his ass. That wonderful, tight butt she had watched before. Now it was in her hands, and she squeezed it hard.
Their kiss grew in intensity as both bodies tingled with anticipation. Kim wanted this man inside her. Matt wanted to feel his cock enter this sexy woman.
Kim was the one who broke off the kiss, only to open Matt's jeans and pull down the zipper. The pants slipped down the man's legs, revealing a pair of boxers with a conspicuous bulge in the front. Matt reached down to take off his shoes and then kicked the jeans off his feet.
Almost before he could stand back up Kim had her hand on his cock. He rubbed it through the boxers, then reached inside and wrapped her fingers around it. She stroked it while looking into his eyes, watching his desire grow by the second. The stimulation of her hand caused the cock to harden quickly and, when she felt it was at full erection, she took off his boxers.
While Kim enjoyed the impressive view of the man's cock pointing upward, Erin was staring intently at Matt's ass. If the sight of it in jeans had awed her mother, the girl was even more taken by the naked version. She squirmed in her seat, feeling the familiar wetness growing between her legs.
Kim tossed aside the boxers and, still kneeling, moved her face to the erect cock. She put her hand behind it and held the cock lightly as her tongue skimmed across it. Each time she touched it with her tongue the cock twitched. She licked the tip, then moved down and ran her tongue over Matt's balls. Again, she licked from the base of the cock to the tip.
Tom had sat quietly watching the show, one time repositioning his cock inside his jeans to allow it to harden. Now the scene in the living room was overpowering him. He stood and walked over to Erin's chair. He reached out his hand and she understood. Erin took Tom's hand and they stood together.
In just a matter of seconds, it seemed, both were naked and embracing. The breasts Tom had so enjoyed the evening before were once again in his mouth, the girl's ass in his hands.
As Tom and Erin moved onto the couch, Kim was sucking feverishly on Matt's cock. The woman's hair swung wildly back and forth as her head bobbed on the shaft. Matt knew he could easily cum in her mouth and thoroughly enjoy it, but he wanted desperately to fuck Kim.
"Stand up," he said softly to the woman, while pulling up on her arms.
Kim obeyed and stood in silence as Matt calmly removed her swimsuit. She hoped that her constant exercising was paying off. While not able to offer the same silky smooth skin as her daughter, her hips, calves, thighs and butt were in good shape for a woman of forty-one.
Matt ran his hands over her hips and around to her ass. Standing now, he pulled her closer until his rigid cock was pressed firmly between their bodies. He kissed her neck, biting it gently and causing Kim to giggle. She had not been this aroused in years. She knew she would do anything this man wanted.
What Matt wanted her to do was lay down, and he told her so. As she lowered herself to the floor, she saw Erin sitting on Tom's lap, his cock deep inside her. Tom's hands were firmly planted on the girl's breasts, which bounced in rhythm with the rest of her body. They urged each other on with talk that only heightened Kim's already desperate state of arousal.
As Kim started to lie down, Matt requested her to lie on her stomach. This petrified the woman, who considered her ass her least appealing feature. But, she complied and rolled over, resting her head on her arms.
Kim glanced over her shoulder and watched Matt straddle her legs with his, resting on his knees. Then she felt his fingers on the sides of her ass. Slowly, they slid over her soft skin until his palms engulfed the cheeks. He took her ass in his hands and kneaded it, pushing it up at the same time.
The massage continued with long, even caresses and Kim relaxed. Matt's fingers were on her waist, her hips, her thighs and her ass. She never wanted it to end. That is, until the fingers found her cunt.
As the first finger disappeared inside her, Kim raised her ass off the floor in delight. When the second finger entered her she thought she would cum. A moan escaped her despite her best efforts to remain calm.
"Roll over and let me fuck you." The voice was just inches from her ear. It startled her, yet she obeyed instantly.
When she got on her back, Kim saw the tall, young man's erection pointing fiercely out from his body. The cock was not exceptionally thick, but looked long enough to enter her up to the throat. Without further instructions, she spread her legs and waited for him to satisfy her.
Matt also was eager to please and put his cock at the entrance to Kim's vagina. When it was in place, he looked at the woman and was happy to see a receptive look on her face. He didn't see fear or distrust, just pure lust.
He pushed forward. He lowered himself onto the woman. When their chests met, he was completely inside her.



Kim moaned out his name as Matt began sliding his cock in and out of her. He put his hands under her ass. Kim responded by wrapping her legs around his waist and the man held her up by the thighs.
She felt his long, hard cock penetrate her deeper than she had ever felt before. She held onto him tightly with her legs, her feet resting on the top of his ass.
From where she was lying, she could barely see Erin and Tom on the couch. Their voices had risen and they both declared their pending orgasms. Erin cried out in a shrill voice when she came, followed shortly by Tom's unmistakable groans. Kim watched her daughter's breasts gyrate madly as Tom slammed into her over and over.
This exhibition was all it took for Kim to cry out to Matt that she, too, was about to cum. She scarcely heard his voice urging her on over the unbelievable tremor that shook her body. From her nipples to her clit, she felt the orgasm begin. She closed her cunt tightly around Matt's cock. She lost all sense of her surroundings as she came. The only things that were constant were the piston-like motions of the cock inside her and the never-ending waves of bliss.
Kim was nearly in tears from delight when Matt came. With even more violent thrusts than before, he shot streams of cum into her. Each time he entered her another load flew from his cock.
A minute later he collapsed into Kim's arms, his semi-erect cock still inside her. Eventually he rolled off and Kim followed him onto her side. They kissed and caught their breath. On the couch, Tom was lazily sucking on one of Erin's breasts as she lay motionless.
Kim thought about the one day they had left at the resort and what the two young men might be doing tomorrow morning. She thought about Dennis. She didn't suppose he'd be interested in watching. Or would he? She might have to ask.
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Traci looked out over the masts of the fishing boats moored alongside Pier 39 at San Francisco’s Fisherman’s Wharf. Darkness was falling quickly and the Transamerica Building glowed inside and out. To her right, she could barely make out one end of the Golden Gate Bridge.
She pushed a crab leg around her plate with a fork, not sure whether to put forth the effort it would take to get a mouthful of meat out of it. Her mind wasn’t on food. When she looked out the restaurant’s window once more, she didn’t see the tourists walking past or the ferry arriving from Alcatraz.
Traci could only think of Mike’s hands, her own nakedness and the two of them experiencing orgasms with wind blowing their hair in all directions.
The day had started normal enough for the 24-year-old visitor from Ohio. She had most of the day to sightsee while the friend she accompanied to the West Coast attended a conference.
Traci chose to wear a sweatshirt along with her shorts, knowing that certain stops on the “deluxe city tour” would be atop some of the city’s windiest locales. It was a warm spring day with bright sunshine, sure to offer plenty of photo opportunities.
Thirty people climbed aboard the bus on the west end of Fisherman’s Wharf. Traci watched intently as an assortment of fellow passengers shuffled past. Young, old, male and female. American, Japanese, Spanish and Chinese. It was the young, American male that caught her eye.
He seemed to be alone. And he undoubtedly was good-looking. Wind blown blonde hair fell naturally back into place as he stepped onto the bus. Muscular, tan legs extended from the bottom of his shorts.
Their eyes met briefly. Traci’s cool, gray eyes attempted to keep his attention, but the man kept walking down the aisle and out of her view. The temptation to turn and watch was very real, but she fought it successfully…this time.
At the first stop on the tour, Traci wandered aimlessly, taking several pictures of the city and the bay. With ten minutes remaining, she purposely worked her way toward the blonde man. She eventually made it to his side and smiled innocently when he looked down at her.
Nothing was said, but a comfortable smile crossed the man’s face as he turned to head back to the bus. This time Traci did look. It was worth the wait, she decided.
As she, too, got back onto the bus, she was somewhat startled to find the man seated at the window in the seat she had been occupying. Unsure of herself, she sat next to him, much more nervous than she would have expected.
He looked over. “Am I in your seat?”
Looking back on it later, she would berate herself for not having a more clever answer. “No. Not at all. I don’t care where I sit.” She convinced herself to shut up before making any further idiotic statements.
“Beautiful city, isn’t it?” he asked, peering out the window as the bus pulled away.
“Yes. Very.” Traci took the opportunity to study the man’s face more closely, liking what she saw.
“I’m Mike,” he said, looking back at her.
“Hi. I’m Traci.”
They established hometowns and careers in the short drive to the next stop. Mike clearly was the more confident of the two, something that Traci often had happen to her during first encounters. Thus, her frequent lack of second encounters.
The second stop was in the Presidio, a former military base-turned park that featured the Golden Gate Bridge at one end, the Pacific Ocean at another and beautiful parkland in between.
Traci and Mike roamed the areas together and, by the time the bus was departing, seemed destined to complete the tour as a couple. Traci would like to think her initial plotting and planning had caused it all to happen when, of course, Mike was in control the entire time. Ultimately, it would hardly matter. She was with a polite, attractive young man and she was getting more engrossed by the minute…not to mention horny.
Twin Peaks is an area of the city 900 feet above sea level that offers a panoramic view of the entire Bay area, from the Golden Gate to Oakland and beyond. This was a prolonged stop on the tour with opportunities for more photos and a snack from a nearby vendor.
Traci and Mike opened cellophane-wrapped sandwiches and found that soft drinks were necessary to wash them down. The scenery got compliments, but not the chef. In the meantime, Mike learned more about Traci’s midwestern upbringing and Traci learned about Mike’s hobbies. At least they had cycling in common.
Traci was really starting to like this guy. As in “please invite me back to your room” affection. She knew this wouldn’t happen, but what fun it was to pretend. To imagine. She sat closer every chance she had and playfully touched his arm when he made her laugh.
The stops during the third and last hour of the tour included City Hall, Union Square and Chinatown. By the time they arrived at Union Square, Mike was holding Traci’s hand comfortably. It began when he helped her get through a throng of people at an intersection, and just kind of proceeded from there. It wasn’t that Traci wouldn’t let go, but the thought crossed her mind.
The sun was setting as the bus pulled into the Fisherman’s Wharf area at the end of the tour. Traci dreaded the moment she would have to say goodbye to her new friend. The guide completed his instructions, accepted tips from those getting off the bus and Traci and Mike found themselves on the sidewalk.
“Want to spend a little time on Pier 39?” Mike asked.
Not knowing for sure what was on Pier 39, nor really caring, she quickly answered, “Yes.” They walked about a quarter mile past shops, restaurants and street musicians.
Traci soon found Pier 39 to be something right out of Disney World. More shops, eateries and congestion met them as they wound their way down the main drag. Eventually, they found a bench outside an ice cream shop and they sat down.
“I want to thank you for spending the day with me,” Mike said.
Traci blushed. “It was my pleasure, trust me.”
Mike put his hand on her leg and leaned over to kiss her. The last thing Traci remembered were his beautiful eyes approaching hers. After that, she was lost in the kiss and the taste of his lips. She placed her hand on his side, then his back as they slid closer.
When she opened her eyes again, Mike was reaching for her hand and pulling her from the bench.
“Come on,” he said.
Traci’s camera bounced into her ribs as they walked rapidly down the pier, Mike leading the way and Traci a half step behind. They passed a bakery and a hat store before turning into a very narrow, darkened alley. The couple barely squeezed between a couple huge trash bins and the wall. A few more feet and they had to duplicate their acrobatics past two more shoulder high bins.
In the dark recesses of the passageway, Mike stopped. He lifted Traci’s camera over her head and laid it gently on the ground. The girl’s heart beat wildly and her head spun. Fear, however, was not her primary feeling.
Mike stood before her. His body touched hers and, as they kissed, he pushed her back against the wall. Traci’s hands fell from his side to the wall. When she was once again steady on her feet, the hands returned to the man she wanted so bad.
She felt his hands on her ass, then inside the back of her sweatshirt. All he felt was skin…up to her shoulders. With his tongue exploring Traci’s mouth, Mike moved his hands around to her bare breasts. He cupped them and squeezed the smooth flesh before concentrating on her nipples.
Traci moaned softly as his fingers clutched the hardening nipples. She felt her sweatshirt being pulled up and she watched his head lower. With her eyes firmly shut now, she focused on the feel of his mouth and tongue on her breast. He took a little at first, then opened his mouth wide and took in all he could. Constantly, his tongue flicked across her erect nipple.
Wind blew down the alley and Traci saw Mike’s hair swirl in every direction. Her own long hair blew across her face. She let it go, indifferent to her looks at the moment.
At some point, she was conscious of his hard cock pressing against her. Instinctively, she felt for it and placed her hand on his shorts. He moved closer and allowed her to wrap it the best she could in her palm. Within seconds, Traci’s hand was inside his shorts, grasping the shaft and feeling it’s warmth.
Mike’s fingers undid Traci’s shorts and pulled down on the zipper. The shorts fell to the ground and Mike began rubbing her pussy through soft, black panties. He quickly found the opening to her vagina and pressed in. She wanted him insider her desperately, but he chose instead to move up to her clit.
Another moan escaped her as he stroked it vigorously. Between his mouth on her breast and the manipulation of her clit, she wasn’t sure how long she would last. Frantically, she dropped before him and took off his shorts. She scarcely knew what she was doing as she pulled down on his briefs and released his erect cock.
It flinched at her touch and the tip glowed a bright pink. She lightly ran her tongue over the length of the shaft before placing it in her mouth. Traci felt Mike push towards her as she began sucking and licking him. Her hands held his ass firmly as she took him deeper into her mouth.
“Get up,” she heard him say as hands touched her shoulders. She continued to watch the large cock as she stood. Then their eyes met again and the passion increased.
“Turn around.” Traci faced the wall.
His hands grasped the outside of her panties and they were pushed to her ankles. She awkwardly stepped one foot out of the shorts and panties, letting them hang from the other ankle. Then she felt his hands on her waist, pulling her from the wall.
Traci placed her palms on the cold bricks and spread her legs. The wind blew across her bare ass with a rush, exciting her even more.
For a moment, she felt nothing. Then the marvelous feel of Mike’s cock at her cunt. At first, that was all. But just as the cock moved forward, his hands were back on her waist. Now she was his. He would do whatever he wanted and she would let him.
Traci’s cunt eagerly accepted the thick cock. He felt her wetness immediately and plunged deeper. They both groaned this time as the sex began.
Mike’s hands rose to her breasts and Traci’s hand fell to her clit. They got into a rhythm quickly. Both could have cum within seconds, but they wanted it to last. Traci stroked herself slowly, while Mike began a more deliberate thrusting.
She never felt as filled as she felt with this man. She had held larger cocks in her life, but something about the way he entered her and fucked her made her complete. In the distance, a boat’s horn could be heard. And voices.
But it was Mike’s voice she listened to. The one urging her on, telling her how tight she was. She listened to the sound of his balls hitting her ass. She listened to her own moans.
She had to cum. Her fingers worked on her clit and she felt the orgasm start deep inside her body. She wanted to scream, but held it inside as her entire body shook. A few words escaped her as she climaxed, reaching back to pull Mike closer.
That was when she first felt the warm fluid entering her. It splashed against the walls of her cunt. Her own orgasm caused her to squeeze him tighter, which led to more shots of cum entering her. For what seemed like an eternity, Mike pounded into Traci and the two came together.
Traci was in the middle of her second orgasm when Mike began to soften. She finished herself with her hand and felt him pull out.
With legs weakened by the sex, she leaned against the wall. Her breaths came in quick, short spurts. Mike leaned against her, caressing her around the waist and stomach. His wet cock lay against her bare ass.
“My God. That was wonderful,” Traci said in a whisper.
A blast of wind blew her hair aside and Mike kissed her on the neck.
After dressing and spending time in each other’s arms, they walked out of the alley looking, and feeling, spent. Both knew what was coming. Mike made it easy by giving Traci his hotel and room number and begging her to call him the following day.
They kissed and he turned to leave. Traci watched as his blonde hair rose and fell with the wind. He turned a corner and was gone.
Traci broke open the last crab leg. Her tiny fork disappeared inside and emerged with a morsel of meat. She dipped it in butter and let it lay on her tongue.
She loved San Francisco.
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Traci looked over the ad one more time. “Girls, you are invited to a WINE Party (Women In Need of Entertainment). Spend an afternoon without kids or men. We will meet regularly during the summer. Work on your tan…or each other. Bring nothing more than an open mind. The first party will be Friday, May 2. E-mail me for further details. Please include a photo.”
Traci frowned. She knew the photo thing would cause some problems and probably greatly reduce the number of responses.
“Hey. It’s my party and I’ll invite whomever I want,” she told herself. There just had to be women out there tired of the normal dating scene, not to mention all the frustrated married girls looking to release some pent up sexual tension.
The first couple parties should “weed out” the ones not really into it. That should leave some very interesting participants, as Traci saw it.
The organizer was a 24-year-old single girl with equal affection for men and women. Her shoulder length dark blonde hair highlighted gray eyes and a wide, thin mouth. Plenty of exercise kept her figure in decent shape and Traci was particularly proud of her hips and ass.
The idea of weekly girl get-togethers had been in her head all winter. She convinced herself she’d give it a try once decent weather arrived. Perhaps a dozen responses would lead to five or six “regulars” that could meet throughout the summer. Perhaps.
She hit the submit button. Now it was up to Yahoo Personals and luck.
Traci leaned back in her chair and stared blankly at the monitor. Her mind was back in San Francisco, two weeks ago, in the hotel’s health club. She was alone in the sauna when a striking woman in her thirties entered, wearing a white bathrobe. The woman removed it to reveal a sleek one-piece swimsuit that hugged her luscious body.
The women exchanged smiles and “hellos” and small talk about the city. Traci felt inferior in all respects; the woman’s perfectly cut short blonde hair was superbly streaked, her breasts were full, her legs long and shapely.
When the woman stretched out on the sauna’s bench it took all of Traci’s self-control not to jump on top of her. Traci looked at the breasts rising from the woman’s chest and could practically taste the erect nipples.
They saw each other later that night in the lounge. The woman gave Traci several wistful glances when her companion was not looking. Traci countered by lifting her skirt a few inches on her crossed legs. In return, the woman offered a knowing smile.
Ever since, Traci had increasingly wanted to get together with new female friends with opportunities to complete the connection. She held out little hope of finding anyone as attractive as the woman in San Francisco, but who was to say the Midwest didn’t offer similar treats.
The following morning, Traci anxiously logged into her e-mail account and was pleased to see five new messages. She opened the two without attachments first, assuming they could be trashed quickly. Both asked basically the same question: What’s more important—A person’s physical appearance or their inner beauty?
Traci laughed to herself as she deleted the messages. “You’re not invited,” she mumbled.
She clicked on the message from judy3172, wondering if the girl was 31 and born in 1972 or born on March 1, 1972. Traci decided she wasted too much of her time worrying about such stuff.
Two paragraphs of text sat on top of a picture, of which Traci could only see the top edge. Before reading the text, she scrolled down the page.
“Whoa. Very nice,” she said out loud.
A thin brunette stood next to a fireplace, wearing a sleeveless shirt that was opened revealingly at the top. Faded jeans clung tightly to her hips and legs. The woman’s eyes penetrated Traci in an uncanny way.
She worked her way back up to the text and read a description of an unhappily married 31-year-old looking for new friends. The woman assured Traci she had never done anything like this before, but was “willing to try anything.”
“You’re invited,” Traci said. “We’ll teach you everything you need to know.”
She made a mental note that judy3172 probably would not be bringing her own toy.
The second message also met with Traci’s approval. Apparently imyours_6969 had a thing about young blondes, especially ones tied to beds. The woman herself was a blonde of about 35, give or take a couple years. While not petite, something about her allowed Traci to put her in the “sexy” category.
The third e-mail immediately got tossed when a 200 plus pound mother of five, shown in lingerie straight from the Sears catalog, expressed her desire to be spanked.
“Not in MY house,” Traci said in unison with a click of her mouse.
So she had two takers already. Things were looking up. She looked once more at judy3172’s picture and sighed. “She’ll never get up the nerve.”
Within three days, she had five more potential invitees. They included three additional mid-thirties married moms, a late-twenties babe who claimed to have friends too insecure to respond and a girl around Traci’s age with a body to die for.
Traci’s reply to the chosen seven was carefully worded to indicate that the first party would be a “meet and greet”, low on pressure and high on refreshments. She included a picture of herself along with the provision that it would be understood if anyone now wanted to back out. Directions were provided and everyone was invited to gather the following Friday.
That day came quickly and Traci found herself hustling through the grocery store in the morning getting last minute snacks. She hurried home, showered and pulled on jeans and a cotton shirt with a plunging neckline that showed generous cleavage. Noon arrived—the designated “start” time—and she sat nervously at the kitchen table nibbling on a carrot.
At 12:15 the doorbell rang. Traci took a deep breath and headed down the hallway. Outside, a pretty girl nervously played with a button on her blouse. The door opened and cheery greetings were offered.
Pam introduced herself and Traci led the way to the living room. Traci recognized her as the one with the hesitant friends. She thought to herself that if the friends were as cute as Pam, they would be more than welcome. The woman was shorter than Traci, with light brown hair and appealing dark eyes.
They had chatted for only a moment when the doorbell rang once more. Within the next half hour, six guests had arrived and were congregated in the tiny living room. With all available seats taken, Traci and Judy ended up on the floor.
Traci was, indeed, glad she had lost the bet with herself about the likelihood of Judy’s arrival. The woman was every bit as attractive as her picture and just as shy in person as she had seemed in her e-mail.
The more self-assured imyours_6969 was a woman named Kim who, as expected, dominated most of the conversation. By now, that conversation was more relaxed as refreshments were passed around the room, including wine. There were individual exchanges between pairs of guests as well as an uncoordinated general room discussion.
All in all, Traci was pleased with the opening moments of her party. When she sensed a lull in the conversations, she stood in the center of the room.
“I want to thank everyone for showing up. I know it must have been scary to come to a strange place to meet people you didn’t know, but hopefully each time you come will be a little easier,” Traci said.
“And I do plan on making this a regular thing during the summer, if you all are comfortable with each other.”
Traci saw smiles and a few heads nodding among her guests.
“Here’s what I’d like to do,” she continued. The room quieted noticeably. “You can just sit and chat if you want. The back porch is private and you can safely work on your tan out there without fear of being spied on. Every room in the house is available to you.”
Traci paused, choosing words carefully.
“I would hope that you take this opportunity to explore the possibilities. Enjoy each other.”
You could hear a pin drop and the faces in the room wore much more serious expressions than a moment ago.
“I don’t have a huge collection of toys, but what I have are on the bed in the room down this hall.” Traci pointed to her left. “I encourage you to bring your favorites next time if you have them.”
A rustling behind Traci broke the stillness in the room. Then laughter caused her to turn, only to see Kim holding up a large, skin colored dildo above her open purse.
“You may want to consult Kim. She appears to be the expert in this area,” Traci said to more laughter and shouts.
“I want this to be fun,” Traci continued. “A chance for you to relax and get away from things and discover new…treats.”
Traci sat back down on the floor next to Judy to loud words of approval and more laughter. Kim’s toy was passed around the room for inspection before Jill, one of the thirty something moms, asked if anybody wanted to join her in checking out Traci’s collection.
The bulk of the women started down the hall, leaving Traci and Judy to themselves.
“Well, I think I’m going to sit on the porch,” Traci said. “Want to join me?”
“Sure,” Judy said enthusiastically.
More and more, Traci was eyeing Judy as a “project.” It was her goal now to get the woman out of her shell. Years of wedded agony had taken their toll and Traci wondered if there was a vibrant young woman inside trying to get out. Besides, Traci had always been attracted to shy girls.
They walked through the sliding glass door and out onto the porch. Two reclining lounge chairs were on either side of the door. The women pulled them away from the side of the house and turned them so they faced the sun.
Traci laid her head back and felt the warm sun begin to surround her. She looked over at Judy, who was surveying the small back yard with its high privacy fence and one lone shade tree.
“It’s not much,” Traci said, “but it’s cheap and quiet.”
“I think it’s great. Our place is not secluded at all,” Judy replied. She waited, then added, “Not that I have any time to worry about it.”
They talked about Judy’s job, but Traci could tell her new friend didn’t want to talk about her home life that much. Each time her husband was mentioned, she quickly moved on to a new topic.
After a short while Traci asked, “Do you mind if I take my shirt off? I really need to start on a tan.”
“No. Not at all,” Judy said quickly. Not only did she expect her hostess to do what she pleased, but Judy also was anxious to see more of the young girl’s body.
She was not disappointed as the shirt was raised over Traci’s head, revealing a pair of full breasts with small, soft nipples. Traci leaned back against the chair and let her breasts take in the sun.
She closed her eyes. Sounds of voices could be heard inside the house, accompanied by the occasional shriek of laughter. Traci was getting more comfortable as the afternoon wore on.
A moment later she heard the scraping sound other chair’s legs on the porch. She looked over and saw Judy taking off her own shirt. A small white bra was unhooked in the back and slipped off her arms.
Traci smiled as Judy’s breasts were exposed. She watched the woman run her fingers across them, then lean back and close her eyes. At first, Judy laid her hands on her bare stomach. Then lowered them to her side. Progress, Traci thought to herself.
Inside the house, Kim was leading a discussion on the pros and cons of battery-operated toys. One of Traci’s vibrators, a ribbed version with an exceeding large tip, was voted the “most likely to please.” However, no one had taken it upon herself to actually put it to the test.
It came as no surprise when Kim decided to unbutton her blouse far enough down to allow her hand and the vibrator to reach inside and slide across her bra-covered nipple. Cheers rang out as she gave an approving moan.
“C’mon, Kim. Give it the real test,” urged Pam. The room was soon filled with similar demands.
With a wide smile, Kim turned off the vibrator and put it on the bed. Within seconds, her blouse was removed, followed quickly by her jeans. Just as she reached to unhook her bra, Kim stopped.
“If I do this, I don’t expect to be the only one. I better see some naked women pretty soon,” she said sternly.
“Yeah, yeah. Hurry up,” Pam said, apparently on behalf of the group.
Kim’s bra fell to the floor and all eyes seemed glued to the woman’s delicious breasts. They were certainly large, but not obscenely so, and anybody in the room who had not, yet, enjoyed a woman’s breasts were undoubtedly tempted to make these the first.
Kim didn’t stop there. Without hesitation, she pulled off her panties. Immediately, she hopped on the bed, pushing the toys aside except for Traci’s vibrator, which she promptly turned back on.
The room was quiet enough for everyone to hear the dull hum of the toy. They watched intently as the vibrator slid between Kim’s breasts, then over each one deliberately. The nipples became more erect with each pass, until they stood out and glowed a dark pink.
As Kim moved the vibrator lower on her body, it was unlikely that a dry pair of panties existed in the room. By the time her hand dipped between her legs, the other women were shuffling to get a clear view.
Kim maneuvered the vibrator so that it rested on her clit. Slowly, her legs spread wider. All eyes were on the thin strip of hair covering Kim’s pussy. The vibrator was inching down, then up again. Kim repeated this several times, a little faster each time. Finally, she let it rest once more on the clit.
At this point, the relative silence of the room was somewhat broken by the sound of Laura, a tall blonde who appeared to be in her early thirties, starting to undress. If the other girls had the same urge, they weren’t ready to act upon it.
Kim, however, was doing her best to drive them to it. She moved the vibrator until it sat at the entrance to her cunt. The tip disappeared with a flip of her wrist. She mumbled something before inserting another inch of the toy.
Laura was naked except for her panties, and she quickly lost them. Pam couldn’t take her eyes off the small, round ass atop the woman’s long legs. She wanted desperately to hold it in her hands and feel the soft skin. She told herself she wouldn’t leave without doing that at least once.
Traci stretched out nearly flat on her lounge chair. The early afternoon sun bore down on her with greater intensity and she quietly unbuttoned her jeans. She pulled down the zipper and pushed the jeans down her legs, eventually yanking them off before pulling her black panties up so they fit snugly around her waist.
She caught Judy taking a fleeting look and they both smiled. Judy also unzipped her jeans and pulled down the flap, just enough to allow Traci a glimpse of her black panties.
Traci laughed. “You have good taste. Let me see.”
Judy slipped off her jeans. Her panties may not have been as small as Traci’s, but neither woman seemed to care. Traci was now immersed even more than before in the woman’s body. Judy’s flat stomach and sleek hips seemed to beg for Traci’s attention. They wouldn’t have to wait long.
Traci slid off her chair and walked across the porch. She knelt down next to Judy’s chair and placed a hand on the woman’s stomach. Traci knew she’d have to be careful with the shy, insecure guest. Too much too fast at this point might scare her off. The right touch may keep her coming back for more.
Traci’s hand moved up until it covered Judy’s breast. She looked at the woman and got an uncertain smile in return. Judy was nervous…she could tell. But Traci got no indication to stop. So she touched the small nipple and rolled it between her fingers.
Judy’s face now showed a new expression—one of excitement and anticipation. Traci kneaded the breast softly before moving her hand across to the other one. Leaning over the woman’s body, Traci lowered her head until her lips touched Judy’s nipple.
The nipple felt warm from the sun. Or was it Judy’s own body making the heat? Traci’s tongue flicked across it and Judy closed her eyes.
In the bedroom, Laura’s mouth was firmly planted on Kim’s breast. Laura sucked feverishly as Kim inserted the vibrator deep inside herself. Pam and her fellow onlooker watched with growing desire. A minute later, Laura was on the bed lying at Kim’s side, continuing to lick and suck on her breasts.
Kim’s moans grew in intensity until her hips shook and her orgasm began. Now playing with her own clit while sliding the vibrator in and out, Kim arched her back off the bed and lost herself in bliss.
Pam watched as Laura seemed to devour first one breast, then the other. The sound of the vibrator was lost among Kim’s moans and Laura’s urgings. Pam wondered if anyone else in the room had the same desire to strip and play with herself until they came. The scene on the bed was more erotic than anything she had ever seen on film or on TV.
When Kim’s orgasm subsided, she let Laura rest on her boobs. She turned off the vibrator and tried to catch her breath. Then she looked at the young woman next to Pam, the one Traci thought had the best body of all the invitees. Her name was Jill and Kim asked her to retrieve the long, cloth belt from Kim’s jeans.
Jill pulled it free from the belt loops and handed it to Kim, who unhurriedly tied one end around Laura’s right wrist. Kim then wrapped the belt around one wooden post in the headboard and tied the other end to Laura’s left wrist.
Pam and Jill felt shivers of anticipation flow through their body when Kim said, “C’mon girls. Time to get naked and have some fun.”
On the porch, Traci’s hand was inside Judy’s panties. The fingers felt the soft tuft of hair above the clit, then the protruding skin itself. Farther down, Traci’s fingers followed the folds of skin between Judy’s legs until reaching the dampness of her vagina.
Traci had her mouth around a good portion of Judy’s breast, sucking and licking contently. But she wanted to taste more of the woman now writhing under her touch.
The young woman moved down and used both hands to lower Judy’s panties. There was no resistance. Instead, Judy raised her hips and allowed Traci to pull the panties down her thighs more easily. Traci admired the smooth skin and well-toned legs as the panties were taken off.
Traci stood at the foot of the reclining lounge chair and took in the other woman’s naked body. She held her legs together now, knees slightly raised and tilted to one side. A sign of apprehension, Traci thought to herself. There’s still some doubt.
“You have a beautiful body,” Traci said softly. She ran her fingers up and down Judy’s shins.
Judy only smiled at first. Then almost in a whisper, said, “Thank you. You do, too.”
Traci’s hands moved up. Now they massaged the back of Judy’s thighs and knees. When they shifted to the tops of her legs, she slowly separated them. Judy was scared, slightly embarrassed and extremely horny. If she was going to have her first encounter with a female, she wanted it to be like this. With a girl like Traci.
“Just relax,” she heard Traci say. Yeah, right.
Finally, Judy’s legs were spread and Traci was moving between them. Instinctively, they fell onto Traci’s shoulders as the girl’s head found it’s way to Judy’s pussy. The first touch of Traci’s tongue on the entrance to her vagina nearly caused Judy to roll off the chair. When the tongue entered her and licked at the top of her cunt, she closed her legs tightly around the girl’s head. Realizing what she was doing, she relaxed and loosened her grip. Traci never noticed.
Pam and Jill were naked within seconds of Kim’s command. Kim could feel her horniness return quickly at the sight of the two good-looking women. But she would watch them first before considering a second orgasm of her own.



“I believe Laura needs some attention and, well, can’t do much about it herself,” Kim said. “Let’s see if you can make her cum.”
Pam and Jill needed no further instructions. They climbed on the bed quickly and took positions on opposite sides of the bound, prone victim. They each took a breast in their hand and seemed on the verge of consuming Laura’s chest. The sensation she felt of two women sucking her nipples simultaneously had never been matched by the best of her other lovers.
Her blonde hair fell wildly on the pillow as her head swung back and forth in pleasure. Laura felt a hand pass over her pussy, then back up again until the fingers were playing with her engorged clit. Soon, another hand was clutching at her cunt and fingers were being inserted into her.
Before long, the variety of feelings was overwhelming and they all seemed to blend into one magnificent awareness. It didn’t take long for an orgasm to build beyond control. Laura struggled against the belt, pulling until the headboard rattled. She cried out as the orgasm started. Pam and Jill increased their efforts, trying the stay in touch with the bucking body under them. Two hands fought for room between Laura’s legs, covering the entire length of her pussy. One continued to fuck her with fingers while the other massaged her clit.
Pam bit Laura’s nipple and Laura let out a shriek of approval. She was almost done with her first orgasm when she felt an object entering her cunt. Jill had grabbed a silver dildo and was inserting it hard and deep. Quick strokes increased in number until a second orgasm, or perhaps a continuation of the first, overcame Laura.
This time Pam was kissing her and the sound of Laura’s scream was muffled. Their tongues met wildly in their mouths as she climaxed. Laura wanted to pull the woman’s head closer, but Pam made that unnecessary. They clamped their lips together and bit softly through the rapture Laura was enduring.
Eventually, her body went limp.
Judy’s eyes and fists were closed. She felt Traci’s tongue, then lips, wrap around her clit. She was going to cum—harder than ever before. Yet, she didn’t want to. She wanted to enjoy what Traci was doing for the rest of the day.
It was too late. Her body shook as the orgasm spread from deep inside her. She thought she heard her own voice telling Traci she was cumming, and not to stop. Judy felt hands on her ass lifting her off the chair. Then the trembling of her body made all other thought impossible.
She pushed her body into Traci’s mouth and tried to fuck the tongue lapping at her pussy. She felt Traci’s mouth move from her clit to her cunt and back again. Her breasts shook wildly and beads of perspiration formed on her brow.
Minutes, hours seemed to pass before the orgasm subsided. Nonetheless, Traci continued her assault on the woman’s body. She slid up and put a breast in her mouth, causing Judy’s already sensitive nipple to nearly explode with delight. Then Traci was on top of Judy, kissing her passionately, their arms around each other’s neck. Their bodies grinded together in an attempt to squeeze the last of the orgasm out of Judy.
Traci kissed Judy’s face, tasting the salty remnants of sweat. She pushed the woman’s hair away and looked into her beautiful eyes.
“We really should check in on the others,” Traci said.
“Please tell me they are in the bedroom,” Judy responded.
Traci laughed. “If they aren’t, we’ll invite them.”
She rolled off and stood next to the chair. She extended a hand and helped her new friend to her feet. With arms around each other, they walked into the house.
The party was about to begin.
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The trail’s one-mile marker passed with Traci glancing at her watch. She was right on pace despite an unseasonably warm sun beating down. By July she would want to knock off a few seconds, but for late April she was doing fine.
Perspiration was only now beginning to discolor the top of her Coolmax jogging bra. She was prepared to suffer the awkwardness of running without a t-shirt in order to work on her tan. Besides, maybe that guy with the gray eyes and killer butt would be here today. Otherwise, she had worn the size-too-small Lycra shorts for nothing. The ones that easily could have passed for black body paint.
One and a half miles and Traci was running effortlessly, her leg muscles fully warmed up and loose. The crunching of dirt under her feet eventually was joined by a second set of rhythmic strides. She listened intently as the sound approached, halted for a couple dozen strides, then got closer still.
“Hi.”
Traci looked to her left…into a pair of gray eyes below blonde hair swishing in the wind.
“Hi,” she said with a smile. She wanted to add, “Talk to me”, but chose to say, instead, “Perfect day, isn’t it?”
“Yeah. This is great.” They ran side by side without speaking. If Traci had spent half as much time thinking of what to say rather than chiding herself for being so childish about this she would have been better off.
“How far you going today?” the man with the eyes asked.
“Six miles,” Traci replied. “How about you?”
“I think only four. We’ll see.”
He was looking at her; the bounce of her breasts and the flat stomach and the long legs. And that ass.
He looked ahead when she turned to look at him. If…no, when…he did run ahead of her, at least she would get a look at that beautiful butt. She would have nearly half a mile to imagine her hands clutching it as he drove his hard cock into her….
“You live nearby?”
Traci nearly stumbled as her mind re-entered the real world.
“Uh, yeah. A few blocks. Sometimes I can’t believe I drive up here. I’m so lazy,” Traci said.
He laughed as Traci contemplated the stupidity of her statement. This guy was turning her into mush and she had no clue who he was.
“I know. Me, too.”
OK. So now we’ve established he’s a well-mannered, gorgeous dude, she thought. Why is he talking to me?
“You look like you run a lot. Do you compete?” he asked.
How did he know she was a frustrated Olympic marathon champ? That she had won the NCAA cross-country title four years straight…in her dreams?
“No. I ran cross-country in school, but just for fun…and to meet guys.”
Shit. Jesus, Traci, you are SO damned brain dead. If she could have grabbed the words out of the air before they got to him she would have. Instead, his laughter rang through the woods surrounding the trail.
She was 24 and felt like a 14 year old. He looked to be at least five years older than her. In Traci’s mind, all hope of him treating her like an equal were now shot.
“Did it work?”
It was Traci’s turn to laugh. She hadn’t expected that one, lost as she was in her self-deprecating funk.
“Well, yes and no. I got dates but nothing serious.”
“That’s hard to believe,” he said. When she looked up at him, he appeared to be ready to add another comment. But, he didn’t
Nor would she reveal that the other girls on the team received as much of her attention as the guys. This could wait.
They were approaching the two-mile mark and Traci felt no more relaxed than when he first said hi. However, she wouldn’t have hesitated to turn off into the woods, rip off his shorts and fuck him until they came together. She questioned her own sanity. But, only briefly. She bet he liked to do it from behind.
It hadn’t struck her that he’d be turning around at the two-mile mark because, of course, her mind wasn’t really there when he said he was doing four miles. So, his comment that he hoped she had a good run came somewhat as a disappointing surprise.
“Oh. Yeah. Thanks. You, too.”
“See ya.” He turned. He was gone…with no butt to watch.
Traci felt as if a weight was lifted from her shoulders. She spent much of the next mile rehashing their conversation, what there was of it. At the three-mile mark she realized she was a good twenty seconds ahead of her normal pace.
“Relax, girl. He’s gone,” she told herself. She felt his hands on her waist as she bent over the side of the bed…
The end of the trail finally loomed around the corner. Her mind had been lost in various fantasies for almost three miles. Her bra was drenched, her nipples were clearly outlined in the material and she felt like fucking that 53-year-old bald, fat guy that just passed her. She needed to get home.
She looked at her watch, smiled and walked to her car. As she hit the remote and heard the doors unlock, she noticed something on the windshield. A white piece of paper was stuck under the wiper. She leaned over, removed it and started to open the folded note.
In neatly written script, she read, “Thanks for chatting. Eric. 864-9753.”
Fuck. How’d he know that was my car? The nerve. She read the note again. She opened the car door and plopped into the seat. She threw the note on the passenger seat next to a CD. Traci’s head fell back against the headrest. She felt her heart thumping in her chest.
She looked over toward the note; almost hoping it wasn’t there. “Eric. 864-9753” was all she could see of the folded message. Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.
Traci drove home barely cognizant of the traffic around her. She was angry, excited, scared and unsure. Once inside her condo, she finished a half empty bottle of water and headed for the shower.
She peeled off her bra and shorts; chilled by the air hitting her exposed, damp flesh. Hastily, she turned on the shower and stepped inside. Adjusting the temperature slightly, she placed herself under the spray and let it fall over her. She ran her hands over the top of her head and down the back of neck, soaking the length of her long blonde hair.
Traci covered a large, yellow sponge with body wash and cleaned off the sweat from her run. The soap bubbled quickly and she let it slide down her body before finally rinsing. At one point during the shower she even thought about food rather than “Eric. 864-9753.” But not for long.
Dressed in a t-shirt and shorts, she turned on the TV and threw herself on the couch. She reached for the remote…but grabbed the phone. Then a vision of her dead body in the woods flashed before her. She laid down the phone.
Five minutes later, it was back in her hands. 8-6-4-9-7-5-…3. She cleared her throat during the first ring.
“Hello.”
Silence. “You’re welcome,” Traci said.
More silence. “I hope I wasn’t bothering you while you ran.”
“Of course not,” Traci answered quickly, pulling her legs under her. “I’m just not a very good conversationalist.”
“Oh, no. You are,” he said with emphasis. “I just hope you weren’t offended by my directness…leaving the note and all.”
“Nope,” she lied. “I’m glad you did.”
“I’ll look for you the next time I’m there. And I hope you’d let me buy you dinner some day soon.”
Are you dessert, she thought?
“Sure. Tell me more about you.”
He hesitated for a second. “Well, there’s not much to tell. I sell specialized computer software. I live on the east side…and like pretty girls.”
“Then why did you leave me that note?” Traci asked with a grin.
Eric chuckled. “I said I like pretty girls. Especially when I know their name. Yours is…?”
“Traci.”
“Hi, Traci. I’m Eric.”
“Hi, Eric.”
“Have dinner with me,” he almost demanded.
“Tonight?” Traci asked with a tone of disbelief.
“Well, not unless you want to. You tell me when you can go.”
Traci’s calendar did not take that long to review in her mind. “Friday.”
“Perfect. Should I pick you up or do you want to come here?” Eric asked.
Traci provided her address and directions. They established a mutually agreeable time and the conversation ended.
Traci could feel her body instantly relax the moment she set the phone down. She’d have to settle down before her date or it would be a disaster, she convinced herself. How long could she keep her hands off his butt?
She went into the kitchen pondering other questions she didn’t know why she was asking. Deep in the recesses of the refrigerator was a single bottle of beer. She pulled it out and twisted off the cap. She needed this.
Although she contemplated what to wear all week, Thursday evening brought on a heightened state of anxiety. She had no idea where they were going. Thus, an attire dilemma.
Traci picked up the phone from the side of her bed and dialed the number she now had memorized.
“Hello.”
She somehow felt relieved it was his voice and not another female’s. “Hi. It’s me. Traci.”
“Hi. What’s up?”
“What will you be wearing tomorrow? I mean…I don’t know how formal to get,” she stammered.
“God. Formal? You don’t know me, obviously. I was going to wear Dockers. Does that help?”
Traci stepped to the business casual portion of her closet. “Sure does. Thanks. How’s your week been?” She complimented herself on the transition.
“Good. Got a lot done. You?”
“Not bad. Nothing as interesting as dinner with a new friend though,” she said.
“Well, I’ll try not to ruin your week for you,” Eric said with mock disgust.
Traci giggled nervously. “I doubt that you will. See you tomorrow.”
She tossed the phone on the bed and returned to the closet. She pushed aside half a dozen outfits before eyeing an Abercrombie embroidered top that cost her far too much. Traci held it up, smiling wryly at the intricate design sewn around the plunging neckline. A pair of light blue flared Chinos completed the set.
“So, you like my butt,” she said out loud, turning the pants so she could see the back.
The outfit was re-hung and the closet door closed noisily.
Friday went slowly at work for Traci and Eric. Eric prepared himself for the worst and hoped for the best. The best, in Eric’s mind, would be a second date. His expectations were always understated.
Traci dreamed big and usually kicked herself afterwards for harboring unrealistic aspirations. She envisioned the two of them having wild sex with clothes strewn about the floor. Too often, she settled for a kiss, never to see the guy again.
That’s when she would call Judy. Judy always made things better. Judy kissed her, too. But it wasn’t the same.
It was only ten minutes after Eric was to arrive that she heard the doorbell. One of Traci’s weaknesses was being unforgiving to anyone who was late. She could tolerate this one, under the circumstances.
She looked down at her shirt as she walked to the door. Good. Her hands reached back and swiped across her butt. Good.
The door opened to a much better looking Eric than the one from the trail. They exchanged greetings and Traci let him in. Both were pleasantly surprised with the dressed up version of the person they were attracted to even in sweaty running gear.
Traci didn’t do makeup, except for a very faint eye shadow. Her mouth was too wide to accent, she always reasoned. So, guys were stuck with the “natural” her. For better or worse.
Eric had hair that didn’t need anything done to it to look great. While his face might have been average at best, Traci gave extra credit for the body. If he had a brain and manners…well, that deserved being rewarded.
The evening proved that he had all of that and more. She was impressed with his maturity and ability to discuss nearly any topic she brought up. Her fear that she might seem childish to him by comparison was unfounded. Eric found Traci adorable and fun.
All of this without either one having to get drunk. Rare, indeed, for Traci.
Eric had picked out one of Traci’s favorite places to eat and neither one stumbled over the ordering, tipping or paying pitfalls that often beset first dates. Eric’s main concern was a second date. Traci’s was not being overly aggressive. At least until they were naked.
She invited him in when they got back to her place and he accepted. This was normally an uncomfortable time for Traci, but she felt relaxed after spending more than two hours with him in a restaurant talking about more than she had anticipated.
Traci got them beers. If they needed more than six, Traci knew she’d be passed out on the floor by then anyway. Hopefully, naked and not alone.
She sat on the couch next to Eric. They talked, but her mind was elsewhere. Did he find her attractive? Too young? Too dumb? Too skinny? Too fat?
She was handing him a refill twenty minutes later and didn’t yet have a single answer to her questions. The fact he was still there should have said something.
Then, even THAT assurance crumbled as Eric said, “I really should go.”
Traci gave her best pouty look and said, “OK. I hope you had a good time.”
They were standing now and Eric stepped closer to her. “I had a great time.”
He didn’t want to ask her if she would do it again. He’d give her an opportunity later to answer that. She had the number.
Eric leaned into Traci, put his hands on her shoulders and kissed her. It was a short, soft kiss. Just long enough for Traci to put her hands on his waist. When the kiss ended, she didn’t let go.
Instead, she looked up into his eyes and pulled him even closer. Their bodies met and Traci lifted her head to his once more. They kissed again.
This time it was long and hard and passionate. Traci didn’t get this opportunity often and she wasn’t going to let him escape without making a statement first. Their heads tilted and their mouths opened wider. Eric’s hands were now behind Traci, feeling her body press against his.
He couldn’t help it now. He couldn’t have stopped the hardness between his legs from growing if he’d tried. And she had to know it.
Traci wrapped her arms around him and felt every inch of him against her. It was one of the more electric kisses she had ever experienced. A new man. A real man. A man she really wanted.
“Don’t go yet.”
She couldn’t believe she said it. She wasn’t even looking at him when she said it. But, she meant it sincerely.
“If I stay…” he began. Then stopped.
“Yes?”
The silence filled the room.
“If I stay, I’m going to want you,” he finished.
Traci smiled; almost laughed. “I can tell.”
Her hand slid between them and came to rest on the bulge in the front of his pants. Traci’s palm caressed it.
Now she was looking up at him again. “You can have me.”
Eric’s hands moved from her back to her sides, then to her chest. She felt his fingers embrace the outside of her breasts and travel around until they enveloped her. Part of his hands lay on the open front of her shirt and she felt his skin on hers.
They kissed and he squeezed her. She returned the favor, feeling his cock strain under her tightened grip. As their kiss grew in intensity, Eric’s hand felt for the top of Traci’s exposed breast. His fingers slipped inside her shirt and felt the softness of her breast. When the fingers reached the edge of her bra, he stopped.
Traci supposed Eric was going to be shy about this. If left to his own impulses, she may not get the desired result. Therefore, it was up to her to move first.
Never the bashful type, Traci went straight for the zipper. She amazed even herself at the speed with which she found it and had it half way down. Another tug and she had it opened.
Their kiss was over now as she concentrated on getting her long fingers inside his pants. Then his boxers. She was impressed with what she found. Eric’s cock was hard and long, escaping from the boxers right on cue. While not what she would consider excessively thick, she expected that once insider her it would do just fine.
Eric took the opportunity to lift off Traci’s shirt while she still stood in front of him. She let go of his cock long enough for the shirt to rise over her head and reveal her thin, silky black bra. It barely covered her nipples and the very bottom of her breasts, leaving a lot for Eric to gaze at as he dropped her shirt to the floor.
He ran his fingers over the edge of the black material as Traci regained hold of his cock. She dropped to her knees. The cock pointed skyward, exposing the underside to her tongue.
She licked him from the base to the tip. Traci’s hands pulled his shirt out of his pants and her hands slid up his tight stomach. Her tongue once again rose up his hard shaft.
Now her hands fell to his belt, which she unfastened easily, followed by the button on his pants. She watched as the pants fell in a heap at his feet. Her hand wrapped around his cock and she felt it throb.
Little by little, she pulled down on his boxers. Once they were clear of the protruding cock, she lowered them to his ankles. His shirt covered just the tip of his cock and she pushed it aside. After one last lick, she put it in her mouth.
She felt Eric’s body tense as she tightened her lips around his cock and sucked. Then, she finally had a chance to feel the entirety of his butt with her bare hands. She clutched it firmly and pulled him toward her.
Traci could feel the firmness, and fullness, of his ass. It was cool and smooth…just what she had imagined since first seeing it on the trail. And she would make sure he knew that she admired it even more now.
Traci pulled away from Eric and reached behind her. She unclipped her bra and let it fall from her shoulders. Eric watched while removing his shirt. Traci’s bra hit the floor several seconds before his shirt fell on top of it.
She leaned forward again and allowed his cock to rest on her naked breasts. Traci pressed forward and squeezed the cock against Eric’s lower abdomen. Moving slightly, she positioned the cock between her breasts.
Very deliberately, she raised and lowered herself so that she was massaging the cock with her chest. A hint of precum oozed from the tip. She bent down, licked it off and heard a soft moan come from above.
Traci could feel the heat rising between her legs. She had to have him inside her. Now.
She took off his shoes and yanked the pants and boxers from around his ankles. Eric struggled at first to regain his balance, but now he stood naked, his legs free of any encumbrances.
Eric looked down at the topless girl in front of him, watching her breasts sway with her movements. Then she sat on the floor facing him before slowly leaning back until she was lying down. Her feet stretched between his legs.
Without a word, she unbuttoned her pants and pulled down the zipper. Eric did not wait. He lowered himself to the floor and helped her pull the pants down her legs. He got them to her feet before removing her shoes, then the pants.
Eric looked at the long legs, small waist and inviting breasts. But, his eyes quickly returned to the small pair of panties covering her pussy. A faint outline of her slit could be seen through the material. He felt his cock harden at the sight and he moved rapidly.
The man’s hands slid up the inside of her thighs, across the warm pussy and up to the waistband of the panties. Traci raised her hips as he pulled them down. A thin strip of light brown hair cut neatly above her clit gave way to a shaven pussy. He continued to look at her as the panties slid off Traci’s feet.
Traci spread her legs slightly and ran her hand over her stomach, down to her clit. She bent her knees outward as she played with herself. Eric was mesmerized, wondering what she would do next.
Again, Traci didn’t use words. She held her arms out in a beckoning motion. Eric tenderly fell into them, allowing his body to press down into hers. He took a second to enjoy the feel of her breasts, thighs and cunt brush against him. Then they were lost in a kiss.
Eric’s mouth proceeded down Traci’s neck to the area between her breasts. Light kisses and licks turned more frenetic as he closed his mouth around her left breast. He pushed it up with one hand and sucked on the erect nipple. After engulfing more of the breast again, Traci moaned her approval.



“Fuck me, Eric. I want you in me,” she whispered.
The words alone almost made him cum. He put his hands on the outside of her spread thighs and placed the tip of his cock at the entrance to her cunt. Traci was playing with her nipples as the cock began to enter her.
She closed her eyes and felt the hard cock slide easily inside her. After she thought he was completely in, Eric gave one last push and their thighs met. Traci sighed audibly at the feel of this long, hard cock. It seemed to fill her entire body and she responded by tightening the grip of her cunt.
This time Eric groaned and began thrusting into the girl. Still on his knees, he watched as his cock disappeared, then re-emerged, from her cunt. With each plunge, Traci’s breasts quivered until she placed her fingers on her nipples. She squeezed them, adding to the considerable pleasure already emanating from her cunt.
Eric was thrusting into her wildly now and Traci watched. His balls struck her thighs with each stroke and she could have cum at any time.
Instead, she waited until their eyes met. Traci put her hands on his legs and pushed gently.
“Wait,” was all she said.
She inched up so that his cock fell out of her. In one, quick athletic move, she was on her stomach. A second later, she was on her hands and knees.
Eric was busy scrutinizing the perfection of the girl’s ass as she positioned herself in front of him and spread her legs. He put his hands on the round cheeks and let his fingers caress the smooth skin.
Light glistened on the moisture surrounding her cunt. His cock quickly found its place again and soon they were fucking once more. Eric reached under Traci and placed her breasts in his hands. He pressed them up against her chest and felt their fullness. The room echoed with the sound of his legs hitting her ass repeatedly.
Eric had already envisioned cumming on the top of her ass when she said, “Cum inside me. I want to feel you cum.”
“OK, babe. Whenever you’re ready,” he replied hoarsely.
He found her nipple and pinched it. Traci muttered something Eric couldn’t make out and felt her hand reach between her legs. Her fingers hit against his cock while she massaged her clit.
“Yes, Eric. That’s it. Yes.”
Traci grinded her ass back against the man’s body. He was leaning into her now, driving himself deeper and deeper inside her. He felt her body shudder and Traci threw her head back.
“Oh, God. Now,” she cried.
Eric’s cum shot out in a torrent. He grasped Traci by the waist and held her tight, even as her own orgasm was ripping through her body. They both groaned with each plunge of his cock. Traci felt the sudden warmth of his cum accumulating in her cunt and beginning to drip down her thigh.
Eric now was pulling back on the girl’s legs as he drove himself into her again and again. The more Traci played with her clit, the longer and harder she came. When she was almost done she was able to concentrate on squeezing her cunt around his still-hard cock. The sudden new pressure forced two more spurts of cum out of him before they were done.
Traci softly lowered herself to the floor. Eric followed her, barely inside her still. Then he was out, his flaccid cock resting on her ass. His head rested on her shoulder and they struggled to catch their breath.
“That was marvelous,” Eric said, kissing Traci’s neck. “Thank you for talking me into staying.”
Traci smiled up at him. “It’s still early you know.”
Eric’s hand reached back and felt her bare ass. “I know.”
They woke up the next morning under the covers of Traci’s bed, legs intertwined just as they had been during various acts of lovemaking all night. Eric was soon to find out Traci’s prowess in the shower.
Then maybe they would go for a morning jog.
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Lyn looked away from the sick green background of the computer monitor. Still, she could sense the face in the screen looking back at her; mocking her. It scorned her for turning 45, for staying married to a man she didn’t love, and for having a job she couldn’t stand.
The woman swiveled in her chair and was confronted by windows that reflected her short legs, lifeless hair and insignificant body. Had a more nondescript female ever been born?
She stood and detected a movement in the window. A man was walking past; a tall, younger man with a sure stride. She watched his reflection. It looked like Paul. But, of course, it couldn’t be Paul. Paul walked out of her life twenty years ago.
Or had he? Every young man with dark hair was Paul--the same man Lyn had met in the remote motel room when she was in her mid twenties in order to consummate their physical attraction towards each other. The same man who couldn’t complete the act.
He had blamed it on guilt. She suspected it was her undistinguished techniques. Both were half right. There were tears and embarrassment and anguish. No words were ever spoken.
Lyn’s life would be incomplete if she didn’t erase that awful fifteen minutes from two decades ago. But, of course, it would never be erased from her memory. She needed to erase its very existence by completing the act.
An old Carpenters song entered her mind:
The hardest thing I've ever done is keep believing
There's someone in this crazy world for me.
Yeah, right. A married, middle-aged woman who looks more like Jim Carey than Mariah Carey. Lyn no more expected to be loved again than she expected to win the lottery.
She smoothed out her skirt and headed for the break room. She needed coffee.
The reality was this: Lyn was not an unappealing woman. Her short brunette hair was neatly cut and curled at the base of her neck. She had penetrating dark eyes and lips that begged to be kissed. Her figure was more than respectable, including shapely legs that lacked only the exaggerated length she was used to seeing on magazine covers.
In fact, when walking the local nature trail in the summer with shorts and a tank top on she was almost sexy. Almost.
Lyn’s biggest problem was Lyn. Her faith in relationships…and herself…walked out the door with Paul. She saw no need to make herself appealing.
The way that people come and go through temporary lives
My chance could come and I might never know.
On the opposite side of the office, Terry watched her enter the break room. He watched her ass sway under the skirt before Lyn disappeared around the corner.
Terry was a thirty-year-old accountant who would probably never rise above the supervisory level…and would be satisfied with that. Terry struggled through school. He struggled on dates. He would struggle through a career and retire.
“Go. Before she comes back out.”
The voice behind him was firm and sure. He turned to look at Sue, giving her the usual contemptuous sneer he gave her when he felt she was being a little too intrusive.
But she was right. He grabbed his coffee cup and headed quickly for the break room. He would deal with the cute, young meddler when he got back.
Lyn was seated at the undersized, square table in the middle of the room when Terry entered. They exchanged friendly greetings as Terry walked to the coffee maker. He added sugar to the cup and turned towards Lyn. Her legs were crossed under the table, exposing a good portion of her stocking covered thighs.
“Mind if I sit down?” the man asked.
“Of course not. How’s your day been, Terry?”
He lied. “Pretty good. How about you?”
The lying continued. “Good. We haven’t been real busy.” At least the latter statement was true.
“Us either,” Terry admitted. They paused to drink.
Lyn had always liked Terry and enjoyed watching him around Sue, the young addition to the accounting department. Sue was infinitely more outgoing than Terry and seemed to enjoy goading him into dating her girlfriends or other single women in the office. If Lyn was younger…and single…and prettier; well, she wasn’t any of those. But he WAS cute, she admitted.
“You look very nice today. Going somewhere after work?” Terry asked.
Lyn had to gather herself after the unaccustomed compliment.
“No. Not at all. And thank you.” She smiled at him sheepishly, nervously rearranging her legs under the table.
She felt the urge to change the topic. “So, how’s Sue been doing?”
“Oh, great,” Terry said cheerfully. “She’s gonna be great to have around.” He glanced at the door to make sure she hadn’t followed him. “She’s a lot of fun, but knows her stuff, too.”
“Still trying to set you up with dates?” Lyn asked.
“Of course.”
Lyn tried to put on her most innocent look. “Any luck?”
Terry laughed. “Hardly.”
Lyn was about to continue her questioning, but Terry added, “She has a lot of twenty-year-old friends.”
“So?” Lyn’s eyes widened.
“So, I’m beyond that. I want…, well, not want exactly…I like women older than that,” he finally managed to say.
“How old?” Lyn was getting into this now, enjoying the young man’s apparent discomfort.
Terry eyed her carefully. “I think a woman ten or fifteen years older than me would be interesting.”
“Interesting?”
“Yeah,” he said. “Could teach me something.”
Lyn drank some more coffee and thought for a second. Where could she take this? Did she want to?
“Maybe an older woman would know better than to try to teach a young guy like you anything,” Lyn finally said.
“I hope not. Anyone who thinks I’ve done it all is in for a shock.”
Lyn couldn’t help but laugh at that one. She could see the insecurity on his face and decided to help him out.
“Ah, c’mon Terry. You’re a good-looking young man. Most older women would be very intimidated by you.”
Terry had walked, or been pushed, into the room as the “aggressor” and felt strangely defensively now.
“Intimidated? I doubt that. Would you?”
Lyn was afraid that was coming. She felt unsettled just sitting with him in the break room. Being alone with him would surely cause her to crumble.
“Uh, well, I think my days of thinking about young men are about over,” she said.
He stared at her intensely. “The question was: Would you be intimidated by a younger man? I think you said a good-looking younger man.” A small grin crossed his face.
It was Lyn’s turn to wonder how the conversation had made the sudden detour.
“Every woman has fantasies.” Lyn let the statement hang in the air like a cloud. She would have given anything for someone to enter the room and relieve the man of having to say anything.
Lyn looked into Terry’s brown eyes. Her body froze. Paul’s eyes were looking deep inside her. She was no longer in the room with a young accountant. Lyn and Paul were naked in a motel room. Her mouth was around his cock, feeling it grow. Then he was on top of her and inside of her.
Then…it was over. Without anything happening.
Lyn had given Paul lots of freedom. She never asked him to leave his wife for her. She always thought her actions alone could convince him what was right for them. Eventually, he said “goodbye” by walking out the door without saying a word. So much for freedom.
“Tell me your fantasies.”
Jesus. Terry blinked as he asked the question and Lyn was thrown out of the eyes she had fallen into.
“What?” Lyn could barely speak.
“Tell me your fantasies,” he repeated nonchalantly.
The woman desperately wanted to. She felt a compelling urge to. She opened her mouth…and the two were joined by a pair of coworkers arguing over the qualifications of competing Star Search contestants.
Lyn and Terry looked at each other in silence. Lyn rose from her seat.
“I have to get back. I’ll talk to you later, OK?” Lyn said.
If it was meant to be an invitation to continue the discussion, Terry accepted. “Sure.”
The man was left sitting alone, his heart racing. Lyn walked briskly back to her desk and threw herself into her chair. She scolded herself for even thinking about answering that asinine question. Yet, she knew she would. Eventually.
Terry rounded the corner of his cubicle and caught the upper half of Sue’s face looking over the wall.
“Shut up,” Terry blurted.
“What?” Sue used her most innocent of all voices. Terry couldn’t see her mouth, but he could tell from her eyes she was smiling.
The girl continued. “You two are going to hook up. I just know it.”
“She’s not my type,” said Terry.
“Bull. You want her.”
“Don’t you have work to do?” Terry asked.
The blonde head disappeared to the sound of giggles.
Lyn spent considerable time that night laying in bed thinking. She thought about Terry and his question…and her answers. She asked herself if she found him attractive. The answer was yes. She wondered how he’d be in bed. There was no answer to that one. Just fantasies.
Then she thought about her and Paul. Was she ready for something like that again?
The next day Lyn was back in the office, staring at her computer screen and watching people in the windows. Life went on.
Late in the afternoon she headed for the large, secluded room that housed the Xerox machine. Her print job was mammoth and, of course, the machine was being uncooperative. Not paying attention to the clock, she found herself watching the machine spit out pages well after the normal closing time.
Her mind was lost in the drone of the Xerox.
“Tell me your fantasies.”
The voice was real. And close. Lyn turned her head and saw Terry. He stood directly behind her, inches away.
“Oh. Hi,” the woman exclaimed. Her voice shook from the scare he had given her. Then she grasped the words that he had spoken.
For all her preparation since he first asked her for this information, she was unable to reply.
Terry placed his hands on her hips, looking down at the sheer white blouse and the black skirt. “You do have fantasies, don’t you?”
She could have screamed, or slapped him, or walked away. Instead, she continued watching the copier.
“I have fantasies of someone loving me very much,” she said quietly.
“And making love to you to prove it?”
“Yes.” She almost sighed the words.
Terry’s hands moved down the skirt. Just above the knees he reached the hem. His fingers slipped inside and touched her legs.
“Could this be a younger man? A younger man that needed to be taught some things by a wonderful, more experienced woman?”
Lyn smiled nervously. “You mean an older woman?”
“Well…,” Terry smiled with her. His hands moved up the inside of her skirt, feeling the hose on her smooth thighs. “I think I answered that yesterday. Today, we want to know what YOU want.”
Lyn thoroughly enjoyed playing word and mind games with this man. Could she do more?
“I’ve got everything I want.” Lyn tried to sound convincing, but even she didn’t believe the words.
“Hell. I don’t think so,” Terry answered firmly. “When was the last time you begged to have sex a second time with someone because you loved them that much and they were that good?”
“Terry!” Lyn said. She cried out not because she was offended by the question, but because a woman her age was SUPPOSED to be offended by the question. In this case, the pair of hands rising slowly up her legs, getting closer and closer to her moist cunt, prevailed.
She said, “Never.”
“I thought so. You have fantasies about a man you love making you cum until you scream for more.” Terry’s hands reached the top of her legs just as the words were spoken. His fingers felt her warmth through the pantyhose and panties.
Lyn broke the ensuing silence. “We’re in a room and we’re naked. He’s on top of me, licking and sucking my breasts while I stroke him. Finally, he enters me and I feel completely filled.”
Lyn stopped. A hand was rubbing her pussy and she scarcely noticed.
Her voice trembled. “He’s SO hard and long. I play with myself as he enters me again and again.”
Terry’s hand found her clit and rubbed it hard.
“I hear him groan and then I feel him…I feel him cum inside me. He’s pushing harder and faster. I come, too. It’s better than anything I’ve ever felt.”
Terry moved his hand inside her pantyhose, inside her panties and down to her pussy. He rubbed her clit some more before inserting a finger into her dripping cunt. Lyn put her hands on the copier and felt Terry’s hard cock press against her ass.
Tears rolled down her face. She wants to cum, but she can’t. Not this time.
“Terry?” Lyn asked.
The man withdrew his hand slowly. “Yes?”
She paused. “Will you meet me here tomorrow after work?”
“Of course I will,” he said with reassurance.
“And will you make love to me?”
Terry used his hands to turn the woman around.
“Until you beg for more,” he said. His mouth closed around hers and they kissed passionately. Afterwards, Terry wiped the last of the teardrops from Lyn’s face.
“Now help me carry this back to my desk,” Lyn said as she turned back to the machine. She needed to get away from him. Until tomorrow.
Driving home, Lyn considered her options. Call in sick; tell Terry she’d made a mistake; or, wear her shortest skirt and thong panties. Why couldn’t things ever go right for her? Why couldn’t this be her husband expressing this much interest in her?
Lyn showed up the next morning in a short skirt and sleeveless silk blouse. By mid-afternoon she had received a half dozen compliments. She and Terry crossed paths a couple times during the day, but they didn’t talk.
Terry spent much of the day watching the clock. Sue invited him to lunch, which he accepted. This had the usual effect of making him horny, or in today’s case, hornier. For once, his mind was on something other than Sue’s perfect little body while they were together. By the end of the lunch hour he was beginning to prefer Lyn’s understated calmness. Maturity, he guessed, was a better word.
Between five and five-thirty the offices began to empty. Lights were switched off randomly throughout the floor--until Terry sat alone in his department and a glow radiated from the Xerox room.
The sound of the machine could faintly be heard. Not a soul was in sight. Terry stood from his chair and took a deep breath. The throbbing between his legs had already started.
This time, Lyn saw the young man as he stood at the door. She removed a batch of copies and let the machine continue. Then she looked at him once more and smiled.
“Nice outfit,” Terry said, taking a couple steps inside the room.
Lyn blushed. “Thanks. It’s not my…uh, usual attire.”
“Special occasion?”
Lyn watched him step closer, within an arm’s length. He was very good-looking, she determined. Or was this an attempt to justify things? She knew, now, that her desire was indisputable.
“Yeah. Kind of.”
Terry put his hand on the back of her neck, under her hair. Then he ran his fingers along her shoulder to the top of her arm, the skin exposed by the sleeveless blouse. They stood facing each other. Their eyes locked.
The man lightly placed his hands on her waist and lifted her. Lyn’s eyes widened and she reached with her hands for the top of the copier. Just that quickly, she was on the machine.
She exhaled a nervous giggle, feeling the excitement flow through her body. Lyn watched as Terry turned and closed the door to the room, pushing in the lock on the handle at the same time.
Returning to the copier and Lyn, Terry slid his hands down her bare legs and slipped off her shoes, letting them fall to the floor. He pushed them aside with his own shoes and looked back at the legs dangling in front of him.
Terry’s hands touched the outside of Lyn’s knees, moving up until vanishing under her skirt. At first he suspected her of wearing no panties. His hands reached her waist before feeling the thin material of her thong.
By now, the little skirt was pushed up so that it barely covered her pussy. Lyn felt Terry’s fingers wrap around the thong and begin to pull. She lifted herself off the copier and the panties appeared from under the skirt.
He slid them down her legs and deposited them with her shoes. She wondered if he could see her shaking, because her entire body felt as if it were trembling. Lyn prayed she wouldn’t have to unbutton her blouse. She had a compelling urge to simply watch him take her.
For once, her prayers were answered. With her legs separated slightly, Terry moved forward and stood between them. Starting at the top, he worked his way down her blouse, opening it with ease. When he pulled it out of her skirt and undid the last button, it lay open, revealing a small, black bra.
The man’s hands were inside the blouse quickly. He felt the outside of her breasts, then moved his fingers to the nipples, which protruded under the soft material of the bra. Terry was pleased to see the front-opening clasp and unfastened it.
The bra opened, but lay across the bulk of the breasts, held in place partly by the erect nipples. Terry’s fingers released the bra and pushed it aside.
Lyn’s breasts were not the largest, not the fullest, not the firmest Terry had ever seen. But they were enticing and his hands felt their softness. It didn’t take long for his mouth to replace his hands. He licked and sucked until Lyn thought her nipples would explode. She felt the wetness between her legs increase and wished she could touch herself.
Lyn’s hand, instead, reached for and found Terry’s erection. Even through his pants she could feel the bulk of his cock. That caused the man to increase his attack on her breasts while, at the same time, lifting her skirt from under her ass.
Without saying a word, Terry unbuckled his belt, pulled down his zipper and let his pants fall to the floor in a heap. The bulge in his boxers excited Lyn. It was only a few seconds later that Terry had the cock out and the boxers at his feet.
Lyn wanted to put the large cock in her mouth, but she suspected that Terry had other plans for it. Her assumption proved correct when he put his hands at the base of her back and pulled her forward. She placed her hands behind her to steady herself and watched as the young man raised her skirt to her waist.
Her pussy waited anxiously for his touch. Lyn spread her legs wider apart and Terry inched forward. When his cock was within reach of her cunt, he put his hands under Lyn’s ass and raised her off the copier.
Terry’s cock twitched with anticipation. It pointed up to the ceiling, well above Lyn’s cunt.
“Put me inside you,” Terry said to Lyn.
She didn’t hesitate. Her hand eagerly touched him and positioned the cock at the entrance to her cunt. He lifted and pulled her toward him simultaneously. The tip of the cock disappeared inside Lyn.
A quick thrust and he was half inserted. Lyn moaned and rested her hands on the top of the copier once more. Another push and he was in deep enough to feel her thighs hit his legs.
Now he put the woman back down on the machine and leaned into her. Lyn leaned back.
“Relax and let me make you cum,” Terry said in a low voice.
Neither relaxing nor cumming seemed likely to Lyn. Her mind raced with memories and mixed feelings. It wasn’t until Terry began fucking her in earnest that she put herself back into the present.
Terry was driving into her with increased force. The sound of their skin hitting against each other could be heard above the whir of the copier. Occasional grunts and groans came from both participants.
Lyn thought back again. Would he slowly soften and fall from her, unfulfilled?
If she had let her mind concentrate on reality, she would have realized that this man was by no means dysfunctional. As Terry watched the woman’s breasts bounce with his thrusts, he came closer and closer to an orgasm. He lifted her by the ass again and found a better angle to enter her. Lyn cried out with pleasure as the hard cock slid across the inside of her vagina.



The possibility of cumming—in this room on a copier—finally struck Lyn. She managed to put one hand on her clit and the ecstasy she felt was beyond words. The woman tilted her head back and felt the trembling in her body that always preceded an orgasm.
Terry sensed what Lyn was feeling and it drove him closer. A sudden squeezing of her cunt around his cock was all he needed.
“Yes. Lyn. Yes,” he moaned.
Before she could answer or he could say any more, the first spurt of warm cum flew from his cock. Then another as he rammed into her and held her tight against him. Terry closed her eyes and felt the throbbing cock twitch. He pulled back and jammed into her once more. Another load of cum.
Lyn’s finger worked frantically on her clit. The intensity of her orgasm was extreme from the very start. She raised her hips higher off the machine and begged Terry to fuck her harder. Faster.
She grabbed his arms and held on as their bodies crashed together. Terry’s orgasm was ending as Lyn’s went on and on. He was enjoying the ride she was giving him immensely, and maintained an erection beyond his normal capacity.
When she was spent, she fell back against the top of the copier and wrapped her legs around the man’s waist. Her own moisture and Terry’s cum leaked from her cunt and was thick on his cock, which now lay against the inside of her thigh.
Twenty years. She had waited a lifetime for this.
Lyn lay in her bed, her husband at her side asleep. She looked at the clock.
So here I am with pockets full of good intentions,
But none of them will comfort me tonight.
I'm wide-awake at 4 a.m. without a friend in sight.
I'm hanging on a hope, but I'm all right.
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The computer monitor blinked with activity. A finger rolled down the mouse and information scrolled on the screen. Blue and black text intertwined in a maze of records.
“Where are you, Doctor Hile?” A soft voice whispered.
The question did not require an answer. But, the girl would get her answer. She always got her answer.
Half way down the page, she stopped. An underlined block of blue text read: “…Dr. David Hile, cardiologist…”
She smiled and clicked on the link.
Katie Sherwood watched as the hospital’s web site opened. The banner heading “Cardiology” was followed by a row of links and a page full of text. Down the left side of the page was another set of links: Home, News, Staff…
She clicked on Staff. A new page flashed on the screen and a series of pictures accompanied bios of heart doctors at the hospital. There, amongst them, was Dr. David Hile, M.D., Ph.D.
“There you are,” Katie said. “Aren’t you fine?”
The 19-year-old girl stared at the photo. He couldn’t have been more than 32 or 33, or more beautiful. His dark blonde hair was brushed neatly back, with just a hint of something…a gel, perhaps…holding it in place.
“What do you look like naked, Dr. Hile? What do you and Kristen look like naked together in the shower?”
Kristen Hile. Just the name made Katie horny.
Kristen Hile was Katie’s latest project. And Katie needed to know what her competition was. Dr. David Hile was going to be stiff competition.
She smiled to herself at the unexpected pun playing in her mind.
You see, Katie Sherwood had an unusual hobby. She collected women, preferably married straight women. Once under her control, Katie convinced the married woman that she (the married woman) was bisexual and that she needed the special love that only another bisexual woman (Katie) could provide.
Katie loved challenges. The beautiful Kristen with the beautiful, rich husband and two beautiful kids was going to be a challenge.
The young temptress had some advantages: she was relentless, aggressive and far from ugly. Katie had short brunette hair, small breasts and an athlete’s hard body. She was sexy in a feminine sort of way. Women wouldn’t consider her intimidating, especially after being seduced by the soft, sweet voice and penetrating eyes.
The part of the game—or, project—that Katie liked most was when the woman played hard to get. This occurred virtually every time at the outset, but when the prize was especially hard to claim it turned Katie on even more.
One of the biggest stumbling blocks facing Katie was time. She attended evening classes at the local community college studying psychology. During the day, she worked part-time at a day care center. Finding time to bury her tongue in the sweet pussy of a married woman was not easy. But, starting tomorrow Katie was going to get serious with Mrs. Hile.
When young medical resident David Hile was ready to get married, he wanted a wife that his looks, profession and place in society entitled him to. He found it in Kristen Peters, a gorgeous strawberry blonde with full breasts, tight ass and long legs. Now 28, Kristen was the mother of a four-year-old son and three-year-old daughter.
She had everything she could possibly ask for. Except, perhaps, more of David’s time. His long hours kept him away from Kristen and the kids for extended periods. When he was at home, it was often to sleep before his next shift.
Kristen grew frustrated, but realized her husband’s hours would settle down as his career did. It was Tuesday and Kristen was heading out the door, a bag over her shoulder and a child’s little hand in each of hers.
“Mommy, will Miss Sherwood be there today?” the little girl asked, trailing a half step behind her mother and brother.
“I think so, hon. Why?”
“Is this Tuesday?” the little girl asked.
Kristen opened the car door and watched her daughter crawl up into the seat. Before closing the door, she answered her daughter’s question. “Yes.”
The girl’s face shined up at her mother. “Good. Miss Sherwood lets us choose the stories on Tuesdays.”
Kristen smiled back at her daughter. Behind them, her son had managed to open the door, throw in his backpack and jump inside.
“You in, Kyle?”
“Yep.”
Kristen looked for legs and slammed the door shut.
Kyle and Carly actually enjoyed day care. The Hiles had done considerable research and were impressed with the facilities and staff at Kids Matter. Both took a quick liking to the young Miss Sherwood and her seemingly endless energy.
Kristen backed the car out of the drive and made a mental inventory of what she would need for the meeting she had at 10 a.m. As a volunteer at the Humane Society, she was learning that meetings generally meant more work. But, the same was true at the abused women’s shelter and senior center she volunteered at. So, she was used to it. It helped immensely that the kids liked day care.
On this day, Kyle was in the mood to verbally poke jabs at his sister. He would have used a more physical approach had he not been strapped into the back seat. Kristen twice broke her train of thought to caution the young boy. Otherwise, the kids’ mutual taunting went unheeded.
The Lexus SUV veered into the day care parking lot. The tires squealed faintly on the payment, which gave reason for Kyle to yell at his mother. Kristen dreaded the day David had made a fuss about a similar incident while she was driving, just to get a laugh out of the kids. Now it was a ritual.
They all hastily piled out of the car and walked toward the door, hand in hand, backpacks swinging freely. Once inside, the kids immediately ran to the room where Katie was sure to be waiting. Kristen followed more sedately behind them, her shoes clicking on the tiled floor of the hallway.
By the time Kristen got to the room, the kids were already returning from the shelf where backpacks were randomly strewn. Katie was standing in the center of the room, attempting to find space to walk around prone children, books and pillows.
She smiled at Kristen as the woman entered. Eventually, they met in one of the few open spaces left in the room.
“Hi,” Katie nearly shouted above the din.
Kristen returned the greeting and added, “I should only be a couple hours.”
“OK,” Katie said. “Seniors today?”
“No. Humane Society.”
“I think that would be fun. But, I like people better than animals,” Katie said.
“Trust me. If you volunteer, you deal with people plenty. Sometimes I prefer the animals,” Kristen said with a sour look.
Katie laughed. A hand tugged on her jeans and she looked down at Carly.
“What, hon?” Katie asked.
“Can we read today?”
“Of course. And you get to choose, right?” Katie said excitedly.
“Uh huh. I already know what I want,” the little girl said.
“OK. I’ll be there in a minute. Let me talk to your Mom.”
Carly returned to the knot of kids behind Katie.
Kristen said, “I’ll take you to the pound one day and you can see if you’d like it.”
Katie smiled broadly. “That would be great. I’ll buy you lunch.”
“Oh, you don’t have to.” Kristen suggested a day next week and it seemed to fit Katie’s calendar.
“How dressed up do I have to be? I don’t own anything this nice,” Katie said, running her hand over the sleeve of Kristen’s blouse. The hand rested on the arm an extra second or two and the young woman looked up at the other through thick eyelashes.
Kristen debated quickly in her mind how to answer without offending Katie. “Wear anything. You might have dogs jumping up on you, so don’t make it too fancy.”
“Well, you always look so great….” Katie let the sentence fade without finishing. Her eyes followed Kristen’s body from shoulders to toes, and back up.
“How are classes going for you?” The question was clearly an attempt by Kristen to change the subject and Katie complied.
“Oh, fine. Midterms are next week, so I need to study before then.”
Kristen looked concerned. “Really? Would it be better to visit the Humane Society this week then?”
“Actually. Yes.” Katie hoped the dishonesty of the statement wouldn’t be too obvious. But, the idea of spending some time with this woman as quickly as possible appealed to her.
“When?” Kristen asked.
“Uh, tomorrow is no good. But, how about Thursday?”
“Yeah, that’s fine.”
Katie said with a devilish grin, “I get off here at noon. Do you trust the kids with anyone else?”
“I guess I’ll have to. Want me to pick you up?” Kristen asked.
“Sure. That would be great,” Katie said.
A few minutes later Mrs. Hile was on her way to her meeting and the young Katie Sherwood was reading with Carly. Her mind, however, was on Carly’s mother.
More care than normal went into Katie’s selection of clothes on Thursday morning. She wore her usual tight jeans, but chose an uncommonly low cut shirt. She would be particularly careful, she told herself, not to get painted by one of the kids, which happened more than she would like to admit during the week.
The morning seemed to drag on endlessly. Finally, at five minutes to noon, Katie began turning the kids over to the afternoon shift. A couple minutes later she had her purse over her shoulder and was standing outside the front door waiting for Kristen.
When Kristen’s SUV pulled to a stop in front of Katie, the woman got out and meticulously lowered each child from the car and helped them inside. The kids had been duly warned their favorite teacher would not be there, but the disappointment was still evident.
It was nonstop chatter during the fifteen-minute drive to the humane society offices. After arriving at the pound, Kristen was the perfect host and guide. Katie realized quickly that Kristen was well liked at the society. Other volunteers, as well as the few paid employees, greeted them with smiles and offers of “inside” tours.
By the time they left an hour later, Katie knew everything there was to know about the place. And she was hungry. So, it was welcome news when Kristen suggested they have lunch next.
They agreed on a soup/sandwich/salad place they both frequented and headed that way. It was late enough when they arrived for the lunch crowd to have pretty much deserted the restaurant. After ordering from the counter and picking up their food, they located a booth and settled in.
Katie had envisioned this as being her best opportunity during the day to test how far she could go with Kristen. It didn’t take her long to find out. During a discussion of Katie’s recent dates, Katie asked her companion about married life.
“So, what’s it like being married to a doctor?”
Kristen looked at the girl, chewed a little longer to buy time, and said, “It’s OK. I wish we had more time together, but that’s OK.”
It clearly wasn’t OK and Katie pounced.
“You get bored?” Katie asked innocently.
“Not bored,” Kristen was quick to respond. “I have the kids. I have plenty to do. It’s just…well, sometimes our schedules don’t match up very well.”
Rightly or not, Katie understood that to mean their sex life was screwed up. But then, Katie could interpret almost anything to involve someone’s sex life. She liked to take fortune cookies from Chinese restaurants and add “…in bed” to the end of them to see if that made them any more interesting.
“Ahh. I’m sure that can get frustrating.” Katie’s emphasis on the last word got her point across. She made sure to bury her eyes in her salad to avoid any recoil from Kristen.
There was silence for a few seconds.
“Do you go out with anyone?” Katie asked.
This time she looked for Kristen’s reaction. At first there was a blank stare. Kristen was apparently trying to determine if Katie actually meant men, as it sounded, or just friends.
“I have a few friends. Other volunteers, mostly. We get together sometimes. It’s hard with the kids.”
Katie saw an opening and decided it was time.
“Have you ever dated a woman?”
The incredulous look in Kristen’s eyes was piercing.
“Katie Sherwood.” As soon as she said it, Kristen looked above the walls of the booth to make sure nobody was within close proximity. “I can’t believe you said that.”
“Is that a no?” The innocence on Katie’s face was exceeded only by the inquisitiveness.
“Of course it’s a no,” Kristen quickly relied. Then, without thinking, she asked, “Have you?”
As soon as she said it, Kristen knew it was a mistake. The beam in Katie’s eyes gave away the answer long before it left her lips.
“Actually, yes,” Katie said. “You should try it.”
Kristen smiled, almost laughed. “With you?”
“Why not?” The younger woman pulled her fork sensuously from her mouth and waited for an answer before chewing. The answer didn’t come, so she ate before choking on the salad.
“Because I’m married…and have kids.”
Katie looked at her friend and scowled. “So?” It was uttered the way a twelve year old would answer her mother.
Kristen wanted to answer, but couldn’t find a more convincing way to put it. She said nothing, instead.
“Kristen, listen to me.” The words alone caused the women’s eyes to lock together dramatically. Katie leaned forward. “I have dated married women. I love married women. They are passionate and caring. You are beautiful…and married. I want to date you and I WILL date you. It’s only a matter of time before you submit to me.”
Kristen opened her mouth, but Katie continued before she could say anything.
“You think you’ve had good sex with your husband. But, you haven’t lived until you taste my breasts and feel the nipples get hard as you suck on them. Or until you feel my tongue all over your tits, sliding down your body until my mouth’s between your legs.”
While she was talking, Katie kicked off one shoe. Now she let her foot touch Kristen’s leg, high on the calf. The older woman’s entire body shuddered at the unexpected contact.
“Think about having an orgasm without worrying about a man. Without feeling like your role is to please him. Kristen, I could make you scream with pleasure.”
Katie’s breasts were pressed against the table as she talked, pushing out of the top of her shirt until nearly exposed. Kristen took a deep breath and settled back into her seat.
She put her napkin on the table.
“We better get going,” she said, fumbling for her purse.
Katie smiled and slid her shoe back on. The women rose from the booth and walked silently out to the SUV.
The ride back to Katie’s car was tense and hushed. Kristen found herself repeating Katie’s little speech over and over in her head. “Married women…taste my breast…between your legs…your role…scream with pleasure.”
Katie thanked the other woman for the tour and lunch. After retrieving the kids and with one last naïve smile, Katie watched the vehicle circle out of the parking lot.
The next couple weeks were traumatic for Kristen Hile. She avoided Katie like the plague and continuously denied to herself that she would ever have sex with another woman. But, whenever she saw Katie she looked at her in a different way. At times Kristen would look at Katie and imagine her in bed with a woman—licking and kissing. In the shower she even visualized a pair of hands wrapping around her from behind and fondling her breasts. Then she would admonish herself for ever having such thoughts.
Dr. David Hile sensed a change in his wife. She seemed more harried than normal, even a little bit agitated. He certainly didn’t mind that she clung to him more closely when they were together, but something wasn’t right. With Mother’s Day approaching, he saw an opportunity to make things right again. He decided to stop at the day care on his way home one afternoon and talk to Katie.
Mother’s Day morning arrived with presentations of hand-made greetings from the kids and kisses all around. When things settled down, David took the opportunity to give Kristen his “present.”
“Your gift is a little bit different this year,” he began. A surprised smile crossed his wife’s face. “I know its time consuming and bothersome taking the kids to day care and all…”
“No it isn’t,” Kristen interrupted.
David started up again. “So, I decided to hire a nanny for the kids.”
Immediately, Carly chimed in, “What’s a nanny?”
“It’s someone who will stay with you at home during the day and when Mommy’s away,” David said.
“But we like Miss Sherwood,” Kyle whined.
“Yeah,” Carly voiced in agreement.
“Well, good. Because how would you like Miss Sherwood to be your nanny?”
Both children screamed their approval simultaneously and ran to their father, hugging him and cheering.
Kristen was numb. She wasn’t sure what look was on her face, but when David finally gazed at her she tried to manage a smile. The kids ran out of the room and could be heard whooping all the way up the steps.
“It will be perfect,” David explained. “The kids adore her. Katie has all kinds of free time during the day. And, she needs the money for college. She agreed to it last week and said she can start any time.”
Kristen looked down at the crayon drawings the kids had given her. Then back up at David.
“Thanks, hon.” She felt if she said anything else she might cry. And not from joy. The young couple hugged and David kissed his wife.
“Happy Mother’s Day.”
It wasn’t until late that night that Kristen had time to seriously think about the situation. She and David made love on the couch after the kids were in bed and now she lay in her own bed staring at the dark ceiling. David’s head lay on her shoulder and his hand rested on her breast.
She felt compelled to tell her husband what the 19-year-old was up to. But she didn’t want to appear ungrateful for David’s generosity. Kristen weighed the pros and cons of upsetting either Katie or David, and decided she just needed to be firm with Katie. She would tell the girl she wasn’t attracted to her and that Katie would have to go elsewhere for her sexual pleasures.
It sounded so simple in the quiet darkness of the bedroom. The difficult part was convincing Kristen Hile she didn’t want Katie around.
Katie was scheduled to start the week after Mother’s Day, as the day care had a replacement for her already working part time. Kristen both dreaded and yearned for the day to come. She dreaded it for the fact she would have to confront the girl and yearned for it to get it over with.
Monday morning came and Kyle and Carly ran to the door when the doorbell rang at 9 a.m. They were all over Katie as she entered the house with her book bag on her back. Kristen managed a smile, which did not compare to the beaming face of the new nanny. This was not going to be easy, Kristen told herself.
Around lunchtime when the kids had settled down a little and Kristen saw that Katie was not occupied, she asked the girl to join her in the living room. They sat on opposite ends of the couch, both unsure of what would be said next.
Kristen started. “Katie, I’m glad David contacted you about this job. I’m glad you could do it and that it will help you with school. But, this is a job. Nothing else. And I expect you to treat it as such.”
Katie was quiet for a moment, her smile neither lessening nor growing. “It’s gonna be cool being with the kids this much. And you.”
“Katie, you’re not going to be with me. I’m not…,” Kristen was cut off by the girl.
“What do you do here all day when you aren’t volunteering?” Katie asked.
Kristen wanted to finish her sentence, but felt more comfortable with Katie’s question. “Well, I clean up after the kids, watch TV, eat.”
“That doesn’t need to change because I’m here,” Katie said. “And I’ll be doing the cleaning up.”
“No. It doesn’t need to change. And I won’t interfere with what you’re doing,” Kristen added.
“Then we’ll have time to talk.”
“Katie…”
“And to get to know each other better.”
The exasperation showed on Kristen’s face. “If you’d rather return to the day care…”



“Oh, I don’t think Dr. Hile would like that. Do you?”
Kristen didn’t need to answer that one.
“I think it would behoove you to make this work and show him how much you appreciate what he did for you,” Katie continued. “I certainly appreciate it. Some day maybe I’ll show him how much.”
Daggers flew from Kristen’s eyes at the remark.
“Keep your hands off him.”
“But Kristen, you know it’s you I want. And I’ll have you. The best part is…you’ll love it but won’t want to admit it.”
“Stop it,” Kristen urged.
“You’ll be saying ‘stop’, but your body will be saying ‘more’.”
Kristen rose from the couch and walked briskly out of the room. A moment later, Katie heard the slamming of a door in a distant corner of the huge house.
The next couple days were uneventful, with the friction between the two women decreasing slightly. Friday was an exceptionally nice mid-May day with warm temperatures and a cloudless sky. Katie showed up wearing shorts and a tank top, hoping to spend a little time beside the Hile’s in ground pool while the kids napped.
At lunch, Kristen surprisingly made an offer for Katie to join her outside if the kids did take a nap. Kristen had thrown a t-shirt over her bikini, but most of her long legs were visible and Katie looked on with envy. Even the woman’s graceful curves were evident under the baggy shirt.
By one o’clock Kyle and Carly were asleep on the floor while a DVD blared on the big screen TV. Katie glanced out toward the pool from the kitchen and opened the refrigerator. She pulled out the half empty pitcher of iced tea and headed outside.
“Refill?” the girl asked Kristen, who reclined on a lounge chair in her swimsuit.
“Sure. Thanks.”
Katie filled the glass that sat next to the chair and then moved to a second lounge chair a few feet away. She adjusted it and sat with the sun shining directly on her face. From this angle, she also had an excellent view of Kristen’s body.
Katie followed the slope of the neck and shoulders down to Kristen’s breasts. They rose gracefully into the bikini top, nipples clearly evident through the material. A flat stomach gave way to full hips and strong thighs. And the legs seemed to go on forever.
Katie’s eyes followed the legs back up to Kristen’s waist, and the colorful material that wrapped around her hips and between her legs. Katie’s little body didn’t compare in the least to the older woman’s. But she was used to that and adapted by learning how to please other women with more than her physical attributes.
About a half hour later Kristen swung her feet onto the ground and walked up to the house, her empty glass in hand. Katie watched the swaying of the woman’s ass as she walked. The thin material of the bikini bottom creeping more toward the center of the splendid cheeks with each step.
Kristen slid open the sliding glass door and disappeared into the kitchen. It wasn’t more than a few seconds later that Katie heard the shattering of glass and a loud “Shit” come from inside the house.
The girl jumped out of her chair and ran to the door, which was still open. Kristen was bending over picking up a large piece of glass.
“Be careful,” Katie urged the woman. “Go around through the dining room and get some shoes on, OK? I’ll get the broom.”
Kristen looked over at the girl and noticed she, too, was barefoot.
“OK. But you need shoes…Ouch!” The woman raised her right foot off the floor and grabbed it, hobbling back toward a chair. She fell into the chair and tilted her foot so she could see the underside. A small streak of blood appeared instantly along a slit under the big toe.
“Damn,” Kristen exclaimed.
“I’ll get a towel,” Katie said as she headed for the hall bathroom.
“There are Band-Aids in the closet,” Kristen yelled after her.
Katie dampened a small towel with hot water and found the Band-Aids. She scurried back down the hallway, through the dining room and into the eating area where Kristen sat with her foot resting on her opposite leg. By now a large splotch of blood covered the bottom of the toe and a couple drops were on the floor.
Katie handed the towel to Kristen and began unwrapping a Band-Aid. They were done at about the same time and the toe was enclosed in the bandage. Instinctively, Katie ran her fingers over the injured foot and held it up to inspect it for further damage. She felt the cool underside for more glass before asking to check the other foot. Kristen didn’t refuse.
Once again, the gentle hands of the girl slid over the left foot. She held the foot by the heel and pronounced it free of glass. But before letting it go, she skimmed her hand up the back of Kristen’s calf, watching the leg extend toward her.
Kneeling in front of Kristen, Katie held the leg with both hands, caressing it from the knee to the ankle. Kristen wanted to get up, but she also wanted the sensation running through her leg to continue.
Kristen looked down at the girl stroking her leg. The tank top hung open, revealing most of the little breasts. Katie looked up at her through long, thick eyelashes. At the same time, her hands passed over Kristen’s knee and onto her thigh.
Like the most expert massage therapist, Katie manipulated her fingers over and around the other woman’s thigh. Higher and higher the hands traveled, an inch at a time.
“The kids…” Kristen said in a whisper.
“Are asleep,” Katie finished for her. The thought crossed her mind of suggesting they go to the bedroom. But, she didn’t want Kristen to have an opportunity to back out.
Finally, Katie’s fingers reached the top of the leg and touched the bottom of Kristen’s bikini. The girl was leaning forward and Kristen’s knees hit her chest. Unconsciously, the legs opened slightly and Katie edged forward.
The girl traced the outline of the bikini bottom with a single finger before placing both hands on opposite sides of the woman’s waist. Slowly, she moved her hands upward while shifting ever closer to Kristen. She was between the woman’s legs now and could easily reach any part of Kristen’s body with her lips.
As her hands reached the bottom of Kristen’s breasts, she lifted herself up a little and put her face directly in front of the other woman’s head. Katie rose some more and their lips met.
“Katie,” Kristen said, their mouths still touching. Katie responded by licking Kristen’s opened lips. “Don’t.”
“Don’t what?” Katie murmured the words while continuing to taste Kristen’s lips. Her hands cupped Kristen’s breasts.
If Kristen wanted to say anything else, it was too late. Their mouths closed around each other in a cautious kiss. And as the kiss persisted, Katie added more force. Soon, their tongues clashed and soft whimpers came from both women.
Katie moved her hands to the back of Kristen’s head and pulled her closer. Kristen put her hands on Katie’s back, sliding them up and down the girl’s shirt.
The kiss lasted a full minute before Katie moved to Kristen’s neck, then to her shoulder. The older woman was too stunned from the magnitude of the kiss to admonish the girl for what happened next.
Katie’s lips moved smoothly down Kristen’s upper chest until reaching the top of her left breast. Katie felt the wonderful softness of the full breast as she kissed it, then licked it gently.
The girl’s tongue worked its way down until blocked by the bikini top. With a simple flick of a finger, the material was pulled out of the way and Katie placed her tongue on Kristen’s nipple.
“Please, no,” Kristen muttered. “Please…”
Katie’s mouth had engulfed the nipple and surrounding skin. She licked and sucked delicately while moving her right hand down to the woman’s waist. The fingers of Katie’s hand vanished inside Kristen’s swimsuit and felt for the folds of skin between her legs.
The young woman felt Kristen’s clit and slid her middle finger over it repeatedly while continuing to work on her nipple. Kristen tried to lift her body from the chair, but Katie wouldn’t stop. The woman might as well have been tied to the chair.
“No. Katie.”
Another thirty seconds and Kristen’s body was practically trembling under Katie’s attack. The girl sensed the time was right to make a statement.
Katie withdrew her mouth from Kristen’s breast, but not the hand from her clit.
“Tomorrow,” Katie looked up at the woman and paused, “we are going to continue this in the bedroom. Naked. And you are going to cum like you’ve never cummed before.”
Katie stroked the clit with long, hard rubs. She heard Kristen draw in a quick breath, and hold it. When the woman didn’t talk, Katie pulled out her hand and straightened the top of Kristen’s bikini.
“You have beautiful breasts, Kristen. Tomorrow we’ll visit them again. And your ass. And that wonderful pussy. And you’ll never want me to stop, ever again.”
Katie had moved her body so that her own breasts were just inches away from Kristen’s face. She hovered over her for a moment, watching Kristen’s eyes peer down the tank top. Then, with the grace of a dancer, she backed away and stood in front of the disheveled woman.
“I’ll get the broom,” Katie said, turning away.
That evening, Kristen had difficulty concentrating on even her favorite TV shows. David was at the hospital, so he didn’t distract her. A girl who wasn’t in the house distracted her. The same girl who would be in the house tomorrow and who was expecting something from Kristen she wasn’t sure she could give.
It bothered Kristen that she was debating the issue. It should be plain and simple. Katie was to do her job or she would be asked to leave.
Then the loneliness set in. And the questioning. What would it be like? What if she enjoyed it? Today, in the chair, she didn’t want Katie to stop. What would the girl be like naked in bed?
Oddly, Kristen was more concerned with embarrassing herself or Katie with her lack of experience. She could handle David in bed, in more ways than one. But Katie?
The questioning went on long after Kristen went to bed. More than once she moved her hand down to her pussy and played with her clit the way Katie had. What would her tongue feel likethere? She decided she wanted to find out.
In the morning, Kristen caught herself digging in her drawer for a figure-flattering t-shirt and shorts. “Who’s seducing who?” she thought to herself with a smile. So much for playing hard to get.
Katie arrived on time, as usual, dressed in the customary shorts. But, today she had on a sleeveless buttoned shirt that Kristen didn’t remember from before. It hung loosely on Katie’s little body and was short enough to remain untucked and still look neat.
Katie and the kids went through their usual morning routine of reading and videos while Kristen tried to concentrate on volunteer paperwork. She had envelopes to stuff, so that helped keep her occupied. It also gave her mind time to wander into places it hadn’t gone before. Eventually, Kristen had to go out into the yard and water some flowers to get her mind off sex.
The anticipation grew stronger as lunchtime for the kids approached. Was it a coincidence that Katie had the kids being a lot more active this morning than normal? Races were held in the back yard and wrestling was popular. Long naps were in order, Kristen said to herself grinning.
At the table during lunch, Katie had her first opportunity of the day to look closely at Kristen. Only now did the faint outline of the woman’s nipples inside her shirt become evident. She didn’t hide her interest when Kristen caught her looking. Their eyes did the talking.
It was an hour later before the kids were settled in front of the TV, their heads on pillows. Katie watched from the couch as first Carly, then Kyle, nodded off. Silently, Katie slid off the couch and entered the long hallway leading to the computer room, a small bedroom, a bathroom and the master bedroom. She heard the soft tapping of a keyboard in the computer room as she advanced.
Poking her head around the corner of the door, Katie saw Kristen sitting with her back towards her. As she entered, the woman looked quickly over her shoulder and then looked back at the monitor. Kristen’s heart raced and she dropped her hands to the side of the chair to hide her nervousness.
“Nap time,” Katie said softly. She stopped directly behind Kristen’s high back office chair, looking down at the blonde head.
Kristen swiveled the chair around in slow motion until she was facing the girl. Neither moved for a second. Then Katie moved forward, placing her legs outside those of Kristen, which were held tightly together. Katie lowered herself and sat gently on Kristen’s legs.
The girl put her hands on the arms of the chair and leaned ahead. Her lips touched Kristen’s. A kiss did not form until a few seconds later when both women opened their mouths. The softness of the initial contact was soon replaced with a more passionate kiss. Hands reached for bodies and soon only the clothes they wore separated the women.
When the chair creaked loudly, Kristen broke the kiss and said, “Let’s try the bedroom.”
Several thoughts went through Katie’s mind, but she was intent on not spoiling the moment with some smart remark. Instead, she backed away from Kristen and slid her feet back onto the floor. Kristen stood and led the way out the door and across the hall into the immense, bright master bedroom.
Katie stared at the bed with its mirrored bookcase headboard, the beautiful dressers along each wall and the huge window with drapes that hung from just below the ceiling. Overstuffed chairs sat in two corners and a flat screen TV took up much of the wall opposite the bed.
“Wow. What a cool bedroom,” Katie gushed.
“Should I leave you alone then?” Kristen asked mockingly.
The girl immediately understood how childish her remark must have sounded. She had to get her mind back on the task at hand, turning this married woman into a confirmed bisexual lover.
“No. Not at all. That wouldn’t be nearly as much fun,” she said.
Kristen closed the bedroom door. “Then show me what you consider fun.”
The challenge had been made. Katie understood the words to mean, “Convince me love with a woman is as great as you make it sound…or forget any relationship with me.”
In case Kristen was not already sold on the idea, Katie was going to make sure this was not their only time together. She would sacrifice her own pleasure today to convert Kristen.
The women stood less than an arm’s length apart. Katie grabbed Kristen’s hands and pulled them up to the top button of her shirt. “Undress me.”
Kristen’s fingers rested on the top button, her eyes glued to the spot. Katie feared the woman was having second thoughts until she felt the button come undone. At no time did Kristen look at the girl’s face.
The silence in the room was unbroken as the second button was opened. The taller Kristen peered at her own trembling hands as the tanned skin began to appear from underneath the shirt. When she opened the next button her fingers brushed against Katie’s petite breasts.
A few seconds later, Kristen had the shirt completely unbuttoned. It lay open, but revealed very little of the girl’s chest. Kristen slipped her hands inside the shirt just above Katie’s navel. She felt the smooth skin and steady breathing. Finally, she allowed herself to look into Katie’s eyes.
She didn’t see the lust she was used to seeing in David’s eyes when they made love. She saw passion and eagerness; restraint mixed with desire.
Then her hands touched the bottom of Katie’s breasts. The girl’s mouth opened slightly, as if to speak. But she only sighed as the hands continued their journey up and over the breasts. Kristen cupped them in her palms, pushing up on them under the shirt. They felt cool and supple with tiny nipples.
Curiosity overtook her and Kristen pulled open the shirt. The breasts may have been small, but they were perfectly formed and invited the person viewing them to wrap their lips around them. Before treating herself to that pleasure, Kristen drew the shirt off Katie’s shoulders and let it fall off her arms.
She flung it onto a nearby chair and returned her glance to the young girl’s half naked body. She was about to lean down when Katie tenderly placed her hand behind Kristen’s head and drew her closer. Katie arched her back and allowed the woman to place her lips and tongue on a nipple.
From that moment on, there was no need to direct Kristen to do anything.
The woman sucked on one breast while kneading the other soothingly. Katie closed her eyes and tilted her head back, taking in the electric feeling of having one nipple licked and sucked while the other was being squeezed between two fingers.
“Oh, Kristen. That feels so good.” Katie meant the words as encouragement, but the reality of the statement was even stronger.
Kristen accelerated her assault, switching from one breast to the other repeatedly. Her hands moved around the girl’s waist and disappeared inside the back of Katie’s shorts. For an instant, they rested on the top of Katie’s ass, then came back to her breasts.
As much as Katie hated to interrupt what Kristen was doing to her body, she knew she had to let the woman experience some of the same feelings. Katie leisurely grasped the bottom of Kristen’s shirt and lifted it. Kristen didn’t hesitate in lifting her arms and letting the girl pull off the shirt.
Despite having taken one of the breasts in her mouth the day before, Katie was stunned at the magnificence of the pair now fully exposed in front of her. She felt extremely inferior, almost ashamed of her own chest. Yet, the knowledge that she would be enjoying the taste and feel of Kristen’s breasts soon allayed her own insecurities.
Katie had imagined this sight many times in the past. But, the reality of it caused her to pause. Kristen’s blonde hair fell over her shoulders and curled a few inches above the top of the breasts. The longer Katie stood there in a frozen state the wider the grin got on Kristen’s face.
“I thought I was undressing you?” Kristen finally said.
“Yeah. Keep going. I’m just going to stand here and stare for a second.”
The directness of the statement made Kristen giggle out loud. She grabbed the shirt out of Katie’s hand and threw it on top of the other one on the chair.
“Take off your shoes,” Kristen ordered.
Katie stepped out of her shoes like a child, using one foot to hold the opposite shoe in place. Then she kicked them both aside.
That was the sign for Kristen to reach down and unbutton the girl’s shorts. With a flick of her wrist, the zipper was open. They were tight enough to stay in place once opened, but loose enough for Kristen to slide both hands down the front and inside Katie’s thin panties.
Kristen could feel the warmth from between Katie’s legs. She withdrew her hands, put them on the waistband of the shorts and pushed them down. Eventually, they slid on their own down the girl’s shorts legs and onto the floor. They got pushed next to the shoes and Kristen admired the girl’s body.
Katie watched the woman’s nipples grow pinker and longer. Experience told her this was a good sign. She couldn’t wait to feel them inside her mouth. But, before then Kristen would finish the task of undressing her new lover.
She put her fingers inside Katie’s panties and tugged them off her hips. Kristen knelt in front of the girl and lowered the panties to her ankles, then over her bare feet. From her knees, Kristen lightly kissed the skin directly above a thin patch of hair covering Katie’s clit. Then Kristen stood once more.
Just as Katie was about the take off Kristen’s shorts, the woman moved forward and wrapped her arms around the girl. They kissed long and hard as Kristen’s hands moved up and down Katie’s back, falling to her ass near the end of the kiss. Their breasts rubbed against each other as they hugged.



“You have a wonderful body, Katie,” Kristen whispered in the girl’s ear.
“You do, too. And I want it,” was the reply.
Katie unfastened the button on Kristen’s shorts while they stood face to face. As soon as the zipper was down the shorts fell to the floor. Katie quickly placed both hands inside the back of Kristen’s soft white panties and squeezed the woman’s cheeks, pulling her closer at the same time.
While they kissed, Katie pushed the panties down as far as her arms could reach. Then she knelt and finished the job.
If a more perfect female body existed, Katie surely had never seen it. The term hourglass figure didn’t come close to describing the luscious curves that made up Kristen Hile.
Kristen stood awkwardly with her arms hanging at her side, not sure what to do while the girl admired her body. Her hands fretfully stroked her hips and stomach, as if trying to flatten them. But there was no need for that. Every inch of the woman was sculpted and Katie was losing control.
“Lay down, Kristen,” Katie said in a comforting voice. She had spent weeks planning a slow, sensuous teasing at this point. But now that she was with Kristen, in her bedroom naked, she wanted desperately to devour the woman.
As Kristen turned to climb onto the bed, Katie got her first good look at the woman’s round, firm ass. Kristen got on the bed and rolled onto her back.
“No. Turn over,” Katie said.
Kristen smiled and obeyed. Katie watched as Kristen’s back appeared, followed by her ass and the back of her long legs. Kristen put her hands under the pillow her head was on and looked back at Katie through her blonde hair.
The girl was reaching out, running her fingers down the smooth back and to the top of the wonderful ass. There, she stopped for an instant before feeling the soft cheeks. She traced the outline of the cheeks down to the top of Kristen’s thighs. Then Katie felt the legs she envied so.
Katie began to get into the bed and Kristen turned onto her side. The two immediately embraced for a long, intense kiss. They rolled on the bed like kids with their legs entangled and hair splashing everywhere. Moans of pleasure filled the room as hands searched what little space was available on the two closely knit bodies.
Ultimately, they ended up with Katie on top and her mouth firmly wrapped around a healthy portion of Kristen’s left breast. Katie was enveloped in Kristen’s legs, unable to move. But, she had other plans and forced her way down the delicious body.
Katie’s hands slid under Kristen and felt for the woman’s ass. Once in her grasp, Katie licked until reaching the tip of Kristen’s clit. Certain that her new lover had never had another woman in this position before, Katie was intent on making it memorable.
She licked the short, soft clit with long strokes. Each one caused Kristen to lift her ass off the bed. Katie responded by making each stroke harder until her entire mouth engulfed the area around the clit. Now she began the fantastic process of orally manipulating the clit until Kristen could not hold back.
This part of oral sex with a woman often put Katie herself on the verge of orgasm. This was particularly true with Kristen. She had waited so long for the moment that she had to restrain herself in order to heighten the satisfaction. Katie frantically wanted to play with herself and cum. But, her role right now was to indulge Kristen.
And Kristen was enjoying every second of it. Her mind was flooded with conflicting feelings of contentment, restlessness, ecstasy and fear. It was obvious now that she was going to cum under the influence of this girl’s mouth. Kristen’s problem was how to handle it and what to do afterwards.
However, before her mind was allowed to contemplate that much longer she found herself squeezing her own nipples between her thumbs and forefingers. She didn’t even remember reaching for her breasts. Oh, well, she thought. Stranger things might happen yet.
Kristen’s clit had grown considerably and Katie now had something to maneuver with her tongue and lips. While Kristen began raising and lowering her hips as if fucking Katie’s mouth, the girl decided it was time to offer the next best thing. Sliding down the bed a few inches, she allowed her tongue to find the opening to Kristen’s cunt.
The first time Katie’s tongue entered the hole, Kristen thought she would explode. Katie magically moved her tongue and licked the top edge of Kristen’s vagina. Then it was a series of short, quick stabs as if entering her with a small cock.
One of Kristen’s hands left her breast and pushed down on Katie’s head, forcing her deeper inside. The girl gladly obliged. The sweet taste of Kristen’s juices, combined with her obvious enjoyment of the proceedings, aroused Katie even more.
A few more thrusts and she returned to Kristen’s clit. The woman moaned with approval and murmured the girl’s name in seductive tones. Katie felt the familiar quivers in Kristen’s body that heralded a pending orgasm. She felt the body stiffen, shake, collapse and repeat the process.
Finally, Kristen announced she was about to cum. Katie took firm hold of the woman’s thighs and buried her head hard against the clit. Kristen’s moan grew in intensity steadily until she was several inches off the bed and was pushing her body against Katie’s head. That was when Katie almost lost control.
Kristen shook so hard and gyrated so powerfully that the girl nearly lost touch with the clit. But she was persistent…as was her style. With each lick, Kristen groaned louder and extended her orgasm.
For nearly a minute, Kristen Hile disregarded everything—her marriage, her previous sexual experiences, her kids, her fears, her regrets. All she knew was the overwhelming sensation flowing through her body.
Then it subsided. Or so she thought.
As Kristen lay drained on the bed, Katie slid back up to the woman’s breasts. Methodically, she began licking each nipple, feeling each one react to the warmth of the girl’s tongue.
After a couple minutes of this relaxed nurturing, with Kristen lightly running her fingers through Katie’s hair, the girl reached down and touched the now-soaked area between Kristen’s legs.
“Oh, God. Katie. No…” Kristen said with a whimper. “I can’t.”
Katie never hesitated because she’d never been with a woman who couldn’t cum a second time with the right treatment. In this case, that consisted of a tender rubbing of the clit and soft licking of the nipples.
Kristen’s mind was still on the body-numbing experience of her first orgasm and didn’t realize that she was already reacting to this new assault. Her hips rose to meet Katie’s hands and her nipples once again ached with desire.
When she heard Katie’s small voice tell her, “That’s it. Relax and let it happen,” she knew another orgasm was looming. A couple wonderful minutes later her body was shaking and she was crying out in delight…again.
What was happening? Kristen lay on the bed drained of all energy. A beautiful young girl rested her head on Kristen’s breast, playing with her navel and the hair above her clit. And Kristen never wanted it to end.
When David got home, she might have different feelings. The next time he was inside her, filling her with warm cum and lifting her by the ass, she might think otherwise. But, for now, she never wanted it to end.
The women eventually dressed in silence. Katie had said she would wait for another day for “her turn.” Each had told the other how amazing it felt and that they wanted to do it again. They sealed the deal with a kiss.
To her amazement, Kristen’s lovemaking with David actually improved the next time they were together. As her husband rolled with her on the bed, Kristen thought of Katie and her sensuous mouth all over her. The woman’s orgasms grew in intensity just as her nipples had grown with the touch of the girl’s tongue and lips.
Kristen’s opportunity to “pay back” her young nanny occurred on a warm Tuesday afternoon.
To be continued…
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Kristen Hile was a very confused woman. A couple days earlier her 19-year-old nanny had seduced her. The sex was better than she might have wanted it to be because now she had to either acknowledge she enjoyed sex with the girl or go into complete denial. The fact she anxiously planned for the day she could pay Katie back in kind should have settled the issue.
Katie Sherwood started the whole thing by falling in lust with the 28-year-old mother of two. Oh, Katie loved men for sure. But, there was something special about married women. It wasn't just the challenge, although that was important. It was their experience and curiosity and, sometimes, boredom with their normal sex lives.
Katie warned Kristen she was a target. Kristen was determined to take control and stop the girl. Katie ended up taking control of Kristen and didn't stop until the woman had the ultimate orgasm.
So, Kristen made plans. They were well thought out and foolproof. Kristen would take her two young children to the day care Katie used to work at and leave them for the day. Katie would be invited to spend the day with Kristen…uninterrupted. Kristen's husband, the gorgeous Dr. David Hile, would be at the hospital as usual. Lunch would be served in bed. If any food spilled on a naked woman the other would eagerly lap it up. It was sure to be a messy day.
On a warm Tuesday morning, Katie dressed as Kristen had asked. Under her tank top and shorts was the smallest bikini she owned. The girl had worn it on a Caribbean cruise the winter before and still laughed to herself at the stares she got from the horny old men. Luckily, her shapely ass made up for her smaller than average breasts.
Katie arrived at the Hile's in mid-morning and the women sat around the kitchen table chatting for a while. It was difficult for them to talk much when Katie was watching the kids. They discussed favorite shows and foods and, of course, the other moms at the day care. Each had their favorite ones to hate. It was an amusing discussion filled with exaggerated presumptions about their abilities in bed.
After nearly an hour, the sexual tension around the table could be felt. Not surprisingly, it was Katie who made the first move.
"Well, is it time to start working on the tans?" she asked her hostess.
"Sure. Go on out and I'll bring the iced tea," Kristen said.
The pool area at the rear of the massive house was completely private due to the woods directly behind the house and the distance on either side from the prying eyes neighbors. It had been one of Dr. Hile's major inputs in the construction of the property. On many occasions Kristen was glad he had been so persistent.
Today was one of them.
As she prepared the cold drinks, she watched Katie lift off her tank top and pull down her shorts. In spite of experiencing the beauty of the girl's body up close, Kristen was stunned by the lovely figure. It was young and athletic and inviting. And she would have it again…soon.
Katie stretched out on a reclining lawn chair as Kristen brought out the drinks. The sun was already beating down and heat reflected back off the concrete around the pool. Kristen placed the glasses on a small table next to Katie's chair and looked up at the cloudless sky.
"Where's your swimsuit?" Katie asked.
Kristen looked back down at the young woman and smiled. "I didn't think I'd need one today."
Katie smiled back. It was going to be a good day.
She took a long drink of iced tea with Kristen keenly watching the condensation from the glass drip onto Katie's chest. After putting the glass down, the girl slowly rubbed the water into the area between her breasts.
Kristen didn't need to see any more. She straddled the chair and Katie's small body. Leaning down with her hands supporting her weight on the edges of the chair, she kissed Katie. The girl's hands reached inside the bottom of Kristen's shirt and felt the warmth of the woman's skin. Immediately, they rose to the full breasts under the shirt.
Kristen moaned softly as Katie squeezed her nipples. Within seconds, the shirt was pulled off and lay on the ground next to them. Kristen let Katie play with the exposed breasts for a moment before sliding down the chair.
On the other side of the expansive property, a car pulled into the driveway. Dr. David Hile was off duty, thanks to the cancellation of one surgery and a few appointments. He wanted to surprise Kristen and the kids. He would get half of his wish.
Katie's car blocked his side of the garage, so David grabbed his briefcase and entered the house through the utility room door. The quiet in the house struck him as soon as he began walking through the kitchen.
Outside, Kristen was inspecting the breasts just unveiled by Katie taking off her top. The woman crouched at the end of the lawn chair looking at the young body reclined in front of her.
"Take off the rest," Kristen said pleadingly, staring at the piece of material covering the girl's pussy.
"No. You do it. I want to feel you pulling them off," Katie said. The desire in Kristen's eyes told the girl it wouldn't be long before she was naked.
David Hile stood in front of the sink, like a statue, peering out the window. At first, all he saw were the forms of his wife and Katie close together by the pool. But then the scene became clearer.
He followed the lines of Katie's naked breasts past her stomach to the blonde hair of his wife hanging near Katie's thighs. Under the flowing hair he saw the drooping breasts. Farther back, her shorts-covered ass and legs pointed toward the water.
Silently, he watched Kristen put her hands around the girl's bikini and pull it down her legs until Katie was nude. The shock of what he was seeing did not deter the sudden movement between his legs. His pounding heart pushed blood rapidly to his cock, and it responded.
David stared at Katie as she pointed to the woman at her feet, her mouth moving inaudibly. A second later, Kristen was removing her own shorts, revealing the thin strip of light hair above her clit. Now two naked women were in David Hile's pool area and he wasn't about to ask why.
The doctor's mind worked quickly. They were sunbathing. Kristen would move to the second chair and lay down. He would have to somehow let them know he was there without embarrassing them.
Kristen did not lie down. She once again hovered over the young nanny before lowering her head to the girl's midriff. David watched her seemingly kiss Katie's stomach, waist and thighs. His cock was hardening as Kristen circled Katie's pussy. The woman's hair brushed over Katie's lower body, sending waves of stimulation all through her.
Unlike the two women, David had not moved an inch since first witnessing what was happening. His initial movement, now, was to reposition his cock. His wife's next movement was straight toward Katie's pussy.
Weeks earlier, the idea of wanting to make another woman cum by licking and sucking her cunt and clit were unimaginable to Kristen. Today, it's all she wanted to do. All day. If she could only produce the same type of feeling in Katie that the girl had produced in herself. Fear of failure was overridden by lust.
Kristen put her hands under Katie's ass and pulled the girl towards her. Katie graciously separated and bent her legs, allowing the woman access to her more-than-ready cunt. Kristen inched forward and finally, after much previous soul-searching, made contact with the young pussy.
The woman smelled the girl's body, felt the wetness and tasted the sweet juices. She licked it. Again. And again…higher, until reaching Katie's clit. The contact between tongue and clit caused both of them to shudder.
Katie closed her eyes.
David realized he was wrong. Kristen wasn't going to leave Katie's chair. He was numb; anesthetized like his patients during surgery. With one exception.
He pulled down his zipper and put his fingers inside. He wrapped them around his cock and moved it again so that it pointed straight up inside his boxers. A few quick strokes through the material and it was throbbing.
David pulled the cock out of the fly in his boxers. It was hard and thick, extending well above his curled fist. He looked down quickly to make sure it was below the top of the kitchen counter, out of view from the outside. Then he began a slow, steady stroking of the shaft.
He watched his wife put her head between Katie's legs and begin to lick the girl's clit. Kristen's hands slid up and down the outside of Katie's soft thighs and hips. Occasionally they slid underneath and felt the supple skin of her ass.
But, Kristen's mind was locked into the part of Katie's body touched by her tongue and lips. The woman used long, hard caresses with her tongue before wrapping her lips around the ever-hardening clit.
Katie moaned and squeezed her eyes tightly shut. She swung her head from side to side as Kristen worked on her clit. Finally, she rested her head on one side and opened her eyes.
The back of the house filled her field of vision. The kitchen window was straight ahead. And their eyes met.
David and Katie looked at each other, but neither moved. David's arm lay still in front of him, his hand enveloping his cock. Katie lay still, not breathing. Then she moved her hands to her breasts and delicately played with her nipples, a wry smile crossing her face.
David looked on as the girl manipulated the tips of her breasts. His hand stroked his cock almost imperceptibly. Could he continue to do this without her realizing? Or did she already?
Oblivious to it all, Kristen licked furiously at Katie's pussy, alternating between the opening to her cunt and the engorged clit. Katie, startled at first by the presence of the man in the kitchen, now got her mind back on the woman between her legs. Plus, she had a show to put on. Her heart raced with exhilaration.
David grew harder and longer as he watched the women, particularly Katie. The girl was arching her back, thrusting her hips into his wife's face with more urgency. Under her little hands, her breasts shook in time with the movements. David began stroking his cock with short, quick rubs.
Again, Katie looked at the man in the window and, this time, observed the unmistakable action of his arm. Even from this distance she was enthralled by his good looks. If only she could see what was beneath the window. She imagined him to be thick and long, capable of filling her several times with cum. Her chances of finding out were increasing by the second.
Kristen used her lips to bite Katie's clit, running her tongue over the part inside her mouth. Katie immediately moaned loudly and pushed Kristen's head down with her hands. It wouldn't be long now and she wanted her lover to know that her first time had been a success. Kristen didn't need to know her husband was playing a major role in turning Katie on even more.
David saw Katie throw her head back against the chair and open her mouth in an exclamation of lust. The girl's body froze a few inches above the chair, held up by Katie's own hands on the edge of the chair and Kristen's hands under her ass.
The throbbing cock in David's hand oozed precum as he anticipated watching Katie cum. He wanted desperately to be next to her to hear her, but the sight alone would have to do.
What he saw next was the instantly recognizable sign of a woman having an orgasm. Katie's body shuddered from head to toe and she threw her head back and forth violently. When she could, she looked at the window and the man masturbating at the sink. She urged the man's wife to eat her, lick her and make her cum some more.
David couldn't take his eyes off the scene outside. His body was giving away the fact he was about to cum, but he couldn't look down. Soon, warm sticky fluid hit the back of his right hand. That was when he finally looked on the counter and saw a small towel.
The doctor grabbed it quickly and draped it over his swollen cock. Wrapping his fingers around it, he resumed pumping away and instantly felt the surge of cum exploding from his balls. With an animal-like grunt, the cum shot into the towel. A second burst soon followed.
Katie grinned broadly as the man could not hide his self-satisfaction. She watched his eyes clamp shut and his mouth hang open, followed by a series of quick strokes and a repeat of the process. As her own orgasm subsided, David's was peaking.
She realized she couldn't let Kristen think she was done yet, so Katie faked another thirty seconds of orgasm. By that time, David was done and leaned against the sink completely spent. Like a blur, he was gone from the window.
Katie laid back and sighed.
"Oh, Kristen. That was fantastic," Katie said honestly. "Come up here."
Kristen crawled up and lay on the naked teenager's warm body. They hugged and kissed for several minutes. Katie knew that either David Hile would be walking out onto the patio soon or he would be gone. Either way, she won.
In the front of the house, a car door closed and David's car pulled out onto the street.
Katie and Kristen spent the rest of the day in and out of bed, the shower and the pool. They rarely had clothes on for more than half an hour. Kristen was taught the joys of light bondage with the help of Katie's sash/belt. Lunch, as expected, ended up being served off the women's bodies as much as plates. It's amazing what you can do with fruit.
David spent time in his office contemplating what he had witnessed. To his surprise, dismay and pain and anger were not what he was feeling. He got hard every time he allowed himself to put the image of the two women back into this mind. The whole experience had been as intense sexually as any he had had with his wife. Katie's beautiful face and body, racked by the force of her orgasm, played in his mind over and over.
Kristen's body, bent over the younger girl, had been stunning and erotic. He replayed her boobs hanging from her chest, partially hidden by the flowing blonde hair and Katie's thighs. He was saddened by the fact he may never witness it again. He'd already determined he would talk to Katie soon.
In the days that followed, Kristen or David made no mention of the event. While Kristen seemed slightly aloof, no other apparent changes occurred. Their time together, as always, was limited. Therefore, David was left to assume that the liaisons between the women continued. He would not lose sleep over this until it affected him directly.
It was almost a week and a half before he was alone with Katie at the house. No words had been spoken, but Katie's knowing smiles gave away her pleasure with the turn of events.
David initiated the necessary conversation. "Is it still going on?"
Katie didn't need to ask what.
"Yep." She looked at him awaiting a response. It could range from a firing to…well, she wasn't sure.
"Who started it?" he asked.
Katie had to be careful here. "Oh, it was mutual."
David chuckled. "Liar."
"You doubt me?" Katie said with a mock look of surprise.
"Highly. You seduced my wife."
"But it's you I'm after," she said. The girl could act. She said it as seriously as a woman trying to save a troubled marriage.
"Then I'm sure you'll get me. You get everything you want, don't you?"
"I love it when they play hard to get," she smiled back.
"Don't be so damn cute, then. Try keeping your clothes on. Quit using that mouth so well." He stopped when the girl began laughing.
"Some day when you're on top of me, pounding that cock into me, you'll have a different opinion," Katie said.
David felt that same cock already responding to her words. He swore to himself and prayed she wouldn't see the effect she was having.
"Right now I think I'd like to remain a spectator," David said.
Katie got up from her chair and moved in front of him. She sat herself on his legs and felt for his cock. Her fingers traced around it, feeling it grow inside his pants.
He looked at her with no expression. His eyes fell to the breasts pushing against her t-shirt. His cock was now straining against his boxers and pants, frantic for the feel of the girl's hand.
"I don't think so," she said.
His zipper opened and Katie felt for the hard shaft. It slid out of his boxers through the fly easily. She looked at the purplish head and licked her lips.
Effortlessly, she slid down between his legs and placed her tongue on the underside of the cock. She licked upwards in slow motion. Then again. Finally, her lips wrapped around it.
With one hand pumping the bottom of the cock, she sucked the top and ran her tongue around it. She tasted the sweet juices that leaked out and pushed it deep into her throat.
Then she stood, turned her precious ass toward him, and walked away. David wanted to grab her, scream at her and shake her. He wanted to fuck her.
Three days later Dr. David Hile received an e-mail from an unfamiliar address. There were half a dozen attachments—all jpeg files.
He clicked on the first one. Kristen was in the Hile's hot tub, the bubbling water splashing against her naked breasts. A second photo showed her laying back, stroking her clit. The third appeared to capture her during an orgasm. A fourth showed an off-center shot of Kristen and Katie hugging and laughing in the tub. David assumed that was an attempt at a self-timer shot. The fifth photo showed Katie's little ass as she leaned against the wall of the hot tub. The final shot was of Katie from her breasts up and she was sticking her tongue out.
David looked at each photo again. The familiar feeling between his legs returned. But for the next day or two, his inner feelings changed. The girl was starting to flaunt it now. He felt…threatened.
He wasn't going to lose Kristen physically. But emotionally? Maybe it was already too late. A day didn't go by that Kristen wasn't planning on when she and Katie could be together again. She spent time at lesbian oriented web sites learning techniques and tricks.
The impetus for their next session was a new vibrator Kristen bought. Katie agreed to use it on herself while Kristen watched with another toy the pair had purchased previously.
The older woman lay on her side on the bed a couple feet away from Katie, who was flat on her back with the new vibrator in hand. The girl turned it on and ran it slowly over her small nipples. She moved it over and around her entire breast, feeling the sensation down to her stomach. Eventually, she moved the silver toy down to her clit, watching Kristen do the same with her's.
A few long passes over her clit and Katie was ready to insert the vibrator into her dripping pussy. She felt the thick toy inch its way inside of her, sending chills through her body.
"Oh, God. Yes. It feels so good," she moaned.
The sound of the girl's voice almost made Kristen cum. She put down her own plaything and leaned over until her mouth was on top of Katie's left breast. Pushing it up with her hand, she sucked on the nipple and breast.
"Yes, Kristen. That's it. Lick me."
The woman obeyed and Katie shoved her toy deep inside herself. The harder Kristen sucked the harder and faster Katie inserted and withdrew the vibrator. She spread her legs apart and used her free hand to rub her clit. Between all the objects and hands and mouths on her body, it only took another minute to cum.
With Kristen urging her on, Katie came again and again as she drove the vibrator in and out, sometimes moving it up to her clit before returning to her cunt. Kristen alternated now between the girl's two breasts, anxious to help Katie get the maximum enjoyment.
Kristen knew that Katie would get her off in due course, but for now she was content to lay her head on Katie's breast and listen to her catch her breath.
"That's a keeper," Katie sighed.
Kristen laughed and said she would "borrow" it later. They lay together for a few minutes.



Finally, Katie asked, "Are you and David still OK?"
"Sure. Why do you ask?"
Katie looked down at the blonde head on her chest, playing with the fine hair. "Have you ever considered letting him join in?"
Kristen said, "I've thought about it. I didn't know what you'd say."
Katie didn't answer right away and smiled to herself about what Kristen didn't know. "He's SO good looking."
"I think so, too." Kristen flipped her head over and looked up at the girl. "I suppose you deserve…I mean, you are so good to me. Maybe we should ask him."
"We?" Katie asked.
"Yes, we. If I'm going to admit I'm seeing you, then you should be there when I do it."
"What if he gets mad?" the girl asked.
"If we think this out and do it right, what do you think the chances of that are?" Kristen looked into Katie's eyes and they were joined together in a deep kiss within seconds.
If they could separate themselves from each other long enough, they had planning to do.
(To be continued...)
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The cruise ship lay anchored a couple miles off the coast of Belize. The azure waters of the Caribbean gently rocked the powerboats pulled alongside the cruise ship, waiting for the passengers to disembark for a day of snorkeling and sunbathing on the beach in San Pedro.
In groups of twenty, passengers boarded the smaller craft clutching their bags stuffed with towels, sunscreen and dry clothes. Young girls with an adult escort, a honeymoon couple and other couples of various ages crammed onto a boat manned by three Central American men in their early twenties.
The passengers were asked to make room for two more vacationers—a tall, slender brunette in her mid twenties and a shorter, attractive woman of about thirty whose blonde hair flew about her face in the tropical wind. The last two travelers found a seat near the front of the boat and settled in for the ride to the snorkeling site.
The women had struck up a conversation on the ship while waiting for the water taxis to arrive. Both were traveling alone and somehow felt comforted by the companionship they offered each other. Neither had sought out company for the six-hour excursion they were about to embark on, but so far each was enjoying the other's friendship.
"This is going to be so cool," the brunette offered. "I wonder how many sharks and stingrays there will be?"
"I heard someone say the sharks are rare, but there will be lots of stingrays," the other woman said.
The twin motors on the back of the powerboat screamed into life and the boat lurched forward, away from the cruise ship looming overhead. The women grabbed for the side railing and hung on as the craft accelerated. Their hair was pushed behind their heads as they reached cruising speed, jumping over the small waves in the crystal clear water.
The younger woman leaned over toward her new friend and said loudly above the motors and rushing wind, "My name's Erica, by the way."
"Hi, Erica. I'm Heather."
They smiled and looked ahead at the distant, white sand of the shoreline, chatting as the boat sped on.
Erica was an assistant computer network administrator for a mid-size company, which meant she loaded software and was a troubleshooter of PC problems. She occasionally assigned usernames and passwords to new employees, but rarely did any heavy duty network administration work.
Her athletic body was neither Penthouse material nor the 'before' picture from a diet ad. Her friends and coworkers often called Erica "cute". She could live with that.
Today she wore a blue two-piece swimsuit that contrasted nicely with her tan. The bottom was cut high on her hips, accenting her long legs. The top was just small enough to highlight her small breasts without making her feel self-conscious.
Heather, on the other hand, may very well have been Penthouse material if she were a few inches taller. Her hourglass figure had caught Erica's eye when Heather first got in line on the cruise ship. When no man joined her, Erica worked her way through the crowd until they were close enough to talk.
Underneath a thin, white shirt, Heather's mint green two piece suit seemed to glow in the sun. Several times already Erica had taken a fleeting look at the older woman's large breasts pushing against the suit. Heather's waist narrowed before flaring out again at the hips. Perfect thighs fell toward even more perfect calves and ankles. Erica could only imagine what the woman's ass must look like underneath the shirt and suit.
Erica liked women. Oh, she loved men, for sure. But she found women to be better in bed. She'd never had anyone that approached Heather's beauty, however. And she doubted Heather was looking at her with the same thoughts.
Heather was one month removed from another failed relationship. Normally she could tell within the first couple months whether or not a man was after her just for her body. This last guy had made it an entire year before Heather figured it out. She booked the cruise at the last moment to escape him for a week.
She was finding the relaxed chitchat with the younger woman to be a refreshing change. And besides—she was kind of, well…cute.
Snorkeling equipment was distributed by two of the young men while the third steered the boat around small, tree-covered islands. Flippers of various sizes were exchanged until everyone had a pair they felt comfortable in. Facemasks were adjusted to fit snugly and the snorkels were tested. Finally, yellow life vests were donned and inflated.
By the time the process was completed, the boat was drifting to a stop a dozen yards away from two other boats. People were swimming around the other boats and yells of "Wow. Look at this stingray!" and "Isn't the water the clearest you've ever seen?" rang out.
The man at the wheel of Erica's and Heather's speedboat pointed out a small shark as it swam beside the boat. Both women leaned over the side and watched the dark outline of the shark disappear under them.
"Let's go," Erica said excitedly. "I can't wait."
She threw her flippered feet awkwardly over the side of the boat and sat on the edge. A second later she was in the water, followed closely by Heather. The women bobbed on the surface while adjusting their masks and snorkels. Finally, they were laying flat on the water, peering down at the colorful corral and fish.
Erica began drifting leisurely, aware only of the sights below her. Orange and brown corral were joined by bright yellow and black fish. The fish scattered whenever one of the larger stingrays approached.
Erica reached out for one, but it skittered away. She jumped slightly when something touched her left arm. She looked to see Heather tapping her with her finger and pointing to a small shark in the distance. Erica nodded and gave the thumbs up signal.
Both women surfaced again and pulled off their masks.
"Isn't this neat?" Erica said between deep breaths.
"Can you believe all the fish and stingrays? This is beautiful," Heather said.
Erica looked around them and said, "We better stay with the group, I guess."
Heather said "OK" and they put their masks on again. Soon they were kicking side-by-side, swimming toward the others from their boat. One of the men was leading the group by dragging a white buoy behind him.
Erica glanced over toward Heather, who swam a few feet ahead of her. She found she couldn't take her eyes off the woman's body under the water. Even with the life vest on Erica could see Heather's breasts pressing against her swimsuit. The younger woman followed the line of Heather's body past her hips to the beautiful ass she couldn't see before. It bobbed up and down as Heather kicked. Erica wanted to watch it all day.
But Heather had caught the group ahead of them and stood upright in the water. Erica nearly ran into her before being able to stop herself. She put out a hand to keep from bumping into her companion and felt the woman's skin. She wanted to feel more, but pulled it away instead.
A minute later they were back floating over the gorgeous seascape below them. For nearly an hour and a half the women swam, talked and swam some more. When the group circled back toward the boat again, both women agreed it was time to climb on board and rest.
Erica watched as Heather removed her life vest and began toweling off. The sunlight bounced off her damp body, making it shimmer. Erica buried her head in her own towel and told herself to stop thinking that she had any chance of being with a woman as stunning as Heather.
Meanwhile, Heather was increasingly happy she had teamed up with the energetic younger woman. It had been nice to share her thoughts about the corral and fish and stingrays with another person. She promised herself she would ask Erica to join her for a drink back on the cruise ship.
As they sat and talked, more swimmers clambered on board. Wet flippers and masks piled higher at the back of the boat until everyone had returned safely. Once again, the twin engines roared and the boat headed for the nearby white sand beach.
The men on the boat informed the passengers they were heading for Ambergris Caye, a small island off the coast of Belize. There, they would have lunch and an opportunity to visit the village of San Pedro.
Erica and Heather gazed at the resorts lining the beach area, with their towering coconut palm trees and lush, tropical vegetation. It truly looked like a paradise.
The boat slowed as it approached a narrow wooden dock stretching 100 feet into the Caribbean. When the boat was safely tied to the dock, the men helped the passengers climb out and head ashore.
The two women, with beach bags slung over their shoulders, headed straight for the lunch buffet. The food was being prepared in the pool area of one of the resorts and the smell of the Mexican food hit Erica and Heather long before they got their plates. They placed their bags on a nearby table and quickly filled their plates with chips, salsa, salad and chicken stir-fry.
They recounted the snorkeling adventure while picking through the medley of vegetables—some of which they couldn't quite identify—and chicken. Both women could have eaten about anything at that point.
Heather was the first to comment on the fact she felt a little sunburned. Erica, not being one to pass up an opportunity like this, promptly volunteered to put lotion on the affected areas when they got to the beach. It could be the highlight of the whole day, she thought to herself.
After lunch, Erica was returning from the restroom when she saw a row of golf carts for rent. She walked down a narrow path between flourishing plants and palm trees and approached a man evidently in charge of the carts.
"Excuse me," Erica said hesitantly, not sure he even spoke English, "How much for the carts?"
"Fifteen dollars an hour," the man said in perfect English. "You'll need one to get to San Pedro. It's about two miles." The man tilted his head in the direction of the village.
"Thanks. I'll be back. I think maybe a friend and I will want one."
It didn't take much persuading to get Heather to agree to split the cost for an opportunity to ride in the covered cart and, maybe, do some shopping. As they walked to the carts Heather wondered how she had come to feel so comfortable around this younger woman whom she had met for the first time just hours before.
By the time they arrived back at the carts, a second man had joined the first. Their eyes never left the two women in small swimsuits and flimsy shirts from the moment they came into view. As Erica and Heather paid for a cart and received the key, they both felt the intensity of the stares of the men.
"I think they liked you," Heather said as they drove off down a narrow dirt road toward San Pedro.
"Must have been you," Erica replied, dodging a large pothole in the road. "They may not see many gorgeous blondes down here."
Heather accepted the compliment and smiled. Erica asked herself if she was being too obvious with her admiring comments. She wanted very much to have the opportunity during the day to ask Heather if she wanted to do another excursion tomorrow. Erica wasn't sure she was secure enough to pull that off.
They passed small wooden huts with kids playing soccer in the barren yard. On the opposite side of the road a thick jungle of tropical plants and trees blocked their view entirely. At some points the jungle rose up on both sides and the women felt somewhat vulnerable, although neither expressed their fear to the other.
San Pedro consisted of two streets running parallel in one direction and about four smaller ones dissecting them. None of the roads were paved and the only modes of transportation seemed to be golf carts and bikes. One four-wheel-drive jeep was parked on a side street, but they saw no other "modern" vehicles.
What they liked most about the village was the fact their presence went fairly unnoticed. In Cozumel, the previous day, one or two people stood outside every store attempting to lure Erica into their shop. It had turned her off and the solitude of San Pedro pleased her.
The women entered two little stores selling bags and rugs made by local "artisans", or so the displays claimed. Neither one bought anything. What they both mentioned they wanted to do most was go inside one of the bars and get a drink. But they agreed it might not be the smartest move.
Thirty minutes later Erica was pulling the cart back into the parking lot of the resort where it was rented. Sure enough, four men awaited them, sitting in the shade. Eight eyes watched the women get out of the cart and turn over the keys. As they walked toward the beach, Erica turned to Heather and said, "You're drawing a crowd."
"I'd rather have the crowd here than in that jungle," Heather said.
"Really. That was almost spooky."
They had two hours to kill before the speedboat would take them back to the cruise ship. They found an open spot on the beach and spread out towels. Heather was the first to take off her shirt and sit, followed quickly by Erica.
"You have great legs. I'd kill for legs like that," Heather said.
The praise took Erica by surprise and all she could do was offer a simple "Thank you." However, she did manage to insert, "Want to trade entire bodies?"
Heather laughed as she lay on the towel. The next half hour was spent in silence, feeling the warmth of the sun and the constant breeze. Heather was on her stomach when she rolled onto her side, put her head in her hand, and gazed at the young woman next to her. A few moments later, Erica caught Heather's glance.
"Are you married?" Heather asked unexpectedly.
"Nope. Are you?"
Heather sighed. "I'm dating a guy…have been for over a year. We may get married eventually."
"You don't sound real excited about it," Erica said, hoping she wouldn't offend the woman.
"Oh, he's alright," Heather said. "But guys…well, you know…sometimes they aren't much fun to be around."
"Do you wish he was here?" Erica asked, rolling onto her side and mirroring Heather's position on the towel.
"No, actually. I enjoyed…I mean I'm enjoying having you to talk to. Maybe we can meet at one of the bars on the ship tonight, when we get back?" Heather asked it like a child would ask her mother for a favor.
"Sure. I would love that." Erica felt a tingle go through her body as she looked at the beautiful blonde in her tiny swimsuit, her breasts stretching the material to its limit. Heather interested her very much. She was kind of shy, maybe insecure and little bit innocent. How far could she take this, she asked herself.
"You're really very beautiful." Erica couldn't believe she had said it out loud. It just seemed natural and now she watched for Heather's reaction.
"Thank you, Erica. You are too. I wish I were your age again. I'm sure you're much younger than me."
"I doubt it," Erica said. She looked up toward the pool area of the resort. Then she focused on the open door of one of the rooms overlooking the pool. She had noticed it on their way to the beach. The room appeared to be unoccupied, with the bed made up waiting for the next lodger.
Erica got on her knees, then stood. She held out a hand and said, "Come on."
"What?" Heather allowed Erica to pull her up and they walked toward the pool. Erica didn't want to, but she let go of Heather's hand. They walked through the hot sand, up the path toward the pool and over to the open door.
Erica looked around, then inside the room. Clearly, nobody was staying in it at the moment. "Come on," she said again.
Erica and Heather entered the room and the younger woman pushed the door shut, locking it behind her. The drapes were already pulled shut and the room was shadowy, but not dark.
Heather's heart beat fast as Erica turned and stood inches in front of her. Erica put her hand on Heather's waist and leaned forward. Their mouths met softly. The kiss only lasted a couple seconds and certainly couldn't be classified as passionate. But the effect it had was substantial.
Heather's head spun wondering how the day had come to this, why she was in this room with a woman she had just met and why she wanted more. She looked at Erica. "Do that again," she whispered.
Erica placed both hands on Heather's waist and pulled her toward her. This time Erica's mouth engulfed Heather's and soon their tongues were meeting in a truly passionate kiss. Their bodies touched and Erica put her arms around the other woman. Heather did the same without hesitation.
Erica moaned with pleasure as the kiss grew in fervor. She felt Heather's breasts press against hers. Hands started sliding up and down the backs of the two women as they tilted their heads to prolong the kiss.
They separated again and Heather murmured, "Wow. Erica…"
"If you don't want to…," Erica began.
This time Heather initiated the kiss. But this time Erica's hands didn't go to Heather's back--they were on her breasts, sliding from the material of the swimsuit to the bare skin inside. Heather sighed her approval while maintaining the kiss. Her own hands were searching Erica's body until coming to rest on her ass.
The younger woman kissed Heather's cheek, then her neck and shoulder, before moving to the cleavage between Heather's breasts. She licked each breast lightly. Then used one finger to pull aside the swimsuit.
Heather did nothing to stop her. She couldn't. Erica's mouth was on her nipple, her tongue flicking up and down. When she wrapped her lips around the nipple and bit softly Heather felt the sensation flow down her body. She put her hand on the back of Erica's head and pulled her closer. The swimsuit was pulled farther down and Erica put as much of the large breast in her mouth as it would hold.
Heather was numb. She was acting purely on instinct. She reached behind her neck and untied the swimsuit. Erica took just enough time to lower the suit off both breasts before assaulting them once more. Alternating from one to the other, she licked and sucked the breasts until they shined with moisture even in the dim light of the room.
Heather had never been with a woman. Never imagined being with a woman. But her boyfriend couldn't do this. This was different. And very good.
Erica lifted the top over Heather's head. She stared momentarily at the older woman's incredible body before running her fingers over the breasts. She traced around the nipples and put the breasts in her palms, squeezing them gently. Heather closed her eyes when Erica placed the nipples between her fingers and rolled them tenderly.
Heather reached out and touched Erica's sides. Without a second thought, her hands rose to Erica's breasts and cradled them the same way Erica had done to her. She was being stimulated by the other woman's touch and she wanted to return the favor. There seemed to be nothing more natural in the world to Heather than standing there in a strange room on a strange island feeling another woman's breasts in her hands.
Erica untied her top and lifted it off. She looked intently into Heather's eyes the whole time. The older woman seemed discomfited by the sight of the breasts, but at the same time couldn't take her eyes off them. Erica was much smaller than Heather, but the breasts were firm and full--definitely tempting.
Heather couldn't make herself put a breast in her mouth, despite how wonderful it felt when Erica did that. But, she had no trouble moving her hands all over the soft skin. Erica let her do just that, watching with interest the lustful look on Heather's face.
Erica took one of Heather's hands and walked her a couple steps toward the bed.
"Lay down," she said quietly.
Heather rolled onto the bed and lay on her back, looking up at her young friend. Erica immediately joined her, placing her legs between Heather's and lowering her body until the two women lay as one.



They kissed long and hard. Then Erica moved up and gradually positioned her right breast over Heather's mouth. The older woman eagerly put her hand around it and opened her lips. Her first taste of another woman's breast was unexpectedly agreeable. She sucked enthusiastically on Erica's nipple and the surrounding skin. When Erica lowered her body even more, Heather accepted it with pleasure.
Both women were now feeling an undeniable wetness between their legs. Erica knew where this would lead, but for Heather it caused undue concern. She was being hit with feelings of delight, lust, guilt, uncertainty…and some more she couldn't identify.
So it was left up to the "experienced" Erica to take them to the next level. Heather would find herself nearly helpless to stop her new lover because of an overwhelming desire to cum.
Erica began by kissing and licking her way down the blonde's body. Past her breasts and ribs and stomach. When she reached the small bottom of the swimsuit, she slowed. Her fingers followed the material around Heather's waist and back to her lower abdomen. Without stopping, the hand went lower and rested on top of the material directly over the woman's clit.
Heather spread her legs and the hand went lower. Erica felt the warmth of Heather's cunt before rising again to the clit. This time she pressed a little harder and felt for the separation in the other woman's skin. Heather moaned…and Erica smiled.
The younger woman put her hands around the waistband of the swimsuit. She pushed it down and Heather lifter her ass off the bed. Erica slid down as she pulled the small piece of material over Heather's thighs, over her knees and off her feet.
Erica knelt between Heather's legs, looking at the entire length of her partner's naked body. A small patch of hair covered the woman's clit, extending upward a few inches. The rest of the area was neatly shaven. Erica watched Heather's chest rise and fall with rapid, irregular breathing. She had never seen a more perfect body.
She didn't realize it at the moment, but it wouldn't have taken much for Erica to please Heather. The older woman was becoming more receptive by the second to whatever it was Erica had in mind. The warm air in the room felt good on her bare breasts. She felt free, and sexy.
Erica would worry about her own horniness later. At the moment, her goal was to make Heather cum like she never had before. She began by lying between Heather's outstretched legs and putting her hands on her new lover's ass. Heather complied by raising her hips slightly toward Erica.
The mouth Heather knew would touch her eventually hovered over her clit. Then, like an electric shock, Erica's tongue brushed against it. Then again. Lightly. Slowly.
Heather felt Erica move and the tongue was entering her cunt. She closed her eyes and pressed her head down against the pillow in total bliss. Erica's tongue circled around the opening and then plunged once more inside the other woman, touching all sides of the vagina.
By the time Erica returned to Heather's clit, the recipient of the pleasure was raising and lowering her hips in a steady rhythm. Erica wrapped her mouth around the clit and licked harder. Now, what used to be a little nub was a throbbing extension that Erica could easily put her lips around.
"Oh, my God, Erica."
Heather's hands were on her own breasts, although she might not have realized it. She kneaded them and twirled the nipples between her fingers. Her entire body was shuddering.
Erica felt Heather tensing up and increased her pressure on the clit. She was a little surprised at how fast Heather was responding to the lovemaking…and delighted. Expressions of approval were coming from Heather, but they weren't always totally understandable. But Erica knew progress was being made.
Heather felt the first twinge of an orgasm deep inside her cunt. She realized Erica wasn't about to stop, but she still felt hesitant about cumming for another woman. So she tried to withhold it. This only intensified the feeling and soon her hips were pushing up against the younger woman's mouth.
Erica lifted Heather's ass off the bed and licked furiously at her clit. Erica's fingers squeezed the small, soft ass, and she reminded herself to check it out before they got dressed again.
Heather's thoughts weren't quite as clear. She was about to cum—that much she knew. And the delight caused by Erica's tongue on her clit made her forget about how loud she would be or how much her body would shake on the bed. It was time.
Heather lifted her head off the pillow and announced in an uncontrollable voice, "Yes. Erica. Yes." Her entire body stiffened before letting go with a burst of pleasure she had never felt before. Heather's head fell back to the pillow and swung wildly from side to side. Erica clung to the woman's writing body the best she could, licking and sucking for all she was worth.
Fifteen seconds passed. Thirty seconds and Heather continued to moan and cum. Two and three orgasms came and went. Or at least three blasts from the same one. Heather didn't care. She couldn't stop.
Erica was still licking the clit two minutes after the first orgasm when Heather finally lay motionless on the bed, totally spent. Erica peered up, past Heather's great breasts, to the face on the pillow. Heather had placed her hands over her eyes. Then she brushed back the flowing blonde hair.
"Wow" was all Erica heard. Twice.
The younger woman crawled up and lay on top of Heather. They kissed and Heather tasted her own sweetness on Erica's lips. They wrapped their arms around each other and rolled on the bed. Heather stopped them when she got on top.
She wanted another taste of Erica's breasts, and moved down to take one in her mouth. Erica already was desperate to cum. This wasn't helping any. The sensation of the woman's tongue encircling her nipples was driving her deeper toward an orgasm.
Erica felt almost relieved when Heather lifted her head and slid down the bed. She got to the end and rose to her feet. Heather stared down at the long, lean body under her.
She was about to reach for Erica's bikini bottom when a noise at the door stopped her. A second later bright sunlight filled the room, followed by the figure of a shirtless young man. Then the door slammed shut as quickly as it had opened.
Both women gasped without actually screaming. Fear may have taken away all ability to speak.
The man put a key in his shorts pocket and locked the door behind him.
He put a finger to his lips. "Shhh. No need to scream. I'm not going to hurt you."
The women recognized him as one of the men at the golf cart rental location. He was a handsome, deeply tanned resident of the island. He was no taller than Heather, but solidly built with a smile that seemed etched on his face.
"I'm glad you found the time to use our facility. You don't mind if I join you, do you?" the man asked.
Both women shook their heads without making a sound. Heather nervously folded her arms in front of her, raising them to her breasts as the man strode toward her. He looked her over from head to toe. Then looked down at Erica.
"Take off her suit," he ordered Heather.
Heather bent over the end of the bed and followed the man's command. Erica's naked body looked exquisite, with her dark hair spread out on the pillow and the dark brown strip between her legs. Tan lines outlined her breasts and cunt.
"You were about to taste her, perhaps?" the man asked Heather.
Heather didn't respond, choosing to look at the floor instead.
"Go ahead. Don't let me stop you."
Heather turned toward the bed and began to get on her knees.
"No. Bend over," the young man said.
The blonde stood again, then placed her hands on the bed beside Erica's thighs. She slowly bent over and placed her face just inches above the younger woman's outstretched legs. When Heather's hair touched the legs, Erica spread them farther apart.
Both women heard the sound of a zipper opening, followed by the unmistakable sound of the man's shorts hitting the floor. Erica peered down past Heather at the now-naked man.
His erection startled her. For such a small man he had an exceptionally large, thick cock. It pointed straight out at Heather's exposed ass as he moved behind her.
He placed his hands on Heather's hips, causing her to flinch.
"Spread your legs," he ordered her.
She obeyed as she moved her mouth ever closer to Erica's clit.
"Lick her. I want to hear her cum."
The command would have taken on a different importance had Heather not been so eager to do just that. Despite the presence of the man in the room, she wanted to repay Erica for the wonderful sensations she had bestowed on Heather.
So Heather began licking the folds of skin just below Erica's clit. She could taste the sweet juices beginning to flow from the younger woman's cunt. She used them to moisten the area around the clit, then finally placed her tongue on the engorged skin.
At the same instant, the man was locating the entrance to Heather's cunt with the tip of his cock. First the head entered the blonde. Then another inch of the massive cock. The man withdrew it and started over, feeling for the wetness he anticipated would soon be flowing from her.
Sure enough, as he began to re-enter Heather, her cunt accepted him with ease. He pushed until half of his cock disappeared. He reached under her and cupped her dangling breasts in his palms before plunging the entire length of his cock inside her.
Heather moaned in a wild mixture of shock and delight. She buried her face between Erica's legs and sucked passionately on the woman's clit. The man's cock was assaulting her own cunt while his fingers squeezed her nipples. If she had not just cum moments earlier, she certainly would have cum for him in short order.
Erica was beginning to get over the initial fright of having the intruder interrupt their lovemaking and was now concentrating on Heather's tongue and lips on her clit. She somehow didn't feel threatened by the young man pounding away behind Heather. All she wanted was to cum and the sight of him playing with her large breasts while smacking up against her ass brought her much closer.
The man now held Heather's hips as he drove harder and faster into her cunt. With each thrust, the room was filled with the sound of his thighs hitting her in the ass. Moans started coming from all three participants. Erica's were perhaps the most urgent as she felt her orgasm build.
Heather put her lips firmly around Erica's clit and licked it. Each time the man drove into her, she scraped her tongue over the large clit. The rhythm drove Erica to the edge, but not over.
She was about to put her hands on the back of Heather's head when the older woman somehow knew to bite and suck harder. Erica nearly screamed her approval and her ass lifted off the bed. Deep within her stomach and cunt she felt the orgasm start. It exploded through her and seemed to collect at her clit. The next time Heather's tongue touched her, she came. And came. And came.
Erica's voice rang out in successive shrieks of delight. The man watched her throw her head from side to side, grasping the sheets with her fists. The woman's pleasure was enough to bring him to a climax.
His first shot of cum was preceded by a grunt and a deep thrust of his cock into Heather's sobbing cunt. Heather felt the man's cock throb before pouring warm cum inside her. Under her head, Erica was finishing her seemingly endless orgasm. Behind her, a stranger was plunging his cock into her and depositing loads of cum with each thrust.
The man strained to get the last of his cum to escape his cock. He smacked into Heather's ass twice more, pulling her towards him each time. Finally, he was done.
The room was momentarily quiet, except for the heavy breathing of the three occupants. When the man pulled out, Heather fell onto the bed next to Erica.
He quickly pulled on his shorts.
"Don't come out for a few minutes. When you do, don't look for me. I'll be gone. Get on your boat and go back home."
Just as rapidly as he had appeared, the young man was gone. Neither woman had the energy nor desire to follow him. They lay on the bed motionless for a few more seconds.
Heather was the first to move, slinging her arm across Erica's flat stomach. She put her chin in her hand and said, "Thank you."
Erica looked surprised. "For what?"
"For the best sex I've ever had. And I don't mean with that kid."
Erica smiled this time. "How WAS that?"
"I might try that again," Heather said with a grin. "But I'd rather see you in my cabin if I could."
"That can be arranged," Erica replied.
Heather moved over and kissed the other woman, then moved her body on top of Erica's. They rolled on the bed in a deep embrace and kiss.
A couple hours later they were in the same position inside Heather's cabin. Neither one did much sightseeing the remainder of the cruise.
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Paul watched as Jill's fingers touched his hard cock. He moved his hips so that the tip of the cock rested against the cleanly shaven skin between her legs. She moved the cock into place and let her hand fall to the bed. Paul leaned forward.
With his face next to hers, he felt the swollen head of his cock slide inside her. Then a couple more inches. She was warm and moist and ready. Jill lifted her legs to straddle his waist and the job was done.
They lay together momentarily, simply enjoying the feeling. Paul felt his wife's breasts below his chest. He felt the heels of her feet rest on his ass. He reached back and caressed her thighs, sliding his hands down until they held her smooth ass.
And then he started to fuck her. They had been married just long enough to realize there was lovemaking and there was fucking. Tonight they wanted to fuck. It was an unspoken agreement, but they could tell. The way they undressed each other...the way they threw themselves onto the bed...the way they moaned into each other's ear.
Paul drove his cock into Jill rapidly and firmly. She loved it when her husband sensed her sexual urgency. They would both cum quickly. Neither would stop until the other was satisfied. Lovemaking was nice when their moods demanded slow and pleasurable nurturing. But it was hard to beat fucking.
Jill would cum solely from the stimulation she received from Paul's big cock. Her hand would end up on her nipple, squeezing and twisting it gently. However, it was the sensation between her legs that would make her climax.
Paul normally needed no further motivation than the feel of Jill's tight cunt. But tonight was different. Tonight his eyes were firmly shut and the image he saw was of the young Teresa's blonde hair and firm tits. He was walking up to her as she pulled off the bottom of her bikini. She was lying on the bed in front of him and he lowered himself onto her luscious body.
He was driving his cock into her over and over, hearing her call his name. He felt her legs tighten their grip around his waist. She began to cum. He followed. And they came together for what seemed like an eternity.
Paul opened his eyes and his wife's fine brown hair was spread on the pillow beneath him. He kissed her ear. They lay motionless until Jill squeezed her cunt around his cock, causing Paul's entire body to shudder one last time.
"God, you're incredible," she whispered.
"I love you, Jill," he said, feeling uncomfortably guilty for some reason.
* * * * * * * * * *
They were two days into a seven-day cruise of the Eastern Caribbean. The weather had been ideal, the scenery spectacular and the food delicious. As was the custom on large cruise ships, guests were assigned dinner tables designed to seat six to ten people. Paul and Jill shared a table with three other couples.
Fortunately, the two dinners they had enjoyed together established that all the couples were compatible and, in fact, really seemed to enjoy each other. Being in their late thirties put Paul and Jill about in the middle of the range of ages at the table.
Paul had promptly chosen the small blonde Teresa, with her deep brown tan and low cut dress, as his favorite dining companion. His eyes had followed her from the moment she entered the massive dining room that first night. She seemed to glide rather than walk towards him. When she and her husband Steve said "Hi" and sat in two chairs opposite Paul and Jill, Paul silently thanked whoever was responsible for his luck.
Paul guessed that Teresa and Steve were probably five or six years younger than he and Jill. She was a teacher and Steve was an engineer. Steve had also likely been an athlete in college, based on his muscular shoulders and arms. While Paul was surveying Teresa, Jill was busy using her imagination to fill in the rest of the body hidden under Steve's Hawaiian shirt.
The younger couple may have been almost too pretty, while Paul and Jill represented the always-popular "cute" couple, attractive but not magazine cover material. Jill was average height, average weight, average looks and tinted brunette hair. Paul could have been her twin with lighter hair.
A half dozen times, the two couples had run into each other on the ship or during on-shore excursions. They spent an hour together at the pool on the second day, leaving Paul unable to get Teresa's bikini off his mind. Teresa and Steve, meanwhile, were beginning to really enjoy the company of the approachable, laid back "older" couple.
At the moment, Paul's head rested on the top of Jill's right breast, her arm wrapped securely around his shoulder. He fell asleep completely satisfied.
Two decks above, Teresa was throwing a t-shirt into the dirty clothes bag before crawling into bed with Steve. She pulled the sheet up over her panties, but left her bare breasts uncovered. Then she rolled onto her husband's chest and looked up at him.
"Let's invite Paul and Jill for drinks tomorrow night after the show," she said. Her hand played with Steve's nipples.
"Do you like him?"
Teresa hesitated. "Yeah, I guess. And I don't think it would take much to get him interested. But, I'm not sure about her."
"Sometimes those shy, quiet ones surprise you," Steve said softly. "I used to think you were shy and innocent."
The young woman giggled. "I'm not saying anything has to happen tomorrow, but maybe it will loosen them up for later in the week."
"OK. If we don't see them during the day, we'll get them after dinner," Steve said.
"Thanks, hon."
Teresa slid her body completely onto his and moved up until they could kiss. His hands grasped her ass inside her panties and he kneaded the soft skin. She felt him harden and moments later they were rolling as one while the ship cut through the open ocean.
* * * * * * * * * *
When the couples awoke the next morning, the ship was safely docked in Cozumel. Following breakfast, they changed into swimsuits and threw on shorts and t-shirts. Both couples, unbeknownst to the other, were signed up for the snorkeling excursion.
They ran into each other on the dock before boarding the party boat that would serve as their snorkeling base for the day. Accusations were made of each couple following the other. But all of them were happy for the opportunity to hang with people they knew.
The boat they climbed onto had a lower level with all the snorkeling gear, a second level with an enclosed bar and eating area, and an upper level with open-air seating.
The couples chose the upper level and listened to a safety presentation before being set free to enjoy the short ride to the coral reef where they would snorkel. The late morning sun beat down on them as they shed their outer clothes and sat in their swimsuits.
The women wore two-piece suits with Teresa's being a true bikini and Jill's a more conservative, yet still revealing, dark blue suit. Both men had a right to be proud of their wives and neither of them was tiring of looking at the other man's mate. Steve admired the longer, lean body of the mature Jill. Paul saw Teresa as the short, sexy younger woman put on the planet for no other reason than to drive men crazy with lust.
The boat floated to a stop and it was announced that the passengers were free to snorkel at their leisure. All four quickly got in the line leading to where the equipment was being handed out. Moments later they were in the warm, crystal clear water.
Paul and Jill bobbed in the water side-by-side until their facemasks were adjusted. Then they lowered their heads into the water, stretched out their legs and slowly began drifting over the colorful coral. Jill tapped her husband on the arm and pointed out a large, yellow and black striped fish that approached them. Instantly, the real world around them vanished and they were immersed in the beauty of the Caribbean.
Fifteen minutes went by before Paul even began to pay attention to the other snorkelers around him. The reef was large enough that swimmers rarely came close to each other. But there was no mistaking the individual just ahead of him now and to the right.
Teresa's bright bikini clung tightly to her large breasts, and left much of her magnificent ass uncovered. Suddenly, coral and angelfish weren't the only things getting Paul's attention. He watched as the young woman kicked leisurely, her arms stretched out in front of her.
Paul glanced around and saw Jill drifting aimlessly away from him. He followed Teresa for a minute. When she raised her head out of the water and lifted off her mask to clear water from it, he approached her.
"Isn't this great," he said enthusiastically.
Teresa turned toward him and said, "It sure is. I could do this all day."
Paul caught himself staring at the water gently splashing between her breasts, which were visible under the small, yellow life vest each swimmer was required to wear. When she sank far enough for the water to cover her up to her neck, he finally looked into her greenish gray eyes.
She smiled, comfortable with—even flattered by—his blatant staring. She felt her cunt tighten at the thought of what may happen later. For now, flirting would have to do.
"Where's Steve?" Paul asked just to keep a conversation going.
"I think up there." Teresa pointed to a couple bodies floating twenty yards ahead of her. "I can't keep up with him."
Paul laughed. "Jill's a better swimmer than me, too. But I just like to float and look."
"Let's see what's around here," Teresa said, sliding her mask back on and wrapping her lips around the snorkel.
Her companion eagerly joined her. They felt the mid-day sun blaze against their backs, relieved only by a thin layer of water flowing over them. Paul sporadically glanced over at the woman, never tiring of the sight of her luscious breasts, small waist and rounded hips gliding through the water.
Soon, the couples had reunited with their partners. An hour later they were heading for the party boat, having seen nearly all of the coral within a short distance of the craft.
One by one they removed their flippers and climbed back onto the boat. On the way back to the top deck they passed the bar, which was now serving free beer and refreshments. The hungry swimmers each filled up their plates, grabbed a Corona and headed upstairs.
They described their favorite underwater sights, with the largest fish and most colorful coral getting the nod. They ate as if they hadn't eaten the entire cruise and speedily finished their beers. Steve volunteered to get the refills, which were enthusiastically accepted by the others.
They sat with their backs against the side of the boat, reclining more leisurely as more beers were consumed. Between the exercise, the sun and the Corona, each could have easily slept.
Steve's mind was too busy for sleep. He found himself gazing more and more intently at Jill. Her dark features, including penetrating brown eyes, contrasted mightily with his wife's fairness. He even found her smaller breasts arousing they way her nipples pressed against the top of her wet swimsuit. And for her age, she had very smooth and firm thighs.
Jill sensed the man's growing attention and bashfully exchanged glances with him during the afternoon. His muscular upper body was no disappointment to her and what was underneath his trunks interested her to no end. She knew what she would be thinking about the next time she and Paul were in bed.
Steve didn't wait until dinner to ask the other couple to join he and Teresa in their cabin after the evening's entertainment in the ship's theater. Paul and Jill gladly accepted and offered to supply the wine, but the hosts said they had plenty. Fleeting images of naked bodies inside the cabin went through their heads, but each of them expected that reality would be far less exciting.
* * * * * * * * * *
The evening's dinner and show went much too slowly for the two couples. Each was looking forward to the private, relaxed meeting that had been planned. Both men were anticipating what the women would wear. Both women were intent on not disappointing the guys.
It was just past 10:30 when Paul knocked on the door to cabin 5064. Jill nervously ran her hands down the back of her Versace cutoff jeans shorts, feeling the material press against her panties and her ass. They were too tight, in her opinion, but Paul seemed to like them.
The door opened and Steve welcomed them with a cheery, "Come on in."
The balcony cabin was larger than Paul and Jill's, with an extra couch and chair. Even at that, when all four people were inside it was "cozy", to say the least.
It only took one look for Paul to realize Teresa had not disappointed him in her selection of outfits. She wore a tight, sleeveless shirt over a miniskirt. The shirt hugged her shape and ended an inch or two above the skirt. Calling the outfit sexy didn't do it justice.
"Did you guys make the show?" Teresa asked, sitting on the edge of the bed.
"Yeah. It was great," Jill said excitedly. "I can't believe they can get singers and dancers that are that good on a cruise ship. It was very professional."
"Even the comedians have been funny," Paul added. "That guy last night was a riot."
"Wine, anyone?" Steve asked during a brief pause in the conversation.
Both Paul and Jill accepted tall glasses of white wine from their host, as did Teresa. Steve sat in the corner chair and watched the other couple on the couch take their first drinks.
"This isn't the most expensive stuff you can find, but we like it," Steve said.
"It's very good," Jill replied. "It's better than anything in our cabin. Thanks for inviting us."
"You're welcome," Teresa said. "We've enjoyed doing stuff with you guys during the day."
She pulled her sandaled feet onto the bed and tucked her legs tightly beside her. Her skirt rode high onto her legs, wrapping tightly around her thighs.
They chatted for another couple minutes and finished their wine. Then Steve offered to show his guests the small balcony. Paul and Jill followed him outside while Teresa remained on the bed.
The balcony held the three of them comfortably as they looked out into the darkness of the Caribbean. The breeze felt good despite the fact it was still very warm out. On the horizon the lights of another cruise ship could barely be seen.
Jill looked down at the whitecaps created by the ship plowing through the water.
"It's beautiful," she said softly.
A moment later, Paul said, "How about if I get us refills?"
"Thanks, Paul. The bottle is in the ice bucket," Steve said.
Steve couldn't believe his luck. The trip to the balcony was pre-designed by he and Teresa and his only question was how he could get Paul to volunteer to go back into the cabin at some point. Paul had solved the problem for him.
The moment the other man was inside the cabin, Steve turned to Jill.
"Jill, my wife is going to be talking to your husband in a second. She's going to be asking him if you and he would like to join us for some...fun...tonight. I'd like very much for you to say yes. I think you are a very attractive, sexy lady."
Jill stood frozen at the balcony railing. Her heart raced and she felt her hands shake slightly. Her mouth opened and closed in rapid succession.
Inside, Paul stood facing the counter with the ice bucket and glasses. Behind him, Teresa stood inches away. He glanced over his shoulder when he realized she was near.
"I have an offer for you, Paul," she nearly whispered.
"What's that?"
"The same offer Steve is making to your wife at the moment. An offer to join us tonight for the best sex you've ever had." Theresa's hand touched Paul's ass just as the rest of her body brushed against him.
She continued, as Paul stood motionless with the wine bottle in his hand. "Steve has wanted Jill from the first time he saw her. And you look like a man who could satisfy me and then some." She squeezed his ass and pressed her breasts against his arm. "Please say yes and ask your wife to join us. You won't be disappointed."
Jill looked up at Steve. "You want us to...to switch?" She was incapable of making her mind understand the implications of what he was saying to her. But the general idea was there.
"You won't be forced to do anything you don't want to do," Steve assured her. "Just watch if you want."
The normally shy Jill might have taken him up on that one, but her body was telling her that wasn't likely. She wanted to say yes, but didn't want to contradict what her husband might say. Her head spun.
Steve touched her arm. "You are very pretty. I'd love to feel your body next to mine." Jill clutched the railing for dear life.
"I want to feel your body next to mine." Paul listened to the words coming from the most beautiful woman he'd ever seen. He could feel her breasts under the shirt, with no bra to hold them in, compress against his arm. She took his hand and held it against the side of her leg, just where the bottom of her skirt met skin.
She moved the hand up her leg, all the way to her hip. Either she had no panties on or... Paul could only feel the softness of her skin. His mind couldn't complete the thought.
"Teresa, I would but...Jill. I just don't know."
She heard the door to the balcony close behind her. "Let's ask her."
Paul quickly moved his hand from under Teresa's skirt and looked tentatively toward Steve and Jill. The older couple's eyes met. They locked into each other, looking for clues.
"Jill, I know you probably don't...," Paul began to say.
"Paul, it's OK. It's totally up to you."
The words made almost everybody in the room hold their breath. Steve and Teresa, for all their previous efforts at this approach, had only once had success the first night. They sensed a second triumph.
Paul now felt the weight of the world on his shoulders. Did she really mean it? Was it worth the risk of losing her?
"I...I think I know how you feel about Teresa," Jill stammered. "If you want to..."
"But not alone," Paul said emphatically.
Jill smiled. "OK. Not alone."
Steve moved into the center of the cabin and said, "Great. Let me get everyone another glass."
Teresa took Paul's hand and led him to the bed. As they sat, she asked Jill to sit next to them. Steve brought them full glasses of wine and offered a toast.
"To our new friendship." They touched glasses and each took a drink.
Teresa took Paul's glass from him and put it on the table next to the bed alongside her own glass. She kicked off her sandals and glanced over at her husband, who was likewise taking Jill's glass and setting it aside.
The young blonde moved over until her hip was touching Paul's, then she looked into his eyes. She put her hand on his leg and he knew instantly they were about to kiss. Before her lips even touched his, he felt his cock press against the inside of his shorts. When their tongues met, he felt like he would melt.
Jill scarcely recognized what was happening next to her. She was intent on watching Steve place his hand on her knee and run his fingers up the inside of her thigh. When his hand reached the bottom of her shorts his face was inches from her's. They kissed tenderly as the hand moved up, over her stomach and onto her breast. She wore a sheer blouse over an equally sheer bra. Steve got a fairly accurate sense of what her natural, firm breasts would feel like naked.
Their kiss became more passionate as he focused on her nipple. He rolled it gently between his fingers, sensing the woman's body stiffen under his touch.
Teresa put her hand on Paul's side and pulled him onto the bed with her. Instinctively, his hand moved onto the back of her leg and under her skirt until finding the bottom of her ass. It was only after he moved his hand over the entirety of her soft, round ass that he realized she wore a thong. He put his fingers around the thin strap as they kissed more strongly. When he followed the strap between her cheeks, Teresa moaned softly for the first time.



Next to them, Steve was standing, pulling Jill off the bed. When she stood in front of him, he began to unbutton her blouse. He leisurely did each button until the blouse was pulled out of her shorts and open from top to bottom. She watched his hands lightly brush aside the blouse so that her black bra and cleavage were visible. He ran his fingers over each breast before taking off the blouse.
She flinched when his hands touched the skin just above her shorts. He unbuttoned the shorts, unzipped them and pushed them down her legs. They fell to the floor, where she stepped out of her sandals and the shorts simultaneously.
On the bed, Paul and Teresa were finishing a kiss. The young woman looked at Paul, then at the other couple. "Let's watch," she whispered in his ear.
Paul was staring at his wife's ass, held firmly in place by her tight panties. Then Steve's hands were behind her, unfastening her bra. Paul watched as the two straps separated on her back, then slid down her arms with the man's assistance.
She stood bare breasted, shaking inside and she hoped not visibly outside. Steve admired the natural splendor of her small, round breasts. He cupped them in his hands, lifting and squeezing them. Jill closed her eyes.
Teresa's hand was resting on Paul's cock, feeling it thicken inside his shorts. She managed to put her fingers around the general outline of the cock and stroke it. It wouldn't be long before she would want to see it, taste it, and feel it.
Steve's hands slid down Jill's stomach to her panties. His fingers slipped inside, then around the waistband until he felt her ass. Only then did he pull the panties down, exposing her ass to the spectators on the bed. In front, he gazed at the thin strip of brown hair that rose an inch or two from her clit. Very fine, closely cut hair covered the remainder of the space between her legs, with a narrow white space indicating the outline of her swimsuit.
He lowered the panties until they, too, fell to the floor at her feet. She stepped out of them without hardly moving. Three pairs of eyes took in her naked form in admiration.
At the same time that Steve's hands rested on her hips, Jill reached for his shorts. Paul looked on in amazement as his wife pulled down the zipper and unbuttoned the shorts. The shorts seemed to drop to the floor way too fast, revealing a pair of briefs straining to hold in an ever-growing cock.
That was when Teresa decided she'd waited long enough. Paul's shorts were quickly opened and she reached inside his boxers to pull out his cock. It was already nearly erect and throbbed in response to her fingers being wrapped around it.
Jill was lifting off Steve's shirt, allowing her one more look at the magnificent upper body she had admired while snorkeling. She placed her flat palms on his chest and over his nipples, then timidly slid the hands lower. Her own nakedness was forgotten as she questioned her actions. She was about to touch another man for the first time since she'd been married. And she was going to enjoy it.
By the time Steve's shorts were pulled down and Jill was reaching for the man's rigid shaft, Paul had a raging erection of his own. Teresa licked it methodically as the two watched Steve and Jill.
When the naked couple fell to the bed in an embrace, Teresa decided to complete what she had started. Within sixty seconds, Paul was laying naked next to her. His cock pointed straight up with a thick, pinkish head.
Teresa straddled the man and lifted off her shirt. Her large breasts swung free and Paul saw for the first time the erect nipples that had been so tantalizingly close to his view during the cruise. Then she unzipped her little skirt and pushed it down. Leaning forward, she reached behind her and pulled it off. While she did this, Paul gazed attentively at the woman's nearly clean-shaven clit and cunt. If he could have gotten any harder, he would have.
Beside them, Steve and Jill rolled nearly to the edge of the bed with Steve ending up on top. They kissed the whole time with moans of pleasure rising from deep inside Jill. Steve inched forward so that his cock brushed against her stomach and then her breasts. Soon, Jill was rubbing the hard cock against her nipples, eagerly alternating from one breast to the other.
Steve moved up once more and placed the cock on Jill's lips. She licked it for only an instant before taking it into her mouth. The next several minutes would involve her attempt to cover every square inch of the shaft with her tongue and lips.
Teresa had also moved. She placed her smooth cunt over Paul's cock and sat on it gently. She rocked back and forth until the cock positioned itself directly on her clit. Then she began to slide up and down on it, causing both of them to close their eyes in delight. Gradually, she leaned forward until her breasts were touching the top of Paul's chest. The combined sensations brought him ever closer to cumming.
Not being able to stand it any longer, Teresa leaned back up and tilted Paul's cock so that she could place the tip at the entrance to her cunt. He felt the warm wetness as she lowered herself gently. The head went in easily, then the rest of his shaft was enveloped by the tightest cunt he had ever felt.
Steve was also taking the lead. Assuming that Jill's legs wrapped around his waist indicated she was ready for him, he entered her with one, long steady thrust.
"Oh, my God," she sighed. "That's so good."
Steve started a steady, rhythmic pattern of deep plunges and short pauses before repeating the process. As often as possible, Jill grabbed the fully inserted cock with her cunt muscles. When Steve quickened the pace, Jill whispered, "Fuck me. Harder."
The words were barely audible across the bed, but Paul heard them and it excited him even more. He reached up and held Teresa's breasts as she rode him. The nipples were hard and warm. She felt a jolt go through her each time he squeezed them.
She reached between her legs and began to massage her clit.
"That's it, babe," Paul said. "Cum for me."
Teresa wanted to cum but she also wanted to ride the cock for hours. Holding back the inevitable orgasm could only heighten it. Pretty soon she wouldn't have a choice but to cum.
Steve and Jill were no longer taking the slow and easy route. The bed shook with their rapid fire fucking, Jill holding on with her legs and Steve holding her up by the ass.
It was Jill, the shy, inhibited one who started the session with the most doubts that won the orgasm battle. From deep inside her, she felt the climax build and then burst uncontrollably.
"Oh, God. Steve. Yes. Yes."
Her fingers dug into his powerfully built back as she came. Each of his thrusts caused the inside of her cunt to convulse as his cock slid back and forth over her most sensitive spot. She drove her hips upward toward his, trying to get the cock to invade her body even more. The sound of their skin coming together filled the room.
The orgasm wouldn't stop. In fact, whether it was one or multiple orgasms wasn't determinable. When she felt it subsiding, she heard Paul and Teresa expressing their own need to cum and that just brought on more surges within her.
Sweat formed on the brows of both Steve and Jill as their bodies continued to pound into each other. Just as Jill was coming down from her prolonged ecstasy, Steve began to cum.
"Now. Now. Yes," he grunted. "Ahh."
Cum poured out of his cock and shot against the back of the older woman's vagina. He pushed her higher and higher on the bed until the pillow refused to let her move any more. He drove into her like an animal and she wanted more. Her orgasm had ended, but she wanted to feel his warm cum accumulate in her.
When the young man fell onto her body exhausted and spent, she held him until his limp cock slowly withdrew from her.
Paul and Teresa had watched the exhibition, urging each other on but unable to concentrate on their own pleasures due to the intensity of the fucking next to them. Now the tension had built to a peak and they were tuned into each other. As if on cue, both came at once, screaming out their satisfaction. Moans and grunts and cries of delight mixed together with the creaking of the bed caused by their violent actions.
Paul tried to push his cock higher into Teresa, who tried to force her cunt lower onto the shaft. Paul held her by the ass and watched her breasts heave up and down. The reality of sex with this woman was far better than his imaginary session the earlier night. She knew how to control her cunt and squeeze the last ounce of cum from a man. All the while, enjoying the bliss of a too-long withheld orgasm to its fullest.
Soon, four bodies lay on the bed in horizontal tandem. Breathing was the only sound until one of the men uttered, "Fuck." Giggles from the women caused laughter by the men and soon all four were laughing together.
* * * * * * * * *
During the night, spouses found each other and continued the lovemaking. Each one appreciated the other a little bit more now and the familiarity of their bodies and styles made the sex even better.
Soon after the morning sun began to shine inside the cabin, Paul slid out of the bed and stepped into the small bathroom. He turned on the shower and pulled the curtain shut behind him. The water felt wonderful flowing through his hair and down his chest and back. His legs were a little sore from the night's activities, but otherwise he felt relatively refreshed.
A few moments into the shower, he heard the bathroom door open and close. Then the curtain opened slightly and a smiling Teresa stepped in.
"May I?" she asked.
The question was useless as she was completely in the small shower, her naked body touching Paul's. He didn't bother answering. Instead, he leaned down and kissed her, his hands covering her breasts.
At the end of the kiss, he spun them around so that she was under the water. He watched as the water flowed over her magnificent body, dripping from her nipples and between her legs.
A second later, Teresa was kneeling in front of Paul, running her fingers over his cock. She licked the tip, feeling it pulse with the touch of her tongue. Then she licked the underside with a long, slow stroke. Finally, she placed it between her lips and moved her head down until her mouth hit his balls.
Paul wasn't fully erect yet, but it wouldn't take long. The young woman's mouth and tongue worked the cock until it wouldn't stretch any farther. Paul put his hand on the back of her head and watched her fuck him with her lips.
Teresa used one hand to stroke the base of the cock while placing the other hand on the man's ass. Combined with her mouth around the end of the cock, Paul felt that he could cum at any second.
But that's not what he wanted at the moment.
"Stand up," he said quietly.
Teresa obeyed after one last, hard suck of the cock.
"Turn around," the man said.
The woman needed no further instructions. She placed one hand on the wall of the stall and leaned over. At the same time, Paul was spreading her legs apart. He put his hands on her delicious ass, the water flowing off it in a steady stream.
He moved one hand between her legs and found her clit. After a couple quick rubs, he inserted his finger into her waiting pussy. Whether from the shower or her horniness, she was sufficiently wet.
Paul positioned his cock at the entrance and pushed. Once again, he felt the tightness of this young woman's cunt around his cock.
"Oh, Paul. You feel so good. Make me cum again."
His concern was lasting long enough to meet her demand. Each time he penetrated her he felt like he would explode. He reached around her waist and down to her clit in an effort to bring her to an orgasm faster.
It must have worked, as no more than a dozen thrusts later she was announcing the beginning of her orgasm. That was all Paul needed in order to feel the cum explode out of his balls and through his cock.
His thighs smacked against Teresa's ass each time he rammed his cock into her. Paul grabbed her by the hips and held her in place, listening to her moan and feeling his own cock pour more and more cum into her.
Teresa could barely stand in the shower as her legs shook from the intensity of her orgasm, but Paul was doing his best to hold her in place. He grunted loudly with each thrust of his cock into the rear of this gorgeous blonde. He wasn't sure how many opportunities like this he would have, and he was going to take full benefit of it.
The session wasn't long or necessarily sensual, but neither was unsatisfied at the conclusion. The held each other and let the water stream over them. Paul took the bar of soap and covered every inch of Teresa's body with his hand. If they had only done that, he would have been happy.
Teresa returned the favor, spending considerable time at the man's limp cock.
On the bed, Steve and Jill had awoken during the shower. The unmistakable sounds emanating from the bathroom had excited both of them. Jill's roaming hands eventually found Steve's thickening cock and that resulted in her moving down and taking it in her mouth.
Steve had tried to turn her over so that they could fuck, but she refused. This morning she was in the mood to bring him off with her mouth and tongue. What Steve didn't realize, yet, was that Jill enjoyed this as much as he did. While Teresa was tremendous at sex, she rarely finished him with her mouth. And when she did, he came on her breasts.
Jill liked the taste of a cock. All of it. So that when Steve's cock was throbbing inside her mouth and her tongue tasted the precum at its tip, she wasn't about to let it out. She sucked harder and licked it longer. Her hand worked the base of the shaft until she heard him begin to moan.
Then she gripped the cock tightly with her mouth and began a steady up and down fucking motion. Steve couldn't believe the pleasure her mouth and tongue alone were providing. He lifted his ass off the bed and drove his cock into her deeper. She took it all.
The first blast of cum hit her throat and she swallowed. Then another. Each time he entered her he emptied another load. The cum dripped from the side of her mouth and down her jaw. The lubricant only made it easier for him to fuck her mouth, which he did with pleasure.
When he finished and began to go limp, she licked him clean and used the cock to wipe the excess cum from her face. He watched in amazement as she manipulated the cock. Even this little act caused him to shudder one more time and a final drop of cum spilled out.
She quickly licked it up.
As Paul and Teresa stepped from the bathroom, Jill was crawling back up the bed toward Steve. They kissed and the man tasted the sweetness of himself on her lips and tongue.
The couples rarely parted the remainder of the cruise. Paul learned what wine tasted like after being poured on Teresa's breasts and Steve became fond of spreading vegetable dip on Jill's clit rather than on celery.
Of course, they had to celebrate the night Teresa won big in the casino. It was decided her reward should be the room service attendant. Lucky guy.
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Note: I hate to ruin a perfectly good story with plot, but there were some things I needed to say. I know at least one of you will understand. Lisa, I love you so much for everything you’ve taught me.
The last faint echoes of my shoes in the hallway faded away as I approached the door, stopped and looked in. Five neat rows of desks filled the center of the room. Windows along the far wall allowed sunlight to shine brightly off the empty ledge. A large desk in the front of the room lay barren and the whiteboard glistened.
“It will be different with thirty kids in it.”
I jumped involuntarily at the sound of the voice behind me. I turned quickly, attempting to retain control of the stack of books in my arms.
“Didn’t mean to scare you. Sorry,” the voice said.
“Oh, that’s OK,” I managed to say. With the books seemingly resteadied, I smiled. “Uh, I’m Chris. Chris Spivey. I think this is my room.”
“Hi. I’m Lisa Owens. Yes, it is. Need help?” Lisa asked, stepping into the hall from inside her room.
“No. Thanks. I’m OK. I mean, let me put these books down.” I took my first steps into Room 12 and set the books on the teacher’s desk.
Lisa stood at the door, watching the young new teacher survey the room from one corner to the other. Lisa was transported back almost ten years to when she walked into her own first classroom. Was it really ten years ago?
“I don’t know where to start,” I said in a tone that hinted at embarrassment.
Lisa laughed lightly as she said, “I know the feeling. I still feel that way at the beginning of every year.”
“Really?” I asked hopefully.
“Yep. It’s actually better when the kids are here because you feel more in control,” Lisa said.
I looked dejected. “Maybe you. I’ll be a wreck then, too.”
“Ah, come on. Linda told me you were one of the best interviews she’s ever had,” Lisa said assuredly, referring to the school’s principal.
I blushed. “I doubt it. I was so nervous.”
“Listen. I’ll let you look around. I’ll check back with you in a little bit. Otherwise, I’m just across the hall. Yell if you need anything,” Lisa said.
“Thanks a lot. I’ll probably have lots of questions.”
“Then how about planning on having lunch together?” Lisa asked.
“Sure. That would be cool. Thanks,” I said.
“I’ll talk to you later,” Lisa said as she headed back to her room.
I once again looked around the room. I was excited, anxious, eager and hesitant…all at once. The task before me seemed ominous, but I had studied four years for this and student taught with excellent teachers. My natural reaction, however, was to be a little insecure.
I opened the drawer in the large teacher’s desk and, of course, found it completely empty. This was how I was going to find most of the things in my room—empty or wiped clean, waiting for my personal touch.
I turned to face the whiteboard behind me. To my surprise, a blue dry erase marker laid in the tray at the bottom of the board. I took off the cap, stepped up to the board and wrote “Miss Spivey” in large letters.
I replaced the marker in the tray and stared at the words. I turned my head towards the windows to hide the single tear flowing down my cheek. I wiped it away quickly before being seen and returned to the desk.
At 23 and just three months out of school, I was new to the “real world.” Hopefully, my 5’4” frame would at least make me bigger than most of my third graders. I ran my fingers through my hair and tried to regain enough composure to think straight about what I was doing.
I knew Linda, the principal, would be in later. That would help. And it was great having Lisa, the other third grade teacher, across the hall. But I didn’t want to appear to be as overwhelmed as I actually felt.
This was so typical. All my friends knew I was outgoing and friendly, but overconfident was probably not a term they ever used when describing me. Aggressive? Yeah, right. Not Chris Spivey.
So the next half hour was spent opening every closet, rearranging desks and chairs and otherwise imagining what the room would look like next week when classes started. Periodically, other teachers stuck their heads in the door and introduced themselves. Everyone seemed very nice and helpful. Maybe this would work after all.
I walked over to Lisa’s room after a while, not so much because I needed help but rather to take a break. Lisa was on her knees, stacking books onto a shelf. She appeared to be in her early thirties, maybe a couple inches taller than me. She had beautiful short blonde hair, streaked and layered by a professional, no doubt.
She was certainly attractive and I instantly envied her body, which she apparently had no trepidation about displaying with her tight jeans and clinging shirt.
Lisa looked up. “Hi. How you doing over there?”
“Great. It’s getting there. I’ll do books next I think,” I said.
Lisa looked across the room at me for an instant before saying, “What time is it?”
“About 11.”
“Want to head out about Noon for something to eat?” she asked.
“Yes. I still want to do that. Where do you recommend?” I said.
“How about Panera’s? I like their soup and salads.”
“That’s perfect. I love them, too. Let me know when you’re ready to go,” I said.
“OK. I’ll be anxious to see how you’re doing.”
I walked back to my room, hearing the sound of desks moving in other rooms up and down the hall. With my mind a little clearer, I was ready to tackle the book issue. Now think, Chris. What would be the most logical way to approach this? I wished I’d been doing this for ten years.
Noon came quickly and Lisa entered my room with her purse over her shoulder, ready to go. I was starved. It took no special urging for me to get up, grab my purse and walk out with her. She offered to drive and I felt obligated to accept, so we jumped into her SUV and headed for Panera’s.
It was a short drive, but the conversation along the way boosted my belief that Lisa was an intelligent, confident woman. This was good. The qualities I often felt I was weakest in were what I looked for in friends, so at least one of us knew what we were doing. And the smell of her perfume permeated the SUV. I had noticed it in her classroom. It was nice.
Lisa ordered soup in a bread bowl and a small salad. I got a Greek salad and my usual fat free, taste free dressing. We didn’t talk much, with Lisa proving to be a little quieter than I anticipated. It was obvious she thought things out before speaking.
“This is a good staff,” Lisa said at one point. “Of course, we have the usual pettiness that will cause waves during the year, but no outright hatred.”
I giggled at how nonchalantly she said it. “I’ll try not to do anything that will cause people to hate me. Warn me when I cross the line.”
“No problem. But I bet you’re not the type to ruffle too many feathers.”
“Why’s that?” I asked innocently.
“Oh, I think you’re too smart for that. I think you’ll sit back and take it all in and calculate before acting,” she said before stabbing another forkful of salad.
I hate it when people already know me less than four hours after our first meeting. Was I THAT predictable? Or was Lisa that good? She was beginning to intrigue me with her apparent ability to pick up on things so quickly.
“You’re not married?” she asked unexpectedly.
“Uh, no.” The pause that followed caused Lisa to wait for the conclusion of the thought. I considered the many possible ways to continue. “I’m not dating right now. The last one didn’t turn out so well.”
Lisa looked at me over her fork. “Been there.”
“And you?” I asked boldly.
“Nope. Never got married. I’m not sure it’s right for me.”
“You certainly are pretty enough. You must have had a ton of guys asking you out,” I said.
“Thanks,” Lisa said, seemingly appreciative of the compliment. “I wouldn’t say a ton. But none of them seemed right.”
“I’m a little suspicious of all men right now,” I said truthfully. “I’ve had some bad experiences in and out of school…college, I mean…and just…well, I just don’t trust many men any more.”
“There are a couple on the staff, but they’re harmless. I’ll let you make up your own mind,” Lisa said.
“Thanks. I’m sure I will.”
The only other notable event during the lunch was my inability, at times, to abstain from looking at the woman’s near perfect breasts partially hidden and partially exposed within her shirt. It was one of those low-cut figure-hugging shirts that accentuated every curve and angle. And Lisa’s curves were faultless. I wasn’t sure if I was jealous or in complete admiration.
How could this woman go this long in life without a man? There clearly was history here I didn’t know. It would be a project for the coming year, I told myself.
The afternoon went quickly and I slept well that night, tired from more physical labor than I’d done all summer. Lisa lay in bed staring at the ceiling. Dressed only in a pair of panties, she slid her fingers over the inside of her thighs, onto her stomach and eventually to her breasts.
She closed her eyes. She was looking at her young teaching partner. I stood in the doorway to her classroom with my brunette hair falling to my neck. Lisa’s right hand rose until it covered her breast, then she concentrated on the nipple. Lisa imagined me entering the room and walking over to her.
Lisa leaned into my body and kissed me. Her hand kneaded her breast under the sheet, which she pushed down to uncover both breasts. She moved her hand from breast to breast, squeezing them.
In her daydream, we embraced and put our hands inside each other’s shirts. Her hand moved down and disappeared inside her panties under the sheet. We pulled off our shirts in the imaginary classroom, admiring each other’s breasts, then came back together.
Lisa had her fingers on her clit. It was growing longer and harder. She put a finger inside her pussy to get it wet, then slid it back up to her clit. She began a series of long, hard strokes.
I unbuttoned her jeans and lowered the zipper. I pushed the pants down and slid my palm over her panty-covered pussy. I could feel her wetness. I could smell her perfume combine with her own scent.
Lisa arched her back and pressed her pussy harder against her hand. She rubbed more frantically while I pulled off her panties. Before I got a chance to touch her again, she was lost in the midst of an intense orgasm. She called out my name. She came multiple times before letting her body fall back to the bed.
Lisa lay with her hand covering her wet, tingly cunt and clit. She shuddered as a single finger slid over the clit one last time.
When I got to school the next day, a white envelope was taped to the outside of my classroom door. “Chris” was neatly written across the front. I took it off before unlocking the door and opening it. Across the hall, Lisa’s door was open but there was no sign of the teacher.
I sat at my desk and opened the envelope. A colorful card inside announced a “Welcome Back to School” party for the upcoming Saturday at one of my favorite local clubs. The card was signed by Lisa with an additional line, “Please come.”
My calendar needed no checking. Saturday nights were generally wide open for me and this one was no different. I felt like I “belonged” a little bit more now and hoped that by the end of the party I’d be much more at ease.
I stepped across the hall and found Lisa cleaning desks.
“Thanks for the invitation. I can’t wait,” I said.
“Good. I’m glad you can make it.” If Lisa had looked good in her shirt and jeans the day before, she was nearly stunning in her sleeveless top and shorts today.
“Today is cleaning day for me,” she said, perhaps noticing my eyeing of her outfit. “The guys do a good job during the summer of cleaning up, but I like to get the desks one more time. Just an old habit.”
“I think by Saturday I’ll be ready for a party,” I said.
“We all will be. It’s a good chance to get together and for the new teachers—like you—to meet everyone. Or at least everyone that shows up,” Lisa said. She looked over my shoulder as if looking for someone, then put her hand beside her mouth. “We don’t care about the rest.”
I laughed. This sounded like every school I had ever student taught in. I may be an inexperienced teacher, but I knew the social games that were played. And there was something about Lisa’s voice. It was soft…alluring.
Lisa walked toward her desk and reached inside her purse. She pulled out a second envelope.
“Here. This is for you,” she said, handing me the envelope.
I opened it eagerly and pulled out a gift certificate to one of my favorite clothing stores in the mall.
“Oh, Lisa. This is for me?”
“Yep. I want us to be friends. Maybe we can teach each other some new teaching tricks,” Lisa said with a smile.
“You shouldn’t have. Really. You didn’t have to do this,” I stammered.
“Use it to buy something fun.”
I wanted to go to her and show her how much I appreciated it, but just didn’t feel comfortable enough to do it. So I stood there like a little kid, shifting my weight nervously from one leg to the other.
“I will. Thanks, Lisa. I’ll let you get back to work. Come over when you need to take a break,” I offered.
“I will. See ya in a little bit.”
I turned and moved back into my classroom. My mind was cluttered with thoughts of work to do, the party Saturday and what to buy with my certificate. Slowly but surely I got the classroom organized and looking the way I wanted it. By Friday afternoon I was ready for the weekend.
I assured Lisa once again that I would be at the party. In fact, I was looking forward to it and wouldn’t have missed it. The opportunity to meet all the other teachers—well, at least most of them—in a social setting was too good to pass up.
Saturday afternoon I started giving serious thought to what to wear that evening. Should I go with something “business casual” to show my maturity (yeah, right) or something fun? Once the general category had been decided—fun—I keyed in on comfortable versus provocative versus stylish. Having ruled out provocative right away, based primarily on my belief I would not be picking up any men at this thing, I concentrated on comfortable and stylish.
Actually, I ended up with a combination of the two. I chose some tight designer jeans (comfortable) and a Chico’s denim re issue-shirt (stylish). I felt good.
The club Lisa chose was best known for live jazz, but the bar and lounges were exceptionally well suited for groups like ours. You could eat, drink, talk or do them all at once without having to shout all night. If you wanted to dance, you could. I just wanted to survive.
I walked in and headed for a lounge I suspected might be a likely spot for our group. Sure enough, Lisa and three other teachers were already sitting around a table with chips and drinks in front of them.
“Hey, Chris,” Lisa said in a welcoming tone from halfway across the room. “Glad you could make it. Have a seat.”
I had met the other women and remembered all their names but one, not bad for me. Soon, a waitress came around and after glancing quickly at what the others had I ordered a margarita.
“How many people do you expect?” I asked Lisa.
“Maybe fifteen, but they won’t all be here at once. They will come and go. We keep it pretty informal with people jumping from one table to another. Some of us dance, too,” she said with a smile.
“I’ll need a lot of margaritas to dance,” I said.
The women laughed. It was decided that was their goal for the night, to see Chris dance.
I was struck once again by Lisa’s attire. She wore a burgundy knit tank top over matching slacks. It looked stunning with her blonde hair--sexy without being blatant. Her bare shoulders and arms were well tanned and perfectly toned. She was beginning to truly disgust me.
Eventually, about eight female teachers and two of the male teachers joined us. I was on my second margarita and enjoying the band that had just started their set in the room next door. I warned myself that one more margarita would do it.
Lisa was playing hostess, jumping from table to table, and leaving me to strike up occasional conversations with other teachers. This was good, I supposed, from a professional perspective. But I really wanted to chat more with her and learn more about her.
In due course, she walked behind my chair, tapped me on the shoulder and signaled for me to walk with her toward the bar. I eagerly got up and joined her.
She stood close enough for our arms to be touching.
“There are two guys at the other end of the room, sitting at a round table near the end of the bar,” she began. I started to turn. “Don’t look!”
I giggled at the urgency of her statement.
“They’ve been watching you for at least fifteen minutes now. If you’re interested…” She didn’t finish the sentence. We stood at the bar. I sneaked a look.
They were attractive enough and maybe a couple years older than me. It only took a few seconds for their eyes to find us. I quickly turned back to the bar.
“White wine for me. Chris?”
“Uh. Oh, nothing for now. Thanks,” I said.
“Well?” Lisa asked with a devilish smile.
“I think it’s you they want,” I replied naively.
“Chris Spivey. I swear. We need to work on you.”
Lisa’s drink arrived and we sauntered back to our chairs, avoiding the eyes of the two guys at all cost. I wasn’t sure what excited me more. The fact she may have been right about the guys or the fact I may have finally captured Lisa for a chance to talk.
We chatted about college, where we used to live, kids to watch out for at school and other unrelated stuff. She was an excellent conversationalist with a wicked sense of humor and lots of sarcasm. I didn’t take it as the alcohol speaking either. I thought this was the real Lisa coming out.
She learned about my insecurities and I learned about her mistakes. She learned I liked baths more than showers and I learned she had an underwear drawer for “special occasions.” We laughed a lot.
At some point during the conversation a margarita appeared on the table in front of me.
“Is this mine?” I asked.
“Must be,” Lisa said. “You’re not going to just let it sit there, are you?”
“But I…”
“Drink it.” Lisa’s voice wasn’t motherly, but the implication was there just the same. Maybe in ten years I could do the same thing to a new teacher.
We were back talking almost immediately. Ten minutes later I lost all control of the evening. The band was playing, I was swaying to the music in my chair and Lisa was grabbing my hand.
“Come on,” she said. She pulled me up much too fast and I managed to dodge past people, chairs and tables on instinct alone. A few seconds later we were in the adjoining room. Then we were on the dance floor.
Luckily, we weren’t alone. I only recognized one other teacher, but the other bodies made me think in my half-drunken state of mind that the entire room wasn’t staring at just me.
Lisa could dance. Between the band scarcely twenty feet away and watching her move, I got into it fairly rapidly. More people arrived and by the third song I was dancing with just about anybody brave enough to stand in front of me—male or female.
At some point I caught a glimpse of Lisa’s little burgundy butt swinging past. I couldn’t tell who she was with, if anybody. I was relieved when we reconnected during the next song.
“Ready for a break?” she asked, leaning into my ear to speak over the band.
“Yeah. How about you?”
“Yes,” Lisa said. She turned and I followed.
As we approached our table, a smattering of applause arose from the handful of teachers awaiting us. I gave them my best dirty look. When we sat down—rather, Lisa sat and I collapsed—she said, “You were great. You’ve done this before.”
“Only when I’m physically dragged out there. But I’m glad you did.”



I was actually glad there was a little bit of my margarita left. It tasted good.
“So, did the guy ask you out?” Lisa said between sips of her wine.
“What guy?”
“The guy you were dancing with. The guy from the table. Hell, Chris. Don’t tell me you blew it.” Lisa gave me a mocking scowl. I was about seventy five percent sure she was joking.
There had been a guy. I remembered him as kind of cute. I remembered saying “Hi” and watching Lisa’s ass. That was about all I remembered.
“No, he didn’t ask me out. I guess I blew it,” I said.
“Want to go back?” Lisa asked, this time with a smile.
“No!”
She laughed and put her hand on my knee. It squeezed gently before sliding off. I reached for my glass so I didn’t have to look Lisa in the eyes. The glass was empty, but the shiver that had raced through my body was gone.
“Want another?” Lisa asked.
“No way. That’s all for me tonight,” I said truthfully.
But it wasn’t the end of the dancing. We were on the floor for another set of songs, this time staying closer together. It was more crowded and we often touched each other while we moved.
It wasn’t until I was lying in bed that night that I allowed myself to think about the feeling I had when Lisa and I touched. Her hand on my knee. Our hands on the dance floor. It was electric and I didn’t know why.
I wasn’t captivated by women. They didn’t fascinate me. I wasn’t attracted to Lisa.
I could smell her perfume in the bed with me. My hand was rubbing the outside of my panties before I even realized it. I could feel the wetness begin to soak through. I moved up to my clit.
I saw Lisa’s breasts press against her shirt. The nipples were clearly hard. Her ass swayed in front of me inside of tight slacks. My fingers pressed harder against my clit.
She touched me. My hand slid inside my panties and found my clit again. It was hard and throbbing. Lisa was dancing, but now her shirt was off. She stood just inches in front of me, her gorgeous breasts rocking with the music.
My ass was off the bed as I inserted a finger into my cunt. My juices soaked it down to my fist. I put the finger on my clit and took in a deep breath. I let it out with a loud moan.
Lisa’s slacks were off. Then her panties. She was naked in front of me, reaching for my hands. She placed them on her breasts before I moved them to her pussy. I rubbed myself frantically.
Lisa started to cum. “Yes, Lisa. That’s it. Cum for me.”
My body shook hysterically. My legs stretched for the end of the bed. My hips rose and sank, trying to fuck my hand. My clit cried out to me to rub it harder…faster. I was crying out her name and cumming over and over. Her body. Her smell. Her face and hair. I came again.
“Jesus Christ, Chris.” Those were the first words I actually heard. My hands were covering my eyes. I could smell myself on my right hand and felt the moisture on my forehead.
My body stopped shaking a minute later. If I’d had a better orgasm I certainly couldn’t say when, or with whom. Guilt crept in, followed by a flood of bewilderment. What just happened? Did I just get myself off thinking of a woman I’d just met? A fucking woman?
I was asleep before any answers came to me.
Monday was the first of three days of in-service for the teachers before students arrived. I managed to put up with the good-natured kidding that was heaped upon me concerning Saturday night. Lisa and I sat together throughout the sessions and ate lunches together each day. She was a big help in wading through what I needed to know and what I could discard.
On Wednesday afternoon during a break, Lisa asked, “How about a drink tonight after this is over?”
“Just one.” I tried to keep an earnest look on my face when I said it. But when she laughed, I did too.
“Is that a yes?” Lisa inquired.
“Yes. Where?”
“O’Reilly’s on Front Street. Know where it’s at?” she asked.
“Sure. That’s a good place. No band,” I said.
“Great. How about six?”
I smiled. “I’ll be there…in jeans.”
I also wore a lace cami top with spaghetti straps that I swore I’d never wear in public. I don’t have the largest breasts in the world, but this top would make any girl look good. Stopping just above my jeans, it made me feel sexy but not quite a slut.
I arrived a few minutes before Lisa and grabbed a table away from the door. My beer and Lisa showed up about the same time. She walked through the door and stopped to look around. The outline of her figure in the jeans and tank top mesmerized me. She finally saw me and was soon seated in the chair next to me.
“Chris. You look…stunning,” she said, looking me over twice. “Wow.”
“Is it too much?”
Lisa just stared at me. “Too much what? Sexy? Flattering? Chic?”
“Yeah.” I said it as nonchalantly as I could.
Lisa laughed the laugh I was beginning to become infected with. It was an honest display of pleasure. “Girl, it’s all that. I love it.”
“Thank you. I value your opinion,” I said as a waiter came to take Lisa’s drink order.
“Aren’t you glad that in-service is over?” she asked.
“Yeah, but I did learn some stuff. I suppose the…,” I stopped just short of saying ‘older’. “…the teachers that have been around longer than me hate it.”
“Yes, the older teachers hate it.” The emphasis she placed on older got her point across, even without her dirty look.
“Sorry. I don’t consider you one of them. You’re…like me somehow. I don’t know how to explain it,” I said, sorry I had even mentioned it.
“Thanks, I guess. Just consider me a 32 year old first year teacher.”
I laughed back at her. I would move on before getting myself in further trouble.
I was beginning to learn that Lisa was an expert on not allowing the discussion to center too much on her. Several times since I’d met her she’d steered us away from topics dealing too closely with her private life or past. Little things came out, but nothing bordering on substantial.
Perhaps she was more sincerely interested in me than I gave her credit for. That would have been sweet, but I was inclined to think she just didn’t want to talk about her. One thing she’d never find out from me was that I came thinking about her. Not until she admitted to the same about me, and that question wasn’t going to be asked by me.
We left after about ninety minutes. Outside the bar she wished me luck on my first day with kids. The next thing I knew I was hugging her, thanking her for her help. It just seemed like the natural thing to do. We said goodbye and headed our separate ways.
I arrived early for the first day of school. I stopped in the office and checked my mailbox, which contained a small, wrapped box. Despite the urge to open it, I gathered the rest of my stuff and headed for Room 12…Miss Spivey’s third grade classroom.
I put my bag and purse on the desk and sat to open the box. Inside the plain white box was a small piece of paper folded in half. I opened it. “Chris. Congratulations and good luck. Lisa”
Under the note and a piece of cotton was a lovely gold necklace with an apple pendant. My hands trembled as I took it from the box. I held it up for a second before placing around my neck and latching it in place. I tucked it inside my blouse and held it in place with my hand. Two tears ran down my cheeks before I could wipe them away.
I rushed to prepare the room before allowing more tears to flow. I sniffled and heard, “Hey, kid. Today’s the day.”
Lisa was holding all her stuff in both arms, smiling ear to ear.
“I’m ready…I think,” I said.
“I know you are. You’ll do great.”
She turned to cross the hall.
“Hey, Lisa,” I yelled after her. She stopped and looked over her shoulder. “Thanks.”
She had a blank look for a second, until I reached for my necklace.
“Oh,” she finally said. “I hope you like it.”
“I love it.” And I did. Nobody bought me stuff. No boyfriend had ever done anything nearly as nice. I DID love it.
The day went smoother than I expected. The kids were great and none were left over when the busses pulled out at the end of the day. The troublesome kids were easy to pick out and I expected to be able to handle them. All and all, the day was a success.
I twirled the necklace around my finger and, in the privacy of my room, kissed the little apple. Sitting back in my chair, the tension of the day flowed out of me. I closed my eyes and tried to think of nothing. But Lisa’s perfume wouldn’t let me.
“Want to do it again tomorrow?”
She had got me again. I snapped my eyes open and jerked my head around to look at the door. “Yes, I do. And are you trying to give me a heart attack?”
“What?” she asked, her hands spreading open beside her.
“You know what. You wait until I’m not looking, I swear.” I smiled to make sure she knew I wasn’t too serious.
“It’s my way of preparing you for kids.”
“I don’t want any kids,” I said. As soon as the words came out, I knew what she meant. “I mean, I don’t want to HAVE kids. I do want kids in here.”
She laughed as hard as I’d ever heard her laugh. She looked down the hall. “Hey, Linda. Chris doesn’t want any kids,” she yelled.
“Lisa Owens. Stop it.”
“Well…”
“Anyway,” I said, “I believe you need a man to have kids and the chances of that aren’t very good right now.”
“You could have had that guy at the club last week,” Lisa said enthusiastically.
“Yeah, right. For an hour. Then he’s gone and I never see him again. No thanks.”
Lisa didn’t answer. What the young teacher was saying was all too familiar and cutting. Too many men had entered Lisa’s life when she was younger and too many of them vanished overnight.
She’d only had one man since and that was more friendship than love. That, too, didn’t last. She found women to be more caring, compassionate and comforting. And better lovers.
“Listen, Chris. How about stopping by my place on Saturday. We’ll watch a video and just relax. No kids,” Lisa said.
“OK. I’d like that,” I said. “I’ll try not to ask too many stupid school questions.”
Lisa leaned against the doorframe, her hips bending out like a model posing. “Oh, don’t worry. If we’re lucky we won’t talk about school at all.”
“What time and what do you want me to bring?” I asked.
“How about seven or so and I’ll buy. No big deal.”
A date. I hadn’t actually looked forward to a date in so long I couldn’t remember the last time. However, driving home I debated with myself on whether it really was a date. A co-worker had asked me over. That’s hardly a date. Why did I consider Lisa asking me over a date?
I decided I spent too much time trying to figure such things out.
I survived the first week of school and headed into the weekend with a pretty good attitude. Saturday morning I cleaned my apartment and looked at some of the kids’ papers. In the afternoon I shopped and watched TV, anxious for the evening to arrive.
I showered after eating dinner and put on a touch of herbal body splash, thinking it didn’t smell nearly as nice as Lisa’s perfume. Choosing what to wear wasn’t all that difficult. Jeans would do, of course. I threaded my sash belt through a couple of loops and tied it in place just off-center in the front.
Now the top. And bra or no bra? This was becoming more difficult. The conservative me took over and I put on a sheer bra. But when I pulled out a tank top I liked—and remembering how much Lisa liked my cami—the naughty me took off the bra and slid on the top.
I adjusted the straps and looked in the mirror. Cleavage wasn’t my strong point, but you could tell I had breasts. I loved the way this top felt against my nipples and decided it was good enough for watching a video with Lisa.
The first indication to Lisa that she was excited about having me over was when she opened her “special occasion” underwear drawer. She peered in for a second before moving some of the silky, small objects aside. There it was. She pulled out a black thong and spread the straps apart. One leg at a time, she stepped into it and pulled it up. The straps snapped into place and she ran her fingers down the inside of the front until it was just right.
Lisa turned to the side and looked at herself in the mirror. The health club membership was worth every penny. She had a spectacular ass and waist, which she fretted over and worked on constantly. The strap of her thong was hidden between the cheeks of her ass and she squeezed them together with glee.
She pulled on jeans that clung to her like skin and removed a shirt from its hanger. Not just any shirt. This was her floral sheer—no, make that see thru—shirt with patterns that concealed the nipples and that was about all. Lisa tucked it into her jeans and looked once again into the mirror.
Very nice. She unbuttoned one more button at the top and looked again. Perfect. Her last act in the bedroom was to spray herself, as she always did, with Giorgio.
Lisa checked the refrigerator. She had beer, wine and all the ingredients for margaritas. She had made a small meat and cheese tray and planned on making popcorn later. She was ready.
I arrived a few minutes past seven, anxious to see the inside of Lisa’s condo. She had described it as a hole in the wall, but I suspected otherwise.
“You made it. Come on in,” Lisa said cheerfully as soon as the door opened.
A kitchen and eating space opened up on the right with a hallway straight ahead and stairs on the left. At the end of the hall was a bright, open great room.
“Wow. This is a great place, Lisa,” I said.
She put her hand on my back and led me down the hall.
“Thanks. It’s all I need,” she said.
A cathedral ceiling rose overhead as we got to the living area. A dining room on the right spilled into the family room with its stone fireplace. I looked up and saw a loft behind a beautiful wood railing running the length of one wall.
“Lisa, this is gorgeous. I’m so envious.”
It wasn’t until then that I had a chance to really look at my hostess. She looked stunning in her shirt and jeans. Somewhere in my mind it registered that there was nothing under the shirt. And a strange sensation ran through me. It was somewhere between excitement and lust.
“Chris, you have the most beautiful shirts. I love that on you,” Lisa was saying to me.
“Oh, thanks,” I said. “I assumed this wasn’t formal tonight.”
Lisa laughed. “Hardly. I don’t do formal very well.”
We decided to share some wine and I followed Lisa to the kitchen. She handed me the meat and cheese tray and I carried that back to the living room as she poured the wine. She joined me a few seconds later and we sat on opposite ends of the couch.
As we talked, ate and drank, I was absorbed in studying the woman’s features. Her blonde hair, of course, was perfect without looking phony. Her eyes and nose and mouth were faultless. And looking at her from the side when she reached for more cheese, the outline of her breasts appeared under her shirt. Although disrupted intermittently by the floral patterns, the natural beauty of the breasts was evident.
This woman was every man’s dream and she was sitting here on a Saturday night with me. The pieces of the puzzle were still scattered on the table when it came to Lisa, but patterns were emerging. I wouldn’t worry about the big picture until later. Right now I was enjoying looking at the pieces.
Lightning from several miles away flashed outside a window. It was nearly dark and the effect was eerie. Several seconds later the faint rumble of thunder could be heard. As Lisa refilled our glasses, I walked to the largest window and looked out.
“Go ahead and pull those shades,” Lisa shouted from the kitchen.
I closed them and met her near the couch.
“I don’t mind storms. Do you?” she asked.
“No. Not until they become severe. Then I worry, sometimes,” I said without hiding my childish fears.
“If it gets worse, you can stay until it’s over,” she said calmly.
“I just might.”
Lisa had rented the video ofChicago and we put it on after talking some more. She made some microwave popcorn and we sat barefoot on the couch with out legs tucked under us and pillows by our side.
Bright flashes of lightning and loud claps of thunder outside accompanied the film. Rain pounded against the windows in torrents as the wind howled. This was a typical spring storm in early autumn. I was glad to be with somebody.
“Man. It’s really…,” Lisa started to say. Then a blinding bolt of lightning was followed by total darkness and a deafening roar of thunder.
“Oh, shit,” Lisa cried.
Only the light from the non-stop lightning illuminated the room. I saw Lisa stand up.
“I’ll get a flashlight and some candles. You stay right there,” she said.
I didn’t even offer to help. I felt like such a little kid as Lisa rummaged in the kitchen. I heard her returning and turned to see her walking down the hall with a flashlight and an armful of stuff.
She bent down and laid matches, candles and another flashlight on the couch where she sat. The candles were the scented candles in small, round glass containers.
“Put a couple candles on the table and light them. OK?” she asked.
I quickly lit two candles as she put a third on the end table. Already the room was faintly brighter and much “friendlier”. Lisa stood in front of the couch and reached down for her wine.
“Well. So much for watchingChicago,” she said.
I laughed a weak, nervous laugh. “That’s OK. It’s not your fault.”
Another huge crack of thunder followed a brilliant flash of lightning. Lisa sat on the couch close to me.
“You OK?”
“Yes. I’m fine. Don’t worry about me. As long as I’m with someone…,” I said sounding very unconvincing, I’m sure.
“OK. I’ll stay then,” Lisa said.
I laughed again. We watched the light of the candles combine with the light show outside. It was actually very relaxing. Or was that the wine?
At some point I realized Lisa was silently gazing at me. I met her eyes.
“Chris, I’m really glad you’re at the school. I think we’ll have a good year, don’t you?” she asked in the semi-darkness between lightning strikes.
“I hope so. I’m afraid of screwing up, but with you around to help I should be OK.”
“I keep telling you. You’ll do fine,” she said.
I looked at her and smiled in lieu of saying anything else. Her hair and eyes glowed even in the candlelight. We just sat and looked at each other for a second, but it seemed to last forever.
Another lightning flash seemingly right outside the condo caused me to jump. Lisa scooted over a foot or so on the couch until we were close enough to touch each other. She put her hand on my leg.
“Relax, Chris. I’m here.”
I put my hand on hers and squeezed it. She turned her hand over until our palms met. Then our fingers intertwined and we held each other tight. I looked into her face again. She was already looking at me, but not with a smile. It was a contented look. Peaceful.
She brought my hand to her mouth and kissed it.
“It’ll be alright.”
A chill ran through me. She put my hand on her cheek and my entire body felt like it was being drawn to her. I leaned towards her.
Lisa let go of my hand and reached out her arm. I fell into it slowly. She put it around my shoulder and we slid our bodies closer together. My head was on her shoulder before I even knew what was happening.
Nothing was said. We sat and watched and listened. Then I smelled her perfume. It surrounded me. It was as if I’d entered another room—a safe, bright room.
Lisa’s hand slid up and down my arm, then moved to my hair. She pulled my head harder against her shoulder. Softly…gently…she kissed the top of my head.
I looked up at her and turned my head so I was facing her. We were less than a foot apart. I could hear her breathe. I saw her sensual lips part. And I wanted to kiss her.
Our lips met while my eyes were closed. The shock of the contact made me flinch, but I kept in contact with her. Neither of us attempted to make the kiss anything more than it was.



“Oh, Chris,” Lisa sighed when our lips separated.
My arm had wrapped around her back and I held her by the waist. I wanted to reposition the way I was sitting, but I was afraid to move. Maybe I was still in shock.
“Lisa. I…I…”
The woman kissed me again. Gently. She solved my discomfort on the couch by moving her body more to face me. The only problem was my hand now was on her side, at breast level. I felt it brush against the side of her right breast as our kiss continued. I felt her stiffen and sensed an intake of air by her when we touched.
Just before breaking the kiss, she put both hands on my side. When I opened my eyes again she was looking at my body, moving her hands to the small amount of skin below my top and above my jeans.
Her fingers caressed my skin. She had to feel and hear my uneven breathing. I didn’t want her to stop, but I didn’t want her to go any farther. The kisses were nice and heartfelt, but…she was touching me with fingers that seemed to float on my skin.
Lightning and thunder faded outside, but still broke the night’s silence. Candlelight flickered off Lisa’s face. She was more beautiful than ever.
I felt pressure against my waist. I was being pushed backward ever so lightly. I was going to fall onto the couch.
My head delicately hit the pillow behind me. My legs stretched out along the front of the couch, next to Lisa’s. In the dimness I saw her leaning down to me and I reached out for her.
With my arms wrapped around her, she put her mouth on mine and we kissed passionately, with an overpowering lust. I smelled her and felt her and heard her moaning while our tongues clashed. It all combined to form an awareness of nothing but her and me. No other sights or sounds existed.
Lisa’s hands ran over my hair and onto my face. She laid her body on mine and I managed to swing my legs onto the couch beneath her. Finally, we lay face-to-face, chest-to-chest, lost in a kiss.
Actually, the kiss had turned into a mutual attempt to devour the other woman. Out mouths opened and closed around each other, licking and sucking at the same time. Whimpers escaped from both of us, as if trying to communicate our desires.
With Lisa’s hands all over me, I failed to notice that she had pulled the straps of my top over my shoulders. What I noticed was that her right hand was able to slide inside my top and rest on my left breast.
This first touch by a woman sent more than waves through my body. I was trembling as if in a snowstorm naked. I was scared. Until she touched my nipple. THAT sensation I already knew. I felt it in my pussy.
Lisa pulled the straps to my top off my arms, exposing both breasts. I made no attempt to stop her as her mouth headed for a nipple. If the feel of her hand on my nipple felt good, I can’t explain what happened when her tongue touched me.
“Oh, Lisa.” My eyes were closed, my mouth open. “No.”
I didn’t mean it and she knew it. Or if she thought I did, she wasn’t about to stop. She licked me until the nipple was hard and more sensitive than it had ever been. She put it in her mouth, along with a good portion of my breast. When she ran her tongue over it some more, I arched my chest toward her head.
This had to be the final sign to her that she had me. Nothing she could do the rest of the evening could disappoint me. She was an expert and she was about to use every skill on my body. As the storm faded outside, the storm inside me was just building up.
Lisa had one breast in her hand and the other in her mouth. I never wanted her to leave my chest. When she began to alternate them in her mouth I honestly believed I could have cum.
Maybe she sensed this because a moment later she pulled back. I watched as she leaned toward the table and blew out two of the candles, leaving just the one on the end table. It was barely enough for us to make out shapes in the room.
“Take off your top,” she said in a near whisper. “Please.”
She didn’t need to beg. I lifted it off, comforted somewhat by the darkness of the room. I asked myself what I was doing, but never considered saying no to Lisa. I lay back down, waiting for her to make the next move.
She began by unbuttoning her shirt. Perhaps the ghostly shadows of the room influenced me, but I wanted desperately to see and feel and taste her breasts. It was temptation at its ultimate. Nearly within arm’s length was one of the most beautiful bodies I’d ever seen and yet I couldn’t make it out. The breasts were there, then they weren’t. I wanted them.
Lisa pulled off the shirt and dropped it next to the couch. She hesitated for what seemed an eternity before leaning toward me. Right before her body contacted mine I saw the marvelous shape of her breasts as they hung down. When her breasts hit mine, I exhaled a moan that only lovers would understand.
She kissed my forehead and nose and face and neck. She licked me and nibbled on me and kissed me some more. Our hips grinded together while my hands explored her back and shoulders. She felt magnificent as she consumed me.
“I want you,” I murmured in her ear. “I want your…”
I didn’t need to say the word. She moved up and a breast hovered above my face. I put my hand on it just before it dropped to my mouth. Receiving it with my lips and tongue seemed like the most natural thing I had ever done.
My tongue couldn’t avoid the nipple. Having never been with a woman, never having a woman tell me what aroused her, I knew to lick and suck on her nipple. It’s what I would have wanted.
Lisa’s breasts were full and firm and wonderful. I let them rub against my face. They were cool and soft. I closed my eyes and lost myself in their splendor. Again I put one in my mouth and Lisa muttered a soft “Yes”.
My hands moved to her ass. I felt the warmth between her legs even through her jeans. I squeezed gently at first, then harder with a lustful zeal. I hoped that I would have a chance to feel the skin inside the jeans.
The truth was, I was beyond my initial alarm about what was happening and I now wanted what was once fantasy to become reality. We could have dressed at this point and come back another night. But I wanted this woman naked. Now.
I would worry later about what to do then.
What I hadn’t considered was that she wanted me naked, too. And she was on top. In control. So when she withdrew her breasts from my face and moved down my body, it took me by surprise.
Lisa lightly licked my nipples as she passed them by. Then I felt her tongue on my stomach and around my navel. God, don’t stop, I thought to myself.
She untied my belt and unbuttoned the jeans. When I heard the zipper being pulled down I felt my anxieties return. I also felt the wetness between my legs. I had a feeling my body’s needs would overcome my apprehensions.
I lifted my ass off the couch to allow Lisa to pull my jeans over my hips and down my legs. I looked up into the darkness and watched the flickering light of the candle bounce off the ceiling, creating crazy, indefinable patterns. My jeans hitting the floor snapped me back to the real world.
Cool air rushed over my body. But I felt safe. The lightning was nearly all gone and Lisa’s scent still surrounded me.
When her hands touched my thighs my body stiffened. Lisa’s fingers barely made contact with my skin as they rose up my legs. They slid under my panties and continued past my pussy and to the top of my legs. Then Lisa brought them together inside my panties directly over the small patch of hair that bordered my clit.
She made no attempt to arouse me. Just touch me. Perhaps look and feel for a response from me. I couldn’t move. But that was my way of saying, “Yes. More.”
Lisa pulled down my panties. That was the first time my mind really, really centered on the fact a woman was getting me naked and we were probably about to make love. I only had a faint clue of what we were supposed to do. Of course, lying on my back and letting the “expert” do me would be easy. How I should respond to her would be more difficult.
I desperately wanted not to disappoint her. But she had to know this was my first time. She had to.
My panties were on the floor. I was naked. Thank God it was dark. I told myself I would NOT wake up the entire city if the lights came back on. Breathe, Chris, breathe.
“Chris Spivey, you are beautiful. Absolutely gorgeous,” Lisa said quietly.
I could make out the smile on her face and I smiled back, embarrassed yet appreciative of her compliment.
“Thanks, Lisa. I hope…Uh. I haven’t…”
“Shhh. Let me teach you,” she said.
Teachers. That’s what we were. And Lisa was going to teach me how to love a woman. And be loved.
I watched her kneel between my legs and unbutton her jeans. She pulled down the zipper and pushed the pants halfway to her knees. I stared at the miniscule patch of material that covered her pussy. The thong was erotic in its simplicity. Lisa was smiling, but I never noticed.
She climbed off the couch and stood, letting the jeans fall to the floor before stepping out of them. Sensuously, she placed fingers around the straps of her thong and pulled it down. She turned just enough for me to see both her ass and her pussy as she removed it. I couldn’t stop looking as the shadows moved across her nakedness.
She posed for me for just an instant, her hands on her ass.
“God, Lisa.” I wanted to say she was beautiful and sexy and driving me crazy. But I didn’t know how. I was so afraid of saying something stupid I didn’t say anything. Maybe that was best.
Lisa got back on the couch, putting her knees between my legs and her mouth on my left breast. I held her head in place with my hand, brushing her fine blonde hair. I spread my legs farther apart as her tongue licked my nipple harder.
Then she moved lower again. This time she didn’t stop at my navel. She took small bites with her lips above and around my clit. But never on it. I moved my hips trying to put my clit under her mouth, but she moved away each time. She kissed my thighs and licked her way back up.
I felt the tension in my legs build until her tongue finally touched my clit. My entire body shuddered and I felt a strange calmness enter me. All the trepidation over another woman wanting me disappeared. It was happening and she was making me wild with lust. Just let it happen, Chris.
I felt Lisa’s tongue slide between the folds of skin that separated my cunt from my clit. She had to taste me. My juices had been building since the first kiss. Now her tongue was at the entrance to my cunt and I wanted her to savor me.
With her hands firmly planted on my ass, she lifted me off the couch and pushed her tongue inside me. Never before had a cock felt so good. She licked the inside of my cunt, hitting every corner she could reach. I moaned as she pulled out.
Her tongue slowly rose up between my legs. It teased my clit before making solid contact once again. I pushed myself into her face. I felt her squeeze my ass as she licked frantically. Her nose was pressed against me as she opened her mouth and accepted the entire area around my clit into it.
Now her lips and tongue worked together on the engorged clit. Sounds escaped me that I had never made before. This was total pleasure.
“Oh, Lisa. Yes. Yes.”
I was going to cum. That was inevitable. But I found myself wondering if I should cum now, when I wanted to, or wait. What would an “experienced” woman do? God, Chris, quit thinking. Concentrate.
My hand was on my breast, twirling a nipple between my thumb and forefinger. That was the last stimulus I needed.
I began to shake. Lisa manipulated my clit with precision and my nipple tingled. I cried out as the orgasm erupted inside me.
“Come on, Chris. That’s it.” Lisa only lifted her mouth long enough to utter the short words of encouragement, then placed it on me again.
My natural instinct took over. I started lifting and lowering my hips as if her mouth was a cock. I was fucking her face because that’s all I knew to do. I was cumming and when I came I moved my hips.
Fortunately, Lisa was able to maintain contact with my increasingly sensitive clit. The more she licked the more I came. My breasts swung back and forth in rhythm with my body and my head rolled from one side of the pillow to the other.
I was clutching the couch until moving my hands to the back of Lisa’s head. I never wanted her to leave the area between my legs. One orgasm flowed into another and my cunt felt like it would never return to normal. Deep inside of me ripples from the orgasms worked their way through me until bursting from my pussy.
“Lisa. Lisa, stop.”
I tried to crawl up the couch to get away from the tongue that had driven me to multiple orgasms and now needed to let me take a break. But Lisa clung to my ass and pulled me into her once more.
“Lisa,” I said half laughing. “No. Please.”
Finally she stopped. My body was numb. I had cum with men and lay with them while we recovered. But it was never like this. I was totally spent, breathing hard and on the verge of sweating.
“Oh, my God,” I sighed. “What was that?”
Lisa laughed and kissed my thighs, the moisture from her lips feeling cool on my skin. “That was an orgasm, I believe.”
I put my hands on my stomach and tried to relax. “I’ve had orgasms. That was different.”
Lisa crawled up my body, the feeling of her skin on mine sending new waves of delight through me. She kissed me and I got my first taste of the sweet juices that had just flowed out of me. We kissed long and hard, my hands exploring her body and her tongue exploring my mouth.
Her ass was magnificent to touch. The round curves gave way to my fingers and palms, compressing together until I moved back out to her hips again. I pulled her closer to me and felt her breasts on mine. I could have stayed like that all night.
But Lisa broke the kiss and rolled until she sat on the edge of the couch. She handed me my glass of wine and held her own. I leaned up.
“To your first time.” I accepted her toast and we touched glasses. Then each took a drink.
Lisa took my glass from me and returned it to the table. I watched with uncertainty as she lay on the other end of the couch, her legs stretching out around me. Her eyes penetrated mine and captured me. Once she knew I was watching her every move, she moved her glass to her breasts.
The glass tilted and a trickle of wine covered one breast. Lisa looked at me invitingly. I needed no other hints.
I lowered my head and caught the bottom of the flow of wine. I lapped it up and followed the stream to the top of her breast. It was the most exhilarating drink I’d ever had.
Lisa repeated the process on the other breast. I eagerly drank it up.
“Move down,” she said.
I obeyed. The glass poured a small amount of wine below her navel. I followed it down to the pencil thin strip of blonde hair above her clit. The rest of Lisa’s pussy was shaven completely clean. This woman wore thongs, for God’s sake, I told myself when marveling at the lack of hair.
Then a thought struck me. I hesitated, considered my choices, then acted. I reached for Lisa’s glass, stuck my forefinger deep into it and brought my dripping finger to her clit.
I rubbed the wine from my finger onto her clit, feeling her react to my touch. Before my mouth touched her, she had placed the glass on the floor. We were ready.
I tasted the wine first, then her skin. It was an amazingly smooth, warm, sweet taste. I licked again…a long, slow stroke from bottom to top. By the time I got her the third time, I could feel her clit grow. And I noticed that Lisa’s perfume wasn’t the prevailing fragrance. Her body had taken over.
Finding where to concentrate my efforts would be easier than I suspected. I felt better. Lisa’s moans of pleasure only increased my confidence.
I wanted to feel her ass again, so my hands slid under her. Her cheeks cupped perfectly into my palms and I kneaded them. By now I was hastily licking her clit, letting my nerves dictate the rhythm.
“Slow down, Chris,” I told myself.
When I did, Lisa pulled her knees apart and up toward her hips. She was beginning to feel more comfortable and I certainly was gaining self-confidence.
“Ahh, Chris. Eat meeee,” Lisa cried.
I engulfed her clit with my mouth and tried to feel for the proper place to lick and suck. I took the approach that if I covered the entire area with my tongue I’d have to hit it at some point.
Lisa’s body began gyrating around my mouth, so I assumed I was doing something right. Her sighs and moans helped convince me she was getting closer. I just didn’t want to screw up now.
“Oh, God. Yes. There.”
Her legs separated by another few inches and she rose off the couch. I wrapped my hands around the tops of her thighs to hold on as her orgasm began.
She shouted my name again, bucking wildly underneath me. I clung tightly to her as one orgasm fed another. I found myself moaning along with her, urgently wanting her to be satisfied.
Her pussy dripped from my saliva combined with her juices. I swallowed and kept going. I stroked her clit as hard as I could with my tongue and tucked it between my lips. Each time seemed to make Lisa cum again.
Eventually, her body relaxed and her moaning subsided. I brushed my mouth along one thigh and kissed it. Her soft skin felt warm and inviting. I kissed her clit one last time.
Lisa’s hand touched my hair. Soon, both hands were on my head, pulling me up to her. I looked forward to placing my breasts on hers this time, feeling my smaller breasts press into hers. The feeling was just as good as I had imagined.
When we kissed, Lisa wrapped her legs around my waist. The result was a soothing reassurance that everything was all right. I felt as if I was part of her and she accepted me for who I was. I would try to deal with those issues later.
“You were marvelous,” Lisa said into my ear.
“Thanks. You made it easy,” I told her.
We simply hugged and rolled back and forth on the couch. The storm had pretty much moved on and the candle continued to burn. It was plenty of light and added a peaceful touch to the sexual tension that had built and been released.
Lisa offered to let me go home if I wanted. I told her I wanted to stay.
“All night?” she asked playfully.
“Maybe.”
“What do I have to do to convince you?” Lisa asked.
“Pour wine all over me,” I said after a moment’s thought.
She laughed a genuine laugh and gave me a squeeze with her thighs.
“We just might have to do that.”
For half an hour, we lay in each other’s arms, talking and flirting. Several times I questioned myself about what was happening. At no point did I feel it was wrong. Surprising and unforeseen? Yes. Disappointing? No. Worth pursuing? Certainly.
Later, Lisa rolled off the couch and fumbled with my jeans. I realized quickly that she was pulling my belt from around the waistband. When it was free, she reached out an open hand to me. I grabbed it and she pulled me up.
“Get the candle,” she told me.
I leaned back and carefully picked it up. Hand in hand we walked through the darkness into her bedroom.
I sat the candle on the table next to the bed. Before I could lean back up, Lisa leaned into me with her body and pushed me onto the bed. We fell face first, my body letting out a great exhale when we hit the bedspread.
“Lisa!” I exclaimed with a childish laugh.
I felt something on my wrist. Then a gripping sensation around it. I looked over and saw my sash belt being looped around my wrist and my arm being pulled up to the headboard. In an instant, one end of the belt was tied to a railing in the headboard.
Lisa hovered over my body, her knees on either side of my waist.
“There. Now be a good girl and roll over.” Lisa had leaned down and nearly whispered the words into my ears. The sexy voice demanded to be obeyed.



I rolled over. The woman straddled me, smiling broadly. I felt slightly more at ease, but still anxious. Or was it stimulated?
Lisa pulled my free arm over to the tied wrist, wrapped the belt around the second wrist, and tied it to the headboard. As she leaned over me, her breasts were inches from my face. I wanted them badly. But, I was bound tightly and securely. I wasn’t about to go anywhere soon.
“You ready to cum again?” she asked.
I just nodded.
Lisa slid off the bed and, in the semi-darkness, I watched her open a dresser drawer. She looked back over her shoulder while I looked at her beautiful ass.
“Special occasion drawer,” she said with a smile.
I giggled. A second later her hand reappeared from inside the drawer. A sparkle flashed quickly and vanished. Then it shined again. Silver. Whatever she had was silver.
She crawled back onto the bed and brought the object closer to my face. It was a smooth, silver dildo—a bullet-shaped toy of above average length and width.
“I realize you are more used to cocks,” she said, holding up the object.
“But…,” I began.
“OK. Maybe they’re not all this big.” She laughed as she rotated it in her hand.
“Lisa, I haven’t seen anything that big in my dreams,” I said, with great emphasis on dreams.
“After this, you won’t settle for anything less.”
The certainty with which she said it convinced me she might be right. I was horny again beyond description. Being tied up by this lovely woman, seeing her naked and having her produce the toy was more than I could bear. And I had a sneaky suspicion she knew how to use it.
“Relax and let Lisa take care of you, babe,” she said. How could I resist?
Lisa touched the toy against my calf and ran it over my knee to my thigh. My legs separated a little as she moved the dildo toward my pussy. She skimmed past it, leaving me with my ass half off the bed and the toy proceeding up my torso.
She drew a little circle around my navel before sliding the tip of the dildo up to my breasts. I wanted to take her hand and guide the toy, but the more I struggled against my constraints the tighter they got. I let her have her way.
When the cool, almost cold, tip of the dildo first touched one of my nipples, I thought I’d scream. It was though a switch had been turned on and my body activated. Each time she ran the toy over the nipple my body shivered. If it had been inside me, I’m not sure the reaction would have been any different. But I’d soon find out.
She played with both breasts, sensing my arousal. It could have also been from the fact I begged her for more.
Lisa waited for my eyes to open before taking the dildo and sliding it erotically into her mouth. I could not take my eyes off her soft lips sensuously wrapping around the silver toy. She used her tongue to lick the entire length of it and I felt the result in my cunt. She just smiled at me and moved between my legs.
Finally, she allowed the dildo to touch my clit on its way down to my cunt. I moaned and pulled against my belt. My body rocked back and forth, unable to control the excitement building up inside.
I felt the cold metal against my skin. I was wet and I imagined that Lisa could see the wetness shimmer on the silver even in the dim light of the bedroom. I looked down at the woman working the object so intently around the opening to my cunt.
Then I finally felt the end of the dildo touch my pussy lips. I threw my head down onto the pillow and waited. It was a short wait before the tip of the toy entered me. I felt my cunt stretch to receive it.
My God, I thought. This was just the tip of it and I felt my hole being expanded like never before. A moment later a wider portion of the dildo entered me and I cried out.
“Oh, God. Lisa. Ahhh.”
Whatever discomfort I felt at first gave way to total exhilaration as more of the toy entered me. Lisa was extremely gentle, allowing me to concentrate on the fact that this object was completely filling my vagina. I felt it everywhere inside me. No cock had ever done this to me.
When Lisa began a slow, methodical sliding of the dildo in and out of me I was sure I was in heaven. At least, this was how I wanted to die--with this silver toy filling me to the point of explosion.
“Yes. Yes. Please, fuck me.”
I wasn’t sure whom I was talking to…Lisa or the inanimate object. I just wanted it.
She picked up the pace and, from what I could tell, jammed the entire length of the dildo inside me. I felt it rub against all sides of my cunt, hitting every sensitive spot I had. No tongue could do this.
I bucked my hips wildly, unable to use my hands to guide the thing where I wanted it most. I wanted it on the top of my cunt and I managed to get it there at times by sinking my ass into the bed. Once again, the teacher was making me learn.
I was content with letting this process carry on until I felt Lisa’s tongue on my clit. I nearly screamed her name in delight and pleaded with her for more. After a few seconds of teasing, she sucked on the swollen clit.
An orgasm erupted and I shoved my lower body into her face and hand. The headboard rattled loudly as I struggled against my bondage. My body bounced violently on the bed as the toy continued to enter me again and again.
I’ve heard of people passing out during sex. I never believed it. But my head spun and I truly lost all sense of time and space. This was the closest I’d ever been to perfect sex.
I had no idea how long my orgasm lasted. Or should I say orgasms? But when I was done every muscle in my body hurt. Every inch of my breasts and pussy wanted to be touched. And I couldn’t get to them.
Lisa had put me in a position where I couldn’t say no and couldn’t stop saying yes. A week ago I thought women were good for chatting, eating and shopping with. Now I wasn’t sure that I didn’t want them in bed with me every night.
I had nearly attacked Lisa when she untied my hands. I wanted so badly to reciprocate the love she had given me. When the lights came back on, we were laying in bed, both having enjoyed the pleasure of the silver toy. I would leave her the next morning.
The school year will continue, but it won’t be the same. I will smell Lisa’s perfume and my mind will wonder. To a dark room on a stormy night.
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She glanced once more at the dashboard clock, squinting at the amber lights that were barely visible in the impending darkness of dusk. 5:20.
"Damn."
She looked at the speedometer. She was already doing 63 in the 55 mile per hour zone. She bumped it up to 65 and stared in the mirror as if that would tell her if a cop was nearby.
Kristi drove on. She remembered how exciting Halloween was when she was a kid. The costumes...trick or treating...all the kids in the neighborhood running from house to house...spilling the contents of her pillowcase on the floor when she got home.
Now Kristi was the dutiful Mom prepared to take her five-year-old on the same adventure. If only she could get home faster. She knew Kimberly wouldn't understand about jobs and deadlines. All Kimberly wanted to do was go trick or treating tonight. Like everybody else.
Kristi felt the car shudder for an instant. Then again. She looked again in the mirror to see if she had hit something. Then the car slowed more dramatically and she heard the silence.
She looked at the dashboard behind her steering wheel and saw the indicator. The red needle of the gas gauge sat motionless below the "E".
"Fuck," the young woman cried out. "Fuck, fuck, fuck."
She pounded the steering wheel in despair. In all the hustle and bustle of getting the day's work done and preparing for the evening's fun with her daughter, she had totally ignored the needs of her car.
Twenty five year old Kristi Lewis now sat on the side of Route 23 in the darkening early evening of Halloween. Fifteen miles from home and, it seemed, on another planet.
The silence was broken only by the sound of passing cars. The cornfield on her right seemed to go on forever in all directions. Across the highway were more fields.
A sudden surge of energy flowed through the woman. Farms meant farmhouses. And phones. She had refrained from buying a cell phone in order to save money. Single Moms always found ways to save money. But this choice was coming back to haunt her.
She gathered her thoughts for a moment. Which way should she go? No homes were immediately visible, so she tried to remember if she had passed any recently. Kristi couldn't concentrate long enough to recollect. She would just start walking.
Kristi took the keys from the ignition and looked in the rear view mirror. One set of lights approached from well behind her. She opened the car door and stepped out. That was when Kristi first wished she had not worn a skirt to work.
The cool autumn air struck her legs as she slammed the door shut. She strode to the front of the car and moved away from the road to zip up her lightweight jacket. The oncoming lights brightened and she peered back.
To her surprise, the car pulled off the road and approached the back of hers. Kristi stood frozen for a second, unsure whether to be happy or very afraid. The glare of the other car's headlights didn't allow her to see the occupants, even though a little daylight remained.
The car's tires ground to a stop on the gravel. Kristi put her keys in her jacket pocket and clutched her purse close to her side. A truck flew past heading in the opposite direction, but no other sounds split the evening.
Then the driver's door opened, followed by the front passenger door. Kristi strained to see the figure that stepped from behind the wheel. It moved like a man, she thought. But the face. The head. No, it was a mask...a full face mask of something unnatural. Something evil.
When she looked at the person who had stepped out of the car on the passenger side, she saw the same thing. Another mask. Another creature.
Kristi panicked. Without even thinking of the consequences, she turned and ran. Her purse fell from her shoulder and she let it fall to the ground, hoping beyond hope that that act alone would stop the attackers.
They were attackers, weren't they? She waited for them to call out to her. She had taken a half dozen running strides when she heard the first voice ring out: "Get her."
Kristi was a very athletic woman. She had run cross-country in high school and played volleyball in college. All her skills would come into play now.
She ran without looking back. She considered running along the road, maybe even across the road. But no cars were in sight ahead of her. Kristi wasn't going to look back.
Instead, she bolted down into the small ditch to her right, then up the other side and straight toward the cornfield. Her low-heeled shoes were not meant for running, but they didn't slow her down much either. The tall grass only occasionally slipped under her feet as she ran on.
Unfortunately, her attempt to appease her assailants by leaving her purse didn't work. She heard them coming as she hit the edge of the cornfield.
The tall, brown stalks of corn brushed against her shoulders and sides as she ran. The rough ground also made it harder to run, but she fought on. Kristi swerved through the field, changing rows every few seconds in an effort to lose her pursuers. She felt her legs being bruised by the thick bottom half of the stalks while the upper portions brushed past her face.
She ran on, still hearing the sounds of those chasing her. She made a sharp left turn and ran another ten seconds. Suddenly, she had emerged from the cornfield and was facing another small ditch next to a dirt road.
Just as she sprang over the ditch and was ready to cross the small road into the neighboring cornfield, she heard the spinning of tires on dirt and a pair of headlights flashed on her. She considered stopping. But heard the voices behind her and kept running.
The car sped to the point where she crossed the road and skidded to a stop. She heard doors open as she entered the second cornfield. More voices.
"In there. C'mon."
Kristi Lewis dodged through the field for another thirty seconds before the first hand touch her. At first it pulled on her jacket, then she felt an arm wrap around her. The heavy breathing of her pursuer seemed to be right next to her ear as she was slowed and he caught up.
Their bodies came together as his grip tightened. Kristi screamed and then they were standing, gasping for air. She felt his head turn and the man yelled, "Over here. I've got her."
It was a young voice, like the one she heard before. But his grip was that of a strong man. He flung her around until they faced the road and began walking through the corn, his hands tightly gripping her arms above the elbows.
The two masked assailants met Kristi and her captor just a few feet inside the cornfield. They all emerged into the grassy area bordering the dirt road and the woman saw two more disguised men standing by the car.
Kristi looked around the best she could. Three of the men wore plastic masks with generic Halloween monster faces that covered their heads all the way to the shoulders, one had a similar style Bill Clinton mask, and the fifth wore a Jason hockey mask.
Based on the voices she had heard so far and the manner in which they moved, Kristi guessed them to be in their early twenties, maybe college kids.
"Get her in the car before somebody drives by," one of the voices said. "Who's got the purse?"
"I do."
The first voice replied, "You got the keys to her car?"
There was a moment of silence as the man holding the purse opened it and fumbled through it. Kristi watched as the man peered down through his mask into the small handbag, knowing he wouldn't find the keys. She was fairly certain they were still in her coat pocket, based on the weight she felt tugging on that side.
The man who acted as the apparent leader of the group turned to face Kristi. "Where are the keys?" he asked harshly through his mask.
"Check this pocket," she said meekly, tilting her head toward her right jacket pocket.
The man holding her reached in and pulled out the keys, tossing them to the leader, who in turn tossed them to the man with the purse.
"Take her car back to the house," the leader ordered. "We don't want it sitting out there on the road."
Then he said to the group in general, "OK. Let's go."
Kristi was pushed to the side of the car and the back door was opened. She felt the knot in her stomach tighten as she lowered her head and climbed in, the hand behind her applying constant pressure.
She slid to the middle of the back seat, joined on each side by captors and two more in the front seat. As the car was started and the driver backed it down the dirt road, the leader turned from the passenger seat and looked at Kristi.
"Take off your jacket. You won't need it."
The woman pulled at her black skirt, which had risen up her legs, and managed to get it within a couple inches of her knees. Then she unzipped the jacket and pulled it from her shoulders, exposing her light pink blouse. As the jacket slid down her arms, she could feel the eyes on her body.
She leaned forward and took her arms out of the coat. Kristi pulled it around in front of her before leaning back in the seat, placing the jacket on her legs.
"Put it on the floor," the man ordered.
Kristi shoved the coat behind her legs on the car's floor. She pulled again on the skirt, almost subconsciously. Her knees were held firmly together.
The front passenger spoke calmly. "Don't be scared. We won't hurt you. You'll have plenty of time to be scared later."
First one, then all three, of the other men in the car snickered. Kristi wasn't as scared as she was angry now at being made the fool in their game. She realized that escape...at this moment...was unthinkable. But her attitude already was turning toward one of wanting desperately to win. Win freedom.
The car made several turns during the trip, pretty much convincing Kristi she couldn't retrace the route if she had to. Road signs were unreadable from where she sat and the night was getting darker. About fifteen minutes later, with virtually no conversation taking place in the car, they turned down a long driveway and approached a three-story farmhouse.
Maybe it was Kristi's constant mental image of her young daughter waiting at home to go trick or treating; maybe it was the four occupants of the car in bizarre masks; but this farmhouse had a distinctive Hitchcock look to it. Only a sliver of light could be seen through one of the first floor windows. Otherwise—darkness.
As soon as the car came to a stop, the four doors opened. Immediately, the leader turned to Kristi and said, "Stay there."
Once outside the car, the same voice commanded the others, "Go get it ready. When you're done, turn on the front porch light."
The others dispersed toward the house without a word. The leader, meanwhile, got into the back seat with Kristi. She could see his brown eyes inside the mask. They looked playful, excited...animated. She saw his lips move.
"Welcome to our little house. You'll be the first tonight to enjoy it," he said. Kristi watched him move his hand to her knee. She wanted to slap it, or brush it aside. But she knew better.
The hand touched her bare leg and inched up to the hem of her skirt, sliding down to the inside of her thigh.
"Yes, it's an old fashioned haunted house...with a few twists," he continued. His had continued, too—sliding up her leg. "If you use a little bit of intelligence and, maybe, get lucky, you'll be able to go home in one piece. But we didn't put this whole thing together just for YOUR entertainment."
The man's hand was halfway up her thigh, well under her skirt, before it stopped. He examined her facial features and hair from under the mask. He followed the curve of her short blonde hair to her neck, then looked at her shoulders and finally her breasts.
"You're very nice," he said. "We'll be gentle."
She saw his lips curl upward in a smile as he removed his hand from her leg. Just then, headlights from behind them lit up the inside of the car. As Kristi and the man turned to look, the lights went out and Kristi recognized her own car.
The man driving her car got out and walked up to the door next to Kristi. He opened it slightly and said, "Yeah, it was gas. I'm glad we carry that tank in the trunk. Are the guys inside?"
"Yeah. Go on in," Kristi's companion said. "I told them to put the porch light on when they're ready."
"OK," the other man said, slamming the door shut and disappearing into the house.
"It won't be long," the man said to Kristi. "Then the adventure begins."
He said it as if he was standing outside a ride at Disneyworld or something. Everything so far had seemed so contrived, so precise. Yet confusing.
The man continued, "Here's what's going to happen. After I leave here and go inside, you will enter the front door. Oh. And don't even think about taking off. We'll be watching you and any variation from these instructions will result in...well, it won't be nice. OK?"
Kristi nodded.
"OK. So, you'll enter through the front door. From there it's really very simple. Follow the instructions you will be given. A few minutes after you get started you will be told that once you are outside the house again, you are free to go. All you need to do is get out of the house. Got it?"
The woman nodded once more. She had questions but couldn't make herself talk. She assumed the answers would be evident once inside. And she didn't want to give away just how fearful she was by speaking.
She jerked her head around toward the house when the porch light interrupted the darkness. Her heart skipped.
"Good. We're ready. Let me get inside and then go in through the front door. Have fun." The man patted her on the knee and bolted from the car, running along the side of the house until Kristi couldn't see him any more.
A few seconds later she got out of the car, closed the door and looked back at her own car. She stood unmoving. The silence around her was deafening.
Then she turned and walked toward the house.
As soon as she reached the first step leading up to the porch, the light went out. The sudden darkness caused her to stop on the steps before proceeding onto the porch. She reached for the doorknob, staring directly into the eyes of a gargoyle doorknocker. Kristi pushed gently on the doorknob and the large wood door swung open with a creak.
As dark as it was getting outside, it seemed even blacker inside. She stepped into the house and slowly pushed the door shut behind her. The urge to turn and run was overwhelming. But, so was the desire to get home alive.
Ahead of her seemed to be a straight, narrow hallway. On either side were closed doors. She walked ahead.
The walls seemed to be within inches of her on either side as she put one foot delicately ahead of the other. Kristi approached another closed door, on her right, about ten feet down the hall.
Just as she reached it, the door flung open and Kristi screamed, bumping against the wall on her left.
Out from the door stepped the outline of a hunchback butler, adroitly holding a silver plate in front of him. He was dressed completely in black with a ghoulish latex mask covering his face.
"For you, madam," he said in a slow, deep voice.
Kristi saw the envelope on the tray. She picked it up as though it would break with her touch. The butler bowed slightly and stepped backwards into the room, shutting the door as he did.
About the same time she wondered how she was going to read what was in the envelope in the darkness of the hallway, a very dim light flickered on beside her. She opened the envelope carefully, the noise seemingly filling the house.
Kristi pulled out a card and held it close to the light.
"Follow me. Should your blouse and skirt become wet in your travels, remove them and burn them. New clothes await you at the end of your journey."
The note was signed "Your butler."
Kristi looked at the closed door. She took one more look back toward the front door, then followed the butler's path.
This room, also, was nearly pitch black. It seemed to be about the size of an average bedroom, but without any signs of furniture. Still clutching the note and envelope, Kristi took a couple steps forward.
Instantly, a steady flow of air, steam and mist poured from all directions. The woman screamed once more and turned to face another direction. Wherever she faced, the effect was the same.
Within seconds, her clothes clung to her as though she had been swimming and she was chilled to the bone. A sudden whoosh at her side caused her to jump back. She turned to gaze at a roaring fire inside a stone fireplace. Meanwhile, the rush of air and moisture seemed to subside, hanging in the air like a fog.
Amid all the commotion surrounding her, the heat of the fire stood out. She was drawn to it. Then she remembered her instructions.
Kristi stood for a moment, contemplating her choices. She had none, she decided. She was to burn her blouse and skirt. The heat from the fire comforted her. The task at hand did not.
She first stepped out of her soaked shoes. Then she gradually unzipped her skirt. Kristi grabbed it by the waistband and pushed it down, feeling the damp material cling to her calves.
They were watching, weren't they? Somehow in the darkness, she imagined they were watching.
The skirt fell to the floor and she lifted it to her hands with her foot. As gracefully as possible, she slid it off her foot and held it. After a moment's hesitation, she flung it into the flames.
The black skirt only fleetingly dulled the roar of the fire. Then it was consumed. Kristi stared at it as the material disappeared. She had always loved fires. Would she after tonight?
Her hands came together at the top button of her blouse. One by one she worked her way down the shirt. As it opened and pulled away from her body, the fire's heat struck her in the chest. She found herself in a hurry to get the blouse off.
It fell from her shoulders and arms when she finished the last button. Without hesitation the blouse was thrown to the flames. Standing now in her thin, white bra and matching panties, Kristi soaked in the warmth of the fire.
If she wasn't being watched now, she knew it wouldn't be long in coming. She felt the eyes and determined it was now. She crossed her arms in front of her and looked around the room.
As if on cue, a door she had not noticed before opened near one corner of the room. She hated to leave the fire, but strode toward the door in her bare feet. Some mist still hung in the air and she felt the chill returning.
When she got to the open door, she looked into a slightly more amply lit room. Beyond the open door was a towering stone archway. She walked through the door, arms still crossed at the base of her breasts.
As she walked through the archway, she looked around the room. Again—almost nothing. Hooks on the four walls held what appeared to be ancient lanterns. The eerie glow from the lamps cast long, dark shadows in all directions from her feet. There were no chairs. No tables.
Kristi shrieked when a robed figure appeared almost magically from a revolving panel in the wall opposite her. It was the grim reaper with a six-foot tall sickle, his face covered in a featureless, white mask.
He took two steps forward and stopped. Raising his left hand slowly, he signaled for her to approach him. Kristi's arms hung now at her side as she inched ahead. When she was within about four or five feet of the man, he raised his hand in a gesture for her to stop.
She watched as he positioned the sickle in both hands in front of him. To her disbelief, the curved blade of the instrument advanced toward her. She held her breath at first, then heard herself taking short, stuttering breaths.
The sickle was only a foot away, the blade curving down in the direction of her feet. She leaned back as it got closer. In a non-threatening manner, the blade grazed the bottom of her chin and lowered itself until resting in the cleavage between her breasts.



Kristi couldn't move. The sickle blade began to descend and in a smooth, quick motion, cut her bra in half. The woman gasped as the blade swung back toward the man in the robe.
One cup of the bra hung on her cold, erect nipple while the other hung loosely beside her exposed breast. Kristi didn't have huge breasts, but they were full and firm. She was just happy now that they were uncut. Her fear returned, however, with the raising of the sickle once more.
This time, the blade grazed across her breast and knocked aside the part of the bra covering her left breast. Both nipples stood out plainly in the flickering light and Kristi took deep breaths, making the rise and fall of her breasts even more pronounced.
The man's left hand rose and extended toward her. Kristi interpreted it one way. He wanted the bra. With a dip of each shoulder in succession, the bra was in her hands. She leaned forward and handed it to him. The white object disappeared into deep pockets of the robe.
But he wasn't done. The blade once again pointed at her, this time lower. With quick movements of his hands on the sickle, the blade was at the top of her panties, just above the waistband and just in front of her bare skin.
Kristi shuddered as the metal pushed against her stomach, then proceeded inside her sheer, white panties. Meticulously, the blade went lower, pulling the top of her panties with it. With the blade almost directly over her clit, the man pulled down with an abrupt, swift motion.
The material shredded as if it didn't exist. Kristi's pussy was left completely exposed, remnants of her panties clinging to her hips as the sickle was returned to its owner.
The raising of his left hand was met, again, by the removing of the garment and the exchange from woman to man. Kristi stood naked in front of the reaper, her 115-pound frame marvelously glistening in the dim light. She saw the man's eyes examine her from within the mask and she felt her situation to be strangely erotic.
Without a word, he reached out a hand to her. In it was a small piece of paper. After she took it, he turned and exited through the same wall from which he came.
Kristi quickly opened the folded sheet of paper.
"Do not fear death."
Kristi's heart jumped before she was able to gather herself again. Nothing that had happened to her so far had indicated they intended to seriously harm her, let alone kill her. She had to think positive and continue to look for ways to escape.
She pushed against the wall where the grim reaper had come and gone, but it didn't budge. Kristi began to walk along the wall, looking for an exit. The cool, damp air made her breasts and ass feel exceptionally frosty.
She worked her way back around to the archway and walked through it, suspecting the door behind it would be locked. It was. She continued making her way along each wall, unsuccessful in finding a getaway.
When she returned to the wall that had produced and then taken back the grim reaper, she pushed against virtually every square inch. Her breasts were nearly touching the wall she was so close and so desperate to make it move.
Suddenly, it did move. The budging of the apparently immovable object sent adrenaline rushing through the woman's body. She pushed harder and that portion of the wall swung away from her.
Kristi was hit in the face immediately with a blast of thick fog. She didn't let it deter her. She walked forward into even thicker murkiness, stubbing her toe against something in the meantime.
"Ouch," she muttered, lifting her foot to see if it was a step. It was. Although there was light amidst the fog, making out anything was impossible due to the thickness of the haze. She took another step up.
OK. Now she knew what faced her and she began to climb. She reached for a handrail, but there were none. Just a rough wall.
"Eeeekk. Shit."
A hand brushing against her ass caused her to shriek. Then another one touched her right breast and she screamed again. Every couple of steps produced more groping from both directions.
Kristi thought she had to be reaching the top of the stairs when hands on both sides of her took firm hold of her arms and held her in place. Her screams echoed in the narrow stairway before she calmed down.
From her right, a hand engulfed her right breast and kneaded it gently. From her left, another hand cupped her left ass cheek. The hand in front began to manipulate the woman's nipple, rolling it between soft fingers. Kristi closed her eyes, fighting back the pleasurable feelings flowing through her body. With each twist of the nipple, Kristi felt a surge rush to her pussy.
As if on cue, the hand in front moved down her stomach and found the thin strip of hair covering her pussy. Her arms were still being held tightly as the hand in front unhurriedly searched the area between her legs. The hand on her ass continued to massage her cheek, occasionally moving down to her thigh and up toward her cunt.
Kristi gasped as the hand in front grazed past her clit and down to her vagina. She could feel the dampness gathering inside her and wanted desperately not to let the person groping her know she was stimulated.
The hand moved back up to her clit and began to rub it in all directions. The hand behind her moved inside her legs and reached up toward her cunt. Kristi spread her legs as the desire to have a finger inside her overcame her fear. The finger reached the entrance to her cunt, then stopped tantalizingly close to entering her.
Her clit was growing by the second under the influence of the other hand. She found her body grinding against the hand in rhythm with its actions.
From behind a wall, a voice said, "Do you want it?"
At the same time, the finger between her legs touched her cunt once more. And stopped.
"Answer me."
Kristi almost whispered, "No."
She felt the fingertip enter her, then slide out. She wanted it all and he knew it because of her dripping pussy.
"Do you want it?"
The woman was on the verge of tears...and an orgasm. Her clit throbbed as fingers rubbed across it faster and harder.
"Yes," she finally blurted out.
Between her legs she immediately felt the hand move higher. The man's middle finger began to enter her. The moisture in her cunt allowed him to effortlessly insert his hand up to the knuckle.
Kristi groaned with satisfaction as the finger began sliding in and out of her, gliding along her g-spot inside the waiting cunt. This continued for nearly a minute before her body began to quiver.
That's when the hands pulled back--all but the two holding her arms, which was a good thing because the woman wasn't sure she could stand after the onslaught of the two hands. Her body shuddered with desire as the voice returned: "Do not fear death."
Gradually, the hands holding her arms let go and she walked up the last few steps. Reaching a door, she found the knob and turned it.
The woman entered another totally stark room, closing the door behind her. In the dead center of the room, on a raised stand about three feet off the ground, was a coffin. Otherwise, the room was vacant. Lamps on the four walls put out just enough light to be able to see clearly.
Kristi walked quietly on bare feet toward the coffin. She felt the wetness between her legs and the tingling in her breast as she approached. The lid of the coffin was raised and she peered down into the box. Empty.
She looked around the room. There was one door in the wall opposite of where she had entered. Kristi knew it would be useless, but she walked over and tried the door anyway. Locked.
The woman glanced back at the coffin. The words came to her: "Do not fear death." She walked silently back to the casket and looked in.
"Shit," she murmured. She held the coffin with both hands and shook it. It was sturdy. Raising her right leg first, she put it inside the box. Then she rolled over and lowered the rest of her body into it. The white satin covering felt good against her nakedness.
Slowly, she lowered her head, her hands crossed on her stomach. Kristi could practically hear her heart beating inside the coffin.
A minute later, the sound of a door opening caught her ear. She stared up at the ceiling, afraid to budge. Then she shuddered when the Jason mask appeared above her feet. A second later, the grim reaper—without his sickle—was next to her.
They began reaching into the corners of the casket and Kristi heard metal scrape against metal. Within seconds, the four walls of the casket and the lid swung down toward the floor and she lay on the white satin exposed on all sides. And a third man—the butler—had now joined the first two.
Jason stood at her feet. He reached and grabbed Kristi around the calves right above the ankles. With a gentle but powerful tug, he pulled her toward him. She felt her legs extend beyond the end of the table she lay on, but her ass remained on solid ground. The woman clung to the sides now, fearful of falling off.
What happened next came rapidly and unexpectedly. Jason moved forward, spreading Kristi's legs as he did so. The man reached for the front of his robe and lifted it with one hand. A second pull upward exposed his thick, hard cock.
A minute ago Kristi might have welcomed the sight of the shaft. Now it scared her. But when the tip of the cock touched the entrance to her vagina, she once again felt a twinge of need.
"No, please," she cried instinctively.
One of the men beside her went, "Shhh," and Kristi obeyed.
The cock began to slide between the folds of skin. The man behind the mask felt the moisture that remained there and pushed a little harder. The first two inches of the cock disappeared inside the woman's vagina.
Kristi sighed noticeably, then held her breath and closed her eyes. She felt the cock continue forward and it began to fill her cunt. She panted and clutched the sides of the makeshift bed. Soon, the man was all the way in.
Kristi had never felt so...filled...by a cock before. Despite a momentary discomfort when it first entered her, she now found herself taking pleasure in the feeling. He began pumping into her more rapidly and her juices flowed once again. Soon, his hands were under her ass, pulling her closer.
The woman opened her eyes suddenly when she felt something resting on her open mouth. The grim reaper had opened his robe and put his cock on Kristi's lips. Meanwhile, the butler was bending over her body, sucking on one of her breasts.
She didn't wait for instructions. Her tongue ran along the bottom of the cock at her mouth. It twitched when she got to the tip, and each time she repeated the process. Soon, the tip of the cock was inside her mouth, followed by the entire length of the shaft.
Once the cock began sliding in and out of her mouth, she was able to concentrate on what was happening to her body. The man at her breasts was licking and sucking noisily, driving surges of lust down her body. Jason was thrusting into her harder and faster, slapping his legs against her bare thighs each time.
Kristi wrapped her legs around the man fucking her, trying to keep him as deep in her as she could. With her head now turned fully on its side, she was taking the reaper's cock in her mouth, holding the base of the shaft with one hand.
The sounds of sex filled a room that, minutes ago, was deathly silent. The sounds increased as Kristi neared an orgasm.
"Ahhh, yes. Yes," she cried out. She felt the cock in her pussy throb with excitement. The reaper had temporarily pulled out of her mouth, but she quickly reinserted his cock, stroking it firmly. At her breast, the butler had nearly half of her tit in his mouth.
It only took a couple more minutes for Kristi to reach her climax. Her body lifted off the surface she lay on and a muffled scream came out of her cock-filled mouth. When the orgasm began in earnest, she thrust her hips against Jason's cock. She felt one surge after another flow through her cunt and he matched her thrust for thrust.
The men watched her body convulse with a second orgasm at the same time Jason finally came. He screamed out in satisfaction as his cum poured into the beautiful blonde's tight pussy. He felt her muscles tighten around his cock and he erupted a half dozen more times.
The butler couldn't contain himself any more and had his own cock exposed from inside his suit, masturbating as fast as he could. When the reaper was on the verge of cumming, he pulled his cock from Kristi's mouth and stroked it directly over her tits. Both he and the butler came in prolonged blasts of cum, covering her breasts in a matter of seconds.
The woman lay back on the table, feeling Jason's soft cock being pulled from her and the last of the other two men's cum landing on her chest. She was nearly breathless and simply laid there, recovering.
She barely noticed when the men left the room. Her hands covered her eyes for a while, then fell to her side. She looked down at the pool of cum dripping over her breasts and down her sides. All she could think of doing was to roll over and let the liquid rub off against the white satin. This did little more than spread it out over her chest, but she felt somewhat better.
Kristi rolled off what had been the bottom of a coffin and onto the floor. She glanced at the door where the men had exited and noticed a piece of paper stuck to the door.
She walked stiffly to the note and read it in the dim light.
"Your bath awaits."
Kristi turned the doorknob and the door creaked open. The beauty of this room, compared to the others, was stunning. A fire blazed to her right, while in the middle of the room was a large circle of four-foot high candlesticks. Each one held a lit candle. In the middle of the circle was a gigantic, black cauldron.
The woman advanced toward the improvised tub and noticed a washcloth hung over the edge. Floating on top of the water was a small bar of soap. The atmosphere with the fire and candles was as peaceful as any she'd experienced during the ordeal. She could only hope that it would last.
She stepped between two candles and stood at the side of the cauldron. If it were another foot in diameter it would have been as large as some hot tubs she'd seen. She raised her right leg and dipped her foot into the water. Perfectly warm. Steadying herself with both hands, she crawled in.
When she sat she found the cauldron quite comfortable, with its gently curving sides. Kristi allowed her body to slide under the water until her ass settled on the flat bottom surface of the tub. The water rose to her neck and she sat still for a moment, just enjoying the warmth wrapped around her.
Eventually, she pulled the washcloth into the water and reached for the soap. After lathering up the cloth, she put it to her chest and began to softly wipe off her breasts. As her hands slid back and forth across her nipples, she thought back to the mouth on them in the other room...the cock in her own mouth...and the thick shaft that caused her to cum.
Her hand moved down her stomach and onto her pussy. Small quakes shook her body as her fingers crossed over her clit and down to her cunt. She had certainly been fulfilled just a few minutes earlier, but her body indicated it wanted more.
Perhaps in a different situation—in a different setting—she would have played with herself more intently. But the feeling of the hidden eyes on her returned and she decided not to give in.
She felt cleaner. Refreshed. She spent another five minutes in the water thinking about how to get out of the house. The woman didn't have an answer at the moment, but realized she had to keep her eyes and ears open for opportunities.
Kristi was jolted back into reality when a door opened behind her and the hunchback butler in the latex mask appeared. This time he was holding a tray with what appeared to be thick, white towels on it.
He walked to the edge of the ring of candles and announced in a deep voice, "Your towel and robe, madam."
Kristi suddenly became conscious of her nakedness in the water and put her arms across her chest. Then she thought back to what the man had already seen...and done...and pulled herself out of the cauldron of water.
The woman picked up the towel off the tray and stood beside him, letting it fall open in front of her. Water trailed from the tub to where she stood outside the ring of candles. It dripped off her breasts and down her body, between her legs and down her thighs. She felt the tingle return to her pussy as she stood next to the strange costumed man.
She began to dry herself, beginning at the shoulders. She ran her hands over her breasts and down her stomach. She only briefly touched between her legs before continuing down to her ankles.
Kristi felt uncomfortable bending over just a few feet from the stiffly standing butler. She knew his eyes were all over her as she leaned back up and dried her back, leaving her breasts exposed once more.
The chill in the air was returning as she removed the robe from the tray and replaced it with the towel. A short, white robe unfolded and she slipped it on. It tied around her waist, extending halfway down her thighs.
Kristi tugged at one side of the opening in the front, attempting to cover her breasts the best she could. The robe was something, at least, but she knew it must have been an appealing sight for whoever was watching. Her ass felt as if it would fall out from behind the soft material at any moment.
"Wait here, madam, and your route will become clear," the butler said abruptly before turning to leave her alone in the room again. Kristi watched the beauty of the flickering candles. She almost forgot her surroundings until a door opened in the far corner of the room.
She didn't wait for instructions, just walked toward the door. At first the room on the other side seemed darker than all the others, but soon after stepping through the door her eyes began to adjust.
What she began to see didn't thrill her. The walls of the room were covered with chains and shackles either hanging from the ceiling or attached directly to the walls. In one corner was a stockade with a padded kneeling area; another corner held a metal cage; and another had a large wooden rack.
She entered the room and it brightened with each step. Lights in the ceiling glowed brighter until she stood in the center, looking at all the paraphernalia.
From nowhere, a voice said, "Choose the correct constraint, and you will be set free."
She wanted to scream, "And what if I choose incorrectly?" But she didn't. She thought she probably knew the answer to that one.
Kristi looked at a couple pairs of shackles and moved on. She stood by the rack for a moment, but passed it up. More wrist and ankle restraints in the wall were left behind before she stood in front of the stockade.
The simplicity of the thing drew her to it. With some hesitation, she knelt on the foam pad and pushed her hands through the tight, cushioned arm holes. Then her head slid through the equally tight fitting hole in the center of the stockade.
She instantly felt the cool air hitting her bare ass. She imagined it was now in full view as she could feel the bottom of her robe riding across her waist and hips.
If choosing the stockade was supposed to magically open an escape route, it didn't happen. Instead, Kristi heard footsteps approaching from behind.
"Wrong choice," a man's voice said. She wanted to turn her head and look, but couldn't. A second later someone was walking around her and standing in front of her. She looked up and saw the Clinton mask. She also sensed someone behind her.
She reflected back on the previous rooms and characters and determined this was the last two of her abductors. Maybe this truly was the end.
Kristi flinched when a hand lifted her robe and pushed it up her back, fully exposing her ass and legs. At the same time she watched the man near her head pull down his zipper. He reached inside the open pants and pulled out a semi-erect cock.



From behind her, the man said, "Spread your legs."
Kristi obeyed the best she could without falling off the kneeling pad. The man in front had his hand wrapped around his cock when the woman heard the first swoosh. She screamed loudly as her ass received the sting of the leather flogger.
After expecting a cock to enter her, the sting of the fabric against her ass was even more shocking. Again and again it struck her, wrapping around her hip and between her legs. She could feel the long strands of leather as the man pulled the whip away each time. Sometimes they caught on the inside of her thigh and scraped along the bottom of her pussy.
After a half dozen strikes, she felt herself beginning to respond sexually—wanting the material to touch her there.
The cock near her face was fully erect now and pointed directly at her mouth. She was getting so aroused from the whipping that, if she could have, she would have reached for the cock and shoved it in her mouth. But she didn't have to.
The man stepped forward and Kristi opened her mouth. She accepted the warm cock and immediately began licking and sucking it. Soon, the man was fucking her face as the whip continued to strike her from behind.
She moaned with mixed pleasure and pain, clamping her lips down on the cock. Her hips moved in rhythm with the cock entering her mouth as Kristi imagined another inside her cunt. Leather struck her again and she cried out. She was sure the man with the whip was purposely aiming for her pussy, driving her ever closer to an orgasm.
It only took a couple minutes for the man in the Clinton mask to announce his pending orgasm with a loud grunt. Kristi felt the cock throb as he shoved it inside her mouth and held it in place. Then another thrust. Another grunt. Precum hit her tongue and Kristi moaned her own sign of approval.
The man began a violent plunging of his cock into the woman's mouth and cum spurted out. Kristi swallowed the best she could, loosing some cum out the corner of her mouth. The man came again and again as the whip struck Kristi's ass.
Her body screamed for satisfaction as she sucked harder on the cock and felt more cum flow down her throat. His groans subsided, along with the cock, and Kristi took a breath. He pulled out and she licked the remaining cum from her lips.
"Fuck me, please."
The words surprised her after she said them. But she meant it.
The whipping stopped and she heard movement behind her. Then two hands were on her hips and she knew what was coming. The cock hit the bottom of her ass before sliding to the entrance to her vagina.
Kristi was so wet she barely felt it enter her. Two hands moved under her and opened her robe, letting her breasts swing free. Both hands held a breast as the man began to fuck her, as asked.
He squeezed her nipples and breasts as the cock penetrated her. She held onto the arm holes with her hands, making the entire stockade creak with each of his thrusts. Kristi felt the long shaft fill her vagina and feeling thrilled her.
The leftover orgasm from the earlier room was peaking once more. With a shameless scream of satisfaction, she began to cum. Her body shook against the constraint surrounding her. Perhaps this inability to move caused the sensation inside her body to be intensified.
From deep inside her abdomen she felt her orgasm explode over and over.
"Oh, God. Yes. God. Yes. Yes. Yes."
The more she cried the harder the cock plunged into her. Finally, he came, too. With a brutal grunt and one last thrust, his cum was forced through his shaft and against the walls of her womb. Kristi felt the warm fluid begin to fill her and she urged him on.
This unexpected support from the beautiful blonde in front of him resulted in several more powerful stabs into her cunt. He held her by the hips until he couldn't cum any more. Totally spent, he pulled out and rested his cock on the top of her red ass.
Cum leaked onto her skin before he tucked the limp cock away again.
Kristi let the men walk out of the room before she extracted herself from the wooden blockade. She rested on her knees for a second before standing up and pulling her robe shut around her.
The woman had to make a choice again. Which of the several forms of constraint would free her? She began to look closer at the wall area surrounding some of the chains and devices.
Finally she found it. It appeared as though a window in the room had been covered with paneling, but not permanently. Of course, this could have been from the redecorating that obviously had to be done to create the house of horrors. But, nowhere else in the room did an escape present itself.
Kristi turned to face the center of the room and was about to put her wrist inside one of the manacles when her eyes looked down. About five feet to her left there was a crack in the flooring. She followed the crack around with her eyes as it formed a perfect square. Too unusual to be a coincidence, she moved over to it.
She tried to pry it open with her fingers, but couldn't. The woman also noticed that if she stood squarely on it, her hands would fit into more shackles. This time she completed the task of snapping the metal restraints around her little wrists.
A few seconds, later the grinding of gears and rattling of chains above her made her tremble. She looked up and watched as the chains holding her manacles in place began to rise until her arms were stretched above her head. Then, just as suddenly as it started, the grinding stopped.
With her small robe barely closed around her and inching up her bare legs, Kristi waited for the worst.
A door across from her opened and the butler appeared, followed by the Clinton mask until, eventually, all five of her captors stood in front of her.
"Good choice." She recognized the voice of the apparent leader from her capture. "You will be leaving us soon. But, before you go..."
The man untied her robe and let it lay open. Kristi's stunning breasts looked even more beautiful pulled up high onto her chest. He put one in his mouth and sucked on the nipple. Even after what she had been through, it felt marvelous. She watched the other men look on as the leader sucked one tit, then the other. His hand brushed over her clit briefly and she rose onto her toes in response.
"We hope you enjoyed the ride. In a minute, you'll see a way out. The keys are in your car."
The man turned to walk away and the others followed. Then he looked back at Kristi: "We'll be out looking for the next victim. Don't stop along the road tonight."
The door opened and they disappeared once more.
Kristi shrieked softly as the grinding began again and she was lifted a few inches off the ground. Then the area in the floor on which she had just been standing fell open. The chains began to lower her through the trapdoor and down into a darkened room. Inch by inch she sank into the room. Before she got to the ground, she saw a window and door. Outside, she saw the cars lighted dimly by the porch light.
She looked down and a silver key shown brightly on the floor. The mechanism dropped her directly onto it and let her arms fall far enough so she could pick it up. When she was free, she closed the robe around her once more and walked to the door. In the back of her mind she expected it not to open. It did.
Kristi ran to her car in excitement and fear. As she pulled away from the house, she looked one last time in her rear view mirror. The porch light went out and Kristi headed home.



        

  
    Treating Joe Bevins
  
  Treating Joe Bevins

        Young women in costume look for treats from neighbor.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/treating-joe-bevins

Title: Treating Joe Bevins

Author: eroslit

Category: Group Sex

Description: Young women in costume look for treats from neighbor.

Tags: joe laughed, alison asked, joe wife, trick treat, wife son, joe reached, bowl candy, black shoes, fuck guy, halloween night




Now that I’m older—I’ll be twenty-five soon—I often wonder why I did some of the things I did in high school. Like going out for trick or treat when I was eighteen. I mean, why? Was it some attempt to regain my childhood?
Actually, no. Because when I think back on it, I know exactly why I did it. I did it to drive Joe Bevins insane.
He lived two houses down from me. He was about thirty then and, God, was he hot. I’d watch him from my bedroom window when he cut the grass in the summer in those shorts and that tank top. I’d play with myself and cum once when he cut the front yard and once when he cut the back.
By the time Halloween rolled around, this stud deserved a payback from me.
Alison and I used to trick or treat together when we were growing up. She lived on the block behind us and we were the same age. Well, OK. She was a few months older. But didn’t act like it.
She was such a flirt. If only her sex life had been as good as her imagination. Alison really knew how to get the guys hard with those little skirts and tight sweaters she wore. But when it came to actually doing it? She’d back off.
So we were a good team. She taught me how to flirt and I told her about all the guys I did. I was hoping she’d listen to some of my tales of lust and love and get some for herself.
Her lack of sex had nothing to do with her looks. Alison was a tall brunette with killer legs, a perfect butt and full tits. She just didn’t need to get it as much as me, I guess. Myself? If I heard one more person tell me I was “cute” somebody was going to die.
As Halloween approached, I got serious about planning a way to get to Joe Bevins. I wanted to see that cock up close and personal. And I wanted him to see Alison and I at our flirtatious best.
Preparations started the first week of October. Alison and I were driving back from the mall when I first mentioned my idea.
“Sure, I know who you mean,” Alison said when I mentioned Joe. “He’s OK.”
“OK? He’s more than OK,” I demanded.
“So what about him?”
I had practiced what I’d say to her to make sure she’d buy into the plan. “Don’t you think it would be fun to go over to his place on Halloween night and put on a show for him?”
Playing on Alison’s aptitude for flirting, I believed, was better than just blurting out that we should fuck this guy.
“You want to fuck this guy?” Alison asked with a sly smile.
It’s never a good thing to know somebody too well. It makes it nearly impossible to trick them into anything.
“God, Alison. You are so…”
“Subtle?”
“Whatever happened to the shy Alison I used to know?” I asked.
“Hey, I didn’t say I wanted to do this guy. I asked if YOU did,” she corrected me.
I abandoned my plan. “I think WE should. I think WE should dress up on Halloween night, wait for his wife to take the kid out and then give him a show.”
“And if he goes with them?”
I thought for a second. “Then we wait till they get back. No bid deal.”
Alison was silent for a moment. It was probably this indecisiveness that had reduced her sex life to one encounter with Jeff Hastings. We won’t EVEN go into those gory details. God.
“What are you thinking of dressing up as?” she finally asked.
I replied instantly. “A nurse. A sexy nurse.”
“Well, duh. Like I had to guess THAT.”
“What?” I asked. “That I’d go as a nurse?”
She made a face at me that I totally understood.
“We need to get you something,” I suggested. Of course, I already had decided what it would be, but I was going to let Alison have her own voice in the matter, too.
“What do you recommend?” Alison was way smart sometimes. She knew it was useless to even make a proposal.
“How about something like a schoolgirl? You have great legs and we can get a halter top that ties together and a short skirt and white socks and little black shoes and…you know, an innocent little schoolgirl.”
“That’s me, alright.”
“Perfect. We’ll go shopping tomorrow for what we need,” I said with finality.
That’s how it all started.
I was actually very pleased with the costumes. My nurse’s outfit zipped all the way down the front, beginning at a neckline that plunged to the top of my breasts. The dress stopped halfway to my knees and clung to my ass like shrink-wrap. I added a pair of white heels and a stethoscope to complete the uniform.
Alison’s outfit made me wet just looking at it before she put it on. The white halter-top wasn’t going to conceal much even when tied, I decided, and the short plaid skirt was slit up the side to where it snapped at the hip. With a pair of white socks pulled up to her knees and shiny black shoes, she could have made any teacher cum on the spot.
We met at my house late on Halloween afternoon. We slipped on the briefest thongs that we owned and then the rest of our skimpy costumes. It was a good thing Joe lived as close as he did because it was going to be cool out and we had lots of skin showing. Lots of skin.
We stood at the window in my bedroom watching the Bevins house. Right at 6 p.m. we saw Joe’s wife and little son heading down the street.
“Perfect,” I said. “Let’s go. We should have at least half an hour.”
Alison and I ran down the stairs and out the front door. We rapidly walked up the sidewalk, my heels clicking loudly in the dark, still night. I wasn’t sure what Alison had in her mind at the time, but I knew what I wanted. It just had to be a quick, precision strike. We were the smart bombs and Joe Bevins’ cock was the target.
Joe’s wife and son were only a couple houses farther up the street when we approached his brightly lit porch. I pulled my dress tight against my body and noticed Alison opening her shirt an extra inch or so. From the side I could practically make out her entire tit. This was going to work, I thought.
I rang the doorbell.
The look on the man’s face when he rounded the corner with a bowl of candy in his hand was precious. He opened the storm door and we greeted him in unison:
“Trick or treat.”
From his higher perch inside the house his view must have been spectacular. The top of my stethoscope was about the only thing covering me above the nipples and Alison might as well have not had a shirt on.
“Well, hi girls,” Joe stammered. His hand was inside the bowl but his eyes were not looking for someplace to put the candy.
“Hi. We heard you were giving out beer,” I said nonchalantly, my finger twirling the end of the stethoscope in circles just below my tits.
Joe laughed nervously. “Rumors.”
“So it’s not true? All you’re going to offer us are candy bars?” Alison chimed in with serious disappointment in her voice.
She stuck her hip out and placed both hands behind her ass, causing her ample chest to protrude even farther and the skirt to all but separate up her thigh. With a slight tilt of the head, she completed the pouty look.
Joe remained relatively calm under the attack. “Well, how do I know you’re old enough to drink beer?”
“I’ve been held back twice and she’s licensed,” Alison promptly answered.
I couldn’t hold back my giggle before falling back into character.
“I see,” Joe said. He looked at me and asked, “What are you licensed in?”
I held up my stethoscope. “Treating people. Need a checkup?”
I saw Joe glance up the street in the general direction of where his wife and son were last seen.
“Come on in,” he said.
The door swung open and I followed Alison inside the house. Why I felt like a safecracker who just opened the vault I’ll never know.
Toys were strewn about the living room to our right, verifying a child lived here. In the hallway was a single rubber ball resting in the corner.
Joe placed the bowl of candy on a chair just inside the living room and told us to follow him down the hall. The once-again-shy Alison fell in line behind me.
We entered the kitchen and watched our host pull open the refrigerator. Within seconds cold cans of beer were in our hands.
“I don’t do this for just any trick or treaters you know,” he said as Alison and I pulled open the tabs on our cans.
“I certainly hope not,” I said. “You should leave little girls alone.”
Alison didn’t let the remark go unnoticed. “Hey, speak for yourself.”
Joe laughed. “I don’t think you’re so little.”
The man took an extended look up and down Alison’s body. She had very little on in reality, but even less in his mind.
There was silence as Alison and I took long drinks. Joe wasn’t joining us other than to watch.
He looked at me and nodded toward my stethoscope. “So, does that thing work?”
I may have only been eighteen with a “B” average in school, but I knew he was giving me the OK to take the game to another level. With time running short, I wasn’t about to drag this out.
“Oh, yeah,” I said, stepping toward him. When I got within an arm’s length, I placed the earpieces in my ears and raised the listening device. With somewhat shaky hands, I lifted his shirt and placed the metal piece on his chest.
I couldn’t tell about his, but my heart was racing. I felt him twitch when my hand made contact with his chest, then the beating of his heart DID register in my ears. It was loud and clear…and rapid.
I looked up into his face and saw his eyes focused on the opening in the top of my dress. A second later his eyes met mine and he smiled.
I lowered the stethoscope farther down his chest, past his stomach and below his belt. Before he could stop me, my hand was in his crotch.
I wasn’t sure what I expected to find, but even I was a little shocked to feel the hardness of his cock. The first tingle rippled through my pussy as I traced the outline of his shaft.
“Ah. There we go,” I said calmly. “Everything seems to be fine.” My hand was sliding up and down the outside of his jeans, the metal piece of the stethoscope rubbing against the length of his cock.
“Let me check this more closely.” I dropped the earpieces back around my neck and let the stethoscope hang as I pushed one hand inside his jeans. Instantly, I was holding the thickening cock and pulling it up inside his boxers. After just a couple strokes I could feel it pulsing in my palm.
Joe yanked the stethoscope from around my neck and placed it on a counter. Then he grabbed the top of my zipper and pulled it down to my navel. Our faces were within inches of each other as I fondled his cock and he pulled my dress open.
His hands engulfed my breasts and began a gentle kneading that sent shivers down my back. When he put the nipples between his fingers and squeezed, I moaned out loud.
Immediately, I felt his cock reach full erection. I had to have it.
Joe reached for my zipper the same time I reached for his. My dress was laying open from top to bottom long before I had his zipper down, his belt unfastened and his jeans unsnapped.
His hands were all over my body. They cupped my breasts again, slid down my stomach and found my thong-covered pussy. By then I had his pants pushed down to his ankles and was hooking the waistband of his boxers with my fingers.
I saw Alison staring intently at the huge bulge in the man’s shorts. I pulled the boxers out from his body and lowered them to his thighs.
Joe’s magnificent cock sprung upward as if it, too, wanted to see and feel my tits. My arms were intertwined with Joe’s as he reached around my body to clutch my ass. After a quick squeeze of both cheeks, he moved his hands back around to the front and inside my thong.
His fingers hit my clit and I gasped. My hand was wrapped around his cock and I squeezed it harder as his finger entered my wet cunt. He was practically lifting me off the ground with his hand fucking. In return, I was stroking his cock like it had been years since I’d seen one.
Poor Alison had to be suffering from listening to the moans coming from Joe and I and watching our mutual attacks on each other’s bodies. I probably would have had my hand up under my skirt, so I give her credit for her restraint.
I hated to make Joe move his hand, but I had to have him in my mouth. I knelt down on the tile floor and began licking the underside of his cock with long, slow strokes. I pushed his boxers to his ankles and continued licking the magnificent shaft.
When my lips finally engulfed his cock and I felt the warmth in my mouth, Joe motioned for Alison to come to him. My head was bobbing in slow motion as I saw Alison standing next to me.
Joe reached out and deftly opened my friend’s halter-top. I wanted desperately to watch them, but I was too intent on satisfying this guy. I put a hand around the base of his cock and pumped him vigorously while sucking harder and harder.
Joe had Alison’s top pushed open and he was assaulting her beautiful breasts. He leaned forward and put one in his mouth, causing Alison to step closer and allow the man to manipulate it any way he wanted. Over the sounds my own mouth were making I could hear Joe lick and suck Alison in between her moans.
I would have let this go on all night, but we didn’t have all night.
“Lay down,” I said while tapping Joe on the stomach.
He and Alison separated just long enough for the man to get on the floor. Both of them looked at me, apparently waiting for instructions. I was going to let Alison fend for herself. As for me, I moved until my cunt was directly over Joe’s throbbing cock.
I parted my dress down the middle and pulled my thong aside so my pussy was exposed. From there it only took a few seconds for the man’s rigid cock to be inside me. I couldn’t help but sigh when the thick shaft filled me. It was glorious and I was going to make him cum, no matter what he and Alison had planned.
My notion of the shy Alison took something of a hit when she lifted her little skirt, pulled off her thong and sat right down on Joe’s face. We faced each other, smiling the type of smile you could only use when a friend joins you in delicious sex.
Joe quickly grabbed Alison by the hips and placed her body above his mouth. I saw his mouth open and his tongue proceed to stroke her from her clit to the entrance to her vagina. Soon his mouth was wrapped around as much of the area as he could get between his lips.
Alison was holding her skirt up with her hands, her eyes closed in rapture. Once they got into a rhythm I could feel Joe begin to fuck me in earnest.
My hand slid down to my clit and I brought myself to the edge of an orgasm. God, I wanted this to last. But my body revolted.
“Oh, God,” I cried out. “Yes. Yes. Fuck me.”
Joe thrust into me hard enough to raise his ass off the floor. With my fingers flying over my clit, my orgasm exploded from deep inside me. I bounced up and down on the man’s thick cock hoping it would enter me deeper and deeper. I felt my cunt muscles tighten around him with each wave of the orgasm.
My tits bounced uncontrollably as I rocked in every direction feeling the full extent of Joe’s cock inside me. I couldn’t stop groaning as the first orgasm melted into a second. My hand was rubbing my clit so hard I thought I was going to push it inside me. Meanwhile, Joe pushed for all he was worth.
As my orgasm subsided, I managed to squeeze him one last time. This must have been all he needed, as his muffled grunts from underneath Alison were followed by a couple dramatic thrusts and a gush of cum.
“Oh, yes. Cum inside me. That’s it baby,” I said pleadingly.
And Joe came. Three, four plunges of his cock inside me produced a flow of cum. I squeezed again. He grunted as another push brought on another spurt. Then I felt him relax and settle onto the floor once again.
He must have found enough energy to bring Alison to a climax, as it was only seconds later that she joined us. The poor girl was having her clit devoured from below and didn’t dare move that much. Joe clung to her the best he could and I watched with satisfaction as my best friend came repeatedly over this man.
Her breasts were gorgeous as they quivered on her chest. She flung her head back and moaned, lifting the breasts invitingly. I found myself wanting to take one in my mouth, but decided this was not the time or place for that.
This was about Joe Bevins. This was payback.
Finally, Alison was done and the house was quiet except for her heavy breathing. She moved to the side and I saw the moisture glistening around Joe’s mouth. He had that contented look that comes after successfully getting somebody else off. I was happy for him…and Alison.
She and I stood at the same time and rearranged our thongs. I zipped up and Alison retied her halter-top. As Joe began to get dressed and stand, I grabbed my stethoscope from the counter and placed it around my neck.
“Well, I think you’re be better soon,” I said.
He smiled at me. “Babe, I’m not sure how I can get much better.”
“Would you like Santa’s little helpers to visit you at Christmas?” I asked innocently.
“Please do. You can sit on my lap and I’ll tell you everything I want.”
Alison and I promised to make a return visit and headed for the front door. To my pleasant surprise, Alison lifted the back of her skirt and gave Joe one last look at her petite ass. He slapped it playfully.
As we stepped out into the night air, Joe yelled out, “Thanks, girls. Do come back.”
Far down the street a little cowboy was running towards the house with a large bag. It had been a good Halloween for all concerned.



        

  
    On A Mission Ch. 03
  
  On A Mission Ch. 03

        Katie, Kristen & David spend time in the pool.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/on-a-mission-ch-03

Title: On A Mission Ch. 03

Author: eroslit

Category: Group Sex

Description: Katie, Kristen & David spend time in the pool.

Tags: kristen body, kristen katie, katie kristen, kristen leaned, katie suck, water david, david katie, smile david, pool david, shorts katie

Series: On A Mission


Note: I've had several requests for another installment of the "Mission" series, so here it is. I guess it's only fair to let Dr. Hile have his shot at Katie. This is just a short little story to tie up loose ends. If your feedback leads me to believe you want more, I'll do more. As always, thanks for reading my stuff. Traci.
Katie Sherwood had succeeded in turning the happily married, beautiful Kristen Hile into a full-blown bi-curious lover. Katie, 19, and Kristen, 28, had more in common than they thought at first. Most importantly, they both yearned for sex nearly 24 hours a day and now that Kristen had discovered the wonders of another woman, her chances of being satisfied instantly doubled.
Dr. David Hile knew of the women's attraction toward each other by observing them make love by the pool on a warm early summer day. And Katie knew he knew. Not that the young, lovely Katie needed a reason to capture the doctor's attention. He lusted after her long before she flaunted her control over his wife…and him.
She had teased him, put her precious lips around his rigid cock, and left him to suffer without satisfying him. She was like that. And he loved it.
Now it was time for the women to address the issue of getting David involved in their action. Kristen felt comfortable enough—after several times in bed with Katie—to introduce her husband into the mix without jeopardizing their marriage. To the contrary, she saw it as an opportunity to make the marriage better.
Kristen had always been naïve.
Katie baby-sat for the Hile children every day, all day. It gave her and Kristen ample opportunity to talk…and other things. It was during one of these talks that the subject of David came up once more.
"I think he'd be fine with it," Kristen was saying. "Isn't it supposed to be every man's dream to be with two women?"
"I guess," Katie shrugged. "But you're his wife and it's possible he'll be possessive and not want to share."
"So he says no. That won't affect us, will it?" Kristen asked.
"Of course not." Katie thought for a second while they both drank iced tea. "But isn't the idea of the three of us together something that you just have to try?"
"Yep. And if I know him as well as I think I do, he'll do anything to keep from losing to you," Kristen said. "Let's ask him the next time we're all here together and see what happens."
"OK. I'm ready."
Their opportunity arose two days later. David had worked late the night before and got out of bed after Katie had arrived in the morning. He was finishing breakfast when the two women sat across from him at the table.
He looked up from the paper with a questioning look.
Kristen spoke before he could. "David. Katie and I need to ask you something."
Only for an instant did his mind go back to the day he looked out the window at the two women by the pool.
"Honey, you know I love you more than anything in the world," Kristen continued. "I only want you to be happy."
David's eyes shot back and forth from his wife to the younger girl.
"I'd do anything for you, you know that," Kristen said. "And I know how much you appreciate Katie." She fell short of actually saying she knew how much he lusted after her. "Well, we want to make an offer."
David waited during the brief silence that filled the room. Then said, "OK." The newspaper was laid on the table.
Kristen swallowed hard. "We want to know if…if you'd be interested in…if you'd want to be with Katie and me in bed sometime. All together."
The final two words were said almost in a whisper. David's mind, in the meantime, was back at the window and the pool and the two naked bodies.
"We think it would be cool if the three of us got together one time and just…tried it," Katie added to Kristen's request. The sparkle in her eyes gave away how badly she wanted it to happen.
"You want what?" David asked.
"We want to try a threesome," Kristen said as firmly as she could.
"And what answer were you expecting?"
Katie laughed out loud for a second before catching herself and placing her hand over her mouth. This caused Kristen to snicker, which in turn brought a smile to David's face.
"Is that a yes?" Kristen managed to ask.
David now had the opportunity to ask what he'd wanted to ask his wife since that fateful day. "Are you saying you would have sex with Katie?"
"If you're there," Kristen said with a straight face.
David glanced at Katie, who simply smiled back. "No restrictions?"
"None," Kristen answered.
The bulge between David's legs should have provided the women with all the information they needed about how the doctor felt. But they each gave reassurances that they were good with the idea and eventually set a date based on David's hectic schedule.
It was determined that it would be best if Katie just stayed with the couple one night. That way the kids wouldn't interfere and she'd be available for the following day.
All three of the adults were exceptionally horny by the time the designated evening arrived. The kids thought it was neat having Katie stay for dinner and Kristen was afraid they'd be up all night knowing she was staying. But by 8 p.m. the kids were worn out and easily went to bed.
Kristen re-joined David and Katie in the family room. A bottle of wine was opened and the party began.
Katie was not a huge wine drinker and it didn't take long for the effects to take hold. Her desire for the gorgeous Dr. Hile was growing by the minute, heightened by the knowledge that she would, in fact, have him soon. Kristen sat next to him, her hand on his leg.
It had been a hot early summer day and all three wore shorts. David loved legs and had difficulty keeping his eyes off the two pair in the room with him. Perhaps it was the two pair of breasts pushing against the women's t-shirts that distracted him more.
The conversation was mainly about trivial matters such as music and TV and movies, until Katie broke the ice with the help of one more glass of wine.
"Have you guys done it in the pool, yet?" she asked.
David and Kristen smiled broadly and neither answered at first. Finally, David said, "We've started in the pool and ended up in bed. Does that count?"
"No," Katie said firmly. "I mean in the water."
Kristen's hand rode up her husband's leg until it reached the bottom of his shorts. Katie watched as the woman's fingers disappeared under the pant leg. Above the hand she saw the doctor's cock harden.
"Not yet. Is that something you'd like to do?" David asked, trying to ignore his wife.
"Any time."
Kristen had reached her target and had David's thickening cock firmly in her grasp. The women watched as David repositioned himself, allowing Kristen to point the shaft down his leg. Another inch and he'd be sticking out from under the pant leg.
Instead, Kristen withdrew her hand, lifted her husband's shirt at the waist and unzipped his shorts. They fell open as the woman knelt on the floor in front of him. She used her fingers to slide the cock up until Katie saw the outline of it pointing toward David's stomach.
Kristen unhurriedly pulled down the top of his boxers until the tip of her husband's cock appeared. Finally, the entire shaft was visible. She leaned forward and slid her tongue from the base of the cock to the top. She repeated the process once more before engulfing it with her mouth.
David and Katie looked at each other expressionless, until David closed his eyes. Kristen's head was beginning to bob up and down on his rock hard cock. Katie felt the wetness between her own legs grow as the scene unfolded.
It wasn't long before David said softly, "We better move this to the pool, babe."
Kristen took one more long lick before allowing her husband to pull his boxers up over his rigid cock. They stood up and David closed the zipper on his shorts. Katie didn't need to be told to join them as they began heading outside. David let the women lead the way, his eyes planted on the firm ass of the young girl ahead of him.
When they got to the pool, David faced the two women. They stood side by side, each taking quick glances at the swelling under David's shorts. But he would make them wait. He started with his shirt.
Katie stared at the man's bare chest. It rippled with small, well-defined muscles under a thin layer of hair. His waist curved in slightly under his shorts, which she knew hid a delicious, thick cock.
The girls quickly followed suit and removed their shirts. In the cool evening air, with the anticipation of group sex before them, neither woman was surprised at the erect nature of their nipples.
Their eyes were on the single man by the pool. His eyes were on them, alternating between the breasts he was so used to and the younger breasts he so desired.
He didn't hesitate in removing his shorts. The pressure his cock was exerting needed to be relieved. It sprang up as he dropped the shorts to the ground and stepped out of them. To say he was ready to fuck somebody would have been a gross understatement.
Katie was first to push down her shorts. Kristen was close behind. A moment later, they were naked with panties piled on top of their other clothes.
David didn't know where he wanted to start. Luckily, the choice was going to be made for him.
"Let's go. Everybody in," Katie shouted out. She turned and David and Kristen watched her dive gracefully into the pool. If David hadn't already been hard, the sight of the girl's ass and long legs sliding under the water would have done it.
Kristen grabbed David's hand and they jumped into the water together, feet first. When everyone was back above water, they gathered around each other in a small circle. The lights inside the pool--and the porch light outside--allowed faint outlines to be seen under the water. David watched the women's breasts bob as water splashed over the top of them. The women, in turn, caught distorted glimpses of the man's still-hard cock pointing up at them.
Eventually, the three people were close enough to put their arms around each other. David's hands found the women's asses, and pretty soon each person held a cheek in each hand.
They laughed as the circle became complete and their bodies squeezed together in a tight ring. Each of them fought the craving to embrace one of the others and initiate sex. The expectation that hung in the air like a fog was intoxicating enough. This was foreplay at its very best.
David was the first to yield to the temptation. He moved his hands from the ass of each woman to a breast. He cupped one from each woman, not attempting to make any comparisons. The feeling was overwhelming enough without getting into a scientific study. He pressed the nipples between his fingers and got moans of pleasure in return.
A second later, two hands were fighting for space on his cock. This was a first for him and he nearly came because of the unique sensation. His cock was squeezed and stroked until it ached from numerous attempts to grow beyond its limit.
"I need to be inside somebody before I explode," he said desperately.
The girls smiled and looked at each other.
"Go ahead, Kristen. He's yours," Katie said shyly.
"No. You're the guest," the other woman said in a teasing tone.
David couldn't wait. "Will somebody please lean against the side over there and let me fuck them." He hesitated, then added: "Please."
Katie laughed and turned toward the edge of the pool just a couple feet from where they stood. She took two long strides and reached out for the edge, bending at the waist. Without having to be instructed, she spread her legs and raised her ass.
Both David and Kristen marveled at the magnificence of the sight that confronted them. The roundness of the ass. The curve of the hips. The inviting, neatly shaven pussy. It was all perfect.
Kristen kissed her husband and watched as he moved behind the younger woman. Small waves climbed Katie's back as David approached. Her breasts were half in and half out of the water. She felt marvelously sexy.
Katie felt David's hands on her waist, then the first touch of his hard cock against her ass. He let it ride up the crack as he pressed against her. David instantly got harder just feeling the young woman's body in the water.
David leaned back slightly and placed his cock between Katie's legs. She quickly took the lead and placed the tip of the cock at the entrance to her cunt. She wanted it inside her so badly. Katie prayed the man wouldn't make her beg for it and David answered her prayer.
He pushed the cock into her with speed and ease. With one wet plunge, he filled her until his legs hit her ass.
"Oh, my God," Katie groaned. "That's so good."
With his hands firmly gripping her waist, David began fucking Katie with long, steady thrusts. Up until now, Kristen looked on with interest, but did not interrupt the pair. The scene in front of her now, however, was too erotic for her to be the simple bystander.
Kristen walked to the edge of the pool beside Katie. The younger woman looked over with a satisfied smile while David continued to pound into her from behind. Kristen leaned down and kissed Katie, then lifted the girl's arm and moved directly in front of her.
In a single athletic move, Kristen lifted herself onto the edge of the pool, facing Katie and David the whole time. Katie's face was just inches away when Kristen leaned back and lay flat on the ground.
David plunged into Katie harder and faster at the sight of his wife lying prone in front of them. He knew what was coming next and the excitement of it thrilled him.
Katie's head tilted toward the exposed pussy in front of her as Kristen spread her legs wider apart. The young woman braced herself against the tiles under Kristen's ass and let her mouth fall upon the pink skin.
Kristen shut her eyes and felt the lips, then the tongue, of her young lover cover her cunt. Within seconds, the tongue flicked inside her, licking the top of her cunt in short jabs. She grabbed Katie by the back of the head and pulled her closer.
Katie was almost overwhelmed by the dual sensations of David's rock hard cock stabbing her from behind and her own mouth finding Kristen's pussy. She wanted to cum soon, but also wanted what was happening to last all night.
Eventually, Katie's tongue found its way up to Kristen's clit. The older woman shouted out with pleasure when Katie began sucking and licking as if she wanted to remove the clit from Kristen's body.
Kristen put a hand to her breast and tightly rolled a nipple between her fingers. Waves of delight flowed through her entire body like she had never felt with David alone.
The man, meanwhile, was close to cumming. The sounds made by the two women alone would have brought it on, but the feel of the young woman's tight cunt wrapped around his cock aided in the process. He grabbed the front of her legs to hold her more securely and thrust into her wildly.
"I'm going to cum," he grunted above the splattering sound of the water.
Kristen spoke, as if on behalf of Kristen. "Oh, yes. David. C'mon."
David pushed as far into the girl as he could, then held the cock in place while his balls contracted and poured cum into the shaft. Two more quick thrusts and he began to cum.
His moans echoed among the surrounding trees and Katie felt the warm fluid filling her cunt. She squeezed him harder and pressed her legs together the best she could. David unloaded several more spurts of cum as a result.
Kristen listened to the sounds of their sex and that put her over the edge.
"Yes, Katie. That's it. Suck me. Yes."
Her orgasm lifted her ass off the ground and harder into her lover's mouth. Katie tried the best she could to suck and lick the clit that was now moving up and down in swift, uncontrollable motions. Plus, she continued to be fucked by a cock whose flow of cum seemed to be endless.
Finally, she herself came. She put her head on Kristen's stomach and lost herself in the ecstasy. Luckily, David's cock remained rigid enough just long enough for her to cum a couple times in succession with the aid of Kristen kneading her breasts. When David pulled out, Katie moved her hand to her clit and finished the job. Her body twitched involuntarily as she rubbed herself harder and harder until she lay spent on Kristen's body.
In the sudden calmness of the evening darkness, three people reveled in their happiness. They each had various reasons to be happy. But, for now, the enjoyment of pure sex was sufficient.
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Can there be a better holiday than Christmas? Schools are closed. Most people are off work. And you get presents. Then there's the food. But for me, the presents were always the thing.
I'm twenty now and have, for a few years, had to accept the fact that some people are going to buy me clothes because they have no clue what music I listen to or what video games I play. But that's OK. Sometimes clothes are cool, too.
In fact, clothes indirectly led to the best Christmas present I ever had.
Last year I got home from college the week before Christmas and settled in for a relaxing couple of weeks at home before I had to return to school. My brother, Jim, was also home. He's twenty-two and in grad school.
We get along great. Always have. He'd make fun of me when we were growing up, but at the same time he always protected me and even lied for me if he had to just to keep me out of trouble with our parents.
When I was sixteen and he was old enough to go places I couldn't, I was jealous. Of course, I always hated his girlfriends. He's getting pretty serious with a girl now, but they aren't engaged. Yet. I know I'll just hate it when they get married. He's mine.
When I date, it's usually no coincidence that it's a guy who reminds me of Jim. Tall, thin, smart and kind to me. The problem last year was: I wasn't dating anybody at Christmas and might have been feeling a little sorry for myself.
We went out a couple times just to get food and something to drink. Maybe it was more just to get away from our parents. But I appreciated the fact he would spend time with me.
And he still seemed to like me. It felt good when he put his arm around me or kissed me on the cheek. More than once I masturbated with him on my mind, although it had been a few years since I'd accidentally seen him naked. I suppose I exaggerated his appearance in my daydreams, but I didn't care.
We have a tradition in our family of opening one present each on Christmas Eve and then the rest on Christmas Day. So we waited for Jim to get back from a party at a friend's house and then gathered around the Christmas tree.
I never opened the absolute largest gift early, saving that for the morning. This time I reached for a rectangular present that almost certainly had to be clothes. I figured I'd get it out of the way early and save the good stuff for Christmas Day.
That's when I noticed it was from Jim. As I was taking off the wrapping paper I was trying to remember the last time he had ever bought me something to wear. I couldn't ever remember it happening.
I opened the box and lifted the tissue paper inside. I saw Jim watching me, even though he was opening his own present at the same time. Under the thin tissue paper was a piece of soft, pink silk. I lifted it by the straps and saw that it was a short, silk camisole.
It really was beautiful, with a low cut neck and lace across the top.
"Oh, wow," I said as I hung it in front of me, holding the bottom flat against my stomach.
Everybody looked and my Dad gave a long whistle of approval.
"Wow is right," Mom said. "Who's that from?"
"Jim. Thanks," I said, turning towards him.
"I'm very jealous of the guy who will get to see you in that," he said. "I hope it's the right size. Take it back if you want."
"Never," I said. "I love it."
By now, everybody had opened their one gift and was looking at what everybody else had received. I folded the camisole and gently put it back in the box, feeling the silk on my fingers. I couldn't wait to try it on.
I always found it hard to buy stuff for Jim and I'm sure it was the same with him for me. But he had outdone himself this time and I knew I was going to love wearing his present. All I needed was a guy.
An hour or so later we were about ready for bed. I took my box with the camisole and headed upstairs. Jim and I had rooms upstairs, while our parents had a master bedroom on the first floor. I had always liked this arrangement, especially when I was the only one home and didn't have to share the bathroom with Jim.
Once in my bedroom, I pulled off my sweatshirt and jeans. I looked at the box on the bed, but decided not to try on the present just yet. Instead, I walked across the hall to the bathroom and closed the door.
I stood in front of the mirror, brushing my shoulder length brown hair a couple times. I wasn't real tired and decided to take advantage of the big bathtub, a luxury we didn't have at school.
As it was filling, I removed my underwear. I imagined the camisole hanging over my breasts, the lace covering just the lower half of them. I wondered if the day would come that any guy would ever want me. Before getting totally depressed, I sat in the hot water and leaned against the back of the tub.
About ten minutes later, I was considering getting out when the bathroom door opened. I turned my head and instinctively put my arms across my chest. One hand held a washcloth and it barely concealed a breast from my stunned brother's view.
"Oh, geez. I'm sorry," he stammered, and started to leave.
"No. Wait. It's alright," I answered quickly, giggling at the same time. I pulled my leg up and over the other one to cover myself a little better. "If you just have to pee, go ahead. I've seen worse."
I hadn't really, but was feeling a little excited about showing him this much of my body. He had on boxers and looked better without a shirt on than I had remembered. I reached for the shower curtain and pulled it so that I could not see him any more, although most of my legs must have still been visible.
"Here. I won't look," I said.
"I don't believe this. You're perverted," Jim said sarcastically.
I heard him close the door and walk to the toilet, followed quickly by the distinct sound of a man peeing. I wished I could see him and put my hand on the edge of the curtain.
"Don't even think about it," he said.
I laughed. "What are you doing looking over here? You're going to miss."
"I've done this before," he answered.
I thought about that for a minute, not knowing if he meant peed before or peed while watching a girl in the bathtub.
When he was done, but before he could escape, I said, "Hey, come over to my room in about ten minutes. I have something I want to show you."
He said, "OK" and punched the curtain in toward me. "Nice legs," he said, and the door closed behind him.
I hurriedly stepped out of the tub, dried off and brushed my hair one last time. I wrapped a towel around me and went back to my room. His bedroom door was open, but Jim was not in sight. I closed my door and threw the towel in the hamper.
I stood naked by the bed, staring down at my present. I lifted the camisole out of the box before carefully placing it over my head. The soft material fell over my shoulders and down my body. My arms rose to catch the straps and the camisole hung in place.
I looked down at my breasts and the lace that only just covered their tips. I looked in the mirror and caught a side view of my body. Even I was impressed with the manner in which the camisole highlighted my breasts, until now not my favorite part of my body. Below the bottom of the silky material my hips and ass shimmered in the room's light.
I only took a second to look, before hurrying to my drawer and pulling out a pair of thong panties that rarely got worn. But tonight I thought they were appropriate.
I slid them on and positioned them with my fingers; thankful I had shaved in the morning. It was about the sexiest I had ever felt. All I could do was hope Jim wasn't embarrassed or felt uncomfortable when, or if, he came to my room.
Five minutes later I heard a soft knock on my door. I moved over to my dresser, which would cause him to have to enter the room a little to see me.
"Come in," I said nervously.
To my surprise, Jim was still in his boxers with nothing else on. He walked in, looked around until he saw me and stopped.
"Wow. Traci, you look great in that," he said. I followed his eyes as they traveled up and down my body.
I timidly crossed one ankle in front of the other, thinking for some reason that would hide something. In fact, I felt the front of my thong cling even closer to my pussy and my anxiety rose another notch.
"Thanks. I wanted you to see it," I said, when I really meant I wanted him to see ME.
I managed to take a couple steps toward him and his eyes locked on my breasts. My hands crossed in front of me, just at the top of my thong. If I looked as nervous as I was, he had to be able to tell.
Jim pushed the door closed behind him, which sent a new ripple of unease through me. I looked at his muscular arms and chest, down to his thighs and calves. He was no athlete, but he worked out often and played enough pick-up games of football and basketball to have kept the fat off.
Likewise, he glanced at every inch of my body at least once by the time I stood a few feet in front of him.
"Now you don't have to be jealous," I said softly, "because you were first."
I ran a finger across the top of the lace over my breasts. "Do you like it?"
"Oh, yeah," he said. "Very much."
Our eyes met for an instant.
"I'll let you get to bed…," he began to say, taking half a step backward.
"No," I said firmly, taking a full step ahead. "Stay for a minute."
I reached out my hand and took his, pulling him closer. My arm moved as if I had no control over it, lifting our hands until they were inches from my right breast. Then I pulled his hand to my body and placed it on the side of my breast.
I truly could not believe my own actions…or the electricity that shot through me when he touched me. I dropped my hand, expecting him to do the same.
Jim's hand stayed on my breast. Then it moved. It moved higher until it was off the lace and onto my skin. I watched as it moved once more. This time lower and inside the lace.
When his fingers crossed my nipple, I closed my eyes and sighed. He stopped, but I didn't open my eyes. My mouth opened slightly and my tongue ran over my lips. Jim moved his entire palm over my nipple and squeezed gently.
His fingers seemed to melt into my skin as I felt him knead my breast a second time. I never wanted the warmth I felt to leave me.
I looked down at his side and took his other hand, raising it to my left breast. Without hesitation, he lifted both breasts nearly out of their lace covering. He applied pressure, but never hurt me. I loved the way his hands wrapped around me and moved my breasts up and down.
When I sensed he was about to move his hands away, I pulled the straps of the camisole off my shoulders and let them slide down my arms. The thin material slipped across my stomach and over my hips. In an instant, it lay at our feet.
"Traci, I don't think…," Jim started to say.
"Shhh." I wouldn't let him say it. I lifted one foot out of my camisole and kicked it aside with the other. While doing this, I moved until our bodies touched. Or at least until my breasts hit against his chest.
I looked up at his eyes and smiled. At the same time, I pressed my hips forward until we met.
That was the first time I realized how hard he was getting. The front of his boxers extended out until rubbing against my skin. I wanted to feel him, so I put my hands on his ass and pulled him closer.
Slowly, I put my lips on his. Jim moved his hands to my waist and we kissed gently. Simultaneously, our mouths opened and our tongues met. At that point, I knew I wouldn't be able to pull back.
I put my hands inside the back of his boxers and squeezed his ass. He kissed me harder. My hands moved around his waist inside the boxers and came together at his cock.
How long had I been waiting to feel this? I was reluctant to admit to myself how long it had been. But I knew I didn't want to let go now.
Apparently, Jim didn't want me to. I felt his cock twitch and grow harder. It throbbed in my fist as I wrapped my fingers around it. My head was on his shoulder now and I wanted to see the near rigid cock I held in my hand.
If he was going to stop me, it was at this moment. My hands gripped the waistband of his boxers and I fully expected him to pull away or tell me to stop. I lowered the boxers and let his cock spring free. No movement—no sound—from Jim.
I leaned down and pushed the boxers even lower. Finally, I was kneeling in front of him, lifting the shorts over his feet and tossing them aside.
I brought my hands back up and ran them lightly over Jim's cock. I cradled it in one hand and felt the warmth. It was just about fully erect now and I wanted it badly.
I was afraid to kiss it, like I wanted to, for fear he'd decide we finally had had enough fun. So I stood once more and held his hands.
To my surprise, he said, "Kiss me again."
I gladly did and he put his hands on my back. I felt his cock press against my stomach while he moved his hands down to my ass. His fingers caressed my cheeks and I tasted his lips and mouth.
Jim broke off the kiss and I was afraid that was the end. But he said, "Will you take off your thong?"
I just smiled and pulled it down, backing away from him as I did. I saw him gaze at the small strip of hair around my clit before I bent over to remove the thong. I turned slightly so he could watch my ass as I pushed the thong lower. I threw it on top of his boxers and stood back up, feeling his eyes on my entire body.
"Lock the door," I whispered.
As Jim turned to reach for the doorknob, I got my first good look at his naked butt. It was just as nice as I had expected and I couldn't wait to hold it again.
I stepped toward my bed as he locked the door. In the dim light of the room we could barely make each other out. But I knew he could see me as I climbed into the bed and lay on my side, gesturing for him to join me.
The expression on Jim's face was hard to decipher. He wasn't smiling, but it wasn't a disappointed look, either. Maybe you could call it resolute, as if he had determined to do something and nothing was going to stop him.
I watched his hard cock spring up and down as he approached the bed. I wasn't one hundred percent sure what we were about to do, but I knew somehow I was going to make him cum. And I think he was ready.
He lay down in the bed next to me. I hoped that he wouldn't talk first—like ask me what I wanted or even IF I wanted. I just wanted it to happen. Apparently, so did Jim.
He rolled into me and forced me onto my back. The feel of his body thrilled me as it pushed into me. When I looked up, he was hovering over my breast, his body half on mine and half on the bed.
Jim's mouth slowly fell into it touched my breast. First, he kissed my nipple. Then he took it between his lips. Finally, his mouth engulfed as much of my breast as it could and he licked wildly.
Chills ran from my nipple to my pussy. His hand was on my other breast, squeezing it as he sucked and licked me. My moans only seemed to encourage him.
I felt his hard cock against my leg just before he rolled onto me. It pressed against my thigh, so I spread my legs slightly. Soon it was rubbing against my cunt and up towards my clit.
Jim lifted his head slightly and said, "Do you want me to…"
"Oh, yes," I said.
He laughed quietly as my hand found his cock and stroked it. I quickly placed it at the entrance to me cunt so there could be no doubt.
I wasn't as wet as I might have been had he kept licking my nipples, but I was ready for him. My legs fell farther apart and he cautiously pushed the tip of his cock into me.
Jim pushed himself off my body with his arms and we both watched as his cock began to slide inside me. He was large enough to make it feel as though he was stretching me to the limit. I moaned with pleasure as the cock disappeared and our bodies touched.
"Oh, God. That's good," I sighed.
After two or three slow thrusts, my juices were letting him easily enter my cunt. He leaned down closer to me and I wrapped my legs around his waist. We began a leisurely session of lovemaking.
I squeezed his cock with my cunt and his murmurings signaled his approval. We echoed each other with sounds of delight as the pace of his thrusts increased.
My breasts bounced back and forth as he pushed into me harder and harder. Just when I thought he couldn't get any deeper into me, he lifted me by the ass and drove his cock even harder.
"Yes, yes," I managed to say.
Perhaps if Jim were my boyfriend and I were his girlfriend, it might have lasted longer. But it seemed to swiftly turn into a pure fuck. If this was an indicator of unspoken desires, I was in no shape or mood to consider it.
Jim's mutterings and the intensity of his actions pointed toward a pending orgasm. I put my hand on my clit and began to massage it roughly. Now I, too, was close to cumming.
"Oh, Traci," he cried. "Yes. Now. Now."
He pushed one more time until my body prevented him from entering me further. Then he pulled back for an instant, and thrust again. This time he grunted loudly and I felt his throbbing cock spew warm cum deep inside me.
Jim began to pound into me with considerable force and speed. Each time, more of his cum filled me.
The area around my pussy was soaked with our combined juices, and I used it to slide my fingers over my clit. A few seconds later, I was ready to join him.
My orgasm started just as his was ending. We were lost together in ecstasy for a brief moment before I realized he was continuing to pump his cock into me just to let me finish.
My hand helped me achieve a second and third orgasm. From deep inside me, I trembled with the pleasure that is unique to great sex. We hadn't done anything special, but I had done it with a special person. One I wanted very badly. One my body wanted very badly.
I felt Jim soften as I came down from my orgasms and my legs crashed onto the bed. He pulled out and put his head on my breasts. I held it there and listened to his breathing.
We never did talk that night. We kissed—let each other know it was all right. But words weren't necessary. It was wonderful and we knew it.
My brother pulled on his boxers in the dark and quietly walked to his room after a while. As tired as I was, I didn't sleep for a long time. I wondered when the next time would be.
In the morning, the answer came.
I was the first one up, as usual. I walked across the hall to the bathroom and eventually started the shower. I was excited about Christmas and about the night before and, maybe, the future. But I also was a little comprehensive about Jim's feelings. Given a night to think about it, it was hard to say how he might feel.
As I finished washing my hair, I heard the bathroom door close. I stood completely still in the shower…listening. I jumped a little when the curtain began to pull away at the back of the shower.
Jim stepped in and I looked over my shoulder.
"Good morning," he said.
"Good morning."
"Can I join you?" he asked.
"No."
He leaned against my back and put his arms around me. I felt his cock, not yet hard, against my ass. "Then leave."
I grabbed a bar of soap and began wiping it across my breasts. His hand wrapped around mine.
"Let me. Please," he said.
I let him.
The soap glided across my breasts, up to my shoulders and down to my stomach. It went around my waist and over my ass, ending up between my legs. He lifted it higher, forcing me to spread my legs. Soon, his hand and the soap were against my pussy, pressing harder.
I reached behind me and found his cock. It was nearly erect already. A good sign, I thought.
By the time his other hand had found my clit and was beginning to massage it, I held a large, thick cock. He continued to work my clit and, amazingly, I felt ready to cum in seconds. A little embarrassed at this fact, I fought hard against the urge.



"C'mon, Traci. Cum for me," he said, leaning against my ear. Water poured over us and I wanted to scream at the delight I felt.
"Fuck me." I couldn't believe the words had come out. Sure, I was thinking it. But I didn't intend to say it.
Before I knew it, my hands were flush against the shower wall and my ass was pointing back at my brother. His hands were on my hips as he guided his rock hard cock into my pussy.
The sensation of his shaft burying deep inside me once again and the water streaming down my back was too much. I did everything I could to delay my orgasm for another minute or two.
His first moan put me over the edge. My entire body tensed up before exploding in an orgasm. I bobbed my head up and down in rhythm with his thrusts and my seemingly endless cumming.
Once again, the pure animalistic intensity of what we were doing overwhelmed me. It felt so right. And he made me cum again and again.
Jim pulled me closer to him and began to cum himself. His thighs slapped against my wet ass, the sound echoing in the shower. I had never been spanked before, but if this was anything like what it felt like, I wanted more.
When he seemed to be done, I squeezed him with my cunt and forced a few more small spurts of cum to shoot from his cock. Like the night before, he allowed himself to soften inside me, then we were apart again.
I turned to him and we kissed passionately, as if we had been doing this our entire lives. I pressed my body against his and we stood under the water.
"Merry Christmas."
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Note: This is a sequel to Traci and Jim. You may, or may not, want to read that first for background. And, no, this is not just a shameless plug to try to get you to read my stuff. But how would you feel if somebody on the street stopped you and asked how you liked Traci and Jim and you hadn’t read it? Huh? It could happen.
My first encounter with my brother Jim on Christmas Eve…and the following morning…opened my mind to a whole new world. The ecstasy we felt helped convince me that even if what we did was not right, it was at least what we both wanted. The next few days of our Christmas break from college were spent exploring new ways to please each other and tease each other.
I was suspicious of my parents—suspicious of what they knew or what they suspected was going on. Jim and I were very discreet, never displaying our affection outside of our locked bedrooms. So I felt somewhat comfortable, but that nagging suspicion was always there.
As New Year’s Eve approached, I deliberated for extended periods of time on how to celebrate with Jim. I asked him if he wanted to go to a club and he declined. I asked him if he wanted to spend the evening alone and he declined. Finally, frustration set in and I went into pout mode.
It became evident that the entire family’s intent was to spend the evening at home watching a video and TV shows. If it hadn’t been for the promise of good food, I may have found any excuse to get out of it.
So there we sat on a Wednesday night waiting interminably for midnight.
My parents were in their early forties and average in every way. They never went out much and never seemed to do much with friends. I always thought my Mom was very pretty. Not just in the way most daughters think their Moms are pretty, but because she was. She exercised a lot and had a great body. I often wondered why she didn’t have more friends, especially guys at work that wanted to be around her.
We were just a pretty boring family I suppose.
And that’s the way it was this New Year’s Eve. My father was already beginning to snore on the couch by 10 p.m. The rest of us occasionally wandered around the house finding food or playing on the computer. What little conversation their was centered around the movie or shows we watched.
Finally, midnight came and we watched as the ball dropped and a new year began. I kissed my Mom and Jim, wanting desperately to show him my appreciation for his love. But that would wait until later.
As Dad slept away, the three of us found ourselves in separate rooms again by 12:15. Or so I thought.
I finished writing a few e-mails to friends and strolled back into the family room. Except for Dad, who was becoming no more than a part of the couch in my mind, nobody was around. I checked the kitchen. It was empty.
I walked upstairs to use the bathroom and heard nothing the whole time I was in there. Becoming not so much frightened as curious, I quietly stepped down the hall to Jim’s room.
I turned the doorknob in slow motion, as I had several times in the past week to visit my brother at night. There was barely enough light to make out shapes in the room. I stuck my head in and prepared to call out Jim’s name.
I heard them first. Then I saw them.
My brother—naked—was facing the wall. I could make out the curves of his beautiful ass. It was moving.
In front of Jim was a woman, also facing the wall. She was naked. When I realized it was Mom, my heart stopped.
Her hands pressed flat against the wall as her ass pointed back towards Jim. I saw her breasts hanging below her. And I could barely make out Jim’s long, thick cock entering her pussy and pulling back out in rapid succession.
I remember thinking she was beautiful. And he was beautiful. And I wanted to die.
Sweat poured from my hand onto the doorknob. But I couldn’t let go. I couldn’t back away from the door.
I watched as my brother fucked my Mom from behind like they had been doing it their entire lives. Jim grabbed her by the waist and thrust himself harder and deeper into her. Their moans filled the room, but wouldn’t have been audible from anywhere else in the house.
The extremely erotic scene in front of me now influenced my breathing, already affected by the initial discovery. My throat was dry and I licked my lips. I felt the same way as I did when Jim put his mouth around my nipple and I wrapped my legs around his waist. I was getting very horny.
I saw my Mom reach between her legs, but Jim’s body blocked my view. Soon, Mom reached behind Jim and pulled him closer by the ass. They were nearly pressed flat against the wall, the taller man bending slightly to force himself up into his mother.
Jim put a hand firmly around Mom’s breast and I heard her mutter something I couldn’t make out. What followed needed no explanation.
I watched my mother’s body go tense, followed by a release that could only have been an orgasm. She bent at the waist and shoved her ass back toward Jim. Her hands were fists against the wall. Then they were flat again, helping to absorb the pounding her body was taking.
I could hear and sense her elongated orgasm. I could almost feel it. I knew what that cock felt like inside my cunt. I knew how her body was exploding inside.
Then Jim came. He grunted like he always did, then hammered into Mom’s pussy. Their bodies met with not-so-delicate slaps. Mom’s head fell backward as she finished her own orgasm and felt her son fill her pussy with his warm cum.
Jim entered her over and over, each time pushing her toward the wall…each time spurting another load of cum inside her.
And finally he was done, too.
The two of them stood together, squeezed flat on the wall like an extension of the wallpaper. Jim’s head was tilted sideways on top of Mom’s flowing blonde hair. His hands followed the curves of her body.
I felt a knot in my stomach. So many emotions flowed through me I couldn’t possibly sort them out.
I backed up and pulled the door shut, gradually letting the doorknob turn into place. I wanted to run, but quietly tip toed to my room.
Once safely inside, I threw myself on the bed and lay on my back staring blankly at the ceiling. The scene replayed itself over and over in my mind. I saw Jim’s ass and his cock and Mom’s pussy and her breasts and I heard them and I watched them and I felt the knot in my stomach again.
I was mad. I was surprised. I was disappointed. I was horny.
Fifteen minutes later my hand was on my clit, rubbing furiously as my mind continually repeated the same picture. I felt Jim’s cock inside me. I came. And I kept rubbing until I came again. And then I slept.
In the shower the next morning I came to the conclusion something had to be done. Jim had cheated. He was the guilty party here. Punishment was the only remaining question.
If relationships were involved—his and mine, his and Mom’s—then what better punishment could there be than the age-old technique of driving a wedge between the relationship you don’t want to see continue? OK. So it was a simplistic, juvenile way of viewing things. But try spurning a young woman some time and see what happens.
New Year’s Day began as usual. The entire family managed to meet for breakfast and conversations were held as if nothing had ever occurred. I watched, without success, for outward signs of unusual behavior by Jim or Mom. I very much wanted to see the signs, thus justifying the actions I was determined to take. But not seeing the signs didn’t deter me. If anything, it made me angrier.
At no point did I manage to comprehend the irony in the whole situation. The same fears I had of my parents suspecting something with Jim and I may very well have been floating through the heads of my brother and my mother. Had my parents ever secretly seen or heard us together and chose never to say anything? Was this whole room smothered in unproclaimed affairs?
I began to feel as if I had been placed in a movie with characters I didn’t know. And who was I?
Luck was on my side that day. Jim and my Dad decided to watch football games in the afternoon at a local sports bar. That would give me all day alone with my Mom. I wasn’t exactly sure how it would happen, but I knew something dramatic would take place and it would change my life one way or the other.
After the guys left and Mom started into her annual ritual of packing up the Christmas decorations, I changed into an extra large football jersey. No bra. No panties. Just a jersey that fell to mid-thigh.
I went back downstairs and helped Mom for a while, making sure to show as much skin as I could. This was partly to get a reaction from Mom, but more to help me build up some courage to carry my plan through to the end. After about an hour of packing and moving boxes, I was feeling pretty comfortable in my skimpy outfit.
It was time to act.
Mom was in the first floor hallway, just outside her bedroom taking stuff off the wall. I walked up behind her and put my arms around her waist. Her jeans felt rough against my bare legs.
“Let’s take a short break,” I said softly.
She had put her hands on mine, which pressed her t-shirt against her stomach. “Well, OK.”
Mom turned her head slightly to look behind her. I smiled and kissed her ear. When I felt her begin to move, I slid my right hand down to the waistband of her jeans. She stopped and, in an instant, my hand was in her pants.
I saw her mouth open, but by then my hand had found the bottom of her t-shirt and the front of her panties.
“Traci…” she began to say.
“Shhh.” I hissed the sound through her blonde hair into her ear.
My hand was deep inside her jeans, following the folds of her skin underneath the panties to the warmth between her legs. I pushed in until the fabric started to stretch inside her. Then I pulled my fingers back up over her clit, clutched the bottom of her shirt and yanked it out of the jeans.
I didn’t know what to expect, but I guess I expected the worst. To my delight, I was able to use both hands to pull the shirt completely clear of her jeans. Quickly, I slid my hands inside the shirt and up to the bottom of her breasts.
I wanted badly to ask her if this was how Jim would treat her. But I didn’t. I put my hands on top of my Mom’s bra instead.
“Traci, I…we shouldn’t…” Mom stammered.
I lifted her t-shirt to her arms. Without hesitation, she raised her arms and I took her shirt off. With each passing second I was becoming more and more aroused. I prayed she would not stop me.
My confidence rose greatly when I unhooked her bra without protest. For some reason, I then said to her, “Take it off, Mom.”
I could have done it. But watching her do it…voluntarily…confirmed something for me. I wasn’t sure what, yet. But it did.
I looked at my Mom’s bare back as the bra joined the t-shirt on the floor. Her back was smooth and tight and enticing. I ran my fingers over it from her shoulders to her jeans and around her waist.
Eventually, I worked my way up to her breasts. What started out as an attempt to get back at my brother was becoming much more. I wanted to feel them, to taste them. Partly for my own satisfaction and partly to make my mother happy.
My hands engulfed them and I felt her hard nipples touching my palms. Unconsciously, I pressed my body into hers. My pussy rubbed against her ass and we both responded.
I had a nipple between my fingers when Mom started to turn around. I didn’t stop her this time.
She put her arms around my waist and we kissed. It was so natural. I closed my eyes and for all I knew I was kissing the most gorgeous guy alive. Our mouths opened and our tongues met and there was no turning back.
I pushed Mom until her back hit the wall. The ecstasy I felt—and apparently Mom, too—caused us to bounce back and forth against the wall while our arms wrapped tightly around each other. We moaned between sessions of exploring each other’s mouth and our hands were everywhere.
Before long, Mom managed to get my jersey high enough that her hands could touch my ass. She caressed it for a second before squeezing it roughly. Chills spread through me like never before. It was a wonderful and loving and sensual squeezing that I hoped would never end.
Lost in our kiss, I almost missed the fact Mom was pulling my jersey off. I lifted my arms and soon I was naked.
I couldn’t remember the last time she might have seen me naked. Whenever it was, I was young enough to not care much one way or the other. Now I cared--for different reasons. Yes, I was a little apprehensive about a grown woman…my mother…looking at my mature body. I was a little afraid she wouldn’t find me attractive. But I felt sexy. I cared because I wanted her to want me.
All my cares went away as she passed her fingers over my breasts and down my stomach and onto my hips.
“You’re beautiful,” she said.
If we had stopped, gotten dressed and walked away at that point I would have been happy. When she turned toward her bedroom and said, “In here,” I was ecstatic.
We picked up our clothes and entered my parents’ bedroom. Mom closed the door behind us and locked it.
“Do you want to get on the bed?” she asked.
I nodded and sat on the edge of the bed, my arms folded in front of me. I watched as my Mom took off her jeans. I watched her full breasts sway with her motions. I watched as she pulled off her panties and stood naked in front of me.
No wonder my brother wanted her. She was gorgeous and sexy and just a little nervous. She was everything I wanted to be.
“Lay down,” Mom said. Her tone was assuring. I would have done anything she said at that point.
I lay on my back while my mother climbed onto the bed and straddled my body. I reached up and accepted her as she lowered herself onto me. The feel of her body on mine was indescribable. Our breasts met and instantly seemed to melt together. I opened my legs and she placed herself between them. Our stomachs and hips rubbed together as we hugged each other and began to roll from side to side.
Soon, my legs were wrapped around hers and we kissed passionately. Mom kissed my ears and my neck and my shoulders. All the feelings that preceded this were surpassed when her lips touched my nipple.
She took my left breast in her hand and pushed it up so that more would fit into her waiting mouth. I felt her tongue flick across my nipple and waves of bliss flowed to my pussy. I pulled her head closer to me, moaning with joy.
Mom switched from one breast to the other, covering each one with sucks and kisses and licks. I thought I was going to cum.
Then she moved lower. I felt her mouth move past my navel and between my legs. She kissed my thighs and used her fingers to feel the thin layer of hair around my clit. Never before had I been so glad that I shaved so close.
Just when I thought she was about to attack my clit with her mouth, she moved up my body again. She reached out with one hand and leaned forward. Her breasts hung inches from my face as she grabbed something on the headboard behind me.
Anxious to find out what she was doing, I turned my head just as her hand went the opposite direction. I saw that she held a small, clear bottle. It was tilted and her palm accepted the liquid that flowed from it.
It was baby oil and it was destined for my body. Mom’s hand began at my shoulder and crossed back and forth across my body. When my upper chest was slick with oil, she moved to my breasts. The warmth of her hand and the soothing sensation of the oil caused my nipples to sprout even longer and harder.
Eventually, I was covered down to my navel. Another quick tilt of the bottle and she had enough to spread over my thighs and calves. The last place she touched was my pussy and clit. I shook with desire as she massaged it in.
When Mom was done, she repeated the process with her own body. I watched her body begin to glisten in the light. After she was completely covered, she lay on top of me and slid up and down, ending up with her mouth planted on mine.
Never before had I felt anything as erotic as that. I pulled her by the ass, forcing her to slide some more. We rolled over and I moved every direction I could to feel our bodies together. Our legs grinded against each other’s pussy, sliding back and forth across our clits until we moaned even louder.
I had to cum. I wanted my mother’s mouth on my clit.
When she was on her back, I moved up until my pussy hovered over her lips. She quickly put her hands on my hips and pulled me to her. Seconds later, she was lapping furiously at my cunt and clit.
I sat so that she could put her mouth around my clit and suck on it. I leaned against the headboard and held on tightly because it would only be a matter of seconds before my first orgasm hit.
“Oh, yes. There. Yes,” I cried.
I began to push my pussy into my Mom’s face as if it was the best cock I’d ever had. She tried to maintain contact with my clit as my body shook in a massive orgasm. Each time her tongue hit me I twitched and felt another spasm deep inside my cunt.
It seemed like minutes before I quit cumming. My body ached from the tension the rocked it and the position I had been in. When I allowed myself to stretch out and lay on top of my mother, the relief was fantastic. It was the most satisfied and the most comfortable I ever felt.
I told my Mom I loved her and she said the same to me. I said it as I would to my husband or any other lover who I was totally, emotionally committed to.
My hand moved between her legs and I felt the wetness of her cunt. I realized part of it was oil and part of it was her own warm fluid. My finger found her clit.
“Yes, baby. Do that. Just like that,” Mom whispered to me.
I wanted to taste her, to lick her clit. But I’d do anything she wanted now. So I ran my fingers over her hard clit, massaging it occasionally with my palm.
I felt her body tense up and relax in advance of her orgasm. Every now and then I’d insert a finger into her cunt and she’d lift her ass off the bed to meet my hand. Mom’s breathing became erratic and she clung to me tightly with one arm.
Then she came. She arched her back before starting a series of humping motions, experiencing the same instincts I had of trying to fuck a cock that wasn’t there. But I was intent on doing better than Jim.
I rubbed her clit with long, hard strokes, listening to her cry out with pleasure. I slid down her chest and put a nipple in my mouth. Her orgasm increased in intensity and she pushed my head down onto her until her breast was flattened between my face and her body.
If somebody had touched my clit, I would have cum again without hesitation. It was so erotic to feel my Mom cumming the way she was, knowing that I was bringing her this joy.
When she moved a hand to mine and gently lifted it from her clit, I stopped and rolled next to her. She put both hands over her face for a second before looking over at me. A tear rolled down her cheek.
“Kiss me, baby,” she said.
I climbed back on top of her and we kissed for a long time. This time it was different. It wasn’t a passionate kiss and our hands weren’t searching for places to make each other cum. It was a loving kiss of thanks.
We showered separately, fearful that Jim and Dad would return soon. I almost hated to wash off the oil that had given me to much delight. But I assumed it wouldn’t be the last time we’d experience it.
My life had changed again. That night I began contemplating whether or not it could get better.
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Chapter 1
Thirty miles. Half way. The sweltering, mid-morning July sun already was having an effect on the lone cyclist as he coasted down the country road. It had been an hour since the last of the blue-gray haze had burned off above the surrounding fields. Now he knew, with two hours of rolling roads in front of him, that he would have to stop soon for a rest.
But how far ahead was she. He hated her more with every passing mile. He struggled up a small hill and, at the top, peered ahead. Nothing but rolling road, corn fields, pastures and woods. She wouldn’t stop. He knew she wouldn’t. She’d ride until she passed out if it meant staying ahead of him.
Only the sound of an occasional mourning dove, a barking dog in the distance, and his heavy breathing broke the silence. Hot, humid air filled his lungs with every breath. He was drinking water constantly. And he needed a rest.
If he stopped now, he’d have to think of an excuse to use when she let him catch up to her. A flat tire? Attack dogs? Old age?
At forty one, Eric James was to the point where recreational cycling in organized, one-day tours was just that--recreation. He could do it, he usually enjoyed it and, well, it gave him a chance to spend some time with Sherrie Carlyle.
Five years younger than Eric, Sherrie rode with the fervor of a twenty year-old, intent on pushing herself to her physical limit on every ride and expecting no less from him.
But, less was what she was getting on this July morning. He was about two miles behind her, she guessed. Eight minutes; maybe ten. She knew the route they were traveling only got hillier as they headed south and the thought of a short rest sounded pretty good.
Ahead of her was a short, but steep, hill that was bordered by woods on both sides. The shade would be cool and the hill would afford her the chance to watch for him as he approached. She got up out of the bike seat and pedaled hard up the incline. As she reached the top of the hill, she saw a break in the trees on the left. Two faint tracks identified the opening as a path barely wide enough for a car to use.
She pulled off the road and the sharp clicks of her cycling shoes unhooking from the pedals echoed through the woods as she climbed off the bike. Resting the bike against the closest tree, she reached for a water bottle and looked back down the hill, then into the distance. From her vantage point, the road reminded her of a large scale version of the kiddie roller coaster she used to ride at the county fair.
She would be kind to him this early into the ride, she thought to herself. She would save the really brutal criticism until they were safely in his car driving back to Columbus.
With no one in sight, she decided to sit on a grassy bank at the side of the road and wait. Her water was only cool, at best, but it felt good as she drank it and poured a small amount over her face. It dripped down her neck and inside her cycling jersey. She fought the urge to use more of the water as a mini-shower, knowing that a small village was less than five miles ahead and fresh water would be available there.
In a few minutes, Eric could be seen cresting a hill a half-mile back from the one she now rested upon. Despite herself, she felt a sense of relief that he was alright. Worse yet, there was that unexplained contentment that she got from just being around him. She had struggled with her emotions for the past fifteen years over their failed relationship and ever-growing friendship. She refused to believe that she could ever succumb to his endless proposals. One dreadful marriage ending in divorce was enough for Sherrie Carlyle, she told herself.
All Eric James saw ahead was another small hill and then what looked like a much steeper one. Sweat poured down his face into his eyes and around his mustache. He was riding close to the edge of the road, taking advantage of what little shade was offered by the occasional clumps of trees. He decided if he couldn’t see her from the top of that big hill he’d stop and pay the consequences later. His physical need for rest was outdueling his mental desire to not give her reason for gloating. As he glided down preparing for the big climb, a reflection in the woods ahead caught his eye. It looked like a bike, he thought. Then he saw her multi-colored jersey against the green background. Damn. She would sit and watch him struggle up the hill. If he had any nerve he would continue down the other side of the hill and.... No, he’d stop.
He felt like a thousand eyes were watching him as he neared the summit. He pulled into the small lane, half stumbled off his bike and put it up against a tree opposite hers.
“That look is good on you,” he said between breaths, making sure she saw his eyes staring at her small nipples through her wet jersey.
“Pervert,” she replied. “You don’t deserve it after the way you’ve been riding today.”
“Well, there was this bear that jumped out of the woods at me and....”
“Here, have some water. You’re hallucinating again.”
“How far to that next town,” he said, pulling out his map and sitting next to her.
“A couple of miles. That’s another half hour for you.”
“Go to hell.”
“If we don’t finish this ride by 12:30 or 1, we’re going to think we are in hell.”
“Yeah, that rain last night is making it feel like a sauna out here this morning.”
“Have you seen any of the other riders?” she asked.
“Not since about the twenty mile mark. There’s probably only about a hundred people doing this tour, and we got started late, remember.”
“Don’t look at me. I told you to be there at 7. I was ready.”
“I couldn’t get her off of me,” he said disgustedly. “She wanted more. Then the shower....”
“In your dreams,” she said, cutting him off. “C’mon. Let’s get going. I’m starved.”
She pushed herself up and suppressed a laugh when she heard him grunt behind her. She glanced instinctively down the path as she crossed it. “Yeah, like a car is going to come speeding down on me from out of the woods,” she thought to herself. The quietness of the woods around them was a sound in itself. Every step they took sounded like they were in an empty school hallway.
As she returned her glance from down the path to her bike, something caught her attention. Something out of place amid the grass and dirt and trees.
“Hey, Eric, hold on,” she said, not taking her eyes off the dark brown object.
“What?” he asked.
She was walking along the side of the path away from the main road, heading towards a clump of thick grass. She felt like she was being drawn by an unseen force.
“If you have to go, I’m not waiting,” he yelled.
He saw her stop.
“Oh..my..God!” was all he heard.
Eric ran the twenty yards it took to get to her. She had walked around to the opposite side of a gap in the heavy underbrush. They both stared down at the body, then at each other, then at the body.
“I don’t believe it,” Eric muttered. “I just don’t believe it.”
He reached down and put his fingers on either side of the man’s neck. The head rolled over onto its side with his touch, causing Sherrie to let out a small gasp and take a half jump-step backwards. She quickly put her hands to her mouth and whispered, “Sorry.”
They were looking down on a man in his 50’s, well tanned and solidly built. He wore a light-weight short-sleeve dress shirt, tan slacks and dark brown loafers. The man lay on his back at a ninety degree angle to the path, six or seven feet into the grass with his head near the woods. Brownish-red, dried blood stained his hands. More blood could be seen on the ground on both sides of the body from the man’s neck to his knees.
“Well, don’t touch anything,” Eric said in a shaky voice. “I don’t think he got here by accident.”
“Eric, we have to call the cops.”
“Yeah. It’s not going to do him any good, but I wouldn’t want to be seen leaving here, either.” Eric got up and looked around them. The lane continued for a short distance, then turned into the woods and out of view. If there were houses nearby, they were not visible.
“If you want to stay here, I’ll ride ahead and send somebody back for you,” Sherrie suggested. Her voice had lost the firm, deep tones he was accustomed to.
“OK. That might be best. I also don’t want to walk up to the nearest house without knowing who this guy is. I’m in favor of turning it over to the cops as soon as possible. You go ahead. I’ll watch for a sheriff’s car on the road, but I think you’ll have better luck in...what is it...Clearview. Isn’t that the name of that little place ahead?”
“Yeah, that sounds right,” she said. “I don’t remember it being large enough to have its own policeman, but I can call the sheriff’s office from there.”
“OK.” He looked at her intently “You alright?”
“Sure. I’ll be OK. I won’t be long,” she said as firmly as her dry throat would allow.
Eric followed her back to her bike and watched as she dropped out of sight down the far side of the hill. In the opposite direction, two more riders could be seen rolling up and down the road. He hoped his stopping along the side of the road didn’t result in the place becoming a gathering spot for other tired riders, as was known to happen on hot days. He thought about moving across the road to the other side, but decided he was being overly cautious. It was only a dead man’s body, he told himself, and he doubted that anyone else stumbling upon it now would suspect him of any foul play.
He watched the pair of riders come up the hill and, to his great relief, pass with a quick “Mornin’” and disappear. He glanced behind him down the path, not knowing what he expected to see that was any different than the last time he looked.
Sherrie Carlyle could see the first few houses that constituted Clearview less than ten minutes after leaving Eric. She knew they had passed through it on other rides, but they must have come in from another direction, as nothing yet stirred her memory. The woods on either side were thinning out and, after crossing over a small stream, she passed the first house that was not associated with a farm. She passed a small, wooden sign atop a shaky metal stake. “Welcome to Clearview. Incorporated 1868. Population 643.”
Her attention was drawn back to the road by a dog barking at her ominously. She reached for her dog repellent spray before seeing that the animal was tied in a nearby yard. A large, dirty man was working in a garden near the house.
“That’s enough, Jake,” the man yelled while watching the young woman pass by.
Ahead and to her right she noticed a beautiful, three story brick home with a sign hanging in the front yard. “The Hunter House” was painted in big white letters on the top, just above “Bed and Breakfast” in smaller letters. A separate, small “Vacancy” sign swung on metal hooks from the bottom of the bigger sign.
“This will do,” she said to herself.
She propped her bike up against the sign, took off her helmet, hung it over one of the handlebars, and put her cycling gloves inside the helmet. She ran her fingers through her short brown hair, attempting unsuccessfully to restore it to its normal appearance. A few shakes of her head as she walked up the half dozen steps leading to the porch helped a little.
A “Please Come In” sign was nailed next to the storm door. The door opened with a distinctive squeak, which was quickly followed by the ringing of bells from above the door. Sherrie was instantly engulfed in the beauty, comfort and age of the room she had entered. To her left was a staircase leading to the second floor and, to the left of the steps, the entrance to a large dining room. The room she was in had once served as the living room of the old mansion and was dominated by several over-stuffed, high-backed chairs and sprawling couches. The wall facing her on the right contained a magnificent stone fireplace and brick hearth. The hardwood floor was uncovered except for a thin area rug in front of the fireplace.
Opposite the fireplace and along the wall under the staircase was the check-in desk. Sherrie guessed that it once served as the bar in a now defunct drinking establishment. She thought for a moment that she had somehow been transported back in time to the turn of the century.
She was jolted back into reality by the appearance of an elderly, white-haired lady, who entered through swinging doors separating the main room from another room Sherrie could not see.
“Well, hello. What can I do for you?” the woman asked pleasantly, wiping her hands on a plaid apron.
Sherrie hadn’t thought much about what she was going to say, and after a brief mental de-briefing, replied, “I would like to know if I could use your phone. A friend and I are on a bike tour and there’s been...,” she hesitated, “an accident up the road. I would like to notify the sheriff, if I can.”
“Oh, dear. Of course you can,” the woman said, sounding to Sherrie like a grandmother reassuring her grandchild. “Here, and the phone book is right here, too.”
“Thanks.”
She opened to the front of the small phone book and quickly found the emergency numbers. Fire, police, sheriff. Sherrie dialed the number and waited, glancing at the old woman and smiling.
“Sheriff’s office. Jill speaking. Can I help you?”
“Yes,” Sherrie said, her voice cracking slightly. “Is the sheriff in?”
“Not at the moment, ma’am,” the young girl answered. “But, we can reach him if it’s an emergency.”
“I believe it is. Would it be alright to leave a number where he could reach me, if you promise it won’t be too long?”
“Sure. What is it?”
“Have him call The Hunter House in Clearview and ask for Sherrie. Wait, I’ll give you the number.”
“The Hunter House? That’s OK, we have it,” the girl said. “And ask for Sherrie?”
“That’s correct.”
“May I ask what type of emergency this is,” the girl asked politely.
Sherrie hesitated. “Uh, medical. But, I’ll explain it all to the sheriff if you can have him call.”
“OK, it shouldn’t be long.”
“Thank you,” Sherrie said, and hung up.
“Do you need the squad?” the old woman asked.
Sherrie could see the excitement building in the woman’s face and wasn’t sure how to satisfy her without having to go over the entire story. She only knew that as soon as the sheriff called, there would be no hiding it from her any longer.
“No, that’s OK. Can I sit down for a minute?”
“Of course, dear,” the woman said, scurrying from behind the desk to escort Sherrie to one of the large chairs. “How about something cold to drink. Ice tea?”
“That would be great,” Sherrie said, knowing it would buy her a few seconds of peace, at least.
When the woman had gone back through the swinging doors, Sherrie looked around the room again, this time focusing on the enormous paintings hung on each wall. Straight out of a Smithsonian exhibit on American History, she decided.
Much too quickly, the proprietor came back with a thick green glass full of iced tea. “My name’s Dorothy Hunter. I’m the owner here,” she said, handing over the glass.
“Sherrie Carlyle. Nice meeting you,” replied Sherrie with a smile.
The woman appeared to Sherrie to be in her early sixties. Her pure white hair was cut short and seemed to curl naturally. The woman sat down on a couch across from Sherrie.
“Where did you say this accident was?” the woman said after a short silence.
“Maybe three miles back up the road, to the north.”
“Was it someone you know,” the woman persisted.
“No. Not really.” Sherrie was feeling more uncomfortable with every passing second. It must have been obvious, because Mrs. Hunter looked down at her hands and then into the empty fireplace.
Mercifully, the phone rang. Both women flinched before Mrs. Hunter got up and walked quickly to the desk.
“Hunter House,” she answered. “Yes, she is. One second, please.”
“It’s for you Ms. Carlyle,” Mrs. Hunter said, trying to suppress her obvious excitement.
Sherrie was already up and crossing the floor.
“Thank you,” she said, taking the phone. “Hello....Yes it is....Oh, hello Sheriff Jackson. Thank you for calling so quickly. Let me explain why I called. My friend and I were stopped along the side of the road about three or four miles north of Clearview on, well, whatever road that is that goes straight north out of Clearview....Yeah, that sounds right....Anyway, we stopped at the top of this hill to rest. We’re on a bike tour and, well, while we were stopped there, we, uh...,” Sherrie glanced at Mrs. Hunter, “we, uh...found a man’s body.”
“Oh, dear,” Mrs. Hunter gasped loudly.

Chapter 2
Sherrie Carlyle told the sheriff she would start heading back to the site where Eric James waited, and meet the sheriff and a deputy there.
Sherrie looked at Mrs. Hunter, whose face now displayed shock, excitement and disbelief all in one strange fixed stare. Sherrie shrugged.
“I’m sorry this had to happen, but I appreciate being able to use your phone.”
“A man’s body? Who was it?” the woman asked without thinking. Before her visitor could think of a kind way of answering, the woman blurted, “Well, of course, you wouldn’t know who it was, would you?”
“Afraid not.”
“Three or four miles. That would be up by old man...,” Mrs. Hunter’s voice trailed off as if she had fallen asleep, but her eyes were wide and intent. “Oh, who knows.”
“Well, I have to get back. I really do appreciate everything you’ve done,” Sherrie said, heading towards the front door.
“Oh, my, that’s OK. You’re welcome at The Hunter House anytime. Come back when you can stay,” said Mrs. Hunter, closely following her.
“I will.”
Eric James watched about a dozen riders go past in the half hour since Sherrie had left. He alternated glances between the left and right. On the right he prayed for riders who would proceed down the hill without stopping and on the left he watched intently for a lone cyclist coming back up the hill. The intense heat of the day was now building and what little air had been with them in the early morning was replaced with a stifling calm.
He watched cows graze in a large uncut field in the distance. Their lethargic movements seemed appropriate for the time and place.
A car came quickly up over the hill on his left and sped past. Then, appearing just as quickly as she had disappeared, Sherrie could be seen riding slowly towards him.
She took several deep breaths as she got off her bike.
“No sheriff yet, I take it,” she finally said.
“Nope. Is he on the way?”
“Yeah. I called him from this great B&B in Clearview. You should have seen the old lady that runs the place. What a dear. I just made her day, I think,” Sherrie said as they both sat down.
“What did you tell them?”
“Well, I told the sheriff that we had found a man’s body and left it at that...besides the general location.”
Eric nodded. “How long did he say it would take?”
“He didn’t. We just agreed to meet here.”
“I suppose he’ll want to take us into Sherman for statements. Maybe we can get lucky and do it here.”
Sherrie shrugged. She tilted her head and looked sideways at her riding partner. “Did you plant that guy there so you wouldn’t have to finish this ride?”
He put on his best “if looks could kill” face and then quickly turned back away from her. She knew he couldn’t resist her innocent, green-eyed sideways glance. It was one of many weapons she often used on him when she sensed he was getting up-tight about something. She could sense it now.
Before he had a chance to reply, they both saw the sheriff’s car coming over the rolling hills from the direction of Sherman. They stood simultaneously without saying a word. As the car reached the crest of the hill, the uniformed driver switched on the emergency lights on top of the car and pulled off the road across from where they stood. He spoke into the police radio for a brief moment, then got out.



He crossed the road and, after a prolonged glance at Sherrie, extended a hand towards Eric and said, “Deputy Smith.”
Smith was a short, 32 year old man who had been a deputy for three years. He got his job, according to most county residents who cared about such things, because of his assistance during the sheriff’s stunning election victory over a long-time incumbent.
“Hello,” Eric answered and shook the officer’s hand. “I’m Eric James and this is Sherrie Carlyle.”
“You called from Clearview?” Smith asked Sherrie.
“That’s right. Is the sheriff coming?”
“Oh, yes. He’s about five minutes behind me. Where’s the body?” the deputy asked abruptly.
“Down the path--maybe thirty yards,” Eric replied.
“We’ll wait for Sheriff Jackson,” the deputy said. “He was right about it being on Bill Steadman’s land. The old man’s house is down on the other side of this hill behind the trees. Everything on this side of the road for about a half mile in each direction is his. We’ve been up here often enough responding to his complaints that people were prowling around. Usually ends up being nothing at all or young kids messing around. How old did you say the guy was you found?”
Eric and Sherrie looked at each other. Eric spoke first. “Maybe 50, 55. Definitely not a kid.”
The sound of an approaching car made their heads turn in unison. They saw the flashing emergency lights crest the hill before they saw the body of the black and white sheriff’s car. Sheriff Jackson pulled in behind the deputy’s car, put on his hat, and emerged into the heat.
As he approached, Eric was taken aback by the relative youth of the officer. He guessed the man to be in his late thirties or early forties. Not at all the overweight, aging sheriff that he usually saw portrayed on TV and in the movies.
“Good morning,” Sheriff Jackson said with a polite tip of the hat to Sherrie.
She smiled and, this time, she was the first to speak. “Are you Sheriff Jackson?”
“Yes. You must be Sherrie Carlyle.”
“Yeah. And this is Eric James. I hope we were correct in calling you about this,” she said apologetically.
“Yes. This is our jurisdiction. Is he back there?” the sheriff asked, pointing down the path.
“That’s correct,” Deputy Smith said immediately. “Thirty yards. We haven’t been back there, yet, though.”
“OK. I think what I’d like to do is take one of you back there to show me the body,” the sheriff said, nodding to both James and Carlyle. “I don’t want to disrupt the scene any more than it already has been. After that, we’ll seal off the area, call the coroner--I assume you’re certain that he’s dead--and then take your statements. That’s just normal procedure, you understand.”
Eric and Sherrie nodded without comment.
“I’ll go,” Eric volunteered.
He and the sheriff started down the path, the sheriff looking down and on either side as they walked. Eric, himself six feet tall but weighing only 170 pounds, felt small next to the man he judged to be three inches taller and fifty pounds heavier. With his sheriff’s hat on, the officer was an impressive figure. Very electable, Eric thought.
As they approached the body, the sheriff touched Eric’s arm and said, “Stay over here in the grass, off the soft ground. We may be able to get some tracks. Damn rain last night washed them away, probably.”
The sheriff reached the body and stood over it.
“Well, I’ll be. It is John Sanders,” Sheriff Jackson said almost to himself. “Damn.”
He put his hands on his hips and looked into the woods, then down the path to where it disappeared.
“Damn,” he muttered again.
Sherrie Carlyle and Deputy Smith watched the two men walk back in silence. The sheriff said, “Smitty, call Dr. Weaver. Have them bring a squad. No rush. Tape off this area two hundred yards on either side of the path, all the way back through to the end of these woods,” pointing away from the main road.
“Yes, sir,” the deputy said turning towards his car.
The sheriff, James and Carlyle silently surveyed the site--Eric and Sherrie because they didn’t know what to do next and the sheriff for no apparent reason. The awkward pause was broken by the sheriff’s audible sigh and he asked, “How long can you two stay here?”
“All day, I guess,” Eric answered for them. “We have to get back to my car up at the fairgrounds in Sherman at some point.”
“Where you from?”
“Columbus,” Sherrie said. Eric nodded.
“You two married?”
Carlyle and James smiled and nearly in unison said, “No.”
Deputy Smith rejoined the others carrying a black notebook. “They’re coming,” he told them. “We’re lucky we were able to reach Weaver before he hit the golf course.”
“Yeah. This will screw up his Saturday for sure,” the sheriff said. “Let’s get a quick statement from these folks so we can let them go as soon as possible after Doc gets here.”
“OK,” the deputy said, letting out a deep breath. “Let’s sit over here in the shade,” pointing to the same spot Sherrie and Eric had staked out earlier.
The deputy, Carlyle and James headed for the grassy bank, while the sheriff took a few steps down the path, hands in his pockets.
“OK, who wants to start,” Deputy Smith asked as soon as they were seated.
Eric recounted the story up to the discovery of the body and Sherrie added her version of the visit to The Hunter House.
“Ah, yes, good ol’ Dorothy Hunter,” the deputy interjected at that point. “It’ll be all over Clearview now, and half of Sherman. I bet the phone hasn’t been back on the hook since you left,” he said looking at Sherrie.
She was finishing her recollections of the call to the sheriff’s office when a car pulled onto the berm across from the two officers’ vehicles. A white haired man with a striking, walrus-like mustache got out carrying a dark leather bag. Coroner Weaver was met by the sheriff and they held a short conversation.
“Well, let’s go see what the coroner needs,” the young deputy said, getting up to his feet slowly.
After formal introductions, the party of five proceeded back down the path, once again urged by the sheriff to keep in the grass near the edge of the woods.
Upon reaching the body, the coroner opened his bag and took out a small camera. He took a half dozen shots of the body and immediate surrounding area before placing the camera back in the opened bag. He pulled out a pair of white plastic gloves and slowly inserted a hand in each one, meticulously pulling the glove tight over each finger.
“Did anyone touch the body?” the coroner asked.
“Yes, I checked for a pulse on his neck,” Eric answered.
“Nothing?” the coroner asked him without looking up.
“Nope.”
The coroner kneeled down next to the body. He looked up at James and Carlyle and said softly, “I’m going to inspect the body for a minute. You don’t have to stay if you don’t want to.”
The two cyclists shook their heads and didn’t move.
The coroner put one hand under the dead man’s left arm and his other hand under the man’s left leg. He gently lifted the body and peered underneath. As if on cue, his four witnesses each lowered their heads at various angles to see for themselves. The ground was a dark reddish-brown, in sharp contrast to the green grass and weeds around the body. The back of the man’s shirt and pants were solid with the same dark hue. Several small slits could be seen in the man’s shirt.
“Don, do you mind holding him up for a second so I can get a shot,” the coroner asked Sheriff Jackson.
The sheriff did as instructed and the picture was taken. From behind the group, an approaching vehicle could be heard coming to a stop. The squad parked behind the coroner’s car and two uniformed medics got out. They opened the back of the squad and pulled out a wheeled stretcher.
“No,” the sheriff shouted to them quickly. “Bring a bag. I don’t want any wheel tracks over here.”
The medics nodded and soon joined the others with a large green body bag. Quick greetings were exchanged and, after determining that the coroner had all he needed for the moment, the body was unceremoniously inserted into the bag. Each medic grabbed an elastic handle at opposite ends of the bag and, without further comment, carried it back to the squad and were gone in the direction of Sherman.
Sherrie Carlyle was fascinated by the cold suddenness of it all. She stood looking down at the darkened indentation in the overgrown brush in front of her. She was conscious of alternating feelings of grief, excitement, and, above all, curiosity. Her eyes caught those of Eric and they communicated without speaking.
Eric looked back down at the ground, then at the coroner closing his bag. It was all so unreal.
The sheriff broke the silence with a question directed at both James and Carlyle. “Can you two be in my office on Monday to sign statements and answer any other questions we have by then?”
Eric and Sherrie looked at each other. Sherrie shrugged. “Sure.”
“Yeah, I guess,” Eric added.
“Good. Anytime will be fine,” Sheriff Jackson said, as the group started walking towards the parked bikes and cars.
“What happens now?” Sherrie asked.
“Well, I’ll be meeting with my deputies to start the investigation here. We’ll need to talk to Steadman. This is his land. Sanders lived right over there,” the sheriff said, pointing back over his shoulder to the left of the path. “Dr. Weaver will do the autopsy this afternoon, I assume,” he said, looking at the coroner, who nodded.
After a pause, the sheriff looked at the cyclists and asked, “Do you guys need a ride anywhere?”
“No, we’re alright,” Eric said.
“Does Smitty have both of your addresses and phone numbers?”
“Yeah,” Eric answered.
“Then I’ll probably see you Monday.”
“OK,” James and Carlyle answered in unison.
Sheriff Jackson, Deputy Smith and Coroner Weaver offered their thanks and walked together to the coroner’s car.
Eric and Sherrie waited at their bikes for a moment before Sherrie said softly, “Well, not your normal rest stop, was it?”
“What time is it?” James asked, ignoring her attempt at humor.
She punched a couple buttons on the cycling computer mounted on her handlebars and said, “11:45.”
“What do you want to do?”
“Eat.”
“Where?”
“Let’s head for Clearview, I guess. I didn’t make it all the way into town, so I’m not sure what’s there,” she said.
“Can’t be much,” he said dryly.
“Even if it’s just a corner store, we can buy something there.”
“OK. And something cold to drink. I’m dyin’ of.... Sorry.”
Sherrie giggled as they finished putting on their helmets and gloves and pulled out towards the road. They could hear the sheriff tell his deputy, “Get Danny, Carl and Joe. Meet me back at the office at...two o’clock.”
James and Carlyle waved as they passed the officers and headed down the hill towards Clearview. No words were spoken between the two, as was often the case when they rode together. They rode for five or six minutes in silence before Eric pulled up beside Sherrie.
“I’ve got a wild idea and, uh, I know you won’t want to do this, but that’s OK,” Eric half stammered.
“What are you talking about?” Sherrie asked with a puzzled look on her face.
“Well, I’d really like to know what the sheriff and, especially, the coroner find out in the next couple of days,” Eric said between breaths as they climbed a small hill. “I’d like to stay down here and kind of hang around them for a while.”
Sherrie didn’t answer.
“Didn’t you get a strange feeling about what was going on back there?”
“You better believe it. Seemed mighty neat and clean. But, that was a first for me. So how do I know?”
“Listen. If you just want to come down Monday, that’s fine, but I might look for a place around here to stay in the meantime. A small vacation wouldn’t hurt, either.”
“How much work you got?”
“Susan can take care of it. I’ll be less than an hour away if something happens,” he said assuredly. “Besides, it’s my company, I can leave it whenever I want to.”
“Sometimes I think Susan is the company and you just pay the bills.”
“No, she does that, too.”
They rode for a few more minutes until the edge of Clearview could be seen.
“How long you gonna stay here?” Sherrie asked him.
“Oh, just a few days I guess. I just want to find out more about what happened. Don’t you?”
“Yeah, I do,” she answered quietly. After a lengthy pause, she said, “If I said I knew the owner of a great place to stay, would you be interested?”
“Only if you join me,” he said, looking across at her with a small smile.
“Separate rooms!” she demanded.

Chapter 3
“Right here,” Sherrie said as they approached The Hunter House’s front yard. “You’re gonna love this place.”They pulled into the driveway and rested their bikes up against the side of the red brick house. They walked along a stone sidewalk leading to the front steps and then up to the porch. Sherrie entered the house first and waited for Eric to follow.
Her eyes were dancing. “What do you think?”
“Not bad, so far,” he answered, still taking it all in.
Almost before the sound of the door bells had stopped, Mrs. Hunter could be heard at the top of the steps, “Coming.”
Sherrie Carlyle gently stuck her elbow into Eric James’ ribs and winked at him.
“Well, I’ll be,” the old woman said with a beaming smile.
“Hi, Mrs. Hunter,” Sherrie greeted her.
“I didn’t expect to see you again so soon. Come in and sit down.”
They followed her to the area in front of the fireplace--an area Sherrie now took as one of the woman’s favorites. Mrs. Hunter took one of the big chairs and the two guests shared a couch. Eric awkwardly caught himself when he sank further into the seat than he had expected.
“Mrs. Hunter, this is my friend Eric James.”
The two exchanged smiles.
“We’re thinking of staying here for a few days. Is that possible?” Sherrie asked.
“Of course it is, dear. Nobody else has come in this weekend, so you have your choice of rooms.”
“We’ll need two,” Sherrie quickly added. “How much is that?”
“Two rooms? Well, it’s normally $75 per night, per room, and you get a full breakfast every morning. But, listen. This isn’t any of my business, but are you having to stay here because of the Sanders thing?” the woman asked, lowering her voice.
“Kind of,” Eric said, who exchanged questioning glances with Sherrie.
“OK,” Mrs. Hunter said energetically. “Then how about $100 per night for both rooms and breakfast each morning, as long as you let me know the night before when you expect to get up.”
Sherrie looked at Eric, nodded, then told the owner, “It’s a deal.”
“Lovely, lovely. You can have the two front rooms upstairs. They have the best views. I’ll go get the sheets ready,” the woman said, bounding for the stairway.
“‘The Sanders thing’,” Eric repeated softly.
“Yeah, I know. She probably knew before we left the scene. My money’s on the sheriff’s dispatcher.”
“Could be. You know what else I think?” Eric continued without allowing her to answer. “When the sheriff and I were walking back to view the body, he said something about the rain last night washing away tracks. He didn’t know at that point how long the body had been there. I don’t know. That whole scene just spooked the hell out of me.”
“I think you’re reverting back to your investigator days,” Sherrie smiled at him, referring to his days at the state Bureau of Workers’ Compensation. “But, I didn’t think murders were your specialty.”
“Well....”
“It was a murder, wasn’t it?” she asked sincerely.
“I don’t think too many people stab themselves in the back until they die. And I don’t think we’ll have too much trouble getting some background on this guy from the old lady here.”
Sherrie giggled. “If she doesn’t have the answer, I bet she knows who does.”
Their conversation was interrupted by the ringing of the front door bells. They turned to see a young woman wearing a tee-shirt tucked into cut-off blue jean shorts enter the house. She took a couple of steps before noticing the pair of visitors.
“Oh, hi. I was looking for Mrs. Hunter,” the woman said.
“She’s upstairs, I believe,” said Sherrie
“Is that you, Lisa?” they heard Mrs. Hunter shout down the steps.
“Yes. Do you need any help?” the young woman shouted back.
“No. I’ll be right down.”
Lisa McAdams smiled at Eric and Sherrie as they introduced each other. Sherrie knew from past experience that this was a woman Eric would be talking about when they were alone. Cute though not beautiful; nice figure though not a goddess; tanned; and no wedding ring.
They were joined by Mrs. Hunter. “Have you all met?” she asked the group in general. “Lisa comes over every Saturday and we go to the grocery store together. I really enjoy the time we get together. She’s my adopted daughter, I tell people.” The old woman laughed.
“Well, your rooms are ready,” she continued, looking at her two guests. “One is the first door on the right at the top of the steps and the other is the first door on the left. The bath is in the center of the hallway on the opposite side. You can’t miss it. There are plenty of towels. If you need more blankets or sheets let me know, but in this heat I wouldn’t know why.”
She stopped to catch her breath and Sherrie took the opportunity to thank her. “I guess we’ll be riding back up to Sherman to get Eric’s car,” Sherrie said looking at Eric for confirmation. “Then we’ll grab some clothes at home and be back later this afternoon or early evening. Is that OK?”
“Of course it is, dear,” Mrs. Hunter said soothingly. “You’ve had a long day already, haven’t you? That will be fine.”
Eric and Sherrie excused themselves. As they headed for the front door, Sherrie saw Eric glance back at the two women.
“Hell. We’ll never leave this place now,” she said in a mock disgusted voice.
“Yeah, I could really get to like that Mrs. Hunter,” Eric said, winking at her.

Chapter 4
Coroner Richard Weaver’s office was in a small two-story brick and stone building built in the late 1800’s. It overlooked the town square in Sherman and, from the outside, could have been mistaken for private offices except for the County Coroner sign hanging beside the front door with Dr. Weaver’s name and the county seal on it.
Inside, the reception area retained the old flavor of the building. But, beyond that, nearly all connections with the past were replaced with modern medical conveniences. At the end of the long middle hallway on the first floor was a large room resembling a hospital operating room. In this room on a hot July Saturday afternoon was the coroner and two assistants, a man and a woman, huddled over a body bag lying on a silver table in front of them.
The male assistant helped Doctor Weaver extract John Sanders’ body from the bag, while the second assistant pulled away the empty bag. She then grabbed a yellow legal pad and moved to the opposite side of the table from the doctor.
The procedure began in earnest with a stripping of the body. As each item of clothing was removed, it was labeled and put on a second long table near the dead man’s head. Within minutes, the coroner was viewing the nude body.
“No visible scars or bruises,” the white-haired official said without looking up. The female assistant wrote feverishly on her legal pad. The coroner ran his gloved hands over the dead man’s temples, down both sides of his throat, along the ribs and arms, and finally the legs and ankles.
“No indication of fractures,” he said curtly. “Let’s get him over.”
The body was lifted and turned in one swift, smooth motion by the coroner and his male assistant. The back of the man’s body was caked with dark, dried blood from under the shoulder blades to the back of the knee. As the coroner washed the body, he was supplied with clean, damp cloths from a large sink. When Sanders’ back was cleaned, the assistants heard the coroner let out an audible “Humph.”



He took out a silver pen from the pocket of his lab coat and began counting small, narrow cuts on the dead man’s back. “Eight lacerations,” he announced and the assistant scribbled. He pulled out a drawer from under the table and withdrew a measuring tape. He placed the beginning of the tape at the top of the man’s spine and held it in place with his finger. Extending the tape, he said, “Beginning eleven and a half inches from the base of the neck. All wounds within a six square inch space below that point.”
The coroner used a small knife to prod lightly at each wound. “Entry points range from one half to three fourths of an inch in height and are shallow,” he went on. After a few more minutes examining the outside of the body, the coroner finished the autopsy by taking a sample of the stomach contents and looking at other internal organs.
Richard Weaver straightened up and stepped back from the first murder victim he had examined in nearly two years. He turned, took off his gloves, and washed his hands. Looking back at the body, he stroked his overgrown mustache a half dozen times without comment.
“Mike, take the pictures. I think that’s all we need, Linda. Thanks for coming in on such short notice.”
He accepted the legal pad from the female assistant and walked down the hall to his office. He sat down and stared out the window at the near-empty town square.
Lisa McAdams listened intently as Mrs. Hunter recounted the events of the morning. They were driving down a narrow back road rolling through patches of thick woods, followed by fields and pastures.
“So, I called Jill at the sheriff’s office and asked her what she knew about it all,” Mrs. Hunter continued.
“What did she say?”
“Well, the deputy had called in to say it was that Sanders guy that lived up next to old man Steadman.”
“John Sanders?” Lisa asked with a sound of surprise.
“Why, yes. Do you know him?”
“I’ve heard a little bit about him from people I know.”
“Always feuding with Steadman, people told me,” the old woman said.
“You think this Steadman could have killed him?”
“Could have,” Mrs. Hunter said nonchalantly. “Could have been suicide, I suppose. Could have been the wife. Somebody told me she was jealous of the guy’s first wife.” She stopped again for a moment. “You’d never expect this around Clearview, though.”
They drove in silence through a small village dominated by a grain mill next to the railroad tracks and four or five Amish buggies carrying their black-clad passengers.
“You gonna be at the same school next year?” the old woman asked, peering out her window.
“Yes. I’ll have the third grade, though. That was the only opening they had. I haven’t taught that grade in three years. I guess since I didn’t arrive until April I’m lucky to get that.”
“You’ll do fine, I’m sure. How about a new apartment?”
“You know, I’m getting use to the one I’m in. I might stay. I sure enjoyed staying with you at first, though. If I hadn’t have needed the extra space, I might have stayed forever.”
Mrs. Hunter laughed. “You’re always welcome in The Hunter House.”
Sheriff Jackson put his black notebook on the long wooden table in front of him and looked around the conference room. The four deputies attending the meeting were a strange mix of gentlemen, ranging from a young man barely out of the police academy to a portly, bearded man twenty years older than Sheriff Jackson.
Jackson and Deputy Smith spent the next half hour reviewing the day’s events for the sake of the other deputies.
“What about the scene?” Deputy Joe Snyder, the eldest of the deputies, asked. “Anything usable there?”
“No weapon. No apparent sign of a struggle. Stabbed in the back, it looked like,” the sheriff said in a monotone.
“Any tracks?”
“Oh, some, but we can’t go by much that was there because those two witnesses had walked back to the body. Now, Smitty has already been to see Mrs. Sanders. I want Danny and Joe to go see old man Steadman this afternoon. Smitty, Carl and I will be at the scene. I want to know exactly what Steadman has to say as soon as you’re done. Got it?”
Danny Croft and Joe Snyder nodded.
“Oh, by the way, as usual all media people are directed to me,” the sheriff added, and the meeting ended almost as abruptly as it had started.
Once outside the sheriff’s brick office building, young Danny Croft and Joe Snyder stopped on the sidewalk as the other three officers headed for a cruiser.
“I expected more from him after the first murder here in a couple years,” Croft said.
Joe Snyder scratched his beard and said, “It’s early yet, and there’s no coroner’s report. But, I do think he’s leaning heavily towards Steadman as his man. We better not leave any stone unturned when we talk to him.”
The ride back to Eric James’ car at the county fairgrounds in Sherman was far less eventful than the ride to Clearview. Not many words were spoken between the two cyclists, even after they had passed the scene of the crime. A female deputy was standing guard at the end of the small lane and two people could be seen scouring the woods on either side of the path. They rode on in relative silence, both trying in their own minds to interpret what had happened to them earlier in the day.
They drove to Columbus, stopping only to drive through a McDonalds for lunch. Eric dropped off Sherrie at her northside condo and she agreed to meet him back at his house. She showered, packed lightly and began to anticipate with pleasure the small vacation she was going to take. She drove around the outerbelt to Eric’s eastside house and pulled into the driveway.
She beeped once and within seconds the garage door opened for her. Eric came out, took her bag to his car and commented on its light weight.
“Not staying long?” he asked her.
“Do you have any doubt that there’s a washer and dryer in that old house that we can use?”
“I was going to send you to the laundromat,” he replied innocently.
“While you and Ms. Cut-off Jeans get to know each other better? Not in a million years.”
“My, aren’t we getting possessive in our old age,” Eric said as he lowered the trunk and began attaching the bikes to the rack.
“Don’t push me, old man.”
“Why don’t you just marry me and I promise never to look at another cute butt in my life,” he said pleadingly.
“Get in the God-damned car,” she said, slamming the passenger door.
Just outside of Sherman, as Sherrie was scanning the car stereo for a clear station, they heard: “...Grant County’s first apparent murder in twenty three months. Our Chrissy Pruitt was on the scene earlier this afternoon and caught up with Sheriff Jackson.”
“Sheriff, what can you tell us so far?” Chrissy asked.
“Not much, yet, I’m afraid. The body has been taken to the coroner’s office for an autopsy and we are just beginning this afternoon to talk to some of the people in the area who might have seen something.”
“Do you have any suspects, yet?”
The sheriff let out a slight laugh. “No, no. We’ll talk to Mrs. Sanders in the near future to see if there might have been somebody that she knew who would want to do this. To my knowledge, Mr. Sanders had no police record, but we’ll check that, too.”
“Has a murder weapon been found?”
“Nope. Not yet.”
“Well, that’s all we know so far about the tragic events that took place sometime before dawn this morning outside of Clearview. This is Chrissy Pruitt for Z-93 news.”
“When’s Jackson up for re-election? I bet they hang somebody for this, even if it has to be old-lady Hunter,” Eric said dryly.
“Eric! That’s not funny.”
They drove through Sherman and into Clearview listening to Foreigner and Boston.
They parked in the rear of The Hunter House and Sherrie rang the back doorbell as Eric unloaded the car. Mrs. Hunter opened the door to a small kitchen and they were instantly overwhelmed by the smell of deep fried chicken.
“Oh, that smells marvelous,” Sherrie gushed.
“You haven’t eaten supper, I hope?” the owner asked.
“Not yet,” Sherrie answered for both of them.
“Good. Can you join me and Lisa for dinner at 6:30?”
“Sure, but only if you’re having chicken,” James replied.
Mrs. Hunter giggled and showed them through the swinging doors into the now-familiar living room. “First two rooms, remember.”
“Thank you,” Sherrie said as she and Eric walked up the wooden steps. “Isn’t that nice. Lisa’s going to join us.”
They turned left at the top of the stairway and walked into the first room. A large four-poster bed covered with a multi-colored quilt dominated the room. Eric laid Sherrie’s suitcase on the bed. She had walked ahead to the window opposite the door and looked out over the tree-lined street. A dresser across from the bed was flanked by two large chairs. A second dresser was next to the window at the foot of the bed.
“This is beautiful,” Sherrie said softly. “Perfect. Now, get out of here. I’m gonna change.”
He raised his eyebrows and obeyed. He found his room to be just as pristine as Sherrie’s. He threw his bag on the bed and looked out his window. It was all rather nice, he thought.

Chapter 5
Seeing that the door to Sherrie’s room was closed, Eric James walked down the steps admiring the detail in the magnificent handrail that protected the open side of the stairway. He chose one of the larger chairs and sat alone in the quiet room. He picked up a magazine from the antique coffee table and leafed through it with no particular interest. A variety of sounds behind him in the kitchen was the only indication that anyone else was in the house.
He put the magazine down and was leaning back with his eyes closed when he was aroused by the bells signaling a visitor. Lisa McAdams was carrying a paper grocery back in one arm. She smiled, said “Hi” and proceeded through the swinging doors to the kitchen. Eric could hear the two women talk as they walked from the kitchen to the dining room and back. A couple minutes later, Lisa emerged from the dining room and sat on a couch across from James, pulling her legs under her.
He guessed she was in her late twenties. Her deep tan and streaked brown hair was more befitting a teenager. Mrs. Hunter would know her age, he thought to himself.
“I hear you’re going to join us for dinner,” Lisa had said.
“Uh, yeah. Sherrie and I are going to stay here for a few days,” he said, pointing with his eyes up the stairs.
“Dorothy said you’re from Columbus.”
“Yes. She probably told you about our adventure this morning?”
“Yeah, on the way to the grocery store. I only know as much as she does,” Lisa said, glancing around the room and lowering her voice, “but sometimes that can be quite a bit.”
They laughed together.
“What do you do?” Eric asked her.
“I teach at Oak Street Elementary. I got a job there in the spring.”
“So you haven’t been here long?”
“No...,” she had started when Eric’s attention was distracted by the appearance of Sherrie on the stairs. She was wearing shorts and a tank top.
She smiled at James, blinking her green eyes, and sat in a chair next to him.
“Hi. It’s Lisa, right?” she said politely.
“Yes. I was just telling Eric how nice it is to have somebody staying here. You don’t know how much Dorothy enjoys running this place.”
“The rooms are great,” Sherrie smiled. “I’m glad I brought my alarm, or I’d still be in that bed.”
“I think I heard Dorothy say she put you in that room with the poster bed. That’s the room I stayed in before I got my apartment. She probably knows women like that room.”
Sherrie smiled at her. She looked over at Eric and asked, “How’s your room?”
“A lot like yours.”
Mrs. Hunter poked her head out from the kitchen and announced that they could join her in the dining room. The little procession entered a room as long as, but more narrow than, the living room. A fireplace showed signs of much use in colder weather. Above the cloth-covered table was an exquisite chandelier that, to Eric’s untrained eye, had to be one hundred years old.
The table was set neatly with two candles helping to separate serving dishes heaped with chicken, potatoes, vegetables, salad and fruit.
“Oh, Mrs. Hunter, this is beautiful,” Sherrie said.
“Just sit down, everyone. Nothing special.”
Eric and Sherrie sat on one side of the table, with Lisa McAdams on the opposite side and Mrs. Hunter on the end closest to the kitchen entrance.
“Mr. James, if you will please start, we’ll see if everything is satisfactory,” Mrs. Hunter said eagerly.
The food was passed around with few additional words spoken. However, it was not long after the last of the vegetables had made the rounds that Mrs. Hunter asked, “Have you heard anything from the sheriff, Mr. James.”
“Not since we last saw him,” Eric replied. “And, really, it’s OK to call me Eric.”
“Good, and please call me Dorothy, both of you. I already have Lisa trained.”
“What do you know about this guy Sanders?” Sherrie asked their hostess.
“From what I’ve been told, he was a successful businessman from the Columbus area. I heard he moved down here a couple years ago to get away from it all. It’s generally pretty quiet here, you know. His wife sells jewelry. She makes it herself. It’s nothing nobody here would wear. It’s high class, if you know what I mean. Well, anyway, Sanders lived next to old Bill Steadman and he and Steadman fought from day one. Poor Steadman thinks everybody is after his land and Sanders and that uppity wife of his, I suspect they have some money. That’s what I’ve heard, anyway. And people said Sanders was thinking of buying some more land around his place up there.”
“You don’t think Sanders was employed anywhere, then?” James asked.
“Didn’t seem to be. Maybe Mary Teal was helping him out,” the old woman said softly, winking at Lisa.
“Oh, Dorothy. Stop it. Mary’s just a friend of his. Or was.” Lisa looked across at James and Carlyle. “Mary’s a teacher at our school and some people think they were more than friends.”
James asked, “Did Sanders have any children?”
“I believe there was a son from his first marriage,” Mrs. Hunter said. “I’m not sure. I think someone in the euchre club told me that. Something they heard from Sanders’ wife--the current one. She didn’t get along with the first wife or was jealous or something.”
They ate in relative silence for a few minutes, before Mrs. Hunter said, “Tell me more about you two.”
Eric and Sherrie finished swallowing, looked at each other, and Eric went first.
“Well, I own a small company outside of Columbus. I consult with businesses on how to install local area networks, computer systems, and stuff like that. I used to be with the Ohio Department of Workers’ Compensation tracking down cheaters until I got into computers. Let’s see, I’m divorced and ride my bike a lot. That’s what brought us down here today. We do day trips in organized tours all over the state. Today we were riding from Sherman down through here and back up to Sherman. You know the rest.”
“How about you, Sherrie?” Mrs. Hunter asked.
“I’m a school psychologist. So, like Lisa, I have some time off in the summer. I’m divorced. No kids, except a few hundred at school. Needless to say, after what happened today, this may be the last time I go riding with him,” she said, pointing her thumb at Eric.
“How did you meet,” Lisa asked her.
“Riding. I had a flat one day and he offered to fix it. I told him to get lost, but the next week he saw me on another ride and said hi. I figured anyone who remembered me after the way I blew him off at first must be OK. We rode together a little bit that day and, well, we just started meeting each other on rides. That was about fifteen years ago, now.” She smiled.
“And you’re still not married?” Mrs. Hunter smiled back at her.
“You’ve got to be joking,” Sherrie said. “Marry him? Get real.”
Eric smiled and shrugged. He was used to it.
Small talk filled the rest of the meal until Mrs. Hunter announced that she had dessert waiting for them. Protests from the three guests went unheeded and their hostess disappeared into the kitchen only to reappear seconds later with a bulging pie.
“Apple,” she said. “My favorite.”
She cut four pieces and passed the plates around the table. Compliments accompanied the first bites from all the guests and, once again, eating took precedence over conversation.
Danny Croft and Joe Snyder drove their cruiser down the long driveway to Bill Steadman’s house. It was a small ranch home nearly hidden by thick woods. This part of Grant County was known for newly built homes starting at a quarter million dollars on five acre lots and original homesteads that had been in the same family for five generations--like the Steadman place.
Croft and Snyder had driven down this driveway before. Except for the very coldest parts of winter, hardly a week went by without the sheriff getting a call from Bill Steadman complaining of trespassers, hunters, ‘youngens’, or surveyors on his property. Therefore, the two Dobermans howling in the kennel behind the house caused no immediate alarm in the officers.
They parked beside the house and knocked sharply on the front door, knowing from experience that either Bill Steadman was nearly deaf or simply chose not to hear certain knocks on his door. Sixty-three year old Steadman opened the door slowly.
“It’s just us, Bill. Put the bat down,” Joe Snyder said.
The deputies could hear the baseball bat being returned to its spot in the corner behind the wooden door. Steadman opened the door wider and said, “What you boys want?”
“Bill, can we come in for a moment? We need to talk to you about John Sanders.”
“Did you catch him this time?”
“Bill, we really need to come in and talk to you.”
The small, old man turned towards the living room and waved his hand for the deputies to enter. There was a couch and one chair in the room, along with small tables cluttered with dishes and beer bottles. Danny Croft decided to stand just inside the door. He did not expect and did not receive an invitation from Steadman to get a chair. So, he stood.
“What about Sanders?” the old man asked in a hoarse voice ravaged over the years by chain smoking.
“When was the last time you saw John Sanders?” Snyder asked him abruptly.
Steadman looked back at the deputy blankly. He looked out the front window for a minute and finally answered. “Probably Wednesday night. He was walking along the Clearview/Sherman Road and I was coming back from Charlie’s bar. Would have run him over if I’d been drunk enough.”
Danny Croft pulled out a pocket notebook and scribbled notes.
“Did you see him last night or early this morning at all?”
“Hell, no. But I wasn’t lookin’ either. I don’t even remember hearing the dogs at all last night. What’s this all about?”
“Bill, John Sanders was found dead this morning on the path coming off Clearview/Sherman Road down to your place.”
“Dead? From what?”
“Don’t know, yet. Looked like a knife.”
“You’re not shittin’ me, are you? Who would want to kill that no good bastard?”
Danny Croft couldn’t suppress his laugh and did the best he could to cover it with a cough. Snyder ignored his partner and continued his questioning.
“Can you tell us where you were last evening until this morning?”
“Charlie’s until closing time and then right here. You can ask Duke and Rambo back there. They saw me,” the old man said, his smile revealing a mouth half full of teeth.
“That won’t be necessary,” Snyder smiled back. The oppressive heat in the non-air conditioned house, combined with Steadman’s answers, was causing large beads of sweat to roll into his bushy eyebrows.
“Bill, did you hear or see anybody or anything suspicious around here or up by the road last night or this morning?”
“Nope. Been pretty quiet.”
Joe Snyder was about ready to give it up and face the consequences with the sheriff. “You weren’t alone at Charlie’s, I assume?”



“Nope. You can ask any of the regulars. I was there ‘til they kicked us out.”
Snyder got up. “Thanks. We’ll be back in touch.”
He preceded his partner out the front door and walked to the cruiser. As they were turning the car around, Snyder said, “Jerk. He calls us constantly wanting our help and then he pulls that on us. Moron.”
The car pulled out of the long drive onto the blacktop road and headed for the crime scene, the sound of barking dogs fading in the background.
Sheriff Jackson and Deputy Smith stood just inside the bright yellow tape marking off the crime scene, looking down the path towards the spot where John Sanders’ body was found that morning. The heat was overwhelming. Late-afternoon clouds were forming overhead, but cooling rain did not seem imminent. The sheriff wiped his brow.
“Not a shred of solid evidence,” he muttered. “Can’t even tell for sure if he fell right there or was placed there.” He paused for a second. “And you say his wife took it fairly well?”
“Yeah. I still say she was shocked to hear it, but never really lost control. She insists he told her he was thinking about going to Columbus. I know every marriage is different, but if I didn’t come home and didn’t tell Jean where I was, I’d be dead.”
“Yeah, that’s strange, but both of them were a little eccentric, from what I’ve heard. Depending on what Croft and Snyder find out at Steadman’s, we’ll need to talk to her again tomorrow.”
“What are you thinking about the body? I mean, anything strike you as odd there?” the deputy asked.
“Well, do you typically fall forward or backward when you are stabbed in the back? Do you struggle? Weaver needs to tell us how long it would take someone to die from those wounds. Also, how long was he dead? I think right now I’m leaning towards his body being brought here. Something about the way the body was; where it was. More like he was dragged out of a car and laid there. You know, grab him under the armpits and pull him out a few feet into the grass. But no good footprints. Damn.”
The men were distracted by the sound of a deputy behind them trying to get a pick-up truck full of high school kids to keep moving.
“Let’s plan on holding regular 8:00 a.m. meetings with the same group we had today until further notice,” the sheriff said. “This may come down to a lot of leg work talking to people. We’ve got to try to build a suspect list that extends beyond Steadman and, maybe, the wife. Somebody knows this guy better than us and we need to find them and talk to them. For now, I’m too hungry to wait for Croft and Snyder. I’ll call you later tonight if I get anything solid.”
“OK. If those two show up, I’ll have them contact you. See ya’ later.”
The sheriff lifted the tape over his head and walked to his cruiser. He started the car and turned the air conditioner on high. When cool air began flowing from the vents, he turned them up into his face. He leaned back in the seat and closed his eyes. A few seconds later, he drove home.

Chapter 6
Eric, Sherrie and Dorothy Hunter sat on the front porch of The Hunter House. Eric was drinking a Coke while Sherrie and Mrs. Hunter were separated by a tray table holding a pitcher of iced tea. It was not late enough in the evening to worry about mosquitoes, but the old woman warned them that their time on the porch was limited to sunset. Beyond that time, she said, even repellent didn’t seem to help. She was convinced modern science had somehow created super mosquitoes; something along the lines of killer bees.
Cars passed infrequently. The drivers of about one in three cars that passed honked their horns or waved at the white haired woman. Each time, Mrs. Hunter would wave back and say “Hi”, which, of course, only Eric and Sherrie could hear. In nearly every case, she could tell them who the occupants were.
“Oh, here comes Sam,” Mrs. Hunter said looking down the street towards the center of Clearview.
Sam Conrad, the guests soon found out, was the mailman. It ended up that Sam Conrad was THE mailman in Clearview. He and Henry Reichert ran the small post office attached to Younger’s General Store on Oak Street. Clearview had a Main Street, but apparently the real “action” was on Oak Street.
This knowledge having been gained while Conrad walked a block and a half, the residents of the porch watched Conrad climb the porch steps. He gave the old woman a hug and said “Hi” to Eric and Sherrie.
Mrs. Hunter made the introductions and the middle-aged postman sat next to her. Preliminary conversation about the weather was soon followed by the topic of the day in Clearview.
“Well, what do you think about that Sanders murder?” he asked her.
“I bet you didn’t even know that we had celebrities with us tonight, did you?”
Conrad looked at Eric and Sherrie with a puzzled look and said frankly, “No.”
“These are the two young people who found Sanders this morning. They’re staying in town a few days until the police have everything they need.”
“You’re kiddin’me? Hell. That must have been a shock.”
Sherrie said, “Yeah, you don’t expect that to happen to you on a bike tour.”
“Oh, you’re bikers?”
“Cyclists,” Sherrie answered, knowing from experience that he probably took her reference to bikes as meaning motorcycles. “The kind you pedal.”
“Oh,” Conrad said laughing. “Sorry. I didn’t think you looked like no biker babe.”
Sherrie took that as a compliment.
“So, what do you hear?” Mrs. Hunter asked the mailman.
“Not much, yet. I bet they’ll be talking about it tomorrow at church and Monday I’ll get an earful on my rounds. I don’t mean to be disrespectful or nothing, but maybe now those damn envelopes will stop coming for him.”
Eric looked up from his Coke and was the first to ask the obvious, “What envelopes?”
“Well, Sanders had a box down at the office. A small one. He hardly ever got anything addressed to it, but about once a month he would get a big ol’ brown envelope that was always too big to put in there. So we would leave him a note to pick it up from us. He would come down once a week or so to look in the box, so sometimes we would be holding this envelope for him for a week. And it concerned us a bit because it never had a return address on it. Of course, we always thought that was stupid. But, he always came and got it. Never told us who it was from.”
“Did it contain an object of some type, or what?” Eric asked him.
“No. It was soft. Always felt like there were several small soft things in it. Well, needless to say me and Henry assumed it was full of money. Who knows?”
“Where was it postmarked from?” Sherrie asked.
“Always Columbus.”
“Did they use stamps or a postage meter?” she asked.
He thought for a second. “Stamps.”
“How was it addressed?” Eric asked. “Hand written or typed?”
“Oh, we always thought it was from a woman because it was really nice writin’,” Conrad said with some excitement. “No wonder his wife killed him. Some woman was sending him money.” The mailman laughed.
James and Carlyle weren’t laughing. Sherrie could see in his eyes that Eric wanted to keep this conversation going as long as he could before Conrad caught on to what was happening to him.
“You think she could have done it?” Eric asked innocently.
“Oh, you were just kidding, weren’t you Sam?” Mrs. Hunter interjected.
“Yeah, yeah, of course. Who the hell knows who did it. Since he was on Steadman’s land and they were always goin’ at it, why not him?”
“What do you know about Mrs. Sanders?” Eric asked Sam.
“Only met her once or twice. Not bad lookin’. I know she’s not from here originally. I really don’t know much about how they got along, or anything like that.”
“Hmph.” Eric acknowledged the mailman’s answer, but he was looking down the street as though with other thoughts on his mind.
Sam and Mrs. Hunter exchanged family updates for a few minutes before Sam said he had to get home. “You chose a good place to stay,” he told Eric and Sherrie. “They don’t come no better than Dorothy Hunter.”
As he walked away, Dorothy said, “Sam’s always looking out for me. He lost his mother last year--she was 89--and I think I kind of took her place. I don’t look 89 do I?”
Eric and Sherrie laughed and assured her otherwise.
A red convertible sports car passed them with several energetic honks of the horn. Eric caught a glimpse of two women in the front seat.
“Oh, there goes Lisa,” Mrs. Hunter said, waving. “She goes into Columbus on most Friday and Saturday nights to go dancing...and man hunting. Must be nice to be young.”
“Nice car,” Sherrie said.
“You ought to see us trying to get groceries in it. It helps keep the bill down because you can’t buy much.”
Street lights flickered on up and down the tree-lined road. Mrs. Hunter said that was her clue to get inside before the bugs attacked.
“What time do you think you’ll be getting up tomorrow?” she asked her guests.
Eric and Sherrie exchanged shrugs and Eric said, “About nine.” Sherrie nodded.
“OK. I’ll have breakfast then. Call if you need anything,” Mrs. Hunter said as she slowly got out of her chair. “Good night.”
“Good night,” Eric and Sherrie said in unison. “Oh, and Mrs. Hunter, you have some very interesting friends,” Eric added.
The old woman smiled as she entered the house and closed the storm door behind her, leaving the two visitors alone in silence. Birds and crickets made the only noise. A car passed. Half a block down, one of the street lights flickered on and off erratically. There was a dead calmness about the evening.
“What are you thinking?” Sherrie finally said.
“About bodies, and mailmen...and dancing.”
“Go. Have fun. I’m sure there’s a doctor somewhere around here for when you try to get up tomorrow.”
“Yeah, Dr. Weaver. I need to see him Monday.”
“Don’t change the subject.”
“Oh, Sherrie, for Christ sakes. She’s only a really cute, young school teacher...young single school teacher...that drives a red convertible sports car. What’s she got that you don’t have?” Eric could not supress his smile.
Sherrie made a face but would not look at him. A second later, she smiled. “She doesn’t have you wrapped around her little finger.”
“Nope. Only one person can say that,” Eric said, sensing an opportunity to end this without getting harmed any further.
“Good. Now tell me what we are going to do tomorrow.”
“Get up, meet in the shower....”
“Eric!”
“Eat breakfast and maybe see if the sheriff is in. In the afternoon, I might call Sanders’ wife to see if it’s OK to go talk to her. I’d be interested in knowing how upset she is about this whole thing. I wonder if the cops have talked to her, yet?”
“She’s got to be next in line after Steadman. Wasn’t it odd that they wanted to talk to him before they talked to her?” Sherrie asked.
“Don’t know. They know more of the history than we do. But we have an advantage over them in that we might hear stuff they never would. Like good ol’ Sam Conrad. I bet the cops don’t know about those envelopes, yet.”
“Is this a race between you and the cops?”
“Oh, don’t worry. I’ll tell them stuff we hear if I think it will help. But, yeah, I’ll bet you we find the killer before them.”
Sherrie looked at him. “Bet me what?”
“A new pair of cycling gloves.”
“Cheap bastard.”
“OK. New gloves and a jersey.”
She smiled. “You’re too easy.”
Forty-five minutes later they went inside, tired of fighting off mosquitoes. They walked upstairs and, at the top of the steps, Sherrie said, “Want to come in.”
“Sure.”
Eric took a seat beside the big window, facing the portable TV Sherrie had brought from her condo bedroom. She threw him a Coke from a small cooler, took one herself, and laid on her stomach on the bed to watch TV. Halfway through the second show, he noticed she was asleep. He turned off the TV and was almost to the door when she said, “Goodnight, Eric.”
“Goodnight, Sherrie. If a bad storm comes up, can I crawl in next to you?”
“Goodnight, Eric.”
In his room, Eric laid down on his bed, put his hands behind his head and shut his eyes. He thought about the next two days and what information they might provide. He thought about Sherrie. Sherrie. What a long fifteen years it had been. It was like magic when they first noticed each other back then. A year of flirting and phone calls and secret meetings.
Then the fateful night in the motel. The embraces in bed, hands everywhere--and the horrific sex. They were both so anxious to please the other that it had been a disaster. She dressed in tears and ran out of the room. No words had been spoken.
Somehow--neither one knew how--their love remained strong for each other despite a mutual agreement that marriage to each other was not in their immediate or, in fact, long-term future. With the sexual tension behind them, their relationship settled into a routine somewhere between friendship and marriage.
Within two years, Sherrie was divorced, followed the next year by Eric. He certainly would have married her had she given the first indication of wanting him. She never did. Both became comfortable in their single lives, relying heavily on each other for support. Their love for each other grew to a level few married people could attain. A day didn’t go by that he didn’t think of her and rarely did more than three days go by that they didn’t talk on the phone or see each other.
So, here they were fifteen years later still in love, still not having sex with each other, and still happy. Amazing, he thought to himself.
He got undressed and went back to bed...alone.

Chapter 7
Sunday morning in Clearview gave every sign that the day was going to be another hot one. A slight haze, not nearly as thick as the previous day’s, still hung in the air when Eric James looked out his bedroom window at 8:05 a.m. Through the trees he could see some thin, high clouds. Nothing that looked like rain.
He grabbed a pair of shorts, a tee shirt, underwear and socks from his dresser. He slipped on the shorts, found the bag containing his razor, shampoo and other necessities, and quietly opened the bedroom door. He listened for a second for any noise coming from the bathroom across the hall, then walked over and put his ear on the bathroom door. Semi-assured it was vacant, he tried the handle and peered inside the dark room.
He locked the door behind him and was soon inside the shower. The bathroom retained a lot of the feel of the turn-of-the-century house, but had beautiful modern “antique” fixtures. As he dried off, he sensed that he was beginning to feel secure in the simplicity of the old house. No hair dryer hanging on the bathroom wall. No TV in the bedroom. Come to think of it, no telephone in the bedroom. He could live here, he thought.
Eric dressed and walked across the hall to his bedroom. He heard Sherrie’s door open and looked past the stairs to her room.
“About time,” she said as she crossed into the bathroom. She wore a mid-thigh length tee shirt that neatly showed off her thin figure. After the bathroom door closed, he heard the lock being pushed in with considerable force. In his mind he could see her smiling behind the door.
When he made his way down the stairs, he found a tray on the large table in front of the fireplace holding a carafe of coffee, two cups, sugar, cream and two spoons. Mrs. Hunter instantly appeared from the kitchen, looking as though she had been up for hours.
“There’s coffee if you like, or if you prefer tea or juice, I have that, too,” she said.
“No, this will be fine,” Eric said. “Thank you.”
He sat in a chair and, as he poured the coffee, noticed a copy of the Sherman newspaper on another table across the room. The bold headline, “Clearview Area Resident Found Slain”, shouted across the room at him. He felt a slight chill as he walked across the room and saw a large color photo of the familiar crime scene. Yellow police tape was in the foreground and Sheriff Jackson, Deputy Smith and other people were in the background nearer the position where the body was found.
He had nearly finished the first page story and two related articles when Sherrie came down the stairs. Her hair was still damp and he could smell her favorite herbal body lotion as she reached for the coffee.
“Good morning,” she said with a smile. “Did you sleep, OK?”
“Better than normal in a strange bed. How about you?”
“Pretty good. I see we made the paper.”
“Well, ‘Clearview area resident John Sanders’ did, at least. We are now ‘two passing cyclists.’”
“What are they saying?” Sherrie asked.
“Let’s see. Mrs. Sanders is distraught, unavailable for comment. Sheriff Jackson makes it sound like there will be a second Warren Commission formed to solve it. No autopsy results, yet. And neighbors didn’t hear a thing.”
“Good morning, Sherrie,” Mrs. Hunter called from the dining room entrance near the front door. “Can I get you anything.”
“Not right now, thanks.”
“Give me about five minutes and you can eat. OK?”
“Great,” Eric said.
When Dorothy Hunter was gone, Sherrie said, “Isn’t this great. I’m going to hate to leave.”
Eric smiled at her over his coffee cup. His mind was back on the newspaper articles. They hadn’t revealed anything new and Jackson’s comments struck him as cautious, albeit a little pompous. Eric was beginning to appreciate the politician in the young man, but still wondered about his ability as a sheriff. He wondered about Smith. Awfully young. A little unprofessional. And Eric didn’t like the way Smith had looked at Sherrie.
“OK, kids,” Mrs. Hunter announced from the kitchen, nearly causing Eric to spill his coffee as he was brought back to the present.
The dining room table was set for two. A stack of pancakes, bacon, sausages, slices of melon and juice nearly filled the end of the table with the place settings. Mrs. Hunter brought out coffee as the two guests sat next to each other.
“Wow. You’ll fatten me up if I stay here too long,” Eric told her.
“Oh, that reminds me,” Mrs. Hunter said, scurrying back into the kitchen. She returned with a bowl of cut strawberries and whipped cream. “Try these on the pancakes. The whipped cream is low fat.”
Sheriff Donald Jackson was the last member of the small group to arrive for the morning briefing. He carried a cup of convenience store coffee and, like the others with the singular exception of Joe Snyder, wore shorts. His muscular legs were well tanned from summer days on the local golf courses.
“Anybody heard from Doc Weaver?” the sheriff asked.
“Nope,” Smith said, with the others shaking their heads unanimously.
“I guess we might have to wait until Monday for his autopsy report,” Jackson said. “I’m anxious to see what he estimates as the time of death.”
“Anything new on the crime scene stuff?” Deputy Carl Higgins asked.
“Not much,” the sheriff shrugged. “A bad, partial set of two footprints that probably belong to Sherrie Carlyle. I’ve got the pictures in my office. We might have some tire tracks that go into the lane, then they stop. But, if it was somebody just turning around...well.” He trailed off and let the deputies draw their own conclusions.
“What’s on the schedule for today?” Smith asked.
“I want to call Judy Sanders and set a time to go up there and talk to her again today…get a better list of possible suspects from her. And find out what she was doing Friday night.”
He opened the notebook that sat on the table in front of him. “Now, lets go over what else we have so far.” Deputies Snyder and Croft were asked to summarize their talk with Bill Steadman. When they were done, the sheriff said, “Get up to Charlies’ when it opens this afternoon and start to find out who was there Friday night with Steadman. Talk to every one of them as soon as you can. I want you two to concentrate on Steadman’s actions that night. Time is important here, guys. I mean, when he got there…when he left…did he leave and come back…everything.”



Snyder and Croft nodded as they wrote their notes.
“Smitty, you and I are going up to the Sanders place. Carl, talk to any of the neighbors around the scene that we didn’t get yesterday. Did they see anything. See if any of them know what Sanders’ schedule was. Did he come and go at regular intervals, that kind of thing.”
The meeting wound down with small talk and when the topics became far removed from the investigation, members of the group dismissed themselves one by one.
Eric and Sherrie sat drinking coffee in the dining room.
“Well, if I can get up out of this seat I might go for a short ride,” Eric said. “Care to join me?”
“Where to?”
“I think I’m going to head up towards the Sanders place and see if I can catch Mrs. Sanders. I’ll use the excuse that I just wanted to extend my condolences. But, I can’t stop thinking about what that mailman told us. I wonder if she even knew about that stuff?”
“You’re assuming she’s not too distraught over this whole thing,” Sherrie said.
“Well, if she is we’ll leave her alone…for now. You coming?”
“Sure, I enjoy watching you make an ass out of yourself.”
They changed and met at the back of The Hunter House. They filled their water bottles in the kitchen, each of them grabbing an apple from the morning’s fruit bowl. Within minutes they were heading north out of Clearview on another beautiful summer morning.
When the last of the village’s old homes was behind them, they again found themselves in the rolling farmland. A church bell rang faintly in the distance, followed by the general silence of the countryside. Cows grazing behind wire fences raised their heads indifferently as the two riders went past. The cyclists could feel heat radiating from the chest high fields of corn even this early in the day.
They topped the hill that once held the body of John Sanders. A patrol car containing a lone officer sat the side of the road blocking the entrance to the sealed off dirt path. They waved as they passed and rolled down the other side of the hill, the wind whistling through their helmets as they gained speed.
Sherrie pulled up beside Eric. “OK, genius. Any idea where you’re going now?”
“The first road that goes to the right has to be ours…I think,” he said.
The road appeared when they crested the next small hill about a quarter of a mile later. They turned onto the tar and chip surfaced road, past a small section of woods and over an almost dried up stream. To their right were acres of open pastures. The small stream wound its way like a snake between the gentle rolls of the land. On the left were thick woods—the thickest they had seen in this area.
They rode almost half a mile before they saw a large ranch style home on top of one of the many swells on the right side of the road. The bright green grass surrounding the house stuck out noticeably among the brown fields. As they approached the house, Eric and Sherry saw a lone figure in the driveway.
Judy Sanders didn’t sleep much Saturday night. The image of John’s face on that table at the morgue when they had asked her to positively identify him wouldn’t leave her mind. The sheriff’s questioning had sickened her. Now, John’s things were everywhere. She lay in bed at three in the morning thinking she should have accepted her sister’s invitation to stay with her in Cincinnati.
She woke up a few minutes past eight when Kelly, a beagle now without his master, made it known he wanted out. Judy Sanders had tried to fall back asleep, but it was useless. Too many things on her mind. The funeral. The investigation. The face.
By nine o’clock she had showered, put on an old pair of shorts and one of her favorite shirts and was sitting at the kitchen table trying to eat. She found herself staring out the window, across the vast open fields. Her mind was racing, but on too many things to concentrate on any one thing.
She got up, dumped out a half cup of cold coffee and refilled the cup. She moved to the family room and switched on the TV. Channels flashed by as she searched aimlessly for something to occupy her mind. After settling on an old movie, she laid on her side on the couch. Her eyes moved up to the fireplace mantel containing pictures of her and John, John and Kelly, John…
She closed her eyes to keep from crying. Judy Sanders didn’t know why she didn’t want to cry, but she didn’t. Who was she trying to impress, she thought. She had cried in front of the sheriff. People would probably tell her it was better to let it out.
What people? She didn’t have anyone left. Forty-five years old without a friend she could call close. Certainly not in this god-forsaken bit of country. She thought when she agreed to let John buy the land and build the house that it would be good for him; that it would allow him to get away from the pressure of his job in Columbus. It worked wonders for him, she thought, and had nearly driven her crazy. The people were boring, low-class, and didn’t know the first thing about fashion jewelry, let alone have the money to buy any.
Now this. She put her head in a pillow and cried herself to sleep.
She awoke to the sound of Kelly barking. When he didn’t stop after a couple minutes, Judy went through the kitchen to the door leading to the garage and, in her bare feet, out to the side of the garage where he was tied.
She knelt down. “What’s the matter, Kelly? Your chain caught again?”
The dog came to her panting, then just as quickly moved away from her the ten feet his chain would allow towards the road. Kelly barked again and Judy followed his line of sight to the road. Two bikes slowly rolled up the hill to the end of the driveway. She could see the cyclists talk to each other for an instant, then stop. The man had stopped his bike completely and had one foot on the ground. The female rolled past him slowly and, looking back at the man, turned into the driveway. The two cyclists coasted down the driveway, with Kelly getting more excited by the minute.
“It’s OK, Kelly,” she said, petting his side.
Eric and Sherrie stopped a few feet in front of the woman and her dog and got off their bikes.
“Excuse me,” Eric said hesitantly, “but, is this the Sanders residence?”
“Yes,” Judy answered.
Eric and Sherrie took off their helmets. Eric used the back of his gloved hand to wipe the perspiration from his forehead.
“My name is Eric James and this is Sherrie Carlyle. Are you Mrs. Sanders?”
“Yes,” Judy said again. “Judy Sanders.”
“Well,” Eric hesitated. “We wanted to express our regrets over the death of your husband.”
“You’re the two who found him, aren’t you?” Judy asked.
Eric and Sherrie nodded without speaking, their eyes dropping to the ground and back to Judy.
She smiled. “Thanks for coming over. You didn’t have to do that.”
“Is there anything we can get you or do for you?” Sherrie asked.
Judy looked down at Kelly. “You know what,” Judy said, looking back up at Eric and Sherrie. “You can come in and talk for a while, can’t you? I would like that more than anything right now.”
“Sure,” Eric said, hoping he didn’t sound too eager.
Judy led them through the garage and into the house, apologizing as they went for what she considered messes in the garage and kitchen. The aroma of coffee filled the large kitchen and eating area.
“How about something to drink. Coffee or something cold?” Judy asked.
“Coffee for me,” Eric said. “Same here,” Sherrie added.
Eric and Sherrie sat at the rectangular table at the far end of the kitchen. It was separated from the family room by a low wall and ornate wooden railings that extended to the ceiling. Both visitors found themselves looking out the large bay window into the expanses that was the Sanders’ back yard.
Judy Sanders opened a cabinet to pull down two cups. She was an attractive, short woman, with long reddish-brown hair. Not a natural color, Sherrie thought. Her shirt was untucked and nearly covered her shorts.
“Are you from around here?” Judy asked, putting the cups, cream, sugar and silverware on the table.
“Columbus,” Sherrie said. “Both of us.”
“Did you ride all the way down here this morning?”
“No, we’re staying in Clearview at The Hunter House.”
“Oh. That’s nice. Has Mrs. Hunter talked your ears off, yet?”
Eric laughed. “As long as she keeps cooking, we can put up with it.”
Judy poured each of them coffee and sat down at the table. “I doubt if she has a very high regard for me. I really don’t try to associate with those people much. They’re nosy and don’t present much of a market for my jewelry. I make jewelry, but sell most of it in Columbus.”
“Mrs. Hunter said it is nice jewelry,” Sherrie said smiling. “Not that she would buy it, but that it was nice.”
“Well, I told John that if we were going to move down here to the middle of nowhere I wanted to be able to continue making and selling my stuff. He converted one of the bedrooms into a workroom for me.”
“I’d like to see some of your work before we leave,” Sherrie said.
“I’d love to show you.”
“What did your husband do to keep busy, if I may ask,” Eric said.
“Oh, he took a lot of walks around the countryside. Mainly, he was interested in buying some more land down here, so he would walk or drive around and look for the best deals. He would drive up to Sherman and talk to real estate agents or go to the courthouse and look at land records. It was his way of trying to secure our future, I guess.”
“Do you have children?” Sherrie asked.
“No,” Judy sighed. “John had a son from his first marriage. Chris. He’s in the Navy.”
“Did your husband and his son get along?” Eric asked.
Judy hesitated. “Well, John never really tried to stay in touch with him much. Tina, his first wife, would send John letters from Chris about once a month, but I don’t think John ever read any of them. I think he stacked them up in his closet, as if he was going to get to them someday. But....”
Eric nodded at Sherrie while Judy looked out the window.
Eric said, “What can you tell me about this Bill Steadman.”
Judy snapped her head around sharply and looked at Eric. “Word travels fast down here, doesn’t it. My husband got a lot of pleasure out of making Steadman miserable. I used to think Bill Steadman was a harmless old fart. The longer we were here, though, the more I began to believe that maybe old Steadman wasn’t so stupid after all. People who knew him better would tell me he was looking for land, just like John. The difference was Steadman didn’t have the same means my husband had.”
“Was your husband looking to buy any of Steadman’s land?” Eric asked.
“I don’t think so,” Judy said with some doubt in her voice. “Not that I know of.”
“Were there ever any threats between them?” Sherrie asked while filling all three coffee cups.
“Oh, no,” Judy said. A small smile crossed her face. “I used to think they were like two little kids sometimes.”
Kelly could be heard whimpering in the garage, and Judy excused herself to get the dog. She returned seconds later and followed the animal towards the table. When the two guests had both petted Kelly to his satisfaction, he sat at Judy Sanders’ feet.
Judy broke the momentary silence. “What do you two make of our sheriff?”
Eric and Sherrie looked at each other and shrugged.
“He seems awfully young,” Eric finally said. “But I thought he knew what he was doing around...well, the crime scene.”
“Do you think he can solve this?” Judy asked.
“Oh, it’s way too early to say that,” Eric said with emphasis. “I mean, we’ve only talked to him once.”
“I know. But you don’t realize how frustrating it is not knowing what happened,” Judy said, holding back tears. “I’m not a vindictive person, but I have to know what happened to...to finalize it, I guess.”
“Well, if it helps any, one of the reasons I decided to stick around a few days was to try to figure some things out myself,” Eric said. “I’m not a professional, but if you want the help and are willing to confide in me, I think we might get somewhere.”
Judy’s face brightened for the first time since Eric and Sherrie had arrived. “You’re on. Just tell me what you need.”
“How about if we look at those letters from your step-son first,” Eric suggested.

Chapter 8
Judy Sanders walked into the kitchen carrying a large box filled with brown manila envelopes. She laid the box on the table in front of Eric and Sherrie and sat down, Kelly at her heels.
Eric peered down into the box and guessed there were fifteen or twenty envelopes, all with the same neat, feminine handwriting on them. He turned the top one over. Then the next. And the next. None of them were opened.
“Do you mind?” Eric asked, looking up at Judy.
“Not at all. But I can’t imagine what help they could possibly be.”
Eric looked at the postmarks on the top three envelopes and decided they were, in fact, simply piled one on top of the other as they were received. He took a knife from the table and cut open the top envelope.
Inside were four white envelopes. As Eric pulled out the four letters, Sherrie leaned closer with anticipation. Judy Sanders looked on with an apparent lack of interest.
The envelopes were addressed to Tina Sanders in a north side Columbus suburb.
“She kept your husband’s name?” Sherrie asked Judy.
“That’s what I’ve heard. She always was...different,” Judy said with particular emphasis on the last word.
Eric spread the letters on the table and noted the regularity of the postmarks. One letter a week. Every week. He began to open one of the letters, but Sherrie put her hand over Eric’s to stop him.
“Judy, can we take these with us back to The Hunter House?” Sherrie said softly.
“Of course. But why? There can’t be anything in them of interest to you.”
“Probably not,” Eric interjected. “But it couldn’t hurt. If you put them all in a bag of some sort, I can strap them on my bike rack.”
Judy got up to get the bag and Sherrie signaled with a nod of her head that she and Eric should leave. Eric acknowledged the sign and pulled the remainder of the envelopes out of the box.
Judy returned with a large plastic trash bag and Eric shoved the envelopes in.
Sherrie got up from the table. “Listen, Judy, we should be getting back. This was very nice of you,” she said. “We’re sorry about your husband. If there’s anything we can do in the next couple days, call us.”
“I’ll look at these for a few days and see if there’s anything there,” Eric said. “We’ll bring them back as soon as we can.”
“OK,” Judy said. “Thanks for coming up. Anything you can do would be appreciated. I’m leaving it up to the sheriff at this point, I guess.” She didn’t sound particularly hopeful.
Eric and Sherrie each patted Kelly as Judy let them out through the garage. Eric attached the bundle of envelopes to his bike rack and the two cyclists waved back at Judy Sanders as they rode up the driveway.
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BCS Chairman Frank Mongoose pushed the intercom button on his desk phone.
“Yes, Julie.”
“It’s a representative from USC on line one, sir,” the woman said.
The Chairman closed his eyes in pain. It was Friday, December 5th. The following day was the last day of the college football season. On Sunday the final BCS standings would be announced and formal invitations to college bowl games would be extended, including the Sugar Bowl—this year’s national championship game.
Frank knew the possibility existed that one team…probably USC…could be excluded from the big game even though they would be ranked higher in the coaches and media polls. The worst-case scenario would be wins by USC and LSU and a loss by Oklahoma.
Was it possible? Yes. Likely? No.
“OK,” Frank said. He heard Julie click off the line. Slowly, he lifted the receiver and placed it to his ear. With much trepidation, he pressed the flashing light for line one.
“Hello, Frank here.”
“Hello, Mr. Chairman. This is Joe Branixston from the University of Southern California. I represent the alumni association of USC. How are you today?”
The Chairman leaned back in his chair. “Fine, Joe. What can I do for you?”
“Frank, I’m not going to beat around the bush here,” Joe said. “We all know the scenarios for this weekend.”
Frank looked out the window, dreading where this conversation was going to take him. He would give the man a couple minutes to speak his peace and then he would find a way to gracefully end the ordeal.
Joe continued, “You’re likely to have three teams deserving of the national championship game and only two can go. We at USC feel we are the most likely to get screwed here. Excuse the French.”
The Chairman wasn’t smiling.
“Anyway,” Joe was saying, “I’m in town today and I brought a friend with me and I wondered when we could meet with you to discuss an alternative solution.”
“An alternative solution?” Frank asked, intrigued by the man’s choice of words.
“Sure. A way to show you how important USC thinks it would be to play in the Sugar Bowl this year.”
Frank decided to play devil’s advocate for a second. “But, Joe, the Rose Bowl is in your backyard, close to your fan base. And Michigan would be a great win for you.”
“Sir, we know that,” Joe said sincerely. “But we want the big prize. And we’re willing to show you how much we want it.”
Obviously, the man wanted the Chairman to bite on the offer. Frank knew he wasn’t going to blow the guy off without hearing him out. It might cost him a meeting, but at least that would be the end of it.
“What’s the offer?” Frank asked succinctly.
“Let’s meet in your office and discuss it,” Joe replied.
“When?”
“Whenever you want,” Joe chimed in quickly. “We can be there any time.”
“Who’s with you?” the Chairman asked.
“A special guest. I think you’ll be glad you did this, Frank,” the voice on the other end said.
In his tenure as BCS Chairman, Frank had received just about every bribe imaginable. He had politely refused each one, being able to sleep at night despite knowing the system was flawed and eventually doomed.
“How about one o’clock?” Frank asked. “And don’t waste my time. I can’t be bought.”
Joe’s sounded truly hurt. “Frank. I can’t believe you’d suggest such a thing. We at USC have concerns. We just want to be heard.”
“Fine. See you at one.”
The Chairman hung up. He was too nice a guy, he thought to himself. This jerk didn’t deserve his attention, but his curiosity was somewhat piqued. Half an hour. That’s all he’d give him…and his mystery guest.
Promptly at one o’clock, Julie rang her boss and informed him that the representatives from USC were there. Frank asked her to show them in.
A few seconds later, there was a knock on his office door. Frank was beginning to rise from his chair as Julie held the door open for the two visitors.
A middle-aged, slightly overweight, balding gentleman smiled as he walked in, then stepped aside. Directly behind him came a tan and white image straight from heaven.
Frank stared at the tall, blonde cheerleader in her long-sleeved turtleneck USC sweater and short skirt with crimson and gold stripes at the bottom. She and Joe stood side-by-side, smiling broadly at the surprised Chairman.
Julie’s eyes scanned the young cheerleader from head to toe before turning and closing the door behind her as she left.
Joe began to step forward when Frank remained frozen behind his desk.
“Mr. Chairman. I’m Joe Branixston.” He extended a hand across Frank’s desk. “Thank you so much for seeing us.”
The men shook hands and Frank managed a weak smile.
“My pleasure,” Frank said. His eyes quickly returned to the girl.
“Let me introduce Kimberly, one of our senior Song Leaders,” Joe said proudly.
Kimberly gracefully strode to the desk and shook the Chairman’s hand. The man tried with all his inner strength to maintain eye contact with her. He succeeded, but his brain was picking up her flowing blonde hair, the breasts pressing against her sweater and the never-ending legs extending below her skirt.
“Hello, Mr. Chairman. Thank you for your time.” Kimberly’s voice flowed like a song from her mouth.
“You’re very welcome,” Frank replied. “Uh, have a seat.”
He waved with his hand towards the sofa and chairs that lined the office walls. Kimberly sat on the sofa while Joe took one of the chairs. Frank watched as the girl crossed her legs, her pure white sneakers seeming to glow in front of her.
“Now Joe,” Frank said slowly, “you said you wanted to discuss a possible solution to a problem that hasn’t even arisen yet.”
Joe preserved his friendly outward attitude while absorbing the bluntness of the Chairman’s comment. “Well, Frank, you and I both know the potential for disaster is very great this weekend.”
“For who?” the Chairman asked abruptly.
“For everyone. Yes, I want…Kimberly and I want to see USC receive fair treatment for the great season we’ve had so far. But if certain events occur, the potential for embarrassment for the BCS can’t be denied.”
And Frank wouldn’t deny it. He had spent the entire week with the computer geeks crunching numbers to predict the final standings if this happened, or that happened, or this AND that happened. It wasn’t pretty.
He looked at Kimberly. She re-crossed her legs in the opposite direction, smiling the entire time. Frank couldn’t be certain, but the sight of her nipples pushing against the sweater left the distinct impression that she was braless.
“I’m well aware of the possibilities, but the BCS is ready to stand by its system and present a quality Sugar Bowl that will crown a true national champion,” Frank said as if reading from a script.
“That’s crap and you know it,” Joe retorted. Seriousness replaced the painted on smile he had shown until now.
“OK,” Frank said with a sigh. “What’s your plan?”
The smile returned to Joe’s face. “USC would like to offer you a token of our appreciation in return for a spot in the Sugar Bowl.”
“A bribe?” Frank asked nonchalantly.
“Frank, Frank, Frank. We would never consider such a thing. You have every right to say no at any point,” Joe said.
Frank looked at the other man intently. “Say no to what?”
The sparkle returned to Joe’s eyes. He turned and looked at Kimberly. Then he nodded.
The twenty-one year old beauty pushed herself up from the sofa and stepped leisurely toward Frank’s desk. Actually, it was more like floating. She stopped when she was close enough to touch the desk.
Frank could see her from the waist up and this time he made no effort to maintain eye contact. Kimberly ran her hands down the sides of her tight, white sweater. When she reached the bottom, she wrapped her fingers around it and gradually pulled it up.
The Chairman saw the beautifully toned stomach muscles, followed by her navel and more of her soft, tanned skin. By the time the girl had the sweater to the bottom of her breasts, Frank realized what was going to happen. He stared without the slightest ability…or intent…of not looking.
The sweater rose over the breasts and Frank heard himself swallow. He followed her hands as they proceeded over her head, pulling the sweater off entirely. With an erotic shake of her head, Kimberly’s long blonde hair fell back into place across her shoulders and upper chest.
Finally, Frank’s eyes returned to the gorgeous breasts. They were full and round and firm. They were basically perfect, with large nipples that begged to be licked.
Kimberly dropped the sweater to the floor next to her. With calm movements, she ran her hands over her stomach and up to the breasts. She massaged them in unison, the flesh moving up and down and around in chorus with her hands.
Her eyes were closed and her head swayed back and forth as if she was listening to a slow song. The girl’s hips soon joined in and her entire body was swaying.
Frank felt his cock hardening as the unbelievable scene played out in front of him. He watched Kimberly move her hands up the outside, then the inside, of her legs. Her hands disappeared under her little, slit skirt, lifting it teasingly. Just as her pussy was about to be exposed, she withdrew her hands.
With a playful smile, Kimberly turned sideways and pulled down the small zipper at the top of her skirt. The material hung on her hips for a second before she wiggled one time and it began to slide down her legs.
The thin strap of a black thong was all Frank could see when the skirt fell out of sight behind the desk. He watched the girl kick it off with one foot and stand tall, her back arched slightly with the hands on her hips.
The Chairman followed the curve of her luscious ass down to the back of her thighs. Not a single flaw could be found in the long, tanned legs.
Kimberly slid a finger inside the strap and stretched it away from her body. Her hand continued around her waist until coming to the top of her pussy. Although blocked from direct view, Frank could tell her hand had slipped inside the thong.
Again, her eyes closed. This time her head leaned backwards and her hair fell down her back. She straightened back up a few seconds later and began pulling the thong down.
As if in slow motion, the panties moved down her legs as the girl bent at the waist. Frank inspected her entire body over and over again. The pendulous breasts. The little waist. The curve of the hips. The protruding ass.
Kimberly gave him enough time to realize his erection was almost complete. Frank squirmed in his chair, determined not to use his hand to reposition the throbbing cock pushing against his boxers. The girl smiled.
She now stood totally naked in front of the Chairman, having pulled off her shoes while bending over to remove her thong. She stepped away from the desk a little and slowly turned her ass toward Frank. Her hands caressed each cheek, squeezing them and pulling them up, then pushing them together.
Frank finally reached between his legs and rapidly made the adjustment he had to make to his aching cock. He wanted desperately to wrap his fingers around it and stroke it against the round, firm ass in front of him. He tried not to think about whether this was leading up to that or not.
Kimberly turned once more, allowing the man to have his first view of her neatly shaven pussy. A thin patch of light brown hair led to her clit, with more fine hair on either side of her pussy lips.
She placed hands on either side and massaged the area gently, spreading the lips open just slightly and allowing Frank to see the shiny pink skin beneath. If a more perfect female body existed on Earth, Frank had not seen it. And he wanted more of this one.
Kimberly walked around the side of his desk with Frank turning his swivel chair to watch every beautiful step. The girl continued until reaching his legs, then straddled them and sank onto Frank’s lap.
He was afraid to touch her. But Kimberly wasn’t afraid to be touched. She took his hands and moved them up to her breasts. Once his fingers touched her skin, he took over.
He kneaded the breasts and rolled her nipples between his fingers. They grew instantly and she let out a sigh. Kimberly leaned forward and placed her hands on the back of the chair on either side of the man’s head.
Without having to be told, Frank took a breast into his mouth. His tongue immediately began working the girl’s nipple. He pushed the breast up with his hand and tried to take more of it between his lips.
Frank’s head moved back and forth as he savored the young flesh. After a minute or so, he switched to the other breast. Kimberly moaned her approval and pulled his head closer. He was now frantically trying to devour her tits.
Frank moved his hands to the girl’s ass and cupped it firmly. She rose an inch or two so he could get a better grip and Frank complied. Both of them were getting hotter and something had to give. The sexual tension was too high now for the session to end.
Kimberly began to unhook Frank’s belt. She fumbled with his zipper, but managed within seconds to have his pants open. She immediately felt his hard cock inside the boxers. While Frank sucked furiously on her breast, she reached inside and grabbed the rigid shaft.
She was somewhat surprised at the size of the man’s cock. Maybe because she had not found the man overly attractive, she had not been all that horny when she began to strip. But now she was excited. The man knew how to handle tits and she was eager to see if the cock felt as good inside her as it did outside.
Kimberly pulled the cock out the fly of his boxers. It stood erect just inches from her pussy. She had to have it.
The girl slid down the man’s legs and got on her knees. Frank watched for a second before pushing his head against the back of his large chair. A second later, he felt her lips around his cock. Then her tongue.
She began an agonizingly slow blowjob. She teased the entire length of his cock with long, deliberate licks and deep-throated sucks. If they had spent the remainder of the afternoon doing nothing else, he would have been happy.
But then he felt her pulling down his boxers and pants. They fell to his ankles and she rose once more to straddle him. This time she didn’t aim for his legs. She gripped the hard cock and positioned her cunt directly over it. Frank slid down the chair, giving her a little extra room to move.
The tip of his cock touched her and Frank felt a shudder go through his body. Then the tip was inside her. As Kimberly lowered her body, he felt the tightness of her cunt envelope his throbbing cock. Every inch that she allowed him to enter her was ecstasy. By the time he was completely in, he thought he was going to explode.
She leaned forward until their bodies were aligned perfectly. Frank grabbed her by the waist as Kimberly began to fuck him.
“I want you to cum, Frank,” she whispered. “Cum inside me.”
The next few minutes were kind of a haze in Frank’s mind. The pure joy he felt being inside this babe—the elation of watching her breasts sway in front of his face—the magnificent feel of her ass in his hands. He never wanted it to end.
But his cock had other ideas. His orgasm built rapidly. He cried out to Kimberly one time before the first of a long series of streams of cum flowed into her. She encouraged him the entire time, thrusting herself down as he drove deeper into her. The chair squeaked loudly as Frank came again and again.
Kimberly was not far behind. Intent at first on doing her “duty” and leaving, she found herself having her own long-term orgasm. She felt the man’s cum seeping onto the outside of her cunt and it only caused her to cum harder. Their mutual moans attested to the satisfaction of their orgasms.
When it was over, Kimberly leaned into the man and they embraced each other sincerely.
“God, Frank. That was wonderful,” Kimberly said softly.
“Thank you, honey. You were great.”
They kissed before Kimberly rose from the man’s lap. Frank pulled up his boxers and pants and was zipping himself back up as he watched Kimberly dress. He was sad to think that might have been his one…and last…experience with such a lovely female.
Joe rose from his chair, a noticeable bulge in the front of his pants partially hidden by his sports coat.
“Well, Frank. As you can see, USC is willing to do anything you desire to make sure this system is fair and just. I hope you and the rest of the committee will take this into consideration this weekend,” Joe said.
“Joe, you and Kimberly represent your school very well and I’m glad we had a chance to meet. You can be assured the Trojans will be given, uh, priority by me. I would say you have a very good chance of being in the title game.” Frank smiled broadly, glancing back and forth from the girl to Joe.
After they had left, Frank sank back into his chair, feeling the heat that remained from before. The scent of Kimberly lingered in the air. He replayed the events in his mind.
Later that afternoon, the intercom buzzed once again.
“Yes, Julie,” Frank said.
“Sir, a gentleman and two young ladies are here to see you. They say they are from Oklahoma.”
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Note: Thank you so much for making "First Day of School" the Lesbian Story of the Year in 2003. It was obvious from the beginning that there had to be a second day. Here it is. I hope you enjoy it.
* * * * *
My first year as a third grade teacher was going well. Much better than I had expected, in fact. The kids were great; my principal was great; and the other third grade teacher—Lisa—was, well, more than great.
Our relationship was growing stronger by the day. We got together at least once a week for a meal at her condo and dessert in her bedroom. On weekends it was not unusual for me to arrive on Saturday and leave on Sunday.
I loved Lisa. Her maturity compelled me to grow a little myself, and I thanked her for that. My insecurities faded when we were together and that even carried over to my real life.
Better yet, we were able to carry on our relationship without raising suspicion at school. Since both of us were fairly attractive, single and young...I had turned 24 in February and Lisa was 31...the other teachers were constantly trying to set us up with guys.
Lisa, of course, would have never been interested. I had lost nearly all interest in men since school opened. It would take a truly special man to pull me away from Lisa at this point. It was much more likely that she and I would be living together before my second year of teaching.
March rolled around and our thoughts turned toward the end of the school year and the approaching summer. Yes! Three months off. Endless morning showers with Lisa, kissing and licking until we couldn't cum any more. Heaven.
We were sitting in my classroom at the end of the day when the subject of summer came up once more.
"Chris, I meant to ask you," Lisa started to say. I looked up from my lesson plans as she continued. "I noticed you had a lot of history books on your bookshelf at the apartment. Mostly Civil War."
When she trailed off, I jumped in unsure of where this was going. "Yep."
"Have you studied it much?" she asked.
"Sure. It goes back to when my grandparents lived in southern Pennsylvania. We would visit them and sometimes head over to Gettysburg. Then in school I did reports on it. I guess I just never gave up the interest."
"That's neat," Lisa said. "I was wondering if you'd be interested in doing something this summer."
She hesitated again, but this time I let her go on. "Chris, I know this is being very forward...and asking a lot...but..."
"God, Lisa, I hate it when you do this. I thought I was the insecure one. Maybe I'm rubbing off on you."
Lisa laughed. "Ok, ok. Well, for years I've wanted to visit some of the battlefields myself. Maybe hit Gettysburg and Antietam and The Wilderness and farther down into Virginia. Would you consider going with me if I went this summer?"
My heart leapt. I tried not to let my elation become too obvious as I looked up into her blue eyes.
Lisa went on. "I've done some research on the Internet and there are great bed and breakfasts at each stop...for around a hundred dollars or one twenty five a night. With breakfast," she exclaimed excitedly, as if trying to convince me.
"Well, duh. Maybe that's why they call them bed and breakfasts," I said dryly.
"Chris Spivey. Stop it. I'm trying to be serious."
Our laughter eventually spilled out into the empty hallway.
"You would want me to go with you? Really?" I asked.
Lisa looked back at me coolly. "I wouldn't go without you."
Now my heart was racing uncontrollably. I wanted to jump on her, but remembered we were still at school and not on her couch.
"When would you go?" This was a stalling tactic on my part as I could care less when she wanted to go. I was going.
"Maybe July. After the Fourth. It might not be as crowded then."
It was no use playing with her any more. She had to know from my smiling face I wanted this more than anything. My mind alternated between the excitement of revisiting historic sites I hadn't seen in years and the ecstasy of having Lisa to myself in beautiful, old country inns.
"Sure. I'll go."
"Yea," Lisa cried out as she leaned over from her chair and hugged my neck. "Some night when you're over we'll sit down and plan it. Ok?"
"I can't wait," I said. What I really couldn't wait for was the opportunity to kiss her passionately and feel her wonderful body next to mine. But we were used to dealing with those desires in school.
A couple nights later I was sitting with Lisa at her kitchen table, wine in half empty glasses and two dozen or so pieces of paper in front of us. Lisa had printed out web sites for the bed and breakfasts she thought we should consider at each stop of the tour. Now she was trying to organize them by city.
She held one in her hand and stared at it. "Oh. This one is outside Gettysburg. Look at the four-poster bed in this room. Isn't it great?"
Lisa turned the page toward me and I admired the dark wood of the posters. In my mind, I pictured Lisa lying naked on top of the cushy quilt that covered the bed.
"It's beautiful. I'm not sure I would want to get out of it in the morning," I sighed.
"Maybe I won't let you," Lisa answered quickly.
Half an hour later we had the printed information categorized. Lisa refilled our glasses, but before she could sit back down I stood up, grabbed my glass and clutched the woman's hand.
"C'mon. Let's take a break for a little while. We have until July."
Lisa recognized the look on my face. It was there each time we ever made love. She came to learn that when it was there, nothing was going to stop me.
She took her wine glass in her free hand and I pulled her into the living room. When we got to the couch I took her glass and placed it on a table along with mine. I turned and looked at the woman I had grown to love, standing tall and beautiful in front of me.
Lisa and I enjoyed taking turns being in control. This was my turn...and she waited patiently. I moved until our bodies barely touched at the waist. Face to face, with desire beginning to build a bond between us.
I ran my fingers up her bare arms and over the top of her t-shirt, across her shoulders. I moved to her neck and her chin and her face. With her face cupped in my hands, I kissed her.
Lisa played this part very well. She hardly moved. So, I forced my tongue into her mouth. She responded in kind, but only with her tongue. Her body was otherwise frozen in place, but burning for me underneath.
I turned my head in an effort to taste more of her. I pulled her head towards me, feeling her short blonde hair intertwine with my fingers. Our breasts pressed against each other and I could feel her hips begin to move into mine.
As I ran my tongue over her lips for the last time I could feel her body losing control. I moved my hands down her back and inside her jeans. Lisa's panties were soft and silky under my fingers as I squeezed her butt.
The woman couldn't wait patently any longer. She kissed me again and pulled me to her. I felt her hands disappear inside the back of my shirt, then slide around to my breasts. Lisa kneaded my smallish boobs, which desperately needed the wetness of her mouth on them. I knew it wouldn't be long.
We both began to pull the other's shirt off at the same time, causing us to giggle.
"Geez," I said sarcastically. "You must be horny. I thought I was going to get to do whatever I wanted."
"Do whatever you want. Just get naked first," she replied while throwing my shirt on the floor. Her's quickly followed.
The dim light in the room made her breasts appear even more appealing, with dark shadows between and beneath the two ample tits. Our hands began to roam over each other's naked upper bodies. As often as we had done this in the past several months, the thrill was still intense for me. I hoped it was the same for Lisa.
She allowed me the pleasure of being the first to taste the other. I took her left breast in my hand and pushed it up to my wet lips. Lisa loved to have her nipple licked and very lightly bit. So, I concentrated on it for a while, letting it grow harder under my tongue.
Eventually, my mouth engulfed as much of her breast as it could. Lisa pushed it farther into my mouth and pulled my head hard against her. I frantically licked and sucked and nipped at the nipple until moans of pleasure came from deep inside my lover.
Lisa began to lower herself onto the couch, taking me with her. At first I tried to stay connected to her breast, but ultimately I had to let it go before I hurt either Lisa or myself. As she got settled onto her back, I leaned over her to the table holding the wine glasses. I dipped two fingers into my glass and brought several drops of wine to my right breast. I repeated the process and covered another portion of the same breast.
Before I could get it down to Lisa's mouth, she was raising her head and reaching for my tit with her hand. I watched a single drop of wine fall onto her face before she was able to surround the wet area with her lips.
Eagerly she licked and sucked on my breast. I felt her tongue glide over it from side to side, top to bottom, scraping across the nipple several times. My pussy tingled. I wanted to reach inside my jeans and feel the wetness.
Instead, I leaned up again and got more wine on my hand. This time I spread it on Lisa's breast and tried to bring her the same pleasure she had given me. I devoured every drop and left a few of my own from my tongue.
We were both ready to explode, knowing what delights awaited us. Nothing Lisa had done since I began seeing her ever disappointed me. She had made me cum in many ways, in many positions. Each night we seemed to find new ones.
I reached once more for my glass and brought it to us. I lifted Lisa's head gently with my hand and let her take a drink. I did the same, then we tasted it on our tongues as we kissed deeply.
In the excitement, a small amount of wine spilled onto Lisa's chest, causing her to shriek in the middle of our kiss. I returned the glass to the table and my mouth to her body. A thin stream of clear, white wine had found it's way to her navel.
Starting at that point, I began lapping up the spillage, taking an occasional light bite at Lisa's skin. She half giggled and half scolded me to stop. I knew she didn't mean it. Especially when I got to the base of her breasts and the valley between them.
Once all the excess wine had been accounted for, I buried my tongue in her mouth one last time. I had other places I wanted it to be.
My hand got there first.
Lisa's jeans always allowed me to slide my hand inside. Front or back, it didn't matter. Standing. Reclining. It didn't matter. At the moment I was on top of her, reclining with her, when my hand snuck under the snap and wiggled under her panties until reaching her clit.
Just then, my mouth settled on her right breast. The combination of sensations always produced the result I wanted. Lisa's ass rose off the couch as she strained to meet my hand with her body. Rubbing gently, I let her squirm a little. I would tease her before making full contact with her soft clit.
Tonight she wasn't in the mood for too much teasing. I watched her hands unsnap the jeans and pull down the zipper. Lisa opened the jeans and slid them down a few inches, giving my hand a chance to move more freely.
She settled back down on the couch and concentrated on my mouth and fingers. Inside her panties I could now reach down to her damp pussy and draw some of her juices up over her clit. Within a couple minutes I could feel the clit lengthen and harden. She was almost ready for me.
I lifted myself from her and stood next to the couch, looking down on her long, lean body. I opened my jeans and pushed them down my legs. Purposely taking my time, I leaned towards her and slowly lifted my feet from the pants. My breasts hung over her and I watched Lisa's eyes take them in.
When I stood back up, her eyes moved to my panties and legs. Just as slowly, I removed the panties and let her see my neatly shaven pussy. One small strip of hair extended above my clit, which ached for her touch. The feeling I got from watching the look of desire on Lisa's face was always indescribable. I wanted her so much.
A moment later I had her jeans and panties off. We were naked again, loving each other again, just as we'd done so many times in the past. But it never got old.
My body was on top of hers. We rolled and kissed and moaned. I bit at her neck and shoulders before licking and sucking both breasts again. I felt a little lightheaded either from the wine or from desire...or both.
By the time my mouth reached her clit I was feeling better. Now I could concentrate on making this woman cum. My tongue grazed across her skin, then dropped to the sweet wetness between her legs. I entered her and licked the inside of her cunt. Lisa's ass rose off the couch as she tried to fuck my face.
Finally, I returned to her clit.
"Oh, baby," Lisa sighed. "Right there. Suck me. There."
She didn't need to tell me. My mouth clamped down on the engorged clit and I began to roughly lick and suck on it. Both of my hands slid under her and grasped her ass. I pulled her up to me; tight against my face.
It only took a couple minutes for the familiar sounds of her pending orgasm to start. Lisa screamed my name, put her hands on both of her nipples and began rolling them between her fingers. I felt her body get tense in the seconds before her release.
Then it began and Lisa came with the usual erotic intensity. Her body thrashed under me. I struggled to keep her clit between my lips and used my tongue when I felt I had lost it. Lisa's cries of pleasure made me want to cum so bad, but I knew I had to wait. My goal now was to satisfy her the best I could.
Her hands clutched at her breasts while my lips and tongue tormented her clit. Lisa shuddered several times as I licked her and moaned loudly with approval. I continued my attack until she began to crawl up the couch away from me. This was always my indication she was about done.
One final good lick and Lisa was spent. I watched her put her hands on her forehead for a second before pulling back her frazzled hair. With my head resting on her thigh, I just looked at her magnificent body.
"God, Chris."
I let her rest for a few seconds. Then, she spoke again.
"I did not teach you that. You've been lying to me all this time. You HAD to have had somebody before me."
"Nope," I said quietly. My fingers were tracing around her clit. "You're it. You just make it easy to love you."
Lisa rolled onto her side. I saw her reach above her head for the drawer in the little table that held our glasses. She slid higher on the couch to peer inside the drawer and my heart began to race again. Soon, the drawer was pushed shut and Lisa was returning to her prone position.
My eyes immediately locked in on her hand. Past experiences in this place with this woman had taught me to look. I began to feel my body tingle all over.
She had pulled out the metal one. The long, slender, silver metal dildo that I loved so much. I watched as Lisa slid it erotically into her mouth and sucked on it. She smiled. It was going to be a very good night.
Spring arrived in the next few weeks and the school year wound down. Lisa and I talked informally off and on about our trip in July, but never got around to making reservations at any of the great bed and breakfasts that she had found. This was due more to laziness than any second thoughts on our part.
I was more concerned with getting through the remainder of the school year without totally screwing something up. My lesson plans looked great on paper, but would they work in the classroom? How would the kids start to act now that the weather was warmer? Would a parent go ballistic on me for some unknown reason?
It ended up that a parent was my biggest problem, but not for the reason I anticipated. His name was Bill and he was gorgeous. Tall. Light brown hair and the cutest butt I'd ever seen. Bill was about thirty and became a single parent two years ago. He became my problem when he showed up after school one day to ask if his daughter, Megan, was progressing in math as well as I thought she should be.
We ended up in my classroom with the door closed. This guy was so nice I almost got over the feeling that Lisa was across the hall spying on us the whole time. Each time I looked into his gray eyes I felt a twinge of guilt. This guy could almost make me forget nights with Lisa.
"I know girls and boys are supposed to be different in the development of math and English skills," he was saying, "But she is so behind where her older brother was at this point."
I nearly missed his pause, an obvious attempt to get a response out of me without asking a specific question.
"Uh, well, I think Megan is exactly where I would expect her to be at this point based on her ability at the beginning of the year," I stammered. My legs were crossed and I nervously pulled my skirt over my knee. One hand fiddled with a button on my blouse. "I certainly would never consider holding her back."
Bill sat up a little straighter. "Oh, that wasn't what I was getting at. I was...ah, just...you know. I was worried about her and I wanted to hear it from you."
You could cut the tension with a knife. I was a complete mess inside. How could I possibly be expected to give this man a logical explanation to what was going on with his daughter when my mind was mush?
Bill was everything I liked in men. He was older, very mature, showed his emotions and, so far, showed respect to younger women. Well, at least this younger woman.
I could hear Lisa's door close and the sound of her shoes fading away in the hallway. Did she slam that door on purpose?
I believe I convinced Bill his concerns were premature at best, maybe totally unfounded. We agreed that if he felt Megan needed help during the summer he could contact me and I'd arrange for a tutor. Then it happened. Right after we exchanged phone numbers.
"And can I call you for purely social reasons?" he asked shyly.
It was impossible to get mad at him. My attraction to him had to be obvious during the previous half hour and now all I could do was smile and look down at my knees, barely visible again under my skirt. The hesitation must have disappointed him immensely.
"I...well, sure. Yeah." I looked up at him and Lisa's face flashed before me. This was going to be hard.
"Great. I would enjoy that," he said. "Now I guess I better let you get home."
"Oh, it's alright. We're used to working over."
We did spend another five minutes just chatting about stuff and I felt somewhat more comfortable by the time he was leaving. I was telling myself he wasn't like all the other jerks I'd known in my life. And dated. And why was I thinking in terms of dating this guy? If he called I'd probably go out with him. But long term? Nah. Maybe.
Of course the phone rang that evening.
"When are you getting married?"
"Oh, shut up, Lisa. God. One parent conference and you think I'm married," I said sternly, holding back my smile.
"OK. When are you going out?"
I waited, thinking of an acceptable answer to that one. "He's supposed to call."
"I knew it," Lisa nearly shouted on the other end. "You are...you're..."
"What?" I asked.
"You're driving me crazy."
"Listen, Lisa. This doesn't change anything with us. Nothing could. He seems like a really nice guy and he might want to go out. So what?"
I could hear her take a drink. "So he might want to get married next."
"And I'll say no. What's the big deal?" I didn't sound at all convincing, I'm sure.
"Will you think of me when you're in bed with him?" Lisa asked.
"You ask a lot of questions, girl. When are we going to finalize this trip, anyway?"



"Don't change the subject. And I don't know. Anytime you want."
I didn't want to get angry or allow Lisa to blow up, which I sensed she wanted to do. I thought the sooner I ended this conversation the better.
"Hon, I'll talk to you tomorrow. I'm tired right now, OK?"
Lisa sighed. "OK. Bye babe."
If the reason for her call was to ruin my night's sleep, it worked. I tossed most of the night, weighing the advantages and disadvantages of going out with Bill. There were plenty of both and by morning I had convinced myself I was capable of seeing both Bill and Lisa. Perhaps Lisa didn't realize I was fully capable of seeing this guy and not losing my affection for her. It might even be fun.
He called two days later. I was nervous talking to him, which I took as a sign that I really did want to go out. So we made arrangements for dinner a couple nights later. Lisa was sure I was holding back information when I told her our plans. It sounded like a simple meal with a new friend and that was my intention.
So much for intentions. Bill really was a nice man and when he said the kids were with their grandmother and did I want to come over...well, you know. Of course I did.
We were on the couch. We were comfortable. We were laughing. We were kissing. We were naked. It all happened so fast. And it was great.
No toy in Lisa's magic desk drawer could match this man's cock. It felt SO good to once again feel a man inside me, throbbing, thrusting. He used every finger, his lips and tongue and that wonderful cock to make me cum twice the first half hour. He came inside me. He came in my mouth.
Only once did I have to clear Lisa's image from my mind.
To her credit, she didn't rub my nose in it at school or when we saw each other. It didn't seem as though she was in competition with Bill. This certainly made it easier for me as my friendship with Bill bordered on becoming a relationship.
Bill and I saw each other about once a week. We didn't always have sex. When we did, it was very good. When I had sex with Lisa, it was very good. Life was good.
Neither of them had to know that it was hard on me living this "double life", for lack of a better term. I really did feel guilty, but not ashamed. We're allowed to have more than one friend, I reasoned. And I still considered Lisa a lover and Bill a friend. But I'm sure that didn't help Lisa any. Nor, in fact, did I actually tell her that. Oh well.
Finally, the last week of school arrived. Plans for the July trip were finalized and reservations had been made at the most appealing bed and breakfasts.
Somehow along the way, this trip had become some sort of seminal journey that would ultimately determine whether I maintained a steadier relationship with Lisa or Bill. Nobody forced me to think this...except me. I guess I wanted a sign.
I truly had nobody else to turn to. I had an older brother who did not think at all like me and would have been the last person on Earth I'd ask for help regarding relationships. My father died of cancer at a young age and my mother never understood me. Was I the only sane person in my family?
I'd find myself asking questions like this at the strangest times. I'd be in the shower letting the water flow through my hair and over my long, lean body. Well, OK. Maybe tall and thin described me, but I imagined in books they would describe me as long and lean. The author would say I had ample breasts and shapely hips and creamy thighs.
As the water flowed, my hands began to caress my body. Sometimes they were Lisa's hands and sometimes they were Bill's. Whoever they belonged to, they ended up on my ass and between my legs. Usually they held soap until I was lathered up...in all respects.
Then a single finger would concentrate on my clit. A hand would hold my breast and squeeze my nipple. Soon, a second finger was working my clit and my breast was being pushed against my body, kneaded roughly.
I tilt my head back and feel the water strike just above my breasts. My nipples tingle. Water drips off them rapidly, flowing over my stomach and down my legs. My hand frantically rubs my clit until I lean forward against the shower wall.
Now the water is streaming down my back and over my ass. One finger is inside my cunt. Then two. My clit demands their attention and they comply.
I imagine Lisa's body under mine, her breasts begging to be sucked. Bill is behind me, thrusting his hard cock into my dripping cunt.
Short, sharp cries echo inside the shower. I cum a second time a couple minutes later. I'm not sure who caused that one. I just know it happened. I smiled at the fact it could have just been me that made myself cum. It was a pleasant thought.
"Hello." I looked at the clock. Did it really say 8:15 a.m.? Who the hell was calling me at 8:15 a.m. on a Saturday?
"Hey, babe. Hope I didn't wake you."
"Damn it, Lisa. It's eight fifteen. It's Saturday. Of course you woke me," I said, pulling the blankets up against my bare breasts.
"Well, good. It's tradition that the first day of summer vacation starts with breakfast out. I'm buying." She sounded way too cheerful. Despite her assurance the night before that she was staying home, I suspected she'd either been drinking or, worse yet, seeing somebody I didn't want to know about.
"Tradition? With who? Are you feeling guilty because you've been cheating on me?" I rolled onto my side, adjusting my panties with my free hand.
Lisa made some sort of disgusted noise. "Cheating? Who's the one that should be feeling guilty about cheating here?"
"Is that what you call it?" I asked. "Doesn't dating sound more realistic?"
"What do I have to do to get you back?"
I could tell Lisa was smiling. She had used this line before and always smiled when she said it. The kind of smile that made me melt.
"We'll talk about it over breakfast. Let me kick this guy out of bed and I'll be ready," I said.
"Oh, fuck you. Let me talk to him," Lisa demanded.
I just laughed. "Oops. You scared him away. What time are you picking me up?"
"Pick you up? I'm buying. You pick me up," she said.
"God. All right. What time?"
"Nine thirty."
"I'll be there." I waited just a couple seconds, then added with a giggle, "Stop it. That tickles."
"Go to hell, Chris Spivey."
The phone line went dead with a loud click. It was going to be a fun summer.
We used the breakfast to rehash the school year and try to establish where I was professionally. It actually was very pleasant and useful time spent. One thing about Lisa: she tells it like it is. Yes, I knew my lesson plans needed work, but hearing it from her cemented the idea.
It was only at the very end that our trip was mentioned...by me...and Lisa seemed genuinely excited about going. I was too, but didn't want to show it for some reason. I think in my mind I wanted her to get the satisfaction of making it a good trip for me, which I knew she would.
June flew past with lots of attention paid to my dirty apartment and just a little paid to Bill. We went out; we fucked; we laughed. Megan was being very good about the whole thing, but I wasn't quite ready to consider her a daughter yet. Not by a long shot.
Finally, we got through July 4th with both relationships intact. Maybe I should say I got through. I doubt that either Lisa or Bill had any doubts about our relationship. I suppose I could have asked them about it, but who wants to spoil perfectly good sex with conversation?
So one day I found myself in a car with Lisa heading for Gettysburg, Pennsylvania and points south. I was eager to see the battlefields and even more eager to work on my pathetic tan. I had done a lot of bike riding during May and June and had a bikers tan. Las Vegas, with its topless sunbathing areas, would have been a more appropriate trip. But this would do.
We stayed at a fabulous bed and breakfast outside of Gettysburg, which had actually served as a stagecoach stop in the 1800's and a meeting place for Confederate generals leading up to the battle. The place reeked of history. Large oak beams rose along the walls and stretched across the dark ceilings of the dining room and bar.
After spending the late afternoon and early evening on the battlefield, we came back for drinks in the "pub". There were only a half dozen rooms at the inn, so patrons were few and far between. A few couples came and went the first half hour and a handful of locals stopped in for no apparent reason beyond checking out the guests.

# # #Carol Clinton felt only a little uneasy sitting by herself in one of the booths, looking at her battlefield brochures and finishing off her steak. A single woman of 36, she was used to being stared at in bars. Her t-shirt and shorts—appropriate for the hot day of touring—didn't exactly drive away the onlookers. She looked much younger than she was, with straight brown hair that fell over her shoulders and throwback bangs.
Twice she had exchanged glances with the blonde at the bar next to the younger girl. She imagined several scenarios in which two attractive females would be sitting alone in a historic inn in south central Pennsylvania. Unfortunately, the one scenario she kept falling back on wasn't the kindest to the young women. But what they did for a living wasn't her concern, Carol thought to herself, returning to her steak.
Her career as an emergency room physician had taught Carol Clinton not to judge people by their looks or actions or words. It was just fun to take strangers and assign them places in life, right or wrong, since there would never be any real interaction with them.
It was just that among this sparse crowd of older couples and rather rough looking local inhabitants, these two stood out. Just as she did. She was embarrassed to think to herself that the two women did not look like the typical lesbians—the ones in San Francisco, for instance. So who were they?
Carol decided to finish her dinner and go to the bed and breakfast's porch and read the last of her brochures. As she received her change back from the waiter, she rose from the booth and looked one more time at the two women. They were pulling money from their purses as she stood. This time she got a better look at the girl in her twenties with the brunette hair and small body.
"If those two are lovers, some guy is really missing out," Carol thought to herself.

# # #Lisa and I followed the woman out of the pub. If she headed straight to her room we were in trouble, but Lisa had said that given any opportunity to start a conversation, she would. This was a game I had never played before, so I felt my blood rush as we passed the reception area and toward the front door. My eyes followed the woman's small, round ass inside her shorts. Her legs were just as beautiful in the light as they were under the table in her booth.
We found ourselves on the front porch of the inn; standing at the railing while our "prey" took a seat in the corner. Being the only ones around, it was impossible not to start a conversation.
"Hi," Lisa said, looking over at the woman.
"Hi," Carol responded sociably.
"Isn't this a great place?" Lisa offered.
"Yeah. I'm enjoying it a lot. Have you been here long?" Carol asked.
Lisa and I shook our heads. "No. Just arrived today. How about you?"
"I got in yesterday," Carol said. "I'll be leaving tomorrow for Harper's Ferry."
I decided it was time to join in. "We'll be in Antietam."
All three of us were doing our own form of evaluation of the situation and each other. I had a pretty good idea that Lisa saw this woman as a potential partner. I wasn't sure what I wanted to happen. And the woman was impossible to read so far.
"My name's Lisa. And this is my friend Chris," Lisa volunteered.
"Hi. I'm Carol."
Within minutes, we had learned about Carol's career and her being single because of it. Lisa did a great job of asking enough questions about emergency room work to keep the discussion alive. I spent most of the time admiring more and more the older woman's mannerisms and obvious intelligence. Not to mention that tan and those legs and...maybe I had too many beers.
Somehow it came to be known that Carol had already downloaded her pictures from today onto a laptop computer and an offer was made for us to come see them. I thought Lisa was going to fall off the railing when I heard Carol say this. Immediately, my traveling partner offered to supply the refreshments.
"The show's on," Carol said. "How about half an hour? I'm in the Lincoln room."
There was no argument from us. We agreed on the drinks—more beer, just what I needed—and we separated for our respective rooms.
Once behind our own closed door, Lisa just looked at me and smiled.
"Well, that went better than I expected," she said.
"Do you do this everywhere you go?"
"Nope. But I couldn't resist this time. Isn't she the cutest little thing?" Lisa asked.
"I can't believe a rich woman like that...and really good looking...doesn't have a guy. You'll be dumping me two days into our trip," I whined.
"Oh, stop it Chris. We'll never see her again after tonight."
I didn't think Lisa was real happy about that prospect. Maybe one of her goals tonight was to see that that didn't happen. A lot of what went on in Lisa's mind baffled me.
When we were welcomed into Carol's room I instantly recognized that she had changed into a lightweight sleeveless shirt that buttoned down the front. Designs on the front concealed what appeared to me to be bare breasts. My suspicions grew when she turned her back to us and the shirt clung seamlessly to her body.
Lisa and I had made a quick trip across the street to a carryout and she put the grocery bag full of beer and chips on Carol's nightstand. Soon, bottles were being opened and chip bags ripped open. If nothing else, my diet would be shot for the day.
"I've visited most of the battlefields at least once already and have a pretty good size photo collection," Carol said after we found seats. "Now I'm just filling in with pictures I've missed before or new angles."
"I'm anxious to see them," Lisa said. "Anybody who volunteers to show their pictures must be confident they are worth showing."
I think Carol blushed a little, but it was hard to tell with her auburn skin.
"You want to get started?" Carol asked.
Our enthusiasm was honest as we urged her to begin the show. Before long a large laptop was opened and running at the end of the bed where all of us could sit in a semicircle and watch. We pulled our chairs closer together to get the best angle on the screen. My mind raced back to when I was much younger and my parents would pull out the slide projector to view the family vacation pictures. The beer was unique to this event, however.
Lisa and I watched Carol intently as she leaned forward to open the picture folder and click on the first file. She began to describe each photo with a professional's ease and style. Her own excitement about what we were watching was evident and it was fun to listen to her give the historic background of each picture.
We added our own knowledge when it was appropriate, but there wasn't much Carol left out. She knew her stuff.
The next hour flew past, with the only breaks in the conversation time enough for us to eat and drink. By the end there were times when all three of us were talking loudly about a particular picture and what it showed. It's hard to say what the other occupants of the bed and breakfast thought about our gathering in the growing darkness of late evening.
When the last picture was closed, Lisa and I simultaneously clapped as if we had been at a conference and the speaker was done. Carol sat back in her seat and giggled nervously at us. The look on her face revealed sincere appreciation.

# # #Carol's mind wandered back to the incident that caused her to come on this trip. Toward the end of a particularly stressful shift, the doctor was in her office reviewing patient charts. She was standing by her desk mainly because she knew if she sat down she could very well fall asleep.
Behind her she heard her door quietly close. This alone did not startle her, as other doctors and, sometimes, nurses would enter her office to discuss cases privately. Just as she started to turn her head Carol felt the hands on her shoulders and neck.
She knew it was Jennifer, a 25-year-old nurse who was the doctor's closest friend at the hospital. They often ate together in Carol's office but had never socialized during the two years they knew each other. Jennifer just had a knack of knowing when and how to calm Carol down.
This day it was a massage, which she did very well. Jennifer's hands started at the shoulders and the base of Carol's neck. They rubbed gently at first, then dug in deeper around Carol's collar.
"How'd you know?" Carol asked.
"I just know. Relax," Jennifer replied.
If Carol relaxed any more she'd be asleep. The hands moved onto Carol's blouse between her shoulder blades. This is where Jennifer did her best work, Carol thought. This normally was the end of the session and the doctor was left with a renewed sense of liveliness.
But not this time. The nurse worked her way up to the shoulders again, then down the back a little and back up to the shoulders. Carol sensed the difference in this massage and felt like turning to face her friend. But Jennifer's hands slide down Carol's arms and caressed them tenderly.
Carol stood frozen. Jennifer's hands rose once more, over the shoulders and onto the front of Carol's blouse.
This was very different, but not yet frightening. The next thing Carol remembered feeling was the nurse's body touching hers from behind. And then Jennifer's hands were nearing her breasts and Carol felt lips on her neck.
"Jennifer...," Carol began to say.
"Shhh."
The next few moments were somewhat of a blur. Carol felt hands on the outside of her breasts and she closed her eyes. Next, the buttons of her blouse were being opened. Within seconds, both hands were wiggling inside her bra and covering her nipples.
Carol wasn't sure she remembered being turned around, the blouse being opened entirely and the bra being pulled off her shoulders. She distinctly recollects the feel of Jennifer's mouth on first one breast, then the other. Sucking and licking and biting lightly. She felt the jolt between her legs when the nipples were licked.
That jolt must have awakened her to the moment because Carol gasped, backed away from the beautiful young nurse and clamped her blouse shut over the exposed breasts.
No harsh words were spoken. Carol asked the girl to leave. Then she sat down and cried uncontrollably in total loneliness and anguish.

# # #Carol looked at her two new friends, including the young one that looked so much like Jennifer. She thought about the nurse and the feeling she had when they were together. She had thought about almost nothing else since that day.
"So you liked them?" Carol asked.
"Liked them?" I said with surprise. "Carol, those are GREAT."
"You're a very good photographer," Lisa added. "That's much better than we'll be able to do."
Carol smiled that shy smile again and expressed her thanks. She wondered how she could ask what she wanted to ask? She feared that the women would leave before she came up with an answer.
"Uh, I wonder if...well, I wonder if you'd mind staying a little longer," Carol stammered.
I could tell this wasn't just shyness. This was a reaching out...for something.
Lisa, who could always be counted on to lighten the moment, said, "Of course. There's still beer to drink."
We all laughed. I didn't know it at the time, but there was no leaving the room without something happening after that.



It occurred less than one hour later when Lisa and Carol were standing next to each other looking out the window at the lights of the village. Nobody was talking, just looking. I saw Lisa put her arm on Carol's back. Carol seemed to nudge slightly closer to Lisa, then drop her head onto Lisa's shoulder.
Lisa's arm slowly wrapped around the other woman in a semi-hug. In one smooth, natural looking movement, the two women faced each other and embraced. Lisa was an inch or two taller than Carol, but they looked marvelous together from where I sat.
Their eyes met fleetingly before their lips came together. Lisa was brushing back Carol's brown hair when the kiss became more intense. This was my first experience watching two women begin to make love and it excited me. I knew how splendid a kisser Lisa was and I was just a little jealous of Carol.
Lisa and Carol were fully enclosed in each other's arms, their heads turned to one side to allow their mouths to lock together. The kiss lasted a full sixty seconds before they separated briefly and gazed at each other.
Without saying a word, Lisa began to unbutton Carol's blouse. My body shook with anticipation at the thought of this very pretty woman being naked before us. Surely, she won't let this continue, I thought. I felt the wetness between my legs increase as Lisa's hands worked their way down Carol's blouse.
When she got to the bottom and pulled the blouse out of Carol's shorts, I was able to see most of Carol's right breast. Even in the dim light and across the room, it looked nice. And still no hesitation on Carol's part. She watched Lisa with virtually no expression on her face.
Lisa waited for just a second after the blouse was unbuttoned and untucked. Then she lifted it off the woman's shoulders and down her arms. As Lisa placed the blouse on a chair, my eyes could not leave the magnificent breasts that were just uncovered. They were smaller than Lisa's, which were about the only other breasts I had to compare them to. But their shape was perfect and I wanted to run across the room and take one in my mouth.
Before even Lisa could have the pleasure, Carol was lifting off Lisa's shirt. As was normal for her, Lisa did not have a bra on and the two of them stood within inches of each other admiring the other's body. They hugged again, the breasts pressing together.
Another kiss. This time with hands exploring each other amid audible moans of passion.

# # #Carol Clinton was intent on proving to herself she was capable of going through with this. She wanted this. She probably wanted Jennifer, but she had lost her opportunity. Tonight she was going to get the opportunity back and she was going to complete the act.
The power of Lisa's kisses and the gentleness with which she held Carol helped the older woman forget Jennifer. Now she was lost in THIS woman. During one of their kisses Carol snuck a glance over at Chris and speculated on what was going through her mind. Hopefully, she'd have the chance to also hold the cute young girl before the night was through.
Her mind snapped back to Lisa when she felt her shorts being opened. This was going to be hard for her because she'd always been a little apprehensive about her hips and thighs. Never had she exposed them in this manner to a woman, or women, she might be in bed with soon.
As the shorts fell to her feet and Lisa's hands slid inside the back of her panties, she held her breath. She kicked off her sandals and the shorts. Quickly, Lisa had her panties down and on the small pile of clothes.
Carol stood naked beside the bed. She could feel the eyes of the two women explore her body. She loved the feeling, yet dreaded it. She was a middle-aged woman with no partner to assure her she had the body of a woman half her age.
She didn't know where to put her hands. Lisa solved that by tugging them toward her own shorts and allowing Carol to undress her. She did this with ease and pleasure.
Before her now was the naked body of a woman, just like she had imagined so many times after the incident with Jennifer. This was what she wished had happened that day. And here it was. How would she react THIS time?

# # #I could barely stand the sight of these two wonderful naked women standing by the bed, the street lights barely casting enough light on them to highlight their bodies. I found I couldn't get my eyes off Carol's ass. It was the smallest, roundest butt I'd ever seen...in person, on TV, in magazines, you name it. This was perfection. And I wanted it.
"Well, c'mon girl," Lisa said to me. "Are you just going to sit there?"
Carol giggled nervously and I smiled back at the couple. It took no further urging for me to join them. My desire to make love to these women overcame my anxiety about my body. Hopefully the room was dark enough they couldn't really see me that well.
Carol and Lisa were on the bed by the time I was naked. I climbed in the opposite side so that Carol was in the middle. Instantly, Lisa was sucking on one breast and I had the other. Our hair tangled together over the doctor's chest and we were constantly pushing it aside to enjoy the ample tits.
Carol's body squirmed under the dual attack and her ass lifted off the bed several times. Lisa and I both had a hand between Carol's legs, groping at the cunt and clit of this gorgeous woman.
I know I couldn't have lasted long under these circumstances, and it was obvious Carol couldn't either. It was less than a minute after Lisa buried her head in Carol's cunt that the woman began to cum.
Her faint cries became somewhat quicker and louder and Lisa moved from the vagina to the clit. I watched Lisa wrap her lips around Carol's clit just as she had done to me so many times before. I could feel what Carol was feeling and I knew what was happening inside her.
Carol thrust her body up and down, fucking Lisa's tongue. I continued to work on a breast and nipple, sucking it and biting gently. Carol's head shook back and forth on the pillow and her fists clenched at the comforter.
Lisa's hands grabbed at the woman's ass to lift her higher and harder against her mouth and attempt to keep her in place. But with each wave of her orgasm, Carol shook more violently. It was a tremendous feeling to watch and hear what may very well have been a woman's first encounter with another woman...or two.
I remembered mine and I was happy for Carol.
Eventually, Carol lay on the bed with tiny beads of sweat on her forehead. Her eyes were closed, but a single teardrop flowed from one eye and down her face. I wiped it off with my tongue and kissed her. She barely responded...until Lisa licked at her clit one last time and she jerked involuntarily.
Carol laughed. "Quit it!"
"Ah, you're no fun," Lisa said in mock disgust.
"Well, you are. And you, too," Carol said, putting her hand on my face. "Thank you. Thank you so much."
We spent the night in various combinations. It seemed somebody was cumming or making somebody else cum for eight straight hours. We never discussed our pasts or futures. Whatever motives each of us had for doing what we did, the others didn't care. Whatever demons we had came and went without mention. The way it ought to be.
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Mike felt his pulse quicken when he heard the sound of the elevator door opening in the distance. The door to his shadowy office was closed and his hand touched his crotch. Mike felt the outline of his hardening cock inside his dress slacks.
Footsteps outside the door caused his hand to calmly return to the arm of the black leather executive chair. The door swung open and closed quickly behind her as the woman entered the office.
This evening she wore a thin white top that tied together above her breasts. It was obvious she was braless. Her wraparound skirt stopped several inches above the knees of her long shapely legs. Without comment or facial expression, she threw her purse on the table next to the couch and faced Mike, the smell of her perfume finally reaching him.
He examined her from her short blonde hair to the black ankle straps of her high heels. When their eyes met, she untied her top.
# # #
Sarah Campbell slouched in her chair and gazed at her computer screen, half asleep. Numbers flew past at a dizzying pace. She wasn’t interested in the numbers. She was interested in the results of the numbers.
Her problem—along with the other six members of the programming department responsible for setting up the new data warehouse—was that the results they were getting didn’t make sense. And the data warehouse was no good if the numbers weren’t properly “cleansed” first, a term she was quickly learning to hate.
At 28, Sarah was one of the youngest members of MBR Insurance’s programming department, and the only female. Perhaps that was why she was currently waiting for the mind-numbing scroll of figures to stop on her computer screen while the other members of the department undoubtedly worked on more interesting aspects of the project.
Sarah wasn’t bitter, just bored to tears. Once the data warehouse was functional she would pray for more challenging work.
She hated to beg. She would rather use her womanly charms, but she wasn’t sure she had any. Yes, she was blonde. Yes, her figure was…well, acceptable. But she’d never be on a magazine cover. She’d have to beg.
Finally, her computer monitor displayed a stationary row of figures and Sarah frowned. A notepad next to her contained one set of numbers. The monitor contained another…just as it had earlier in the day.
“The numbers aren’t right,” she said out loud, tapping her pen against her freckled nose.
“Numbers can lie.” A voice behind her made Sarah jump and she turned her head to see who was there.
“Oh, hi Steve,” she said to the tall, thin programmer. “This is so frustrating.”
“Are you still working on the disability numbers?”
“Yeah,” Sarah said with aggravation. “I’m going to have to print the whole damn thing out to figure it out. I’ll be up all night.”
“Nah. You’re pretty sharp. You’ll get it. If you need help, ask Jim,” Steve said, referring to their supervisor.
“Thanks. But I hate to do that without trying some things first. Maybe by tomorrow at this time I’ll think otherwise.”
“Good luck.”
Steve disappeared behind Sarah’s cubicle and she stared at the screen some more.
“Oh, well.” She punched in some commands and heard the laser printer come to life.
That night, the young woman sat on a couch in an old football jersey, her bare legs pulled up under her and a glass of wine on the table. She held a stack of papers containing rows and columns of numbers, headings, subheadings, subtotals and totals. Next to her were copies of accounting ledgers. She was getting dizzy moving her eyes from one to the other.
Unfortunately, this was an all too common evening for Sarah Campbell. Alone, with work to do and no chance that anybody besides a telemarketer would call her. Her last date was more than a month ago. But at least she’d gotten sex out of it, which was never guaranteed any more.
When she was twenty she said she’d wait until she was thirty to get married. It took the pressure off. Now she was within two years of the target date with no prospects in sight.
She looked at the legs sticking out from under the jersey. They weren’t bad, she thought to herself. She had been told many times that she had a nice ass, but who could believe any man about to thrust his hard cock into you for the first time. And her upturned breasts with the little nipples would never be confused with Pamela Anderson’s.
All in all, she was average…with an above average desire to figure out why the company’s disability insurance numbers weren’t right.
She stared some more at the printouts from her computer. Unconsciously, her right hand slid along her exposed thigh and around to her ass. When it returned to the front of her leg it continued until meeting the opposite thigh. Then it moved up and she felt the thin strip of fine hair above her clit.
Now she knew what she was doing. Sarah’s little hand moved down to her clit and rubbed it once, twice. She closed her eyes for a moment.
Slowly, she reached for her wine glass and took a long drink. Her hair brushed along the back of her pale neck as she tilted her head. Placing the glass back on the table, she leaned forward and pulled open the drawer.
When you live alone, you can keep just about anything in any drawer. Sarah kept toys in hers…for nights like tonight. Dark, quiet, lonely nights.
The thick, flesh colored dildo felt natural in her hand. Not because of how it was manufactured, but because of the frequency with which Sarah held it. She ran her fingers over the ridges encircling the object. Her mouth was already starting to get dry from anticipation. She would wait for more wine.
Right now, she wanted to play.
Sarah settled back down onto the couch. It was a true 1990’s model with overstuffed cushions attached to the back and armrests that were the size of tree trunks. It engulfed her.
She adjusted the pillow under her head and reached for the bottom of her jersey. Lifting her ass slightly off the couch, she pulled the shirt above her hips. She continued raising the jersey once she was again firmly planted on the couch. This time she didn’t stop until her breasts were exposed.
Sarah looked down at the mounds rising from her chest and the pink nipples growing on the ends. She could feel the tension already flowing through her body towards her pussy. One hand lightly slid across her breast and nipple as the hand holding the dildo made its way toward her clit.
The young woman loved these times. The room was quiet. Nobody was asking her to do anything or give them anything. Her body anticipated what was to come, evidenced by the growing wetness between her legs. She was free of financial worries, concerns about her career, and questions about her love life.
Right now her love life was in her hand, just making contact with her clit. The dildo moved lower, between the folds of skin under her clit and into the opening to her pussy. She only let the tip enter her, allowing it to capture some of the moisture there.
Her eyes closed and her mouth opened. She wouldn’t return to regular breathing for several minutes.
The dildo touched her clit again. This time it easily slid over the area and Sarah pressed harder. She could feel the smoothness of the tip and the roughness of the ridges.
“Oh, God,” she sighed softly. Long ago she had learned that little vocal expressions during lovemaking greatly enhanced the sensations she felt. And none of her partners seemed to care. Tonight she only had herself to worry about…and she knew what she liked.
The toy worked between her legs while her free hand massaged her breast. First she placed her entire hand over her breast and pushed down. Then she concentrated on the nipple, rolling it between her thumb and forefinger. Before long her hips were gently rising and falling in rhythm with the dildo.
Sarah felt the first indication of an orgasm build up deep inside her body. This was her clue to move the dildo and prolong the ecstasy she was feeling. She spread her legs farther apart and moved the toy to her pussy’s entrance.
The tip slid in until the first ridge on the dildo made contact.
“Mmmm, yeah,” Sarah moaned. “Now fuck me.”
She rarely had a tangible image in her mind when she masturbated. Normally, as was the case tonight, she simply dreamed of a featureless young man lowering himself upon her. His cock was large and thick, of course. The man could be gentle or rough…sometimes both in a matter of seconds.
Sarah inserted the dildo farther, almost half way. Its rough exterior grabbed at every corner of her pussy. She needed more. An instant later it disappeared inside her.
It slid in and out of her in a steady, slow rhythm. Combined with the hand on her nipple, she felt the urge to cum increase inside her. She pushed the dildo in all the way and held it there when she was on the very edge.
A few seconds later she was able to continue. This time a little faster. A little harder.
“Yeah. Yeah,” Sarah urged.
Now her hand was frantically inserting the dildo and pulling it out. The imaginary man was throwing himself down on her body over and over. Sarah spread her legs wider, pulling her knees slightly towards her.
“Oh, yes. Yesss.”
The word trailed off to become simply a sound. A signal of the beginning of her orgasm. Sarah’s ass lifted off the couch and her pussy reached upward to meet her hand. Soon her entire body rocked up and down as she came. The man was pouring his cum inside her and Sarah could feel the warm liquid.
Her hand moved from her nipple to her clit and this extended the orgasm another thirty seconds. Time had stood still for Sarah, however. With her head bouncing back and forth on the pillow, all she knew was she was coming and didn’t want to stop.
She found herself lying motionless on the couch, her hands at her side. The dildo rested in her pussy, fully inserted. She squeezed it with her muscles and felt it being pushed out.
Sarah smiled. When she did this with a man it always got a response. Tonight all she got was the pleasant sensation of the ridged dildo sliding along the inside of her pussy.
Suddenly, her eyes flew open. Sarah thought for an instant.
“That’s it! That’s fucking it!”
She yanked the dildo out of her pussy and threw it into the desk drawer as she hurled her legs off the couch. Reaching down for the stack of papers on the floor, she placed one set on her knees and another on the couch.
In the dim light she searched for the row of numbers her mind had just seen. Then she rummaged through the other stack and found another set of figures.
“Yes,” she cried out loud, this time not in the erotic sense. “But why?” Sarah stared at the numbers trying to force an answer out of them. All she knew was this was part of the solution.
By the next morning she thought she had put the entire story together. Testing her theory was going to be tricky, though. She was hesitant about bringing it to the attention of her boss and coworkers because the consequences—if she was wrong—were severe. Especially in terms of her career with this company.
So Sarah decided to take the first step on her own and kind of feel her way through it. She purposely dressed in a low-cut, tight sweater normally reserved for nights out, combined with a short, black skirt. If her guess about the numbers was right, the outfit would be a needed prop. If she was wrong…well, she didn’t want to think about that.
“Andrew, good morning,” Sarah said sweetly into the phone. “This is Sarah. Do you have a minute to see me?”
Andrew Ross was a thirty-five year old accountant who was best known for a wife who tended to get a little too drunk at the Christmas party…and the summer picnic…and the company night at the baseball game. This wasn’t disgusting only because Andrew’s wife was a former airline hostess who could, to this day, pose for any porn magazine without embarrassment.
Sarah had heard all the comments about her by the guys at work that she cared to hear. Yes, part of it might have been jealousy. But enough already about Kimberly Ross. Sarah doubted that a single guy in her office had a shot at her, but what did she know.
At the moment, it was husband Andrew she was interested in and, as she entered his little office in her little outfit, she was a little nervous.
“Hi, Sarah. Come on in.”
“Can I close the door?” Sarah asked with a big smile.
“Of course,” Andrew answered.
Sarah turned away from him to close the door, allowing him an extended opportunity to check out her little ass pressing against the back of her skirt. She slowly made her way to a chair in front of his desk, crossing her legs as she sat.
She held some papers to her chest, bringing them to her lap once she was settled into the chair. She waited for his eyes to return to hers before speaking.
“Andrew, I’ve been going over the figures for the disability program as part of the data warehouse project.”
Sarah let the words linger.
“I know,” Andrew finally said. “How’s it going so far?”
“A little slow, actually. I got bogged down recently on a couple of things.”
Andrew was still smiling. “Can I help?”
“Possibly.” Sarah knew she was going to have to convert from her innocent girl approach to the woman in charge quickly. Whether she could do it seamlessly might determine the success of her whole exercise. “Let me explain.”
She leaned forward, laying three sheets of paper on Andrew’s desk along with most of her breasts. When the show was over, she leaned back in her chair. Andrew eventually got around to looking at the papers.
“For three days now we’ve been off by a certain amount,” Sarah said in a strong, steady voice. “That same amount shows up as a credit on last month’s disability balance sheet to an account number that is out of sequence.”
“A data entry error could account for the sequencing problem,” Andrew said. He stared back at Sarah.
“What do we know about this account?” Sarah asked.
“What do you mean ‘What do we know?’”
“What do we know? Who does it belong to?” the girl asked again.
“We have thousands of customers, Sarah. I’m afraid even I don’t have them all memorized,” Andrew said. The smile was gone.
“Can you pull it up for me?”
“Sarah. That information is…”
“OK. I’ll have Joe do it.” She began to reach for the papers on the desk.
“No. Wait. Here.” Andrew swiveled in his chair and opened the disability files on his PC. A few seconds later the account flashed on the screen.
Sarah looked across the top of the screen and read the account name and address: Robert Zimmerman, P.O. Box 56332 followed by the city, state and zip. She copied the information onto her notepad.
“Does that mean anything to you?” Sarah asked calmly.
“Nope. Never heard of him,” Andrew replied, still staring at the screen.
“Of course not. He doesn’t exist,” the girl said. “But you do each time you go to the post office to pick up the check.”
The man slowly wheeled his chair back around to face her. That was the only sound in the room. But his eyes were screaming at her.
“That is a very serious thing to say, Sarah.”
“Theft is a very serious crime, Andrew.” Her emphasis on his name was drilled home by her leaning forward.
It’s possible that Andrew’s internal anxiety about his activities had been building up to the point where the mere mention of the word theft immobilized him. It was a long time before he spoke again.
“What do you want?” he finally asked.
“Am I warm?”
The accountant just nodded.
“We can make it go away,” Sarah said softly. “Well, I should say YOU can make it go away.”
Andrew was listening, his mouth clenched firmly shut.
Sarah questioned herself on whether the timing was right. She concluded it was, and rose from her chair. She strode around the corner of Andrew’s desk and moved next to his chair.
Sarah put her hands on his knees and rotated him and the chair until they faced her squarely. Then she spread his legs just wide enough for her to stand between them. She picked up his hands with hers and placed them on the back of her thighs, inside the bottom of her short skirt.
“Higher, Andrew.”
The hands slid up the back of her legs and stopped halfway to her ass.
“Higher.”
His fingers hit the bottom of her ass, then continued until most of his hands were at least touching her soft, round cheeks. With her briefest thong on, it was possible that he believed she was naked under the skirt.
“Andrew, we can make these numbers right, can’t we?”
“Yes, Sarah. We can.” His voice was steadier than he thought it would sound. He fought the temptation to squeeze the precious flesh he held in his hands, not wanting to upset the girl.
“And we can do it without me having to tell anyone. Is that correct?”
“We can do that, yes.”
Sarah reached down and ran her fingers across his crotch. She could not yet feel the outline of a hardened cock. “I don’t think we should tell anyone. Do you?”
“Nope,” was his simple response.
“Feel me, Andrew.”
The man gratefully began to massage the girl’s ass, rolling the skin between his fingers and in his palm. She felt him cover every inch of her bottom, including the strap of her thong. He pulled it away from her slightly and let it snap back into place with a quiet slap.
Sarah reached again for his crotch and this time clearly felt Andrew’s semi-rigid cock. She rubbed it and felt it stretch against the fabric.
“For me not to tell anyone, Andrew, I think we need to make some arrangements.” Sarah’s continual stroking of the man’s cock succeeded in producing a full erection in less than a minute. His own hands kneaded her ass cheeks until she felt the heat in them.
“I’m listening,” he said.
Sarah nearly laughed, but was intent on keeping the pressure on him. “I’m coming back at five. Call your lovely wife and tell her you’ll be late. We have unfinished business.”
The girl gave Andrew’s cock one last, good squeeze before backing away from his chair. She smiled at the imprint it left in his pants. Straightening her skirt, she walked around the desk, picked up all the papers she had brought and quietly left the office.
The rest of the day seemed to drag by for Sarah. Although she realized Andrew might not be a willing participant in the next phase of her plan, she suspected he would be. He had never struck her as the aggressive type and his response to her in their morning meeting indicated she was in command.
Five o’clock came much too fast for Andrew. He couldn’t eat lunch after the bomb Sarah had dropped on him earlier. And he didn’t have nearly enough time to think of a Plan B. He was going to have to listen to the little programmer’s demands and settle it the best he could.
At ten minutes past five, when virtually all the offices on his floor were dark, Sarah appeared at Andrew’s door. She entered and pushed the door closed behind her. A flick of the light switch put the room in semi-darkness.
“I’m so glad you could stay late tonight, Andrew,” Sarah said softly.
The man leaned back in his chair, but said nothing.
“Now get undressed,” she said.
“Sarah, I think we…”
“Get the fuck undressed,” the girl demanded.
The accountant stood between his chair and his desk. He removed his tie and unbuttoned his shirt. Sarah stood calmly in the middle of the office, her hands at her sides. She watched as he removed the shirt and placed it over the arm of his chair. He was not a fat man, but looked as though he’d never done a sit-up or lifted a weight in his life.
Andrew took off his shoes and socks before reaching for his belt. A moment later, his pants were on the chair’s arm and Andrew stood in his boxers.
“Come here,” Sarah said.
Andrew walked around his desk and stood in front of her. The girl looked toward the man’s boxers and gave a quick nod of her head.
He slid them down his legs and stepped out, dragging them to the side with his foot. Sarah stared at the man’s limp, yet ample cock. She was impressed, but would never let him know it.



Sarah finally moved, lifting her sweater over her head. Part of her preparation for the office meeting was to remove her bra and thong, so Andrew was somewhat surprised at the instant view he got of the girl’s breasts. They certainly weren’t as large as his wife’s, but were firmer and had a cute upturn like the breasts of a teenager.
Sarah dropped the sweater and let Andrew look a few seconds longer. She removed her shoes while barely stirring. With her eyes firmly planted on his cock, she unzipped her little skirt and let it drop. Sarah kicked it over to her sweater and the two occupants of the office stood naked together.
Finally, Sarah began to see a reaction in Andrew. His cock had grown in thickness and maybe an inch in length. But she wasn’t too concerned about that at the moment. She wasn’t in the man’s office to please him.
“Suck my nipples, Andrew,” she said.
Only briefly did the accountant wonder what the punishment was in all this. A young woman stood naked in front of him and was ordering him to do what he would have wanted to do under any other circumstances.
He stepped forward, leaned down and lightly took Sarah’s left breast into his mouth. He held it up with one hand and ran his tongue over the nipple. Instinctively, he took more of the breast into his mouth and began to suck on the end with more fervor.
Soon, he was doing the same with her other breast and both nipples stood out prominently. Sarah closed her eyes and concentrated on the splendid feel of the man’s mouth and tongue working her breasts. He had done this before, she imagined. Many times.
Sarah put her hand on the top of Andrew’s head. “Now my clit.”
Andrew knelt down, his cock nearly at full erection. Sarah spread her legs wider apart and firmly planted her feet on the office floor. Andrew looked briefly at the closely shaven area around Sarah’s pussy before moving his mouth to her clit.
He felt the warmth of her body on his lips, the wetness of her pussy spreading over his lower lip. With his tongue, he found the bud protruding between the layers of skin between the girl’s legs and began licking.
Sarah held back a moan as Andrew’s tongue hit her clit. She would cum, but didn’t want him to know how good this felt. The smooth, wet tongue worked all around her clit, flicking it up and down before grinding harder into it, forcing it against her own body.
She put her hand behind Andrew’s head and pulled him closer. He licked and sucked with an intensity she had never experienced before. When he put his hands on her ass and squeezed it tightly, she felt the inside of her pussy contract. This wasn’t going to take long, she thought.
In fact, she held out for another couple of minutes before the relentless pressure on her clit gave way to the moans of her pending orgasm. Sarah pushed her hips into the man’s face and steadied herself by placing both hands on his head.
The girl’s orgasm exploded through her body and she responded with a long, deep groan of delight. Her knees buckled for just a second. Then she was able to let her body release.
Her orgasm came in waves as Andrew alternated between sucking and licking her entire pussy. Each time he hit her clit Sarah’s body jerked and she came again.
Near the end she wondered if her cries, which she thought she had kept inside the best she could, had been heard outside the office. Deciding it was too late to worry now, she let Andrew finish her with the last few licks, then backed away.
The first thing she noticed when she looked down at Andrew was his raging hard-on. The man was bigger than anyone she had been with before and tried to imagine what he would feel like inside her. But it wouldn’t be today.
“Did that turn you on, Andrew?” Sarah managed to say between her deep breaths.
“Yes.”
Sarah looked at a chair in the corner of the office. “Why don’t you sit over there.”
Andrew obeyed with a puzzled look. He sat in the chair and placed his arms on the armrests, his cock still pointing up at Sarah.
“It’s your turn. Cum for me,” she said.
“Sarah...”
“Cum for me, Andrew. Now.”
He moved his right hand slowly toward his cock. When his fingers finally wrapped around it, Sarah sat on the edge of his desk, watching intently.
Andrew’s hand moved grudgingly at first, squeezing his cock rather than stroking it. But as Sarah ran her fingers across the sensitive nipple of her breast, Andrew began a more intense fondling of his erection.
His hand pulled the cock higher and then let it back down in a steady rhythm. When his horniness overcame his shyness, his hand pumped away with abandon. The sight of the young woman on his desk fingering her breast caused the head of his cock to swell until the very touch of his palm brought him to the edge of cumming.
He slouched in the chair so that his cock was able to point more toward his abdomen than the ceiling of the room. Andrew steadied himself with his other hand on the side of the chair. His mouth was open, sucking in air as his desire to cum grew.
His mind told him not to. His body told him it had to. He thought for an instant about the mess. A minute or two later it was too late.
Andrew grunted out an unrecognizable noise just as his balls contracted and he felt the surge of cum pour through his cock. Another groan and the first stream of white cum shot toward his stomach. His legs stretched out in front of him and he leaned as far back as he could without tipping over the chair. A second stream of cum spewed from his cock, followed by a third.
Cum pooled on his stomach, surrounding his navel. Each upward stroke brought a new batch, not shooting out but simply spilling into the hair beneath his cock. It stuck to his thumb and forefinger, seeping down the tip of his cock and around the shaft.
When he was done and managed to look toward Sarah, he saw her with her hand between her legs. The girl was expressionless.
“Wow. Very good, Andrew,” she said. “That didn’t hurt, now. Did it?”
She didn’t wait for an answer. Sarah got off the desk, leaned over and picked up the man’s boxers. She crumpled them up and threw them at him, watching them fall at his feet.
“Sorry. I didn’t bring a towel,” she said.
Andrew picked up the shorts and nonchalantly cleaned off his cum. His limp cock hung innocently between his legs.
Andrew watched Sarah dress before climbing out of his chair and pulling on his pants, minus his boxers.
“I’ll be back on Wednesday. I believe this should be a regular meeting on Mondays, Wednesdays and Fridays. I’m sure you can come up with something to tell your wife. Just as I’m sure you’ll find a way to continue to receive payments without anyone discovering it, cashing the checks and bringing me the money. Won’t you, Andrew?”
“Bitch,” he muttered.
“I believe, by definition, a bitch would be somebody who services YOU. In this case, your job will be to service ME,” she said as the man finished dressing. “Call me what you want. Just be ready to perform on Wednesday.”
He did not watch as she left the office into the darkness of the building. Too many thoughts were racing through his head to allow him the pleasure of watching her ass go out the door.
Over the next several weeks they met as planned. Sarah made Andrew use his mouth, hands and various toys she brought with her to make her cum. Never once did he have the opportunity to have sex with her, nor did she touch him. Whenever he came, it was at her command and with the sole purpose of pleasing her voyeuristic tendencies of that day.
Two checks were cashed and the money promptly delivered to her. Between Andrew and Sarah the numbers were made right and the data warehouse project progressed as normal.
As far as Sarah was concerned, the stage was set for a long and prosperous relationship with Andrew. She succeeded in keeping it between the two of them, although she was often tempted by the thought of having Kimberly come to her husband’s office and putting on a show of her own for them. Sarah went so far as to consider having Kimberly entertain a few of Sarah’s male coworkers, but decided against bringing too many people into the mix.
This was between Sarah and Andrew.
It was an extraordinarily wet day with the rain pelting against the office windows in sheets when Sarah answered the phone to hear, “Sarah. Hi. This is Mike in legal. Do you have a minute to see me?”
“Well, uh, of course, Mike. In your office?” Sarah asked.
“If you don’t mind.”
A few moments later Sarah rode the elevator up the five floors necessary to reach the executive floor of the building. The plush carpeting, shiny glass doors and fine wood furniture of the seventh floor were in stark contrast to the rest of the company’s surroundings.
She walked down the short hallway that led to the attorney’s office. She only knew Mike Walker from a handful of meetings in the past, but was somewhat taken by his youthful looks and playful tone of voice. He was probably near forty, if not already there, she had thought. But seemed much younger by his actions.
Sarah knocked on the door to his office and heard him give the OK to enter. The office, though not huge, had a couch, table, chair and numerous bookshelves. Behind a huge wooded desk sat the man who had called her up.
He smiled broadly at the younger girl.
“Have a seat.” He pointed to the chair nearest his desk.
Mike watched her take the seat and stared at her briefly before speaking. “How’s that project going, Sarah?”
“Well, so far so good. We’re pretty much on schedule.” She didn’t know what else to say.
“Great.” Mike paused. “I have something else I’d like to talk about, though.”
They exchanged glances.
“Sarah, this is not easy for me. You’re so young and talented.” He paused again, thinking but not commenting on her attractiveness. “But something has come to my attention which, I think, demands some...some action.”
Sarah’s heart began to race. Andrew came to mind, but she convinced herself she was just being paranoid. “What is it?”
Mike got up from his large chair and walked around his desk until he was behind the girl. He loomed over her and she heard the crash of thunder outside. He stepped to her side.
“Sarah, I have reason to believe you may be receiving funds improperly. Disability funds. Is this possible?”
“Why would I be receiving disability funds?” Sarah asked.
“Well, you know, that’s what I wondered,” Mike said. “But I guess they really aren’t disability funds. I should describe them more as payoffs.”
Sarah felt lightheaded. All she could think of was to deny, deny, deny. Keep denying.
“I have no clue what you are talking about.”
Mike stepped away from the girl and over to a TV and VCR in a corner of the room. She watched him hit a couple buttons and flinched when the screen came to life with her and Andrew in his office, naked.
Mercifully, Mike switched off the TV when he saw Sarah look away.
“Now. I’ll ask again. Is this possible?” Mike said.
“What do you want?” Sarah’s lips trembled and she felt her palms dampen.
Mike was standing next to her again and placed his hand on her shoulder. He felt the girl recoil from his touch.
“I’m really not into taking bribes. I’m not sure that the puny amount of cash we’re talking about here is worth the consequences,” he said. His fingers rose to her neck and brushed along her skin, under her hair. “But you look mighty fine in the videos I’ve watched so far. Unlike our friend Andrew, however, I expect to do more than just look on.”
Mike’s hand slipped inside the collar of Sarah’s blouse and down the front of her shoulder. Sarah sat frozen as his fingers found the top of her right breast. A button prevented him from going any farther. He withdrew his hand.
“Should I? Or do you want to?” he asked.
He heard her sigh. Then she unbuttoned her blouse, pulling it out of her skirt when she got to the bottom. She left the blouse hanging open, peering up at him from her chair.
When he said nothing, she slid it off. Mike looked down at the girl’s smallish breasts in the thin bra, her nipples plainly visible through the material. A second later, the bra, too, was on the chair behind her and she sat topless.
“Get up.”
She stood and turned to face him. Mike’s hands were on her breasts instantly, caressing them softly.
“Get down and suck me until I cum. You don’t get to watch this time, Sarah.”
She was on her knees, undoing his belt when the sound of the storm outside reached its loudest. She unzipped his pants and let them fall to the floor. Sarah lowered his boxers and looked at the bulging cock in front of her. This she could not deny.
It was in her mouth almost before she realized what was happening. Her hand was pumping the base of his cock while her lips and tongue were working on the shaft and tip. She felt her breasts swaying in rhythm with her bobbing head. Soon, she had a throbbing erection to work with.
Sarah slid her tongue along the underside of the shaft while locking onto it with her lips. Pulling it deep into her mouth, she licked it from every angle.
Mike let her bring him to the edge of an orgasm before making his final move.
“Get up,” he ordered.
Startled, Sarah looked up at the man, his cock rising in front of her face. She stood and allowed him to turn her around with his hands on her shoulders.
“Bend over,” he said. “Put your hands on the desk.”
It was evident to her now what was next. She hoped it wouldn’t hurt.
Mike flung her skirt over her hips and yanked down on her panties. When they fell to her ankles, he used his hands to spread her thighs apart. Sarah cooperated and stood firmly planted with her ass pointing out at the man behind her.
Mike took a second to admire the beauty of the girl’s small, rounded ass and glistening opening to her pussy. Then he placed the tip of his cock at the opening.
Sarah begged silently that he would be gentle. But, to her surprise, the man’s cock slid easily into her moist pussy. After one long thrust, she felt his legs hit her ass and his cock filled her completely.
Mike began a steady series of thrusts into the warm, tight pussy. Her skin grabbed at him as he pulled his cock out and reinserted it firmly. The sound of their sex began to fill the room.
As much as he wanted the pleasure to last longer, he was about to cum very rapidly. Mike put his hands on the girl’s breasts and seized them tightly. Two more plunges into her pussy and he was ready to cum.
Grabbing Sarah by the hips, Mike pushed as hard as he could against her ass and felt the cum flow freely from his cock. He pulled her back with each thrust, smacking loudly against her skin.
Sarah felt her body take the warm fluid, her ass equally warm from the pounding it was taking. She clutched the edge of the desk. In disbelief, she felt her body accept the man’s cock and give signs of her own orgasm. She wanted desperately to touch her clit and let herself cum. But she dare not.
Mike finished his orgasm with a series of short, jerky stabs of his deflating cock into Sarah’s pussy. Then he pulled out.
The girl nearly screamed for him to continue. Another thirty seconds, she thought, and she would cum. But she stood motionless against the desk. The sex was over for now.
Her head sank. She was tired, frustrated, angry and confused. When she heard the man behind her fussing with his clothes, she too began to dress again. They didn’t face each other for a long time.
“When I call you, I expect you to be available,” he finally said. “Also, plan on being here at five thirty in the evening every Friday starting this week. Don’t bother wearing any underwear. Understand?”
Sarah nodded.
“When you come, don’t knock. Just come in and undress. I like blouses that tie and black high heels. Any questions?”
Sarah shook her head and muttered a soft “No”.
# # #
Sarah Campbell pulled open her desk drawer and slid the bra and panties inside before closing it. She stood and straightened her blouse, checking the tie in front. A brush of her hands along her hips fixed her skirt.
She took a deep breath and headed for the elevators.
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Karen stared at the ceiling of the tent and listened to the pounding rain. She cowered inside her sleeping bag when a flash of lightning lit up her little world. How long would the storm last, she asked herself. Why didn’t it go away and let her sleep?
The sleeping bag was pulled up to her chin. Karen wasn’t cold, just scared. She’d always been scared of thunder and lightning. Now she was outside in a tent, her father Richard apparently sleeping soundly a couple feet beside her in his own sleeping bag. Karen knew this was no way for a nineteen year old to be acting.
Her father invited her along on the weeklong bike tour of central Ohio and Karen was happy that he asked. She also felt obligated to go, to make Dad happy.
But on this second night into the tour she’d give anything to be in her bed back home. Another flash was followed almost immediately by a clap of thunder. It made her shiver. Each one was closer, and brighter, and louder.
She inched closer to her father. Karen remembered when she was much younger and could crawl into her parents’ bed for safety. They would hug her and bury her under the covers. She wanted that now.
The day had been very hot and it wasn’t until the sun went down that the tent was bearable even just to sit in. Now with the humidity of the storm, both occupants of the tent had their sleeping bags unzipped. Karen looked over at the dark outline of her father’s body. She pulled her sleeping bag with her as she rolled closer to him.
Karen wanted his arms around her like before, but knew it couldn’t be. She felt like she was living in a time warp somewhere between childhood and adulthood. The uncertainty of what to do almost overweighed her fear of the storm.
The next bolt of lightning decided the issue. Karen scooted until the front of her body touched her father’s back. She put her left arm around his waist.
Karen wore a t-shirt and panties, her father a pair of boxers. But that was of little concern to her at the moment. The feel of his skin on her arm already began to soothe her. She moved so that their bodies followed the same curve and she hugged tighter.
That’s when she felt him move for the first time. Karen lifted her arm a little; ready to pull away from her father if she had to. Instead, he raised his head for an instant and then put his hand on Karen’s arm. She watched him put his head back down before moving closer to him again.
They stayed this way until the storm eventually blew over. With the thunder a distant disturbance, Karen concentrated on the sound of the rain again as it hit the roof of the tent.
Her face was nearly touching her father’s back and she could smell his skin. Lightly, she allowed her cheek to touch him. A few moments later she was asleep.
When Karen awoke her head was on her father’s shoulder and he was lying on his back. Her arm was still outstretched across his stomach. One of her legs lay gently on top of one of his.
The silence outside the tent was outdone only by the darkness inside it. The calmness of it all was like a prayer answered.
Karen moved her arm to pull her sleeping bag up over her body when she accidentally brushed against her father’s boxers. The suddenness of it made her flinch, but something else made her want to do it again. She was certain her hand grazed over a very long and hard cock.
Light snoring by her father persuaded Karen he must still be asleep. Could she risk touching there again and not wake him up? She couldn’t resist. Her left hand moved silently above her father’s boxers and came to rest on top of the material. Yes. This time she was sure of what she felt.
Karen let her hand remain on the hard shaft, pressing down just slightly. She could feel the warmth penetrating through his thin boxers. Then she moved her hand up until finding the tip of his cock. He was big, she thought. Or at least long. Her curiosity forced her to softly move her hand down and her fingers to wrap around the cock.
Her heart pumped wildly as she gripped it. A change in her father’s breathing caused her to let go of the cock and let her hand hover an inch above it. She held her own breath before relaxing again.
Karen’s mind raced. She felt so close to her father—the way she did on those stormy nights long ago. Only now she also felt like a woman wanting to comfort him like he did her. Guilt crept into her thinking. Didn’t she owe him this? Wouldn’t it simply show how much she loved him?
Her hand touched it again. This time the opening in his boxers allowed her palm to actually touch his skin. She nearly moaned out loud. It was wonderful and warm and hard. Karen maneuvered her hand inside the fly and let her fingers lay across his cock. She smiled when it twitched.
Then she gripped it at the midpoint of the shaft. Richard opened his eyes. He could see the top of his daughter’s dark blonde hair on his shoulder. Otherwise, the darkness of the night made everything in the tent invisible.
He didn’t need light to feel what was happening. His erection was in Karen’s small, warm hand and he didn’t want to move. Her fingers tightened their grip on his cock and Richard clamped his eyes shut.
It felt so good despite being so wrong. He wanted to say something because it was very nice having her so close to him. But there was nothing he could think to say that would allow her to continue her exploration of his body in such an innocent way.
They continued on in silence. Karen suspected now that her father was awake. The muscles in his body reacted to each movement of her hand, but she was afraid to look up at him.
Her hand rose back out of her father’s boxers, with his cock in tow. She could barely make it out in the din of the tent. The swollen head loomed above her hand and she wished she could see it better.
Karen let go of the cock and let it lay on top of his boxers. With slow motion precision she ran her fingers over the length of the cock’s underside. Her father sucked in a lungful of air and tried not to move. Both were now fully aware of the other.
The young woman ran a finger up and down the shaft on the top and both sides. Then two fingers. This time she hovered over the tip and felt the hot, rough skin and the slit at the end.
Each moment that she was allowed to touch him made her want him more. She could feel the sensitivity of her nipples growing along with the wetness between her legs. Karen was being drawn to her father’s cock by a power she couldn’t understand. She wanted it so she could make him happy the same way he had comforted her. And she wanted it because she needed it.
Karen considered turning away from her father and pretending later it never happened. Instead, she found her head sliding down his chest and his cock looming larger before her.
She held it once more in her hand, stroking it a couple times to feel the entire thing. This time Karen felt it throb and rise from his boxers in full erection. She was thrilled by this and dreaded the thought that at any moment he could stop her.
Karen’s body slid lower. Now her head was on his stomach and she was within inches of the cock. A second later her head was next to it, close enough to touch it if she pulled it down to her lips.
She did.
Karen kissed the tip of her father’s cock. Then licked it once. It was magnificent. This wasn’t the lust she felt when she did this to the boys she knew. This was loving her father in the physical sense.
The woman prayed he would let her continue. She licked all around the tip of his cock before sliding the head between her lips. It was at this point that she felt his hand on her head for the first time. He was lightly brushing her hair over her ears as she held his cock in her mouth.
This only heightened her desire and she took more of the cock inside her mouth. Karen moaned with pleasure as she felt the thick shaft between her lips and on her tongue. She licked it feverishly and tasted the precum oozing from the tip.
Now she used her hand on the base of her father’s cock and her mouth on the rest of it to begin pleasing him in earnest. Richard laid his arms by his side and let Karen have her way. Eventually his hand found her back and he followed the material of her t-shirt down to her waist. But he made no effort to touch anything else.
His mind went blank when the urgency of his sexual desires overcame his guilt and shame. If he stopped Karen now it would only increase the embarrassment for both of them. And he didn’t want her to stop anyway.
He heard Karen’s whimpering as she worked on his cock. They were sounds of pleasure…of satisfaction.
Her lips wrapped tighter around her father’s cock when she felt his body respond. Richard’s hips rose and fell as he began to fuck Karen’s mouth. His hand came back to her head and she answered by taking him deeper.
This time it was Richard that groaned.
“Yeah, baby. That’s it,” he said to her. “Yes. Yes.”
Karen pumped the base of his cock furiously when his body stiffened beneath her. He cried out once more before telling her he was ready to cum.
The first spurt of cum hit the top of her mouth as both father and daughter let out lustful groans. Richard drove his cock up to Karen’s mouth as if he were thrusting inside a tight cunt. She took shot after shot of his cum until it spilled out onto her chin and back down to his cock. Half a dozen times he sprayed cum into her and she wanted more.
Karen felt her pussy rub against his leg and knew that she, too, would cum if she kept it up. But she could wait. This was about making Dad happy and thanking him for being there.
Soon he twitched with each lick of the cock’s tip, but could cum no more. He panted from the exertion and threw his arms back down to the floor. Karen let the limp cock slide back inside his boxers with one last kiss.
She wiped her face with her t-shirt before laying her head back on her father’s chest.
“God, honey. That was…uh, you…,” he stammered.
“Dad, it’s OK. Thank you for making me feel better during the storm.”
The tent was silent. “What storm? When?” he asked.
“Tonight. Geez. I knew you slept through it,” Karen said.
Richard laughed, which made Karen laugh and she moved up to his shoulder, kissing him on the side of the face.
They hugged and Richard felt his daughter’s body press hard against his. Despite what had just happened, he felt a twinge of desire. He suppressed the craving to grab her ass, which he would have done to her mother in a similar moment.
“Stay here if you want,” he told her.
“Ok,” she said.
Karen wondered what he was really thinking. She wondered if it would ever happen again. She wondered what he would feel like inside her.
That’s when she decided to stop asking herself questions she couldn’t answer and get some sleep.
They awoke in a couple hours with the rising sun shining brightly against the side of the tent. They were facing away from each other, but close enough to touch if they wanted to.
Richard got up first, changing into his cycling clothes while Karen was turned the other way. Years of modesty were not changed by one night’s events apparently.
Karen rolled over about the time her father was done tying his shoes. They smiled at each other and Richard studied the girl’s long legs, exposed clear to her panties. He remembered the feel of her legs on his in the middle of the night.
“I’ll let you get dressed,” he said, heading for the front of the tent.
Karen didn’t stop him. She didn’t know what to say that would sound genuine. She watched him slide out of the tent and pull the zipper back down behind him.
The young woman rummaged in her duffle bag for a pair of cycling shorts and a tank top. When she was dressed she stood on her knees on the tent floor and straightened the straps to her top. She looked down at her partially concealed breasts. They pressed against the material proudly, still yearning for the touch she desired last night. Maybe tonight…
She joined her father outside the tent and they prepared to pack everything before moving on to the next stop on their tour.
Any fear that either of them might have concerning comments by the other was unfounded. Neither was ready or willing to discuss what happened. Richard was still debating how to show his appreciation to his daughter. Karen was unsure of her father’s interpretation of her actions. Both felt closer to the other.
The day’s ride was hillier than the day before. Karen felt stronger on the bike, which her father told her was common on weeklong rides. By Friday, he assured her, he would have trouble keeping up with her. She doubted that.
Richard found it easier to put his hand on Karen’s shoulder, or back, as they walked at food stops or at sightseeing attractions. Her body seemed more accessible too him now, although he couldn’t guarantee that she felt the same way. They simply were more at ease with each other when, in fact, the opposite could have easily been the case.
By the end of the day’s ride it was obvious neither was going to demand an explanation from the other about the previous night. Implied approval was perfectly fine with both of them.
Father and daughter both thought during the day about the upcoming night. It might be crucial as to how the situation would be handled for the rest of their lives. What they didn’t know was that they were hoping for the same thing and their actions would prove it.
They camped at a county fairground. The good news was this meant a lot of wide-open spaces and tents were not on top of each other. Richard staked out a semi-shady spot on the fringe of the fairground and the tent was up within minutes. After their showers, they began the tedious task of killing the afternoon hours until it was time to eat dinner.
Once again, the midday heat prevented use of the tent until almost nine o’clock in the evening. But the humidity level was down and the cyclists were inside the tent reading about the next day’s ride before sunset.
With no TV or computer to keep Karen occupied, she found herself laying on top of her sleeping bag watching the lightning bugs land on the outside of the tent, their bellies flashing methodically. Voices could be heard in the distance.
She may have slept for a short while because she opened her eyes again to a darker tent. Not the pitch-blackness of the night before, but a gloom where only shapes could be discerned.
Her father was on top of his sleeping bag, on his back. He wore boxers. Karen quietly lifted her shirt over her head and felt the cool air rush over her bare breasts. She lay back down and stared up at the roof, her fingers sliding over her nipples. She took a deep breath and opened her shorts. With one motion, she lowered her shorts and panties simultaneously.
Karen felt an incredible sense of relief flow through her. At that moment she wanted the tent to be drowned in light so that her father could see her in her nakedness…in her state of complete desire for him.
She looked over at him. Karen was stunned to see him looking right back at her. Only three or four feet separated them and clearly the outline of her naked body was visible to him.
Richard was the first to move. He slid off his sleeping bag and onto the tent’s floor, close enough to put his hand on Karen’s stomach. He lay on his side as his finger traced around her navel, then upward.
Karen closed her eyes. She felt the finger inch higher and enter the gap between her breasts. Finally, it touched her right breast and moved toward the nipple. Richard traced around it, too, purposely avoiding it. Then his hand moved down the side of her breast and around the bottom.
With an easy movement she wasn’t expecting, her father put his hand on top of her breast. He cupped it and pushed it higher on her chest, filling his palm with it. After one quick squeeze, he repeated the process with her other breast.
Now he was right next to her, close enough for her to hear him breathing. She looked at him, just in time to see his face move to her right breast and his lips to touch her. He kissed her breast gently and licked it one time.
With one hand on her left breast, Richard took her other nipple in his mouth. A surge of electricity ran through her as Karen felt her father’s tongue flick over and around her nipple. He eagerly sucked on it while massaging the other breast.
Karen never wanted him to stop. This was incredible. She may have moaned out loud but her mind was beyond paying attention to that. Her hand was on her father’s head, pulling him closer to her. If he could have taken her entire breast in his mouth, he would have. And she would have let him. Their mutual lust could be heard in the sounds of his lips and tongue slurping at the young woman’s breast and her anxious, guttural replies.
At some point Karen’s hand made contact with his cock. She did not hesitate to find the opening to his boxers and pull out the hardening shaft. Karen squeezed it tightly and felt it respond. A minute later she was on the verge of cumming and Richard’s erection was complete.
Karen fumbled with the waistband of his boxers, trying to lower them herself. When their bodies would not allow her to continue, Richard backed away and sat on the tent floor. Soon the boxers were out of sight in a corner of the tent.
He turned back toward his daughter and lowered himself onto her, half of his body covering half of hers. She felt the hard cock press against her leg as he sucked on her left breast. Not wanting to say anything in the midst of their passion, Karen gently put her hand on her father’s hip and pressed against him hard enough for him to understand her intentions. He complied by climbing on top of her.
The young woman spread her legs slightly, allowing Richard to slide between them. He kissed his way up to Karen’s neck. Karen felt the tip of his cock slide past the entrance to her pussy in the process.
She was wet. He was hard. She wanted him inside her.
One of Karen’s hands grasped the cock near the tip and pulled it towards her. She moved it into position and waited. Richard felt the tip enter her. He heard Karen gasp quietly before pushing again, inserting half of his cock.
In one continuous motion, he entered her completely, their bodies contacting each other at the hips. Slowly Richard lowered himself onto his daughter’s soft, warm body. He felt her breasts against his chest and he heard her breathing hard and fast.
She was the first to move her body. It rose to meet his and then fell back onto her sleeping bag again. Soon afterwards, Richard began sliding his cock in and out of Karen’s pussy with the ease of people who had made love for years and years.
They held each other tight for a few seconds before Richard’s hands slid beneath Karen and onto her ass. He pulled her up and thrust into her with more energy, squeezing her little ass cheeks until she moaned.
Karen lifted her legs and wrapped them around her father’s waist. Now she felt totally filled by his cock. Each time he pushed into her the sound of their skin slapping together and their sighs filled the tent.
Karen moved one hand between them and played with her clit. Occasionally she let her hand touch his cock as it moved in and out of her. This only made her father harder and closer to cumming.
Perhaps they would have an opportunity another time to make love, but for now this was pure fucking. The desires that began the night before built to a point where both Karen and Richard needed a release. They found it in each other in that dark tent.
Richard tried desperately to wait for his daughter to cum. Karen’s first thought was making her father cum. Richard couldn’t wait any more.
He held his face close to her ear and told her he was about to cum. She urged him on and rubbed her clit harder. She felt his cock throb inside her and his entire body tremble. Richard drove into Karen one more time and held his cock deep inside her cunt.



Cum began pouring out of his cock and he grunted loudly with repeated, quick stabs into her.
“Ohhh. Yes, Dad. Come on. Cum inside me,” Karen said.
Her words alone caused him to cum a couple more times. Just as he was about to finish, Karen began her own orgasm. Richard held her tightly by the hips and plunged his cock into her as far as he could. Karen’s hands played with her nipples as she felt her body explode. They rolled over her sleeping bag and she continued to cum in waves.
Richard stayed inside his daughter as long as he could. When it was over they held each other tightly. They both knew it wasn’t the last time they would be together like this.
They spent the remainder of the night exploring each other with fingers and lips and tongues. Richard found out his daughter loved to have her nipples licked and sucked. Karen learned her father got hard by sliding his cock across her naked ass.
It rained the final night of the tour. Karen wasn’t afraid any more.
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I used to sit at the window on the second floor of my house and watch her cut the grass. She liked to wear white or cream colored shorts and t-shirts. Even in late April and early May when she didn’t have a good tan her bronze skin glowed. She had dark blonde hair that she kept short and neat.
She was small—just over five feet tall. But she didn’t have the squatty little body that some short women have. She had nice legs and a tiny waist that made her ass even more attractive.
I grew bolder as time went on. I paid more attention to when her twin preschool daughters were in the front yard. That’s when I would find yard work to do and wait for Mom to appear. I was rarely disappointed.
The year the girls got their first bikes was a bonanza. Almost every evening or weekend afternoon for a month the woman would walk behind one of the girls as the little ones learned to ride. They would pass my house on the sidewalk and I’d casually look up from my work to watch them come and go. Well, I’d watch Mom come and go anyway.
That’s when I first realized the pure beauty of her body. Although she never wore skintight shirts, it was evident she had firm breasts. And that ass. No matter what she wore she could not hide that wonderful ass.
We never talked and rarely made eye contact. Apparently the attraction was not mutual. That was OK with me. My shyness wouldn’t have allowed me to actually hold an extended conversation with her anyway.
We had nothing to discuss. She was my neighbor from two doors down. All I wanted was her body. What was there to talk about?
It was the first week of June. The sign in front of the preschool told me the kids would be out in another week. I had to do it now.
The kids were gone Monday, Wednesday and Friday mornings. I decided to shoot for Monday knowing I had the remainder of the week if I never got the opportunity that day.
I had the stuff ready: ski mask and tape. I put them on the kitchen table and headed upstairs. I sat at the window and waited, my cock pressing against the inside of my shorts. Not having boxers on only intensified my excitement.
It was very late in the morning when I first saw her. She had on the usual white shorts, but today wore a dark pink t-shirt. My heart raced with the anticipation of seeing the clothes on the floor next to her amazing body.
Her garage door was open. That was the first requirement for this to work. Having her in the back yard was the next. Preferably mowing the grass.
My head was spinning by the time I heard the sound of the mower. Where was she? I stared at her back yard as if to make it answer me. Then I saw her, walking behind the mower from the house toward the back fence.
My hands were sweaty as I ran down the stairs and stuffed the mask and tape into my back pockets. I stood there and took two deep breaths. I thought about my plan: in the garage; through the door into the house; stay low; watch her; determine where she would enter the house; get her.
Before I left I grabbed two copies of the local community newspaper that was delivered free to the door each week. I walked out through my garage and into the lawn of the house next door. I rolled up one of the newspapers and threw it on the porch, then continued walking toward my destination.
The sound of her mower grew louder as I passed from one lawn to the next. Then it got fainter as the house separated me from her. I threw the second newspaper on her porch. Without missing a step I strode into her garage and approached the storm door leading into the house.
I could still hear the mower, so I opened the storm door and stuck my head inside, pushing open the large wood door inside the house. Nothing. I crept in and entered the kitchen, kneeling well below the level of the counters. The back door was closed and I crawled over to it, eventually standing in the area between the door and the counter, flat against the wall.
I leaned out and peered into the back yard. She was about half done with the grass. I looked around and found three different ways to escape in a hurry if I had to. Then I waited.
It took less than ten minutes for her to finish the yard. I watched from the door as she made the last trip from the back fence to the house. I heard her bring the mower along the back of the house and around to the side. Then the sound of the mower died.
She was taking it into the garage, I thought. I crouched again and rushed to hide behind the wood door. I squeezed behind it and pulled the ski mask out of my back pocket. I listened to the sound of the mower being pushed into place and a shuffling of feet.
I could practically hear my heart pounding against my chest. I would have one chance at this. It HAD to work.
The feet got closer and the storm door creaked open. She took two steps before I could see the back of her head. I leaped forward and threw the mask over her head, the eyes and mouth looking blankly back at me.
She began to scream one time before I could push her against the sink, knock the breath out of her and get my hand to her mouth. I pressed firmly against her body with mine.
“Do not…make…a…sound,” I said with authority.
She froze. We were both breathing hard and for the first time I concentrated on the sensation of her body in contact with mine. My cock began to throb, pressed to her ass so tightly a hand couldn’t get between us.
I held her arms behind her back now, waiting for the initial rush to subside.
“If you fight you will get hurt. Very badly. Understand?”
She nodded and panted, trying to catch her breath. I used her arms to turn her away from the sink and toward the dining room and hall.
“I’m heading for the hallway. Lead us to your bedroom,” I said.
I pushed her in that direction and we walked past the table and china cabinet. When we got to the hall she leaned to the left. The first door on the right was a den. The second door on that side appeared to lead to a large bedroom.
“On the right?” I asked.
She nodded. We entered the master bedroom and I pushed my victim toward the king size bed. I was relieved to see that the drapes were pulled shut on both windows and that I could proceed with freedom of movement. The next thing I looked for made me even happier. The bed’s headboard had wooden posts at about eighteen inch intervals from one end to the other. It couldn’t have been more perfect.
“Get on the bed.”
We crawled onto the bed in unison, my grip on her arms never letting up. We were on our knees facing the side of the bed when I turned her around abruptly to face the headboard.
I shoved against her with as much force as I could muster in that position and threw us both face down on the bed. She grunted from the weight of my body on her back.
“Do not move. Got it?”
She acknowledged me one more time. I let go of her right arm and pulled the tape from my pocket. When she let her arm lay limply at her side I felt a little more confident she wouldn’t resist. However, when I pushed the arm up toward the headboard she began to squirm beneath me and kick.
I sat on her back and effectively disabled her. With her right hand just inches from a post on the headboard I ripped a huge length of tape from the roll. Quickly, I wrapped it around her wrist twice and then around the post several times. She tugged at it in vain.
When the left hand was equally secured, I had a chance to relax for a second. I moved to the woman’s side, admiring the view of her outstretched arms, small back and bare legs. And ass. My cock rose yet again inside my shorts at the sight of the curvy ass directly in front of me. Her shorts clung to the crack between her cheeks, giving a perfect outline of what I hoped to see in more detail very soon.
My first job was to find a tie or scarf. I jumped off the bed and opened a closet door. It was filled with woman’s clothes and I moved to the next closet. There, on the wall, was a rack of colorful scarves. I looked down to find the longest one and pulled the silky material from its hook. I ran it through my fingers, feeling the texture of the fabric.
I went back to the bed and leaned over the woman. I slid the scarf under her head and put it around her neck. I tightened it with a second loop and pulled it back, causing her to groan and partially gag.
“You don’t want to die, do you?” I asked.
“No,” she whimpered.
“Then do as I say.”
Her head sank back down to the bed and she lay motionless. I took that opportunity to rush into the kitchen and find a sharp steak knife. A few seconds later I was back with my captive.
I put the knife on a table by the bed and removed her sneakers, taking some time to rub the back of her calves. I was going to enjoy every inch of this woman.
I picked the knife back up and got on the bed, straddling her. I lifted her shirt and placed the knife inside it at the neckline. It cut very easily once I got started. When I got to the bottom, it fell open slightly revealing the back of a white bra. I pushed the shirt open some more to see her smooth skin. I touched it lightly.
Then I cut it open at the shoulders. I could feel her tremble beneath me and I smiled. I carefully tugged the shirt from around her body. I sat on her ass and looked at her bra and bare skin, outlining the strap of her bra with the tip of the knife. She jerked when I got to her side, as if it tickled her.
My throbbing cock encouraged me to get on with it. I unhooked the bra and methodically cut each shoulder strap before placing the knife aside once more. She voluntarily lifted her body when I pulled the bra from under her.
I had to lean back and admire the body under me. Her muscles were clearly outlined around her shoulders. Her body oozed energy and youth. And it was mine.
Her shorts were easy and extremely erotic to remove. I reached under her and unsnapped them, getting the zipper to pull down on the second attempt. I kneeled behind her and hauled them down her legs, unable to take my eyes off her white panties. I threw the shorts on the floor and ran my hands up the inside of both thighs. I could have cum at that instant.
The woman hadn’t struggled throughout the process until I began to pull down her panties. Then she kicked and cried out her desire for me to stop. A fast tug on the scarf calmed her down. I stopped when the panties were clear of her ass and I got my first full look at it. The little round cheeks arched downward to her thighs and the back of her pussy with its light hair around the edges. I stared at that pussy the entire time I pulled off her panties.
She was naked now.
In all the time I watched her I never imagined that she would look so good with nothing on. I always figured she had to have a flaw that I couldn’t see. Seeing the perfection of her body from her ankles to her thighs to her ass and back and shoulders…I had to have her.
I sat on the edge of the bed and took off my shoes and shirt. Then I stood and dropped my shorts to the ground. My hard cock pointed at my victim as if indicating to me where to go next.
I climbed back onto the bed nearly shaking with anticipation. My hands gently pushed the woman’s legs farther apart, allowing me to put my knees between them. Then I slowly lowered my body onto hers.
When my cock first made contact with her ass I thought I’d explode. The cock was so hard it hurt. I put my hands on the woman’s side, feeling the bulge of her breasts. My cock rested in the crack of her ass and I slid up a few inches to feel more of her flesh.
“You are magnificent,” I whispered through the mask into her ear. “You make me want to fuck you so hard.”
I pulled my body up and watched as my cock slid from one side of her ass to the other. Her cheeks felt cool compared to the heat in my cock. Then I put my hands under her, lifting her slightly, to grasp both breasts. I cupped them in my palms and played with the nipples.
A drop of precum shined on the tip of my cock. It was time.
I kneeled behind the gorgeous woman and lifted her at the hips. She sobbed quietly, but complied and rose to her knees.
“Spread your legs,” I said.
She obeyed, bringing her young pussy into full view. I looked at the folds of skin that opened at the entrance to her cunt. My cock strained to touch her as I moved forward. Leaning backwards, I was able to position my cock directly behind her cunt before bending over the woman’s ass.
I wiggled until feeling the tip of my cock enter her. I was going to do this slowly at first, to feel her body take mine. My hands were on her hips as I slid in farther. She was dry, increasing the tension of her tight cunt around my cock. Finally, my legs were pressed firmly against her ass and I was all the way in.
At that point, I moved my hands to her breasts, feeling them dangle below her chest. I squeezed the nipples and rolled them between my fingers. I smiled as her cunt muscles contracted even tighter.
I began to fuck her. I took long, deep strokes to begin with. But the anxiety overwhelmed me and soon I was pumping into her more rapidly. I continued to play with her breasts and a small amount of moisture inside her cunt eased my efforts.
I leaned over her body and moved one hand to her clit. I heard her moan something I couldn’t understand when I began rubbing it in time with our fucking. It wasn’t my intention to make her cum. This was about me having her to myself and the pleasure I was entitled to.
It only took a couple minutes for me to be on the verge of cumming. Many times during the planning of this I debated whether to cum inside or on her ass and back. Now that it was happening, I didn’t want to pull out. We fit perfectly together and I wanted to feel my cum pouring inside her cunt.
When I was ready, I grabbed the front of her thighs and held on tight. Each thrust was harder and deeper, until I felt my balls contract and the sperm flow through my shaft. I held my body tight against hers for a moment, then pumped her one more time.
A long, hot spurt of cum exploded from my cock and I grunted with delight. More than two years of wanting this woman was released in the next thirty seconds. I had no clue how many times I came. Cum lubricated my cock and I slid in and out of her effortlessly.
Each time I squeezed her breasts her cunt tightened and another stream of cum filled her. I managed to watch her ass quiver like Jello with each thrust and that only made me want more.
It was over much too quickly. I fell on top of her and we lay flat on the bed, the scent of our sex filling the room. My limp cock lay against her thigh, dripping small amounts of cum. I felt totally spent.
I think she was crying. I would have loved to take off the mask and touch her golden hair and kiss her neck and ears and face. But this wasn’t the time for that.
I sat next to her for a few moments, just admiring her body again when the urge to see her from the front came over me. I knew beforehand this would happen and resigned myself to the fact I would probably have her a second time.
I picked up the knife and tape.
“I’m going to cut you loose for a second. If you do anything stupid I’ll slice you. OK?”
She agreed.
I cut through the tape between her hands and the headboard. I also removed the scarf from around her neck and tied it tightly over her eyes, on top of the mask. Just to be sure.
“Turn over,” I said.
I sat by her side as she rolled. I expected her to do something stupid, but she didn’t. She simply lay on her back, her glorious breasts jutting up at me. I quickly re-taped her hands to the headboard and put away the knife and tape.
I ran my fingers over her breasts and nipples. They were still a little pink from the attention I had paid to them earlier. The nipples stood erect, bending with my touch.
I moved my hand over her stomach and down to her pussy. A thin patch of hair around and above it felt soft to my touch. She was warm and wet.
I rolled on top of her and began licking a breast. My hand pushed it up to my mouth and I took as much of it as I could. The nipple bent back and forth as my tongue slid across it. I put it between my lips and tasted it. Then moved to the other breast.
My hand found her pussy and clit, causing her to flinch. This excited me and I moved down the bed.
Her legs were spread wide as I fit between them and licked all around her clit, teasing her. Finally, I ran my tongue directly over it and she nearly jumped off the bed. Now she was pulling against her constraints and rattling the headboard. I licked harder and faster.
I put her ass in my hands and pulled her up to me. My entire mouth enveloped her clit and I nibbled, licked and sucked. My tongue moved to her cunt and tasted the sweet juices that were there, then returned to her clit.
Her reaction to all this convinced me now that I wanted her to cum. It was exciting me nearly as much as taking her body originally. But would she cum for me? We’d soon find out.
I concentrated on her clit and could feel it grow. Remembering how she gripped me tighter with her cunt when I played with her nipples, I reached up and took one in my hand. This resulted in a moan from her that was not one of discontent.
My cock rubbed against her leg, getting harder by the minute. I began to wonder which of us might cum first.
Without any other warning, her body tensed and lay still in my hands, outstretched to its fullest from head to toe. The woman cried out and began fucking my mouth. She pushed her cunt against my face again and again while I desperately tried to stay in contact with her clit. I felt the wetness of her body on my chin. I felt the trembling of her entire body in my hands. I heard her exclamations.
It was a splendid couple of minutes. All the planning and worrying were worth it. She was incredible.
When she was done, there was no doubt she was crying. I let her rest, watching her body shake along with her sobbing. I stroked my cock, knowing I would be inside her again soon.
Then we heard it. Was it a car door? I looked down at my captive.
“Don’t make a sound.” I touched the knife against her throat and she lay motionless.
I jumped off the bed and hurried down the hallway, crouching as low as I could. In my nakedness, I looked out the living room window from behind a wall. There WAS a car. Empty.
I turned into the dining room and rushed to the kitchen, heading for the door leading outside.
“Sandy, it’s me.”
The woman’s voice seemed extraordinarily loud as I pressed myself flat against a wall, out of view. I heard the storm door open. I was going to have to move fast.
I heard two steps before seeing the woman move beside me. I jumped behind her and clamped my hand over her mouth. The knife flashed in front of her eyes at the same time, then toward her throat.
It felt like déjà vu. This woman was nearly identical in height as my victim, with similar hair and body build. I caught a quick glimpse of the side of her face and even those features were the same.
Could it be? Could the twins’ Mom be a twin?
To be continued…
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Karen and her father talked at length the days following their first sexual encounter. Neither was embarrassed about the affair nor were they hesitant to express their desire for it to happen again. They understood the consequences and, as long as they both agreed, wanted to explore their love for each other even further.
Karen was old enough, at twenty, to realize she had no right to expect her father to be her regular sexual partner. But their experience in the tent in the middle of the night during a weeklong bicycle tour was so extraordinary that she felt an attraction to him beyond anything she had ever felt with any other man.
Now, with a total understanding of each other's feelings, she was even more eager to pursue a relationship with her father, Richard. He, of course, had initial reservations about having sex with his daughter. But her athletic body and energetic lovemaking made it nearly impossible to resist.
When they dressed in the morning and he watched her put on her tight tank top and figure hugging cycling shorts it was hard for him to pack up the tent and get on the bike for another day of riding. Her hair fell out the back of her helmet and onto her shoulders, flowing gently in the wind. As he rode next to Karen and looked over at her, he had a new appreciation for her youth and beauty.
They rode for the first hour or so with some occasional chatter about the scenery. It would be another hour before they got to the first food stop. They spent very little time there before getting back on the bikes and continuing their journey.
The day's route was highlighted by several covered bridges, some of which required short side trips off the main route. Karen, more than her father, was interested in the bridges and they ended up seeing them all.
It was the third one that offered Karen the opportunity she had been waiting for all morning. The little country road they traveled to get to the bridge was bordered on each side by thick woods of maple and elm trees. Undergrowth made the visibility into the woods difficult at best. At times, anything beyond thirty feet off the road was blocked from view.
As the pair reached the crest of a small hill on a dirt road leading to a bridge, Karen looked in both directions and saw no other bikes. Immediately ahead and on the right was a path carved into the woods by farm equipment.
"Dad. Let's go down here," Karen said.
Richard didn't ask his daughter why. He thought he knew where they were headed...or at least he hoped he knew.
He followed Karen onto the path, which eventually fell over the side of the hill and started down into the deepest part of the woods. Before long, the road behind them was out of sight.
Karen looked back at her father, then the wooded hill behind him.
"Let's stop here," she said, pulling her bike off to the side of the path.
Richard stopped behind her and got off his bike. He waited for her to take the lead. She walked her bike into the woods and found a ten-foot square patch of smooth grass and ground hugging weeds. There, they rested their bikes against trees.
"I hope you have a good reason for dragging me back into these woods," Richard said with a smile.
Karen was taking off her helmet and shaking out her hair, fluffing it with her hands. Richard couldn't help but watch her breasts shake inside her low cut top as she tried to put her hair back in place.
"Is sex a good enough reason?" Karen walked towards her father with a lustful look in her eye he had never seen before. He felt his cock begin to push against his shorts. Then her body was pressed against his and she was stretching up to kiss him.
He put his arms around her and slid his hands down her back onto her ass as they kissed. He pulled her up, feeling her shorts rub against the front of his own, grinding against his cock as it hardened. A few seconds later, his hands were inside the back of Karen's shorts touching her cool skin. Richard clutched at the flesh, squeezing it in his hands and listening to her moans as they kissed.
Karen had wanted her father's cock ever since their first encounter in the sleeping bags of their tent. She placed her hand on the outside of his shorts, easily feeling the outline of his cock through the thin material. The young woman rubbed it with her palm. Another two inches, she thought, and the head would be sticking out the top of the shorts.
"Oh, Daddy. I want you to fuck me right here. Now."
"Anything you want, hon. I'll do anything you want," Richard said.
He put his hands at the bottom of her tank top and pulled it up, exposing the firm breasts he tasted for the first time a couple nights earlier. He yanked the top over Karen's head and let the shirt fall to the ground.
She waited for him to admire, then lightly touch, her breasts. Karen's fingers touched her father's cock as she concentrated on his hands playing with her nipples. Her eyes were closed and her mouth hung slightly open while Richard squeezed her nipples, rolling them between his fingers.
"I love that," she sighed. "Please don't stop."
Her father placed his mouth over her left breast at the same time that her hand slid inside the front of his shorts and gripped his cock. It throbbed in her palm, extending to a full erection while she stroked it.
Richard passionately sucked and licked her breast. His hand pushed it up to his lips and he wanted to devour the entire thing. Twice they almost lost their balance as he pressed his face against her chest and she clung to his cock.
Karen was losing patience. She put both hands on the waistband of his shorts and pushed them down to free his raging cock. She could only reach a little way and the shorts clung to his legs just below his ass. Karen, however, now had free access to the cock she loved so much and wrapped her fingers tightly around it.
"Please. Fuck me, Daddy. I want you in me," Karen said.
Richard backed away from the breasts he was sucking and allowed his daughter to lower his shorts while he pulled off his shirt. This time it was Karen's turn to stare at his body, particularly the long, hard shaft of Richard's cock. It pointed upward at a forty-five degree angle, begging for attention. She touched it again.
"Turn around, honey," Richard told her.
Karen smiled up at him and did as she was told.
"Take off your shorts."
Richard watched as his daughter gracefully pulled down her biking shorts and stepped out of them. Her beautiful, round ass was pale compared to her well-tanned legs and back. When Karen stood back up, her father stepped forward and traced around her ass with his fingers. Then put it in his hands and squeezed gently.
Karen moaned when she felt the stiffness of his cock press against first one cheek, then the other. She took in a deep breath as her father rested his cock in the crack between her cheeks, letting the tip rub against her back.
"Lean against that tree," Richard said, nudging Karen toward a large tree in front of her.
The girl gladly took a couple steps forward, then leaned the rest of the way with her palms ending up flat against the rough bark a few inches above her head.
"Spread your legs, honey."
Richard's hands were on Karen's hips, pulling her toward him as she put her legs a little more than shoulder width apart. She arched her back to lean against the tree and still thrust her ass back to her father.
She could feel the moisture building around her pussy. Her desire to be fucked by Richard was soon to be fulfilled once again, this time in a manner she'd never experienced before. But she trusted him completely.
Her father was shaking by the time he positioned his cock at the entrance to Karen's vagina. The sight of her smooth ass ready to cushion his thrusts into her nearly made him ram his cock into her uncontrollably. But he maintained enough self-control to smoothly and gently push in the tip of his cock, then half of it.
"Oh, God. Daddy. Yes," Karen sighed.
Soon, his legs met her ass and he was completely inside her. Richard's balls fell against his daughter's skin and he stood still, appreciating the wonderful feeling of being engulfed by her tight pussy.
"Please fuck me. Hard, Daddy. Fuck me hard."
Karen's fingers dug into the bark of the tree as Richard began to do just that. The sound of their fucking could be heard echoing in the trees around them. Sweat began to drip off Richard's face and onto his daughter's back.
Neither of them wanted to cum too quickly. The feeling was beyond their expectations of how good sex could be. Karen felt as if the cock extended halfway up her body. Richard never had a cunt grip him as tightly as Karen's did, despite an abundance of juices from within her.
When her father placed his hands on her breasts, Karen reached between her legs and began to play with her engorged clit. She moaned with nearly each plunge of his cock into her cunt, leaning against the tree with one hand and manipulating her clit with the other.
Richard squeezed her breasts roughly before concentrating on her erect nipples. He was learning that each tweak of the nipples brought a tighter closing of her cunt around his cock until he couldn't be squeezed any tighter.
"That's it, baby," Richard said. "Cum for me. I want to hear you cum."
Karen wasn't sure that she wasn't about to scream at the top of her lungs. This was the best sex she had ever had and was on the verge of her most intense orgasm. All her wishes to prolong it were being shattered by his hands on her breasts.
"I'm cumming, Dad. I'm cumming."
Karen rubbed her clit wildly and listened to the sound of her father's legs smacking against her thighs and ass. It was almost as if he were spanking her. And she loved it.
"Oh, God. Oh...Daddy. Yes. I'm cumming."
The young woman placed both hands firmly on the tree and cried out. The next few seconds were lost as she began to cum. Her father grabbed her by the hips once more and frantically thrust his cock into her over and over.
Karen screamed with joy as her orgasm built and climaxed, only to repeat the process again and again. Her legs nearly crumbled beneath her as all her strength was put into completing another orgasm. A tear dripped down her cheek as she finished her last orgasm.
Then she heard her father make a grunting noise behind her that instantly brought her back to reality. She squeezed her cunt as tight as she could and absorbed the most vicious of his many hard thrusts into her. That's when she felt the first gush of warm cum flow into her.
"Ohhh....Karen," Richard gasped.
Another spurt of cum entered his daughter's cunt each time he slammed into her. She spread her legs farther apart and tried to accept even more of his cock, which was impossible. Their bodies would not allow him to go any deeper than he already was.
Cum seeped out of her cunt and dripped slowly down the inside of her thigh. Still, he continued to fill her. After the last of his cum had flowed from his balls through his cock, it remained hard. Richard kept it inside his young daughter to enjoy the sensation of her cunt gripping his shaft.
Finally, he pulled out. Karen nearly collapsed against the tree, totally spent. She turned to face her father and they kissed, Richard's semi-rigid cock crushed between their bodies.
"That was wonderful," Karen whispered. "Thank you."
"You are wonderful," her father answered. "And you pick out wonderful spots. I hope you'll be keeping your eyes open."
Karen laughed and assured him she would as they began to dress. Moments later they were back on the main tour amid the other three thousand riders.
In fact, Karen did keep her eyes open and twice more during the week the pair split from the rest of the cyclists and fucked, once behind an abandoned barn and once next to a small stream in the woods. Each one felt more relaxed and natural than the one preceding it.
At night, in the relative privacy of their tent, Karen grew fond of taking her father in her mouth and swallowing the loads of cum he unloaded into her, or watching him finish himself off and cum all over her breasts.
All in all she was very glad he asked her along on the ride.
Neither one said anything, but both of them thought about what would happen when they got back home. Certainly, they didn't want it to end. Karen was afraid of getting caught by her mother, but her father could have eased some of her fears. Richard suspected that if he presented the facts to his wife in the correct way she would accept the relationship.
Karen's parents, like most parents, lived a life their kids actually knew little about. Their sex lives were private from their kids and they had desires and fantasies just like everyone else. Richard and his wife, Carol, used to talk about swapping with couples they socialized with, but never had the nerve to follow through on it. Often, Carol would tell Richard to make believe she was the wife of another man when they made love. Or they would mutually masturbate and watch each other, talking about how exciting it would be if other couples were with them.
Karen, of course, knew nothing of these things and dared not imagine them. She agreed to let her father talk to her mother. Whatever happened, he promised, would not affect them.
Two days after they got home from the bike ride Karen still had not talked to her father about their future. She was going to give it another couple days when her mother sat next to her on the couch in the evening while they watched TV. Richard had gone to bed.
"Karen, honey," Carol began. "Your Dad and I talked yesterday about the bike ride. It sounded like you enjoyed it."
"Oh, I loved it." Karen couldn't tell from the sound of her Mom's voice or the look on her face how to interpret what she said. "I'd like to go again."
"That's great, dear. It's good to see you and your Dad do things together."
Karen bit her lip. "It was fun."
They stared at the TV for what seemed an eternity.
"Karen, he told me. I know what you did," Carol said.
Her daughter looked at her. "Told you what?"
"He told me about you and him. The sex."
The younger woman was shaking, nearly in tears. "It just happened. I...I..."
Carol put her hand on Karen's leg. "It's OK baby. It's OK."
Karen reached out for her mother and hugged her, finally breaking down and sobbing uncontrollably. Carol held her firmly.
"Honey, everything's fine. I understand. OK?" Carol said.
Karen felt her mother's hand stroke her hair, pulling her head closer. "How can you understand?"
"Because I love both of you and I want both of you to be happy," Carol said. "I know that might be hard to realize, but it's the way I feel."
"It was so...it felt so natural," Karen sobbed.
"I know, honey. I know."
Karen felt the relief fill her body from the simple fact she didn't have to hide the relationship and more. Having her mother react the way she did was just a bonus. Karen allowed herself the opportunity to think for a moment about future encounters with her father and how great they would be.
She pulled her head away from her mother's shoulder long enough to wipe her eyes and brush the hair away from her face. Carol looked at the long jersey pulled between her daughter's legs and the nipples pressed against the fabric. She completely understood her husband's attraction.
"C'mon, Karen. Let's go upstairs." Carol reached for her daughter's hand. Karen let her mother pull her off the couch, surprised by the invitation.
They walked side-by-side, Karen the taller and thinner of the two. But for a forty one year old woman, her body did not embarrass Carol. She was well proportioned with breasts that rivaled her daughter's and legs that rose to a small ass and curvaceous hips. Genes are a wonderful thing sometimes.
Karen was afraid to ask where they were headed or what they were doing. She felt lucky getting through the "admission" stage of the affair. She would just let things flow for a while.
At the top of the stairs they headed for the parents' bedroom, not Karen's. Carol gently nudged the door open and she and Karen entered. Richard was in bed with a single light on. The covers were pulled up to his waist, above which he was naked.
He smiled at Karen, looking at her legs below the jersey.
"My two favorite women. I'm very lucky," he said.
Carol stepped behind Karen and grabbed the bottom of the jersey. Before Karen had a chance to react, the shirt was being pulled over her head. Richard looked quickly at the small pair of panties she wore before letting his eyes move up to her breasts.
Karen felt a pair of hands on the panties just before they were pulled down her legs and over her feet onto the floor. She saw her mother stand to the side.
The young woman didn't know who she was on display for-her father or her mother. She could almost feel both pair of eyes drilling through her body.
"Isn't she beautiful, Carol?" Richard finally said.
"She's your daughter," Carol replied.
Karen blushed, her legs stretched awkwardly in front of each other as she accepted the compliment.
In the dim light of the bedroom, Richard swung the covers off his legs, revealing his nakedness and hardening erection. Karen would always have this effect on him.
The daughter looked over at her mother, who was pulling her nightgown over her head. Karen had not looked at her mother in sexual terms before, but now, in this setting, she, too, was a beautiful woman. Karen watched Carol pull off her panties. At first all she could think of was, "This is the woman I share my father with." There was jealousy. Then there was love.
"Want to show your father how much we love him?" Carol asked.
"Let's go," Karen said with a nervous smile.
The two women walked to the bed where Richard now lay with a full hard on. Karen climbed on the bed and crossed over her father's legs to his left side. Carol sat on the edge of the bed opposite her. Carol was the first to reach for the man's hard cock, touching it lightly with her hand.
She looked over at Karen, as if to say, "It's OK." The daughter, too, touched the cock and their fingers intertwined. Karen didn't know if her mother used oral sex on her father, but that wasn't going to stop Karen from doing what she liked.
To Karen's surprise, Carol leaned forward in unison with her and their mouths converged on Richard's cock. They each took a side and began long, slow licking motions up the length of the shaft. At the tip, their lips met and nearly formed a kiss with the cock in the middle. Karen could feel the juices already beginning to flow in her pussy as she and her Mom continued servicing Richard.
Carol licked her husband's balls when Karen took the cock into her mouth. Richard laid his head on the pillow and shut his eyes, concentrating on the incredible feel of his daughter's mouth wrapped around his cock and his wife's tongue working on his balls. His erection almost ached. He knew that when he came it would be long and hard.
Both women returned to licking the cock, enjoying the sensation of their tongues sliding across each other at points along the rigid shaft. Eventually, the first drop of precum oozed out of the cock's tip. Carol quickly lapped it up.
Oral sex was not her method of choice with Richard during their marriage, but she was beginning to appreciate it more and more. Karen's enthusiasm was catching. And Carol couldn't ever remember seeing her husband as hard as he was now.
At some point in the next couple minutes it became obvious that Richard was going to cum while the two women sucked his cock. There wasn't going to be any intercourse this time. But, nobody complained.
All the man wanted to do was cum and all the women wanted to do was make him cum. There wasn't room on his cock for both women's hands and their mouths, so in the end Karen held him by the base of the cock while she and her Mom licked him.



He warned them of his imminent orgasm, but the force of it caught both women by surprise. Following a prolonged groan by Richard and furious pumping of his cock by Karen's hand, a steady white stream of cum flew upwards and onto Karen's forehead. It streaked down her nose and onto her cheek as she and Carol watched a second and third stream pour from the cock.
Carol attempted to lick her husband, but only managed to get her hair and face covered in more of Richard's cum. He came a half dozen times, resulting in a pool of cum on the top of Karen's hand, surrounding his cock. She used it as lubricant to force a couple more spurts out of her father.
By the time he was done, both women had drops of cum on their breasts and considerably more on their faces. Richard was too exhausted to enjoy the sight. He had cum hard on the bike ride with Karen, but nothing like this.
The women were laughing at each other and trying to decide who had more on her as Richard's cock became limp.
"I'll get a towel," Carol volunteered, starting to get off the bed.
"No, wait," Karen said. "I might have a better idea. Don't you think we both need showers?"
"Well, yes. But..." Carol said.
"But wouldn't it be fun to shower together?"
Carol looked at her daughter. She wasn't prepared for this. Once she determined Karen was serious, Carol gave it some thought.
"Well, I guess I could use one," Carol said.
"And I guess I could use one," Karen said, swiping cum from one of her breasts.
"Who wants to go first?" Carol asked.
"Oh, mother." Karen whined like an eight year old and took her mother's hand. "Come on."
The two women walked into the master bathroom, within easy sight of Richard, who watched their matching pair of asses the whole time. This he had to see, rolling out of the bed.
Karen opened the glass door to the shower and turned on the water, testing it a few seconds later with her arm. The shower had a glass wall opposite the showerhead, in addition to the glass door. This allowed Richard to lean against the sink and watch his wife step into the shower with his daughter, closing the door behind her.
Karen had already stepped under the water and let it run over her hair and down her body. She turned to face her mother and backed up a step. Karen held out both hands and pulled her mother under the water.
Carol held her head back and let the water flow over her, pulling her hair back with both hands. The women stood close enough that their bodies touched, the bottom of Karen's breasts lightly brushing against the top of her mother's. They looked at each other one time and hugged tightly.
Karen sensed she was going to have to lead. How far should she go? She knew she was horny beyond words after playing with her father's cock. But what about her mother?
Carol watched as her daughter ran her hands over Carol's neck and shoulders, down to her breasts. She closed her eyes at the wonderful feeling of her daughter's hands caressing her breasts and squeezing her nipples. She needed to cum, but didn't dare show it, unsure of what Karen had in mind.
The daughter looked for any lingering cum on her mother's body and wiped it away with her hands. Then she picked up a bar of soap and began cleaning the front of Carol's body.
When Karen's hand slid over one breast, then the other, Richard felt his cock twitch. He didn't believe he could get hard this quick, but as he watched Karen move lower on Carol's body he felt it happening.
Karen wrapped her hand with the soap around her mother's back and rested it on her ass. Slowly, she began gliding the soap up and down on each cheek, using her free hand to spread the soap. Their bodies were pushed together now, barely enough room for water to flow between then.
The younger woman clutched at her mother's ass and massaged the flesh, resulting in a moan of pleasure from Carol. Their breasts pressed together, flattening already erect nipples.
The lust was too much for Karen. She was going to do it. She was going to have sex of some kind with her mother in this shower...or she would die.
She brought the soap back to the front and opened enough room for her hand to slide onto her mother's pussy. Karen looked into her mother's eyes as she stopped her hand directly on top of Carol's clit.
"Oh, Karen. Please."
Karen moved the soap up and down one time, feeling her mother push her ass backwards, attempting to get away from the hand. Karen pressed harder and rubbed it two more times.
"Oh, oh, God," Carol sighed.
This time her entire body moved forward, closer to Karen. That was the answer Karen wanted. She ran the bar of soap over the entire length of her mother's pussy two times, then put it back in its tray.
Quickly, Karen placed her hand on Carol's clit. She found it easily and rubbed it. Water cleared away the soap within seconds and she started a rhythmic massaging of the entire area around the clit.
Carol clung onto her daughter tightly, feeling her legs losing power. She spread them apart, mainly to give Karen easier access to her pussy, but also to preserve her balance. Water poured over her, but she hardly noticed. Her entire mind and soul was wrapped up in the hand between her legs.
Richard put his hand around his hardening cock. Karen hastily looked at him and smiled before turning back to her mother. She had extended her middle finger along the length of Carol's pussy and found the opening to her cunt. When she inserted just the tip of her finger inside her mother, Karen felt Carol lift onto her toes. Carol didn't come back down until her daughter's entire finger was inside her cunt.
"Oh, baby. Yes."
Their heads were side by side, their bodies close. Karen had just enough room to move her hand up and down inside her mother, then back onto her clit. Carol stiffened with anticipation as Karen worked her throbbing clit. She truly did not know if she could cum standing in this shower. At least not without hurting herself.
Karen's next series of moves surprised everybody in the room, including Karen. She leaned down and sucked on her mother's breast while continuing to rub her clit. Karen couldn't tell which was harder-Carol's nipple or her clit. After spending thirty seconds licking and sucking the breast, Karen continued down her mother's body until replacing her finger on Carol's clit with her tongue.
Carol felt two hands on her ass pulling her onto her daughter's face. And she felt Karen's entire mouth surround her clit, which bobbed up and down as Karen's tongue played with it. The younger woman sucked it and licked it and put it between her lips until the clit was ready to explode.
Carol felt her legs about to give out and leaned back against the glass wall behind her. Karen gripped her mother's ass tighter and held her up, never losing touch with the clit. When she was certain her mother was stable again, she increased her tongue's pressure.
"Karen. Karen. You're going to make me cum. Karen."
The daughter never let up.
"God, honey. Yes. Yesss."
Karen felt the body above her tense up. Carol's hands gripped the back of Karen's head.
"Ahhh."
Carol's orgasm burst out of her insides. She felt the release from her nipples to her cunt. She cried out and heard her body slamming against the glass wall, but was nearly unconscious of her other surroundings. When one wave was done, Karen's mouth produced a second and third.
Carol thrust her body toward Karen's mouth. Without her daughter's hands on her ass, Carol would have slipped to the floor. As it was, her knees were bent and she was sliding down the wall, actually making it easier for Karen to eat her clit and pussy. She didn't know how many times she had cum, but she had to get away from her daughter or she would cry.
Another lick and another burst of energy from deep inside. Then the pain. Another lick, and then the pain.
"Karen, stop. Oh, please. Stop."
Karen stopped, water cascading over her body as she sank to her hands and knees. Her mother sat against the wall, eyes closed.
Karen looked over at her father. His raging hard on looked big even with his hand wrapped around it. She sat on the floor of the shower and turned to face him. When their eyes were fully locked together, she spread her legs open.
Richard walked to the shower door, opened it and stepped inside. There simply wasn't enough room in the shower to fuck on the floor. So Richard reached his hands down and pulled Karen up, leaning her against the wall.
She pushed out her hips and watched her father position his huge cock at the entrance to her cunt. Under the pouring water, it took him one effortless thrust to enter her.
Carol looked up with delight at the sight of her husband pounding his cock into their daughter. Had she not just experienced one of the best orgasms of her life, she would have been hornier than hell at what she was watching.
Karen felt ready to cum the instant her father's cock was deep inside her. And after she and her Mom treated him earlier, she felt little need to wait for him to be ready to cum again. She was going to let herself go without consideration for anyone else in the shower.
Richard held his daughter by the ass and plunged his cock up into her vagina. As tight as she was, he barely felt her because of her own juices flowing and the shower hammering them with water. But Karen certainly could feel the cock and it was driving her ever closer to a climax.
She touched her clit one time and felt her orgasm begin. She moved her hand up to her breast, squeezing the nipple. This was enough to put her over the edge and she cried out to her father.
Richard pumped his cock into her harder as the young woman came. She pushed her breast against her body and rubbed it with her palm, sending ecstatic waves from her nipple to her cunt. Karen pushed her hips toward her father and tried to consume even more of his cock.
They each grunted loudly as Karen continued to cum. Whenever it felt as if the orgasm was subsiding, Karen rubbed her clit and another wave came over her. Through it all, Richard maintained an erection big enough to let him position his body however he needed to keep up with Karen, who was sliding all over the shower wall.
Karen felt the cock hit every inch of her cunt, sustaining her orgasm for what seemed an eternity.
When it was over, she could only lean against the wall and hope her father held her up. Carol stood up and put her arm around her daughter. Karen, Richard and Carol stood together under the shower and kissed each other with new appreciation and love.
Their sexual adventures fell into a pattern of once or twice a week episodes. Richard and Carol still felt a special bond only a marriage could bring, but they maintained a new closeness with their daughter that would last forever. Karen's only concern would be bringing a potential mate into the family. It was something she would have to consider. Hopefully, he was a cyclist.
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The law firm of Osborn and Wilke was big. With 350 attorneys, it ranked third in the state. So, Sarah felt proud to be a new associate...and intimidated. Never the most secure person to begin with, she tried to convince herself she belonged.
She knew there were many other 25-year-old attorneys ready to take her spot if she faltered. One way or another, Sarah was determined not to let that happen. But, it didn't mean she wouldn't be insecure. That was just her way.
Sarah also knew her looks alone wouldn't help her now. She was an extremely attractive young woman with short blonde hair. But, one of those was in every third office. And if the attorney was average, the secretary might be a model. Showing a little cleavage wouldn't buy Sarah any breaks within Osborn and Wilke.
This was not a good day for showing skin anyway. It was late November, but felt like January. Sarah rushed from her car to the office with her head down against the biting wind.
She took the elevator to the third floor and headed down the hall. The smell of coffee made her feel somewhat warmer as she neared her office.
"Good morning, Chris," Sarah said cheerfully as she passed the secretary's cubicle.
"Hi, Sarah. Can you believe how cold it is?"
Sarah turned the key in her door and it swung open.
"No. This is crazy. I'm not ready for it," she said while throwing her coat over the back of a large chair.
"We have white chocolate cappuccino again in the machine. Do you want one?"
Chris was leaning around the corner of Sarah's office, watching her settle into the chair behind her desk.
"Oh, cool," Sarah said. "Yes. Please."
Chris enjoyed working for the young attorney. Although Chris was 34, she looked much younger and the people in Human Resources were probably the only ones that knew she wasn't in her twenties.
Chris did little to dissuade people from thinking she was younger, but her maturity couldn't be denied. She was particularly adept at picking up on other people's strengths and weaknesses.
In Sarah she saw an intelligent, beautiful attorney capable of going wherever she wanted in life, but with a fear of being revealed. What was behind this insecurity, Chris didn't know. She was still working on that one.
Chris returned with two cups of steaming brown cappuccino, setting one on Sarah's desk.
"Thanks," the young woman said.
In the three weeks they had worked together Chris learned to tell when Sarah wanted company or to be left alone. The tone of the attorney's voice, the shuffling of papers—they all gave clues.
This morning Chris interpreted things as "leave me alone." So, she was surprised when Sarah invited her to sit and talk.
The conversation took no specific direction until Chris mentioned how well she thought Sarah was adjusting to the firm.
Sarah stared at her intently.
"You really think so?" she asked.
"Sure," Chris replied. "I've seen older attorneys take longer than you to figure everything out. Especially the guys. I think it's their egos."
Chris stopped, looking up at Sarah a little sheepishly.
"I mean, you have the right to be proud and all, but..."
Sarah didn't let her finish. Or rather, didn't let Chris dig a deeper hole.
"Oh, stop it. I know what everyone thinks of attorneys. Especially ones like me right out of school," Sarah said. "But I can't believe you think I'm getting it."
"Sure you are. Just remember that I'll help you with anything you need."
Sarah took the opportunity to ask about some billing procedures she still wasn't sure of and, soon, nearly an hour had passed. She felt better after their talk; something that was happening more and more as Sarah got settled in.
The two women often met one last time late in the day. On this day the discussion was non-business related and very casual. Sarah complimented Chris on her sweater and jacket combination, which accentuated the secretary's full and firm breasts.
Sarah had already determined that Chris probably didn't own anything that didn't highlight some part of her perfect, long body. And she was jealous of the woman's dark blonde hair that fell gracefully over her shoulders.
But, it was a mutual appreciation of beauty. Chris was stunned the first time she met Sarah, despite the surplus of stunning people at the firm. Sarah's was a natural beauty with minimal help from makeup and never a lessening of good taste by way of cheap, revealing clothes.
In fact, both women could have whichever man they wanted. And they both knew it.
Sarah was looking forward to the firm Christmas party. It was scheduled for the second week in December and she was anxious to officially kick off the holiday party season. The two attorneys she was paired with...both men...promised to make her feel comfortable among all the new faces.
She went to Chris, of course, for better advice on what to wear. Chris' advice: "Knock 'em dead."
Chris assured her that anything she put on would impress the crowd. Chris, herself, would be wearing a dress she found on sale the week before. Sarah could sense the excitement in Chris' voice and she couldn't wait to see it.
Chris also listed who to avoid and who to "suck up" to. Sarah took mental notes between laughing spells.
By the day of the party, Sarah had worked at the firm for almost two months. Chris had become her most trusted confidante, but Sarah tried not to let the other attorneys know to what extent she relied on the secretary.
It was a caste system, she told herself, which was undeniably under the surface. And then there was the problem with the fact that Sarah just really, really liked Chris. They never socialized despite both women being single. Neither felt that the other necessarily needed the company.
An hour before leaving for the party, Sarah slid on the black pants of a suit she decided to wear. They were half a size too small and she turned in front of the mirror with an approving smile. The top was a cotton blouse with a large collar. As she often did, Sarah went braless. The material felt good against her skin and she stopped two buttons from the top before tucking it into her pants. The blouse fit snugly against her breasts without giving away her lack of a bra. In the mirror, just a hint of her cleavage appeared.
Sarah pulled her arms through the waist-length jacket and watched it settle into place. She was ready.
The party was at a private club downtown that Chris said had several floors and rooms off of rooms, which made getting away from people you didn't want to be with easy. Sarah assumed there was a good chance she'd have to use the escape routes before the evening was over.
She parked and walked quickly in the cold night air to the club. Two couples were just ahead of her and they, too, entered through the ornate wooden doors of the club.
The small group checked their coats and went up a set of three steps to a large, open lobby. Christmas light and decorations were everywhere. Overstuffed chairs were sprinkled comfortably throughout the area. Two or three were occupied with older gentlemen conversing with other men standing beside them, drinks in hand. It all reminded Sarah of Dorothy Sayers mystery novels. She hoped there would be no "unpleasantness" at this club tonight.
"Sarah. I'm glad you made it."
The young woman turned at the abrupt sound of the voice to face Brian, one of the attorneys she was paired with in her litigation group.
He was a short, dark man of about 35 who she had found to be extremely helpful and friendly. They got along well and often went out to lunch together. Brian was married and Sarah trusted his friendship to be just that.
Tonight she suspected it had been his role to watch out for her and lead her into the heart of the party.
"Hi, Brian," Sarah said. "This is a really neat place."
"Yeah. We've been coming here for a couple years and everyone seems to like it. There are lots of places to hide."
"Geez," Sarah said. "That's exactly what Chris said. Is the party THAT bad?"
Brian laughed. "No. You'll see what I mean. And I just saw Chris about fifteen minutes ago. She was asking about you."
"Great. That's two people I'll know then."
Brian led Sarah into a large room with a massive bar along one wall and clumps of chairs and coffee tables everywhere else. The sound of voices almost drowned out the holiday music floating down from above. In one corner of the room, a huge Christmas tree was brightly decorated.
"What do you want to drink?" Brian asked, as they got closer to the bar.
"Oh, wine is fine. White wine."
Sarah surveyed the room, picking out a half dozen faces she recognized from the fifty or so people in the room. Within seconds she had her drink and was taking a sip, attempting not to reveal her nervousness to Brian. She scanned the room again for Chris.
This time she saw the familiar figure of her secretary standing next to a pair of gentlemen she did not recognize. Immediately, Sarah was taken by the simple elegance of the dress Chris wore. It was dark and sleek. Sarah could tell, even from a distance, that it plunged at the neckline in front.
"There's Chris," Sarah said above the din to Brian. "I'm going to say 'Hi'. Want to come?"
"No. That's OK. You go ahead. Have a good time."
Sarah worked her way through the crowd and approached Chris. She walked up behind the secretary and slowly moved to her side, not wanting to interfere with the ongoing conversation.
When Chris noticed the two men looking beside her, she stopped in mid-sentence.
"Hey. Where have you been hiding?" Chris asked when she saw Sarah.
"I just got here. Brian took care of me until I saw you...talking as usual."
Chris introduced Sarah to the two men with her—partners of the firm. Sarah wondered why only two men were with Chris when she got a better look at the secretary's dress. It almost forced you to follow the line of the neck down to the top of her breasts, then took it all away from you with just a hint at what was beneath the fabric.
Sarah felt outclassed, standing there in her black pants and blouse. She could have unbuttoned the blouse to her navel and not looked as good as Chris.
Eventually the partners moved on, leaving the two women to talk. Within fifteen minutes, Chris had introduced Sarah to a dozen people. Sarah had a new appreciation for Chris' charm in public...and her ability to attract men.
Sarah found herself with a second drink in her hand, thanks to a young associate she had met briefly a half hour before. Conversations started and ended at a dizzying pace. Faces came and went.
Chris and Sarah moved from one room to another until Sarah was completely lost. In the middle of a boring conversation with a middle-aged, female attorney, Sarah realized she was once again alone without Chris. Excusing herself, Sarah escaped into a hallway on the second floor of the club.
She took a couple awkward steps toward what she thought was a stairway before a tall man circled around her from behind and cut her off.
"Hello, Sarah," the man said.
The young woman froze. She thought she had seen his face before, but certainly couldn't think of his name.
"You aren't leaving yet, are you?" he asked.
"Oh, no. I was...well, I thought Christ might be down there." Sarah looked pensively at the stairs.
"You mean that doll of a secretary of yours?" the man drawled. "Isn't she the cutest little thing? Between the two of you that's got to be the best pairing in the office."
Sarah watched as the man smiled the kind of smile only a drunken male can produce. She watched his eyes disappear down the opening in her blouse, only to slowly work their way back up to her face.
"It's good seeing you. But, I really have to...," Sarah began to say.
"Let me fill that drink for you one time, at least," he said.
"Nah. That's..."
Sarah felt a hand grasp her arm.
"There you are," a woman's voice rang out. "I've been looking all over for you. "C'mon. There's somebody I want you to meet."
Chris tugged Sarah away from the man, nearly causing her to spill what was left of her wine. Sarah glanced over her shoulder and gave the man an innocent smile.
The two women rounded the corner into a narrow hallway and didn't look back again.
"Oh, my God. Thank you. Thank you," Sarah said enthusiastically.
Chris didn't answer. She led the pair down the hall until reaching a closed door, which she opened tentatively. Chris stuck her head into the dark room and looked around.
"Anybody home?" she asked.
They heard nothing. Chris pulled Sarah into the room and the attorney heard the door lock behind her after Chris closed it. The secretary found a light switch and the room—a small office—came into view. They stood between a large desk on one side and a chair and couch on the other.
"I appreciate being saved, but you didn't have to take me prisoner," Sarah said.
"You can thank me later. Collins wouldn't have stopped at offering you another drink. I've been there," Chris said.
She watched Sarah back up to the couch and flop down on it. She sat as a teenager would, with her legs stretched out in front of her, slouching clumsily.
"So. Where are we?" Sarah asked.
"Beats me. It just looked like a good place to hide. For now."
Sarah took a big drink, leaving a small amount of wine in the glass. Chris sat beside her.
Sarah patted the other woman's leg and said softly, "Thanks again. I mean it."
"No problem. It was the least I could do. Give him another hour and Collins won't be so subtle."
"Maybe I should stick to that crowded room downstairs," Sarah said with a sigh.
"No. Isn't this comfy?" Chris asked.
Sarah had to admit it was the most comfortable she felt all night.
"What's that?" Sarah asked, pointing to one of Chris' hands.
Chris held up the hand in question and spread open her palm to reveal a small leafy plant.
Chris laughed. "It's mistletoe. I took it away from Joe Akers before he could use it on another unsuspecting female."
"And you've been carrying it around to hold above some unsuspecting guy," Sarah said.
Chris smiled. "Well, maybe. Or unsuspecting attorneys I like."
Chris slowly lifted the little branch until it was over Sarah's blonde head. Neither woman moved for what seemed an eternity. Chris stared at the beautiful, young attorney and waited for a reaction.
Sarah looked into Chris' eyes, frozen on the couch.
"I'm supposed to kiss you," Chris whispered. It was an uncertain statement; almost a question.
Sarah clutched her glass. She just nodded.
Chris felt her stomach tighten as she leaned over. She moved her lips towards Sarah's. They touched softly.
Neither woman pulled away, but, at the same time, the kiss didn't proceed any further. They just appreciated the feel of the other woman's skin on theirs.
Sarah's eyes were closed when she felt the glass being taken from her hand. The kiss had ended. Chris raised the glass to her mouth and took the last drink, placing the glass on the floor when she was done.
After leaning back up, Chris raised the mistletoe over Sarah again.
"May I have another?" Chris asked.
"You may," Sarah replied quietly.
This time the kiss quickly evolved into a passionate one. Chris dropped the mistletoe onto the couch and pulled on the back of the attorney's head. Sarah moaned, but Chris didn't know if it was a moan of approval or not. All she knew was she wasn't letting go.
Sarah put her hand on Chris' arm, feeling the soft skin. She wanted to hold her secretary, but resisted the urge. Sarah gave in as the kiss lingered and their tongues met.
The women embraced tightly. Chris felt her breasts press against Sarah's. She realized then that she wanted more.
Chris pushed her body against Sarah's and they reclined onto the couch. Sarah let out a hushed gasp of surprise. Eventually, Chris moved her lips to the side of Sarah's face and, finally, to her neck. She licked and kissed her way to the top of the attorney's blouse, separating the collar as she went.
Chris felt her dress creep up her thighs as she shifted her body onto Sarah's. She kissed the skin under Sarah's blouse and opened the first button she came to.
Sarah looked at the woman on top of her, afraid to make her stop. She didn't understand why she wasn't standing by the couch telling her secretary she had to go. Instead, she watched Chris open another button.
Chris took a second to lean up and gaze at the blouse that now lay half open, revealing a large portion of the young attorney's breasts. She didn't look Sarah in the eyes for fear of rejection.
Chris lowered her head once more and pulled aside Sarah's blouse. A nipple appeared; an erect, pink nipple extending from a beautiful breast. Chris slid the fingers of her right hand slowly over the nipple until the palm of her hand covered Sarah's breast.
Chris let the hand rest there. Gradually, she increased the pressure of her hand and squeezed gently. Sarah felt a shiver between her legs.
A moment later, Chris's lips were on top of the nipple, kissing it lightly. Then the nipple disappeared into the woman's mouth and Sarah felt Chris' tongue. When the secretary's actions became more frenzied, Sarah felt the first involuntary twitch deep within her body.
Sarah's eyes were closed tightly and she did not see it when Chris finished unbuttoning her blouse. She only felt it. She also knew when Chris laid open the blouse, exposing the attorney's chest completely.
Chris' hair spilled onto Sarah's skin as Chris moved her mouth from one breast to another. Sarah fought the desire to push her body against Chris'—and lost.
The secretary felt the lower half of the attorney's body rise off the couch and she sucked harder on one of Sarah's breasts.
"Oh God, Chris. Please. No."
Chris didn't stop. The more she licked and sucked on Sarah's nipples the harder the attorney pressed against her. Sarah felt the wetness between her legs increase with each new attack on her breasts. She wanted to cum.
Chris suddenly lifted her head from Sarah's chest and moved up until they could kiss. With arms tightly wrapped around each other the women kissed lovingly.
Sarah ended it by sliding to the edge of the couch and nearly rolling off. She got one leg free and put it on the floor. Awkwardly, she crawled out from under Chris and stood up.
The secretary watched silently as Sarah nervously buttoned her blouse and tucked it into her pants. Chris expected the worst.
"Come on. We better get going," Sarah said. With that, she reached out a hand and pulled Chris from the couch. If that was Sarah's way of saying things were OK, then Chris was satisfied.
"Sarah, I'm...," Chris started to say.
"C'mon. Please," Sarah said.
Behind them, an empty wine glass and a twig of mistletoe was all the evidence of anybody having been in the room.
The two women stayed at the party for another hour and a half, then headed for their respective homes. Neither slept well at first. The events in the small office were replayed over and over in each of their minds.
The party was on a Saturday. The following Monday, Chris found a small envelope on her chair after getting coffee for herself and Sarah.
Her hands trembled as she opened the envelope and the simple card inside.
Chris,
Thank you for being at the party Saturday. Thank you for your help in picking out the right clothes. Thank you for rescuing me from Collins. I'm not sure how to thank you for the few moments we had alone. I did not anticipate that. I did not ask for that. I did not deserve that.
I'm sorry for how it ended. Perhaps you'll let me make it up to you. May I ask you to join me at my apartment this Saturday for dinner? Please.
Sarah
Chris could hardly put the note back in the envelope she was shaking so much. She wanted to cry. She wanted to run into the attorney's office and kiss her.



Instead, she left a note on Sarah's chair when she was at lunch. It read simply: "You may."
The rest of the week seemed to crawl by for Chris. She went out of her way to act normally around Sarah, but couldn't get the anticipation of the coming weekend out of her mind.
Sarah, on the other hand, had an eventful week and the days flew past. Most eventful was Thursday when she found herself working in the office at 6:30 p.m. with Brian.
The two had become close friends and were engrossed in a difficult case. On that Thursday evening, Sarah allowed herself to be taken from behind while she leaned over her desk. Brian's hands were inside her sweater, pushing her bra up. His cock was deep inside her, encased in a condom he magically made appear after their initial kiss.
When his hands closed around her breasts, Sarah's mind instantly was back at the club and she was with Chris. She saw her secretary's beautiful body on top of her. Chris' breasts were attempting to fall out of her dress. Sarah wanted to taste them; to lick them and suck them as the secretary had done to her. She felt Chris' lips and her tongue.
Sarah came harder that evening than she ever had before. She smiled to herself at the thought that the male attorney was taking credit in his own mind for that.
Sarah really enjoyed the Christmas season and decorated her condo accordingly. Having grown up in a small town in rural Pennsylvania, she was used to having live Christmas trees in the house. But, in her own home she chose to go with a "fake" tree for the ease of it.
The tree was immaculately trimmed with primarily red ornaments, tinsel and lights. It sat on a table, which had a white cloth over it, and presents were stacked neatly at the bottom.
Throughout the condo were candles, wreaths and other decorations straight from a Country Living magazine.
Sarah wanted to impress Chris with what little homemaking skills she had, so every night during the week she touched up one aspect of the condo.
The women had arranged for a Saturday meeting time of 4 p.m. Sarah promised to have appropriate appetizers and drinks followed by a lavish dinner. When Chris first heard about the plans in Sarah's office, she wasn't sure whether Sarah was kidding or not. She would find out that Sarah wasn't kidding.
Granted, a lot of the stuff Sarah planned on using was purchased at her favorite deli. Still, she put considerable effort into the pasta meal itself. Not to mention her attire.
Sarah shopped twice before finding the perfect top—one that appeared to wrap around her, clinging tightly to her breasts and plunging between them. Her designer jeans were simply an accessory to the top.
Sarah made Chris' choice of clothing very easy. She asked the secretary to wear the same dress she wore to the party. Chris quickly agreed.
On Saturday, Chris had to force herself to wait until a little past four before showing up at Sarah's condo. As she entered, Chris handed Sarah a small, brightly wrapped box. Sarah expressed her surprise and admonished Chris for bringing anything, knowing that she would have been devastated if she hadn't.
Sarah took Chris' coat, asking her, "How about something to drink?"
"Great," Chris said. "Whatever you recommend."
"I recommend champagne punch. I've been dying to try this."
She led Chris into the kitchen, which was filled with the aroma of tomato sauce. On a counter separating the kitchen from the eating area was a glass bowl half filled with a pink punch.
Sarah ladled some into a glass for Chris and handed it to her before getting her own. The attorney lifted the glass toward Chris and said, "Merry Christmas."
Chris repeated the toast and their glasses met. Each took a small sip of the punch.
"It's wonderful," Chris exclaimed. "Really good. I may want a second."
She smiled at Sarah and was assured there was plenty. As they walked into the living room, Chris commented on Sarah's top and asked where she got it.
"Oh, I just stumbled upon it at Chico's," Sarah said innocently. "It's more comfortable than fashionable."
"No. It's great. And you look great in it."
They sat on the couch and Chris took a second to glance around at the room's decorations. She thought the room was perfectly designed with just enough extras to make it bright, but not overdone.
They chatted, but Chris' mind wandered to unanswered questions she had: What would the evening be like? Should I let Sarah decide what we do or is she expecting me to choose? What is she like in bed?
By five o'clock the first glass of champagne punch had kicked in and Chris warned herself to slow down. Sarah found herself staring more often at Chris' body, which was amply exposed by the little dress. Sarah was sure Chris had caught her, but wasn't worried about the consequences. She knew before the night was done that she'd do more than stare. It would take just one more glass of punch to get up the nerve.
Sarah brought out the tray of appetizers she got at the deli and the two women snacked in the living room. The TV was on, but they rarely paid attention to it. Between Sarah going into the kitchen to check on the meal and Chris keeping the fire in the fireplace going, they managed to entertain themselves.
Before long, with some help from her guest, Sarah had the meal on the table. It took them forty-five minutes to finish, due primarily to non-stop talk and laughter.
They jointly worked on putting dirty dishes in the dishwasher. Both of them found it hard not to lay a hand on the other in the close quarters of the kitchen.
"I have dessert for later if you can stay," Sarah said.
"Of course I can," replied Chris. "If it's as good as that meal I definitely can stay."
"Thanks. How about one more punch?"
Chris smiled. "Sure. If you do."
Sarah didn't need to be asked. She wanted one. Maybe two.
They ended up taking a tour of the two-story condo with drinks in hand. Each room was more immaculately kept than the last and Chris complimented the younger woman profusely. Sarah claimed it was easy, but knew how much time she had put into cleaning before Chris arrived.
When they got back downstairs, Sarah led Chris over to where the Christmas tree was and handed her a box.
"Here. This is for you. If you want to take it home, that's fine with me," Sarah said.
Chris stood motionless for a second, then looked at Sarah and said, "No. I'd like to open it now if that's OK."
"Of course. I'd love you to," Sarah said. "Sit down."
The women sat on the floor near the tree and Chris carefully opened the package, despite Sarah's urging to "just rip it open."
The attorney watched as her secretary finally opened the box and peered in at the shiny necklace, letting out a small gasp. Three small diamonds hung from the center.
"Oh, Sarah. I can't. I mean...it's so...," Chris stammered.
"Just put is on, please," Sarah urged her.
Chris stared at the box as if afraid to touch what was inside. Eventually, she pulled the necklace out and let it fall open.
"My God. I've only seen things this beautiful. I could never afford this," Chris said. "Sarah. This is incredible."
"Put it on," Sarah said in a mock demand.
"No. You do it."
Chris handed the necklace to Sarah and turned her back to her. It only took Sarah a few seconds to get it secured. Then she leaned forward to look down Chris' neck and run her fingers over the diamonds. The fingers ended up on the woman's skin, just at the top of her breasts. Sarah let them linger for a second, then pulled away.
Chris touched the diamonds with her own fingers and turned back to Sarah.
A tear rolled onto her cheek and the women hugged. Chris thanked Sarah again, but had difficulty saying anything else.
As they separated, Chris reached over and grabbed her gift for Sarah. She handed it to her while wiping away one last tear.
Sarah took little time in opening the gift. Inside the box was a thin, lacy negligee that Sarah pulled out for them to see.
"I love it. And I'll love wearing it," Sarah said.
"I don't think we spent the same amount. I'm sorry," Chris said meekly.
"Oh, stop it. I love this."
"Wear it for somebody special," Chris said with sincerity, hoping she'd get to see it sometime.
"I want to wear it tonight."
Sarah looked at Chris when she said it, holding the gift up to her neck. A flutter in Chris' stomach told her she wanted very much to be there when it happened.
"Thanks, Chris. It's very nice. You didn't have to get my anything," Sarah said.
"I wanted to. I'm so happy you're working for us."
"Me too," Sarah said. She leaned over and the women exchanged a friendly kiss.
They moved back into the living room, sitting closely together on the couch. The pair talked and sipped punch for half an hour before Sarah offered to get them dessert.
Chris eagerly accepted and followed Sarah into the kitchen to help. The attorney pulled a whipped cream topped baking dish from the refrigerator and placed it on the counter.
"Mmmm. That looks marvelous," Chris sighed.
"I hope you like messy desserts—because this one is," Sarah Said.
"If it's as good as the meal, I can't wait."
Sarah cut them pieces and placed them on separate plates. Chris held her plate up to look at the apples and crust under the thick layer of cream. She expressed her approval and began to sit at the table.
"No. Let's take it into the living room. It'll be more comfortable," Sarah said, leading the way.
Chris had no choice and didn't argue.
Sarah slowly worked her way through the dessert while watching Chris. For every two bites Chris took, Sarah had one. Soon, Chris was done and put her empty plate on a table beside the couch.
"That was great, Sarah. Really good," Chris exclaimed.
"Thanks. It's nothing special."
Sarah took a deep breath that only she could discern. "Did you like the whipped cream?"
Chris smiled. "Loved it."
Almost before Chris could answer, Sarah had covered her finger with cream and was moving it toward Chris' mouth. She placed the white covered finger inside Chris' mouth and felt the woman lick it off before pulling back, her lips tightly wrapped around Sarah's finger the entire time.
"Mmmm," Chris moaned.
Sarah covered the finger once again with whipped cream. This time the hand moved to the plunging neckline of her secretary's dress. Chris was facing Sarah and the younger woman had no trouble placing the cream on the inside of the top of Chris' right breast.
"Oh, my. You're going to have to lick that off," Chris said playfully. Inside, she was trembling with anticipation.
She watched Sarah clean off the finger with her own tongue, using exaggerated licking motions. Then she leaned forward and inched her mouth closer to Chris' body. She placed her hand on Chris' shoulders while her tongue made the first contact with Chris' skin.
Sarah took a short swipe with the tongue, purposely leaving much of the cream untouched. Without even raising her head, she used her hand to pull the right strap of Chris' dress off her shoulder. At first, Sarah let it hang at the top of Chris' arm. Then she edged it lower before moving her hand to the side of Chris' dress, directly over the cream covered breast.
An instant later, the breast was exposed and Sarah's mouth was removing the last of the cream. When that job was done, she moved closer to the bare breast and engulfed the tip of it into her mouth.
For the past week Sarah had thought of little else than repaying Chris for the feelings she had stirred in Sarah. Chris gladly accepted the payback.
In fact, she lowered the opposite strap so that Sarah had easier access to both breasts. A moment later, the top of Chris' dress was lying in her lap. Chris leaned back on the couch and took in the incredible sensation of Sarah's tongue on her nipples.
The attorney spun around until her body was facing Chris' head on, her legs dangling between those of the secretary. Sarah's hands were probing the underside of Chris' breasts while her tongue continued its assault. The young woman's head spun from the combination of punch and desire...especially desire.
Chris pulled Sarah's head closer, just as the attorney had done to her a week ago. Lust flashed through their bodies and each of them knew where they would end up. It was just a matter of how.
Sarah helped settle the matter by dropping her knees to the floor and pulling on Chris' dress until it began to slide over her hips. The secretary raised her body off the couch and allowed Sarah to take the dress past her thighs. In one smooth motion, Sarah had the dress and Chris' shoes on the floor next to her.
She took a second to glance over the nearly naked body of the woman in front of her. From Chris' flowing hair to her ankles, Sarah took in every inch. Then she focused on the pair of small, black panties that barely covered Chris' pussy.
It wasn't long ago the thought of removing another woman's panties wouldn't have excited her. Tonight, she wanted nothing else but to see her beautiful secretary's naked body.
So, she grabbed the panties on the sides and slowly—nervously—slid them off.
Chris watched her intently, feeling the cool air on her wet pussy. Sarah laid the panties aside without taking her eyes off Chris, who slouched on the couch lazily. The attorney found the position very erotic, actually, and wanted to throw herself back on top of Chris.
Before she could, however, Chris said, "Please stand up and let me watch you undress."
Sarah never hesitated. She would now do anything for this woman. The attorney began by taking off her shoes, giving herself a few extra seconds to try to calm down. She stood in front of Chris for a moment before pulling up on the bottom of her shirt.
Sarah felt incredibly self-conscious as she pulled the top over her head. What is Chris didn't find her attractive without clothes on? Does she like bigger breasts? Smaller ones?
It pleased her to see Chris smile. Sarah was ecstatic when Chris placed her hand on top of her pussy and began a slow masturbation. The attorney ran her fingertips over her breasts, pinching the nipples and feeling the response clear to her pussy.
She unsnapped her jeans and pulled down the zipper at the same time that Chris began playing with her clit. Chris used the wetness from her pussy to ease the movement of her fingers. Each stroke made her hornier. Her clit was long and hard and she brought herself close to cumming by watching Sarah pull down her jeans.
Chris moved her hand to her breasts as Sarah stepped out of the jeans and kicked them aside. Sarah stood naked except for a navy blue thong, which easily allowed her to reach down and touch her own throbbing clit. Then she removed the thong.
Chris wanted to cum. Desperately. But she also wanted to enjoy Sarah's nakedness. So, she was glad when Sarah extended a hand and helped Chris to her feet.
The women kissed while taking each other in their arms. Their hands roamed everywhere, touching everything they could reach. Chris had to force her hand between their bodies, but managed to find Sarah's pussy.
"Oh, Chris. That feels so good," Sarah whispered. "Don't stop."
Sarah spread her legs apart and let Chris slide her hand down to her cunt. She gasped when she felt a finger inside her and Chris' mouth on her breast. The finger slid in and out, periodically flicking across her clit before returning to her cunt.
Somehow, she managed to get her own hand onto Chris' pussy. They kissed some more, trying not to cum in the process.
Sarah was the first to gravitate back to the couch. She pulled Chris with her and they fell together amid giggles and kisses. Sarah ended up on top.
Soon, she was licking Chris' nipples and working her way lower. She moved around the thing strip of hair that covered the top of her secretary's pussy and clit. Sarah kissed Chris' thighs before placing her tongue tentatively on Chris' slit.
She heard Chris moan and felt her body rise to meet Sarah's mouth. If the attorney had any doubt what to do next Chris wanted to eliminate it right away. Sarah responded by slowly moving her tongue up and down over the soft skin. Instinctively, she placed her hands on Chris' ass and pulled her closer. She loved the feel of the soft, round ass.
And Chris loved the feel of Sarah's tongue gliding over her clit. She couldn't imagine that the attorney hadn't done this before, the way she used her tongue to push aside the skin on either side and concentrate on the hard clit. Just as she began to wonder if Sarah would use her lips, Chris felt her clit being surrounded by Sarah's mouth.
"Yes, Sarah. Just like that. Yes."
Hearing Chris' voice made Sarah bit a little harder and lick a little longer. She could taste the sweetness coming from Chris' pussy and her own pussy throbbed with desire.
Chris held out as long as she could, but her body told her it was time to cum. The next time Sarah's tongue made solid contact with her clit Chris' orgasm began.
The secretary urged Sarah on, pushing the attorney's head hard onto her clit. Loud moans signaled to Sarah that Chris was cumming and that made her work harder. Her tongue stabbed at the swollen clit, flicking at it relentlessly.
Chris couldn't tell when one orgasm ended and another began. She felt the juices flow from her pussy onto Sarah's fingers as they held up her ass.
If she was loud, Chris didn't realize it. The intensity of the orgasm blocked out all senses except the feel of Sarah's mouth around her clit.
Eventually, she collapsed onto the couch in a heap, unable to open her eyes. She felt Sarah place her body on top, gently sucking on one of Chris' breasts. The moisture from around Sarah's face rubbed onto the breast and was both warm and cool. Chris' body wouldn't recover for several minutes.
Sarah looked up to see Chris wiping tears from her eyes. Chris' body shook with small sobs.
Sarah whispered, "Are you OK?"
Chris nodded and looked at Sarah. "Oh, Sarah. That was incredible. I love you so much."
Sarah thought about the words as she moved up and held Chris tight, their faces side-by-side. Did she really? Did Chris really love her? Did she love Chris back?
The women kissed. Without realizing it, Sarah had the answers.
Chris didn't go home that night. They ended up in the bedroom with Chris wearing her necklace and Sarah in her new negligee. Chris found as many ways as she could to get at Sarah's body without totally taking off the lacy gift. Eventually, it was bunched up around Sarah's waist with Chris' head between the attorney's legs and her hands fondling the young woman's bare breasts.
Sarah came several times before the pair fell asleep in each other's arms, the negligee on the floor.
In the days following, Sarah struggled with her questions, but most often came to the conclusion that the women did love each other. She wasn't ready, yet, to tackle the issue of a long-term relationship. Their hectic work schedules made discussions at work nearly impossible.
Chris had fewer questions because she knew she wanted Sarah the first week they worked together. But, to settle down with one person was against her way of life. What drove her crazy the most was the constant attention to Sarah by Brian and the other attorneys. Chris' jealousy may have been slightly uncalled for. However, it was very real.
The women were careful not to display their attraction in public, but occasionally playful touches in Sarah's office were inevitable. It was never more than that until two days before Christmas at lunchtime, when the office was fairly empty due to the upcoming holiday and the hour of day. Sarah wore a shorter than normal dress and Chris had been anxious all morning to get Sarah alone. At noon she entered Sarah's office and locked the door behind her.



Sarah was on one side of the office standing in front of a file cabinet. A drawer was open and the attorney rummaged through papers, looking back over her shoulder one time to see who had entered the office.
"Hi, Chris. Isn't it about lunch time?" Sarah asked. She dropped a folder into the drawer.
"Yep. I thought we could spend it together today," Chris said as she walked up behind Sarah.
"That's fine. Do you want to go somewhere?"
Chris put a hand out and reached around Sarah's waist, slowly raising it until feeling the bottom of the attorney's breasts. "No. I want to stay here."
Chris cupped one of Sarah's breasts in her palm, massaging it through the dress and bra. She put her other hand around Sarah's opposite side and let her see what Chris was carrying.
"I've got another present for you," Chris said.
Sarah looked down and saw a long object extending from Chris' hand. She recognized it immediately as a dildo of considerable thickness, looking for all the world like the largest cock she'd ever seen.
"Oh, my," Sarah said, closing the file cabinet drawer. "It looks like something maybe we each can enjoy."
Chris' hand had dropped from Sarah's breast to her leg, just below the bottom of her dress. At the same time, Chris pressed her body hard against Sarah's. The attorney was trapped between the other woman and the cabinet.
"You first," Chris said softly.
The secretary's hand slid up under Sarah's dress and followed the outside of her leg until contacting the bottom of Sarah's panties. Chris moved her hand around Sarah's hip until it rested on the young woman's pussy. Even through the panties she could feel the wonderful clit she had come to love so much. Sarah flinched at the touch and Chris smiled.
"Hold this," Chris said, holding up the dildo. Sarah grasped the toy around the middle and admired it for a second.
While she did, Chris put a second hand under Sarah's dress. This one soon joined the other on Sarah's pussy. The attorney seemed to push her ass back into Chris' stomach in an effort to avoid the hands, but in reality she wanted them all over her. The wet panties Chris felt were evidence of that.
Suddenly, the panties were being pulled down Sarah's legs and completely off. When Chris stood back up, she slowly lifted Sarah's dress up over her hips and above the waist, fully exposing Sarah's naked ass.
"Now, see if your new present works," Chris told Sarah. "I bet it does."
"God, Chris. Right here?" Sarah said.
"Yes. Do it now. I'm not letting you go."
Indeed, Chris pressed harder and Sarah felt trapped. Little by little Sarah inched the dildo towards her exposed pussy until it touched just beside her clit. At first, Sarah just rubbed it against her leg. Then se let it move on top of her pussy before sliding up to her clit.
Sarah repositioned her arm so that she had an angle to her pussy. Then the tip of the large toy was at the entrance to her cunt.
"That's it," Chris urged her. "Relax and slide it in."
Sarah's cunt took in the first inch or two of the dildo before straining to accept the full thickness of the toy. Sarah spread her legs and bent over at the waist, leaning against the cabinet.
Chris put her hands on Sarah's ass, feeling the soft, cool skin. She heard the attorney's moan as the dildo entered her.
"Fuck it, Sarah. Fuck the dildo like you would a man."
The words excited Sarah in a way she didn't expect. She found herself pumping the dildo faster and harder than she thought she could. The ribbed surface of the toy was better than any cock she'd ever had.
Chris' hands were back on her clit and the familiar feeling of an oncoming orgasm rose inside her.
"Touch my breast, Chris. Squeeze it," Sarah begged.
She worked the dildo for another minute or so, taking in the sensations from her breast and clit. Then her uneven moans and gasps gave her away. She had to cum.
The file cabinet rattled against the office wall, but neither woman cared.
"Cum for me, Sarah," Chris told her.
Sarah muttered something Chris didn't understand and then began thrusting her hips violently against the dildo.
"Ahh. Ahh. Ahh," Sarah repeated s each thrust prolonged her orgasm. She wanted to push the dildo deeper into her body, but her cunt wouldn't take any more.
Chris frantically rubbed Sarah's clit and squeezed her nipple. She imagined laying on a bed with Sarah watching the attorney work the toy in and out of her own cunt while she played with herself. Maybe on Christmas, she said to herself.
Sarah's orgasm ended, but Chris' fingers and the semi-inserted dildo still caused her to shudder occasionally. Then she pulled it out and leaned on the cabinet.
Sarah turned around and kissed Chris.
"Thank you. You're next," she said.
"Gladly. But you have to help."
Sarah smiled. "No problem."
The women agreed to bring the toy back out when Chris stayed over on Christmas Eve. For now, Chris just enjoyed watching Sarah put her panties back on.
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Author's Note: Here's a quickie for the Holidays. Merry Christmas!
Carol got up from the couch and slowly walked to the door of the tiny, one-room rental cabin and flicked off the light. The fireplace and three candles bounced soft light off the dark log walls. A tabletop Christmas tree shimmered, along with the wreaths hanging above the fire.
Her eyes adjusted and the young man on the couch came into focus. He was watching her, following her with his childlike eyes.
She remembered his words. He had described how he used to get home from high school and go into his bedroom. He would lock the door and pull off his pants. Lying on the bed, he would picture her in his mind standing in front of the class. Except it would be just him and her.
The boy explained how he would pull his cock from under his boxers and hold it as he imagined her beginning to undress. He was eighteen then and she was thirty.
Now, five years later, they were alone in a secluded cabin the week before Christmas. Dreams were about to come true.
Carol stood next to the queen size bed in the corner of the cabin. It was about the same distance she would have been from Jeff in her English class.
A brief flash of light followed a loud crack in the fireplace. Their eyes never left each other.
Carol grabbed the bottom of her sweater and pulled it up. She had to force herself to slow down in the excitement of the moment. As much as she wanted to feel the young man's body next to hers, she also knew her "show" was an important part of her present to him.
The sweater was lifted higher and Carol's blonde hair fell back into place. The teacher stood with her arms at her side. Then she dropped the sweater.
Jeff stared at the beautiful, full, firm breasts. Firelight glistened off Carol's skin. The breasts seemed to move in the dancing shadows of the faint light.
But, Carol didn't move. She anticipated the acting out of the man's fantasy in complete detail. It was what he said he wanted.
He pulled down the zipper on his jeans and opened the button at the waist. Jeff's hand moved to his lap and a few seconds later a hard, thick cock appeared. Then all but the tip disappeared inside his hand as he rested his head on the back of the couch.
Carol was relieved to see the rigidity of the cock. She wanted so badly to please him…to make it the way he had so honestly described the afternoons in his bedroom.
The teacher opened her own jeans and pushed them down. They fell off her slender hips and slid to her ankles, revealing a pair of black satin panties. She leaned over and stepped out of the jeans, making sure her breasts were well within his view.
Jeff stroked his cock in long, even movements. He watched his former teacher run her fingers over her nipples, then down her stomach and inside the front of her panties. He took his hand away from his cock to let her see it…and to keep from cumming.
Carol saw the erect cock in the dim light and moaned at the feel of her finger on her clit. Her cunt soaked the finger in juices when she inserted it a moment later.
Finally, she pulled off her panties and stood naked in front of the student. In all the days and nights he spent in his bedroom thinking about Carol, Jeff never imagined anything as nice as what stood across from him now. His dreams never included the holiday decorations and candles that filled his current surroundings.
Carol was an opened present he would never forget.
The woman turned and lowered herself onto the small bed. She rolled onto her side and pulled her knees up toward her chest, then straightened one of the legs back out.
Jeff stared at every inch of the body laid out before him; the curve of the ass, the way her breasts hung freely, her long legs. Without realizing it, his cock was back in his hand.
Carol tapped the bed beside her with her hand. The signal needed no interpretation.
In the time it took Jeff to rise from the couch and walk to her, Carol thought about his phone call to her…his invitation to meet…their dinner…their subsequent phone calls and meetings. It took one month for them to learn about each other. Really learn about each other.
Now they lay together on a bed in a cabin at Christmastime. Little presents sat in open boxes by the fireplace. A nearby wine bottle reflected light as it sat on a table.
Carol embraced her former student as their bodies stretched to full length. Legs intertwined as their kiss became more passionate. Jeff rolled on top of Carol and his hard cock could be felt by both of them as it pressed against their skin.
For a brief moment excitement overwhelmed the couple. They thrashed about on the bed, their mouths smothering each other with wild kisses and licks. Jeff thrust his cock onto Carol's body, not caring what it hit.
Simultaneously, they relaxed to the point where they gained pleasure from each other's touches. Jeff's head moved towards the teacher's breasts.
"Oh, yes, Jeff. Lick me, please. Lick my nipples," Carol urged the young man.
His tongue touched her skin a few inches below the right nipple and slowly moved up. As soon as his tongue contacted her nipple, Jeff wrapped his lips around it.
The nipple was soft. He bit it lightly with his lips and heard Carol moan. Then he flicked his tongue over it and felt it grow.
Jeff's mouth opened and took in as much of her breast as it could. He used his hand to push it up, then began an assault on the nipple. The more the woman squirmed and moaned, the more he sucked on the breast.
Soon, he was alternating from one breast to the other. Jeff's cock rubbed against the inside of Carol's thighs as he lay on top of her; the woman's body demanding that it be allowed to release the pent up lust that had grown during the day.
"Now, Jeff. I want you to fuck me," Carol whispered between moans.
All the days and nights and years of desire flashed in Jeff's mind. He had told himself that, when the time came, he would take her slowly and lovingly. It was going to be difficult.
They kissed while Jeff positioned his throbbing cock between the teacher's legs, which she eagerly opened. Moisture collected around the entrance to her pussy and was transferred to the tip of Jeff's cock when it rested there.
Jeff fumbled for a second trying to place his cock where he wanted it.
"Let me," Carol said in a reassuring tone.
Her hand quickly guided his cock to her pussy and she didn't release it until she felt the tip enter her. Carol was so wet and Jeff was so hard that the length of his cock was in her almost before he knew what happened.
He took a moment to look down on the beautiful woman below him. Her breasts rose from her chest just the way he had pictured them when he was alone in his room after school. The teacher's hair lay on the pillow like he imagined.
But there was no way he could have imagined how good it felt to have his cock deep inside her cunt.
Carol slowly wrapped her legs around the young man's body, pulling him closer. Jeff touched the back of her thighs and pushed himself forward until he could go no further. Holding her by the legs, Jeff began making love to his teacher.
Carol was surprised…pleasantly…to feel Jeff leisurely sliding his cock in and out of her. He was gentle and loving. In her present state of arousal, she wouldn't have complained if he fucked her. But, he didn't. And she loved him for it.
She watched his eyes and his hair and, of course, his cock. He was a beautiful man, just as she had thought those days in her classroom when she imagined herself with the best looking of her students. Never did she dream she would be with one, in this wonderfully romantic setting.
Carol put her hands on Jeff's ass and pulled him towards her, holding him in place. She felt his long, hard cock deep inside her as it pulsated. Jeff took the opportunity during the lull to find her breasts with his mouth. He licked and sucked on Carol's nipples and the surrounding skin. Soon, they were thrashing their bodies against each other again.
"I want you to cum," Jeff said softly. "I want to be in you when you cum."
Carol nodded. She'd never talked much during sex and this setting, with the candles and decorations, didn't call for it. She would just do what he asked.
But, she had a favorite position and wanted to be in it when she came. So she unwrapped her legs from around Jeff and said, "Let me get on top, please."
Jeff pulled out and Carol rolled on top of him. In a matter of seconds, she was guiding his rigid cock back inside her cunt.
Jeff now looked up at Carol, with her hair flowing down and her breasts keeping pace with their movements. Her small waist made Carol's hips look even sexier from Jeff's new angle. And her pussy…he couldn't take his eyes off her pussy as it rode his cock up and down in the dim light. He could see her clit and feel the moisture coming from her cunt.
Carol put one hand on her clit and the other on a breast. As she kneaded the breast and squeezed her nipple, Carol rubbed her clit in short, quick strokes. Then, as her orgasm neared, she slowed to long swipes with her finger.
Jeff just watched.
"Yes. Yes. I'm gonna cum," Carol said.
"C'mon, babe. I want to feel you cum."
Carol moaned and grunted as she frantically rubbed her clit.
"Oh, yes," she said loudly, followed by a long, continuous groan. The teacher's body shook on top of Jeff's cock. She leaned forward and pounded her pussy onto the man's shaft, never removing her hand from her clit.
A second orgasm began when she held a nipple between her thumb and forefinger and squeezed it tightly.
"Fuck me harder," Carol urged Jeff, who was already lifting his ass off the bed each time he drilled his cock into her.
When the teacher's orgasms began to fade, Jeff was nearing his limit on being able to withhold his own orgasm. Knowing that he had satisfied the woman riding his cock he was ready to cum.
His mind went back once again to his bedroom…and his dreams.
"I want to cum on your tits," he said.
Carol looked at him with a knowing smile. "I would love that."
She lifted herself off of him and put her hand around his wet cock. Carol leaned until the cock's tip hit one of her nipples. She slowly moved her body so that both breasts made contact. Then she applied more pressure with her hand and forced the cock up against her chest.
With the palm of her hand, Carol pressed the cock flat against one breast, then the other, in a rolling motion. Jeff knew he wouldn't last long.
Carol once again wrapped her fingers around the cock and pumped it furiously. Jeff's eyes were tightly closed and his face contorted due to the oncoming orgasm.
He felt his balls start the flow of cum through his cock. After one last look at his teacher's breasts, he threw his head back on the pillow and came.
A long stream of cum poured onto the top of Carol's breast. She moved the cock and received the second shot on the opposite breast. After that, it was a matter of spreading Jeff's cum with the shaft of the cock, using her palm to stroke him harder.
Carol's hand slid easily up and down the shaft at the end of Jeff's orgasm. Cum hung from her nipples and flowed into the gap between her breasts.
Lightly, she kissed the tip of the cock and licked it clean. A second later they were back in each other's arms.
Carol whispered, "Ready for the next lesson?"
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Author's Note: The following is a diary of my random erotic thoughts. The items are not meant to form one continuous story, but rather to be taken day-by-day and item-by-item. I will be sure, whenever possible, to distinguish the real from the unreal. Traci.
Thursday, December 30, 2004
I continue to read with great interest all the stories I can find on the Internet about the earthquake and tsunami in Southeast Asia. I do this partly because last week the electricity was out in my house for a day and a half. Luckily, I had someone to stay with when the temperature in the house fell to fifty degrees. By the time the lights and heat came back on, the house was in the low forties.
I thought those were terrible conditions and I felt sorry for myself. Imagine what the people in Indonesia and the surrounding areas must be going through.
One story of particular interest involved a European scuba diver and his girlfriend. We'll call them Stefan and Petra. She was scuba diving at the time of the tsunami while he was back on the beach where they were staying. Stefan was able to climb to high ground behind the beach when the first waves hit. Petra surfaced after feeling the effects of the waves and managed to find her way back to the beach in the dive boat.
They eventually found each other, she in her bikini and he in his swim trunks. It was all they had left as their bungalow was completely destroyed. Stefan spoke of their efforts to aid others and find food and water and clothing for themselves.
I pictured in my mind the desolate hillside jungles of the island; the complete lack of civil order; the desperation of the people. Stefan and Petra ended their real-life story in relative tranquility. In my imagination, I put them in a different setting.
Unable to find clean water along the shore, they hiked higher into the mountains. They knew of a village nearby that should be able to provide them with a little food and water to get them through the first day.
Soon they saw the first of the mud and stone structures in the village. A few residents huddled about, no doubt discussing what they had heard about the disaster caused by the giant waves. Children ran towards Stefan and Petra with hands extended, just as they did to all the tourists...hoping for a few coins.
But it was Stefan and Petra that were doing the begging. They approached a large group of women and asked if anyone among them spoke English or French. Behind them, a man's deep voice advised them that he spoke English. They turned to face a middle-aged islander standing outside his shack, dressed in dirty shorts and a tank top. Stefan explained their predicament and asked if there was any place they could find water or food.
The man invited them into his place.
Stefan and Petra had little reason, or desire, to question the man's motives. They were hungry and thirsty from their hike and the experiences of the morning. So they entered the little cabin.
The visitors stood in a small living area with chairs and a TV. In front of them was an even smaller kitchen. A hallway to the right of the kitchen led to a bathroom and bedroom.
To the delight of Stefan and Petra, the man gave them a glass of water, which they shared and quickly emptied. He offered them fruit, explaining that he wouldn't get to the market until the next day. The fruit was gladly accepted and Stefan and Petra sat in the living room.
The man watched Stefan, who appeared to be in his early thirties. The European was slightly built with a two-day beard and dark hair. He didn't strike the islander as an overly strong man.
Petra was small with short, jet black hair and a round face that glowed with a deep tan. Her tiny two-piece swimsuit accentuated her shapely figure. The man saw many women like Petra on the beach, but had never had one in his house. He studied her closely.
Stefan, upon finishing his little meal, said he would pay the man except all their belongings had been swept into the sea. He pointed to their swimsuits and said that is all they owned.
The man laughed. "Then perhaps I take it," he said in broken English.
Stefan smiled at him nervously, unsure how to take the comment. The man rose from his seat and walked into the kitchen. A window looked out the back of the shack. He yelled something in his native tongue to an unseen person outside the window and a moment later a young man entered the cabin through the front door, closing it behind him.
They spoke briefly in hushed tones in the kitchen. Stefan looked at Petra and was ready to suggest they leave when the younger man walked behind Stefan and the owner of the cabin stood next to Petra.
With catlike quickness, the younger man grabbed Stefan's wrists and pulled them behind him. The older man put his hand over Petra's mouth and held her tight.
Protesting the whole way, Stefan was led into the kitchen and thrown face first onto a table. The man grabbed rope from a nearby counter and tied Stefan's hands behind him. In less than a minute Stefan was powerless to help his girlfriend.
Both Stefan and Petra were led into the bedroom. Stefan was thrown to the floor and told not to move or make a sound. He looked up and saw a terrified Petra standing in front of the cabin's owner.
Stefan watched as Petra's bikini top was untied and pulled roughly from her body. Likewise, the bottom of her suit was yanked down her legs and thrown into a corner. The beautiful young woman was warned not to scream or she and her boyfriend would die. She was pushed onto the bed and told to lie on her back.
Both men undressed quickly. From the floor at the foot of the bed, Stefan saw the older man climb onto the bed, his semi rigid cock flopping in front of him. He heard a moan from Petra as the man mounted her.
The man kissed Petra forcefully, then sucked her large breasts until the nipples rose involuntarily. Now he was fully erect and with one thrust had the bulk of his huge cock inside her. He picked her up by the ass and pushed again. Petra nearly screamed as she felt his cock spread open her pussy. But she overcame her fear and remained as quiet as possible, wanting nothing more than to emerge from the shack alive.
Petra's assailant fucked her with long, deep strokes, hovering over her little body like a giant. He watched her breasts bounce up and down as his body struck hers. It would not take him long to cum, so he grabbed her ass tightly and pulled her closer to him.
The younger man watched intently, stroking his own cock occasionally to keep it hard. He smiled down at Stefan and nodded.
The old man was about to cum. He put his hands on Petra's waist and held her in place as he pushed his cock as far into her as he could. Her legs were spread open by the force of his large body. And he came.
Petra felt the first spurt of his warm cum in her pussy. Each thrust of his massive cock spilled more fluid into her. She moaned loudly, but not as loud as the man himself grunted as he came. The little bed banged against the room's wall. Still, the younger man watched and stroked his cock.
The old man fell on top of Petra, his cock sliding out of her slowly. He licked her breasts one last time before rolling away and leaving her alone on the bed.
Petra had no time to rest before the younger man was on the bed next to her. He straddled the woman, pushing her in the side with one hand. He mumbled something she couldn't understand, but his motions seem to indicate he wanted her to roll over. The man nearly flipped her himself before Petra could roll onto her stomach.
She felt him slide his fingers over her soft, round ass and down the inside of her thighs. She felt the moisture from the first man on her legs. Then she was being lifted off the bed at the hips and she reached for the little headboard in front of her. Soon, her ass was pointed toward the ceiling and she was on her knees.
The young man used his hands to spread her legs apart. His hard cock moved into place at the entrance to Petra's pussy and a second later was inside her. The first man's cum made his motions easy as the cock slid in and out of Petra. Holding the young woman's hips, he pounded her repeatedly. The noise of their sex was easily heard by the powerless Stefan behind them.
Petra clung to the headboard as the cock again and again entered her wet pussy. The man's hands rose to her breasts and kneaded them with cruel intensity. Only when he squeezed her nipples did she feel the slightest twinge of excitement. She would not cum.
But the man would, and it began suddenly and ferociously. Petra was pushed nearly against the wall as he thrust his cock into her from behind, spilling his cum into her pussy and down her thighs. He continued to cum, finally finishing by pulling out of the woman and squeezing his cock so that the last spurts of cum fell onto her naked ass.
The men talked briefly before the shack's owner advised Petra and Stefan that they were free to go. Petra quickly found her bikini and put it on while Stefan was cut free. The older man made one last threatening motion with his knife towards Petra's neck before directing the pair out of the cabin.
They did not look back as they left the village and headed toward the damaged shore below.
Friday, December 31, 2004
I have to go to a wedding tonight. Is there any worse way to screw up a New Year's Eve than a wedding? And I'm not just talking about the guests. Why would a man and a woman want to do that? Get married, I mean. It makes no sense. Didn't they learn anything the first time? These are adults. I've known the woman...now in her early thirties...for a few years. I like her. A lot. I fantasize about her. A lot. But I've also known for a long time that I had no chance of getting her. Just wondering about it, though, was enough to make me cum many, many times alone in my bed at night.
Now I think about how I'd like to wish her well on her latest attempt at life with a man. The wedding is at a mutual friend's house. I think about how I'd get there a couple hours early tonight and find the bride-to-be in her jeans and a sweatshirt, sipping wine in the kitchen.
Her name is Carolyn. We hug and I kiss her on the cheek and tell her I'm happy for her. We talk about things we've done together and the normal sexual tension I feel around her comes back.
I ask her what she's going to wear and she invites me back to the bedroom to see her dress. It's a beautiful, beige formal gown that will look wonderful on her tall, thin body. Carolyn holds it up to her neck and I press it against her, visualizing how it will cling to her ample breasts.
We sit on the bed for a moment and talk some more. I can tell she's been drinking just enough to make her happy, but not drunk. At one point we hug again and I take that opportunity to turn it into a kissing embrace that she resists at first. When I continue kissing her and put my hand on the side of her face, our mouths open and our tongues meet.
I look at Carolyn's eyes when we separate. When I see a hint of acceptance, I tell my friend I love her and we kiss again. This time when we finish she whispers, "You better close the door."
I gladly do just that and return to the bed. Carolyn hasn't moved, so I sit beside her again and use my arm to pull her down to the bed. As we lay side by side kissing, I slide a hand inside her sweatshirt and feel her bare breasts.
I'm afraid to ask her if she wants to continue, so I lift her sweatshirt and expose her beautiful full breasts. I expect her to pull away, but instead she uses a hand to hold up the sweatshirt while I move down and put a nipple in my mouth.
Her moans assure me this is alright. Whether I'd be able to complete what I had in mind is still doubtful. So I concentrate on sucking and licking Carolyn's breasts until the nipples are fully extended.
I boldly ask her to pull off the sweatshirt, and she complies. Her breasts nearly fill her chest and I use my hands to push them up to my waiting lips. I wiggle my body on top of her and she spreads her legs to allow mine inside. I can feel her thighs as she wraps them around my hips.
She whispers my name and tries to squirm out from under me, but I reassure her and tell her to lay back and relax. My tongue is moving down her stomach towards the top of her jeans. I unsnap the pants and pull down the zipper, revealing a pair of soft white panties. I pull them down a couple inches and kiss the skin under them. I'm now on my knees on the floor while Carolyn lies sideways on the bed.
Her eyes are closed as I pull on her jeans. They easily slide down her legs to her ankles. I take them off and look up at the panties covering her pussy. My fingers move up the inside of her thighs until they disappear under the panties and meet on top of her clit. I rub her gently and watch her hips rise off the bed.
I take her panties off and quickly move my mouth to her exposed pussy. At the first touch of my tongue on the entrance to her cunt, Carolyn jerks upward and again calls my name...this time saying "No. Please."
I lick her again. Then I lick her clit. Carolyn lies down and I'm free to have the sex I'd always dreamed of with her. My hands slide under her ass and I pull her up to my mouth, which closes around her clit.
I feel her begin to fuck my tongue as it glides up and down over her skin. Every few strokes I slip it inside her cunt and she moans louder. I attack her pussy so that she'll not want me to stop. I want her to cum...just this once before I no longer have the chance to please her.
A moment later I feel her body tense up. She's going to cum. Carolyn's body trembles as I suck and lick her clit. She's moaning "Yes" each time I put my lips around it.
And then her orgasm starts with a loud groan and a series of rapid thrusts of her pussy towards my face. I struggle to hold onto her ass and keep my tongue in contact with her clit. She's sliding farther and farther away from me with each orgasm, but I follow her across the bed and make her cum again.
I can taste her and smell her and feel her as she cums. She's limp on the bed and pulls my head away with her hands. I lay my head on her thigh and watch her. She's running her fingers over her nipples and breasts, breathing heavily.
I climb onto the bed and kiss her, letting her taste her own sweet juices on my lips.
Well, I hope the happy couple live a long life together. I look at it as an awful way to spend an evening...especially THIS evening...and another lost opportunity for love. I wonder if the Maid of Honor... Oh, forget it.
Saturday, January 1, 2005
Happy New Year! Well, the wedding was short and sweet and I didn't have sex with anybody. But it was still OK. Lots to drink and eat. Lots of women in great dresses that I could drool over. Where do they all find these husbands, anyway?
God, there are a lot of football games on. At least we're finally to the teams that deserve to be in bowl games. And the games are in places you'd actually like to visit.
Do you ever wonder what the cheerleaders do when they end up in a bowl game in Boise? This year the pleasure went to Fresno State and Virginia.
Boise, Idaho. In the middle of December. I'm sure the possibilities are endless. But if you use your imagination, you might see something like this happening (insert dream-like music here and fade out).
Cindi had just about had it. Twenty four hours into her stay in Boise and the Fresno State cheerleader was ready to scream. The bowl game's organizers were a little too outgoing for her tastes in their efforts to put a happy face on everything. It all sucked and she was ready to party.
Her luck was about to turn. Her roommate, Staci, burst into the hotel room and proclaimed that she had met a booster at lunch who invited the entire squad to his suite to use the Jacuzzi. And the bar would be open.
Cindi normally would have questioned Staci until midnight to make sure she was for real. But just the sound of the words party and Jacuzzi and bar overrode her usual insecurities. They began calling the other girls.
At 8 p.m., four other cheerleaders joined Cindi and Staci in their room before heading up to the booster's suite. The six girls put shorts and t-shirts over their swimsuits hoping the Jacuzzi offer was legitimate. Soon they were knocking on the door of the suite.
The door was opened by a tall, professional looking middle-aged man who invited the group in. Two other men, slightly younger than the host, were seated in the living area of the suite. They rose to meet the girls and introductions were made. According to the host, Steve, the two men were clients of his.
Cindi didn't care what else happened that night, it was already better than the past day had been. But the mood of the girls gave her the sense something good was about to happen.
Steve kept up one end of the bargain by offering everyone drinks. The girls didn't need to know that the cost was being borne by Steve's company, which hoped to profit greatly with business from Steve's two guests.
The girls marveled at the plush surroundings of the suite—the large sectional couches, overstuffed chairs and fancy lights. A kitchen and eating area took up one corner while French doors separated the living area from the bedrooms. Somewhere behind another door was a bathroom equal in size to most of the girls' entire rooms.
Everyone talked for about half an hour before Steve asked the group, "Would anyone like to try the Jacuzzi?"
Several girls answered "Yes" simultaneously and the host opened a door that led to that portion of the suite. The four-person tub was surrounded by a large tiled area that was a step above the floor around it. It was already full of inviting, swirling water. Champagne bottles and glasses sat at the corners.
The cheerleaders exclaimed their approval and Staci became the first to take off her shorts and t-shirt. Soon, all six girls were down to their swimsuits. Four of them climbed into the Jacuzzi as Steve and his guests looked on.
Champagne was poured for everyone and the room quickly filled with noise as voices and the water jets united in one loud clamor. It didn't take long for the girls to insist that the guys join them. When the youngest looking of the men, Tom, claimed he couldn't because he didn't have a pair of trunks, Staci surprised the group by holding her bikini top above the bubbling water, saying, "Now I don't either. C'mon."
Laughter and cheers grew louder as the man began undressing. When he got to his boxers, he stopped and looked at the four girls in the tub. "Not until all your tops are off."
They protested, but only slightly. In a few seconds there were four tops on the tiles outside the Jacuzzi. All eyes were on Tom as he hesitated, then slowly pulled off his boxers.
More cheering began as his large cock came into view. It hung semi-erect between his legs, obviously affected by the sight of the girls in the water. When he walked toward the Jacuzzi and stepped onto the tiles, Staci stood in the center of the water and motioned for him to take her seat.
The girl's firm, round breasts dripped as she watched the man enter the Jacuzzi and squeeze between all the legs around him. When he was settled on the small seat, she lowered herself onto his lap.
Staci put her arm around Tom's neck and kissed him lightly. Water swirled around their chests, splashing softly over the girl's breasts. Under the water, Staci put her right hand around the thickening cock that rested against her hip. She felt it twitch and grow harder. The look on her face gave away her actions to everyone else in the room.
"Come on, Eric. I'm sure one of the girls will make room for you," Tom said to the other young man. He was urged on by the cheerleaders after he balked at first. Then, slowly, he took off his shorts and shirt. Like Tom before him, he was cheered when he got naked. Eric was a well-built man with muscular legs and a chest that hinted at time spent lifting weights.



At the same time he approached the Jacuzzi, one of the girls got out and grabbed a towel. "Enjoy," she said with a broad smile. The men watched as the girl dried her hair and ran the towel over her long body. She stood topless when she was done, surveying the crowded scene in the water.
Soon, both men in the water were alternating drinks of champagne with tastes of the cheerleaders' breasts. The kissing became more passionate and bodies were everywhere.
Cindi and the girl who had left the tub, Dawn, stood next to Steve. Cindi put her hand on his leg, then lifted it up inside his shorts. She didn't make it all the way to his cock, but was close enough to get his attention.
"Won't you get undressed? You don't have to get wet if you don't want to," she said in a teasing voice.
Steve smiled and lifted his shirt over his head. He lowered his shorts and both Cindi and Dawn put their hands on top of the bulge inside his briefs. Cindi was the first to grab the briefs and pull them down. Dawn had her hand around the man's shaft before Cindi was finished.
"Turn around," Steve said to Cindi. The cheerleader felt her top being untied and then lifted off her body. She turned to let the man see her young breasts...and to see what Dawn was doing. She found the other cheerleader taking the man's cock into her mouth and rapidly bobbing her head up and down.
Cindi stepped towards the man and he bent to lick her nipples, then suck on each breast. All the while, Dawn never took her mouth off his long, hard cock.
They had Steve sit on the edge of the tiles and together licked his cock. He leaned back and lay down, his legs stretched out and spread wide enough for Dawn to fit between them.
In the Jacuzzi, Staci was the first of the cheerleaders to get naked and she was now firmly on top of Tom's cock, riding him amid the cluster of bodies around her. Another girl was removing her bikini bottom with Eric's fully erect cock in sight. With a little twisting and turning, he was able to enter the girl from behind as she leaned over the edge of the tub.
Tom was the first to cum, grunting loudly as Staci bounced on his lap. She leaned forward and placed her breasts against his face as he came. She urged him on until he was spent, then she crawled out of the Jacuzzi and laid on the tiles next to Steve, who was about to cum over the faces of Cindi and Dawn.
It was well past midnight before the last of the girls left the suite, hoping that next year would once again find them in humble Boise.
Sunday, January 2, 2005
Most houses around where I live still have branches laying in the yards waiting for tree companies to come clear them out. The ice and snow have long since melted, but the damage remains. I've had a call in to a company I've used before but I know it could be a while before they get to me. I saw one of their trucks down the street working on a huge, old tree that was heavily damaged by ice. So, hopefully I'm next on the list.
I will forgive them for not sending a crew right away if they send a few hunks this way eventually. Maybe it will be on a Saturday morning when I've just gotten out of the shower and I'm sitting drinking coffee in my panties and robe.
There's a knock at the door and I look out to see the truck and a couple guys inspecting my trees. When I open the door I see a young man inspecting the opening in the front of my robe. I resist the temptation to close the gap and, instead, let him view the inside halves of my breasts while we discuss what should be included in the estimate.
At one point I purposely lean out the door and point to a tree at the side of the house, making sure my robe spreads even farther apart. Then, slowly pulling it back together, I say we'll talk again when he has walked around the house and has seen what needs to be done.
I go back to my coffee, wondering if I have the courage to follow through completely on my erotic thoughts or just tease the poor guy relentlessly. I get a second look at the three men, all in their twenties and all seemingly sanitary enough to have in the house. I'm horny enough to actually consider doing them all.
Then I ask myself if three guys would actually want me. I'm a tall, skinny twenty-something woman with dirty blonde hair (just washed) and no distinguishing marks except for a tattoo on my butt. My breasts are average—apparently good enough to get the attention of the first guy, anyway.
By the time I get over my inferiority complex, there's another knock at the door. I stand up and loosen the belt on my robe, wishing more of my thighs were showing. The same young man is back at the door and he begins to explain what they would have to do. I stop him mid-sentence and invite him into the house, asking him to invite the others once he's inside. He begins to say it's OK, but I insist and he yells out for the others to join him.
If his intent is to be alone with me, I'm not going to let it happen. It's going to be all of them or none at all.
The other two guys take their own long look at my body in the hallway before I turn and tell them to come into the kitchen eating area. I sit down first, making sure to cross my legs and let the robe open wide across one thigh. The first guy puts the estimate on the table and begins pointing out what needs to be done while I lean forward, my nipples edging toward the front of my robe.
The estimate is for $225, which I am prepared to pay. But I have other plans before I agree to anything. I sigh and lean back in my chair, using the saddest eyes I can muster.
"Gee. I don't know," I say with grief. "I just got through Christmas and..."
"How about $185?"
I look at the first guy, then his two partners. I try to imagine them naked...and hard. I feel my nipples press against the robe.
"How about $150 and, uh, non-monetary bonuses for each of you?" I ask.
There is silence in the room. I look at the first guy's crotch and see the other two looking down my robe.
"Bonuses first," he insists.
I stand up and ever so slowly untie the belt in front of me. I let the robe fall open, exposing nearly all of my breasts and the tiny black panties I have on below. My right hand rises to my chest and disappears inside the robe, resting on my left breast. I squeeze it and use the back of my hand to push away the robe. The men stare at the bare skin until I open the opposite side, letting the robe fall from my shoulders.
It drops to the floor in a heap behind my feet. I step forward and place the palm of my hand on the first guy's crotch.
"Get naked," I say. Then I look at the other two. "All of you."
Seconds later shirts, shoes and socks litter my kitchen floor. Pants get pulled off and three nearly naked men stand before me. When I give no indication of moving, they each remove their underwear.
It's been a long time since three cocks are within reach of me at the same time. I'm much more likely to have three sets of boobs staring at me. So I take my time in appreciating my good fortune.
I reach out and touch the first guy. His cock starts to grow immediately and I stroke it softly. We get close enough to kiss and I feel his hands on my ass. The next thing I know my panties are at my ankles, being kicked aside.
I want to slide down and take him into my mouth, but he lifts me by the waist and lays me on the table. Instantly, he's at my breasts, licking and sucking me until I want to cum. My nipples scream for more attention even as his tongue rubs them roughly. My pussy is wet, craving a cock.
It gets one quickly. The young man is just hard enough to enter me and I feel his cock thicken and harden with each thrust. When my eyes are open I see him holding my breasts, kneading them and pushing them higher on my chest. Mostly I feel his cock inside me. His wonderful cock.
I wrap my legs around his waist and he picks me up by the back of my thighs. My hand rubs my clit as he continues to fuck me. He moans as if he's going to cum and I squeeze my pussy tighter around his cock.
A minute later he grunts and I feel the first spurt of his cum enter me. He slams his body against mine as he cums over and over again. As I slide farther away from him on the table he grabs my waist and pulls me back. We repeat this a couple times while he cums inside me.
As soon as he is done, a second young man takes his place. I gladly accept his cock as I am close to cumming myself. I let the man position himself before I concentrate once more on my clit.
Furiously, I rub it and feel an orgasm begin. I spread my legs and shout out as my body shakes. From deep inside, the orgasm flows through me and into my pussy. The man's cock heightens my excitement and I cum again, feeling the moisture gathering between my legs.
I lose track of how many times I cum before he does. I let him fill me with his cum, intent on enjoying the last of my own tremors.
The third man takes me from behind while I lean over the end of the table. It is a wonderfully rough experience that nearly makes me cum again. His quick orgasm is all that prevents my own. When the men return to the yard to do their work, I go into the bedroom and make myself cum with a favorite toy.
It's early in the winter, yet. I can always hope for more ice storms.
Monday, January 3, 2005
I had a dream last night about one of my favorite, early girlfriends. It seems like now matter how many people I come to know or how many I fall in love with...male or female...this girl is always in the back of my mind. She's still around town, but I know we'll never get together. It's one of those "what could have been" stories.
She was short, with brunette hair and a wonderful body. She had the best legs I've ever seen. And she knew it. She'd wear short skirts and get away with it all the time. She had small breasts that were wonderful to play with, the few times I had a chance.
I miss her. And she keeps popping up in my dreams. She's one of the few people that, when I wake up, I know instantly who I was dreaming about.
She's the only person from that far back in my past (about eight years ago) that I think about when I masturbate. Normally, I take people I run into at work or at the store or parties and imagine I'm with them. When I want a special treat, I imagine Cheryl.
I'll wake up in the middle of the night and put a hand on top of my panties and think about her on the couch in my apartment, letting me lift her shirt and taste her beautiful breasts. I'll press the material of my panties against my clit and feel for the wetness of my pussy.
My finger rides up and down in long, slow strokes as I visualize her nipples growing under the pressure of my tongue. When I think about my mouth on one of her breasts, my hand moves inside my panties and directly onto my pussy. Soon, I'm pushing the panties down my legs until I have full access to my throbbing clit.
Cheryl is letting me open her jeans and pull them down her legs while my finger probes the inside of my cunt. By the time I imagine having her jeans off, two fingers are inside me. When I think about taking off her little panties I'm back rubbing my clit in short, stabbing motions.
My ass lifts off the bed when I dream about Cheryl naked on my couch, my head between her legs. My own hand simulates what my tongue would do to my girlfriend's pussy and clit.
At the same time I imagine Cheryl starting an orgasm, I cum. My body shakes and I press harder against my clit, using two fingers to stay in constant contact with it. When one orgasm ends, I think about having Cheryl strip me and throw me on the floor, covering my entire body with kisses and licks. Another orgasm overtakes me and I moan loudly in the dark, lonely bedroom.
Usually, I pull off my panties when I'm done and sleep naked, knowing I'll want to cum again in the morning. My nipples tingle as I run my fingers over them, just like I did with Cheryl.
I miss her.
Tuesday, January 4, 2005
I took my car in this evening for the normal, every 5000 mile oil change at the dealership. If I didn't do it through them as part of the warranty deal I wouldn't find the time to do it. This forces me to get it done or I'll lose the warranty.
Anyway, last night when I pulled the car into the service department and got out, one of the people working there was the cutest girl...maybe about 25 or 26...in with all the guys. This wasn't some rough looking tomboy. She was truly pretty and looked great in her tight, blue work pants and shirt.
You have to believe that she was probably married or dating somebody full time and the guys in that shop had absolutely no shot at her. But what if she wasn't and they did? Can you picture her at lunchtime going into a back office with a couple of the service dudes?
The office has a desk and chair and couch. Yes, I said a couch. And everyone in the dealership knows not to go into the office at lunchtime when the door is closed, because the service babe is in there servicing somebody. Today, two dudes.
As soon as the door is closed, one of the guys is kissing the girl while she grabs at the crotch of the second guy. She feels his cock already growing inside his pants.
The first guy begins to unbutton her shirt, exposing her white bra. She lets him pull the shirt out of her pants and lift it off her shoulders. He throws it onto the chair and the second guy moves behind her. He unsnaps her bra and lowers it down her arms, revealing her beautiful, firm breasts.
The guy behind her wraps his arms around her and puts his hands on her tits. He squeezes them softly at first, then grinds his cock against her ass and pinches her nipples. The girl moans, reaching for the first guy's zipper. She opens his pants and reaches inside his boxers. The cock she finds is hard and warm. She pulls it out.
The girl can't take it in her mouth, yet, because the guy behind her is pulling off her pants. She steps out of them and lets him slide her panties off, as well. Now, fully naked, she can kneel down to taste the erect cock in front of her. She loves the feel of the large head and how it grows when she slides her tongue along the bottom.
The guy is pulling her head closer to him and she feels the cock hit the back of her throat. She sucks on it furiously, using her hand at the base when her mouth isn't there.
The guy behind her has removed his pants and pushed down his boxers. He grabs the girl by the hips and pulls himself closer as she kneels in front of him. His hard cock easily finds the entrance to her cunt and pushes in without difficulty. She's as wet as he is hard.
She wraps her lips tightly around the first guy's cock while the other one plunges into her pussy. Slapping noises fill the room and the girl's moans are muffled only by the cock in her mouth.
The guy fucking her cums first. He has been with her before and knows the rule: don't cum inside her. He pulls out and wraps his hand around the wet cock, stroking it wildly on top of her ass. A second later a long stream of cum streaks across her ass and onto her lower back. Then a second. And a third.
Loud grunts tell of each spurt until he is done and a pool of white cum has accumulated on her back and ass.
The first guy now starts to cum and the girl rises until her breasts are directly in front of the man. She presses the cock against her nipples, moving it back and forth with her palm. Then she squeezes it with her hand and forces the cum to explode onto her chest.
She urges him on and thick cum flows down her breasts and over her nipples. He, too, finishes with agonizing groans and a shrinking cock.
After they clean her up with shop towels that always seem to be available in the office, she will lie on the couch and they will lick her and suck on her until she cums with squeals of pleasure.
Wednesday, January 4, 2005
I made an appointment to get a tooth pulled a week from Friday. I've actually put it off since September when it first started hurting and my dentist said I needed it out. He referred me to an oral surgeon, but I didn't go at first because it quit hurting and I'm a wimp about this stuff. Now it's hurting again so I made the appointment.
Am I the only one who thinks dentists and oral surgeons have lots of opportunities to take advantage of innocent little girls like me? I mean, if I go to my appointment wearing a blouse with the top two buttons opened...well, you get the idea.
If he was good looking and he got me on a horny day, I'd let him put his hand on my breast outside my blouse. I'd let him open a button and caress my breast and roll my nipple between his thumb and forefinger. Soon, more buttons would be opened and he could see both of my breasts waiting to be sucked.
The first touch of his tongue on my nipple would send a shiver clear to my cunt. My moans would assure him he could continue. My blouse would be totally unbuttoned and laid open, while the heat of the lamps above me would feel good on the exposed skin.
He would kiss me from my nipples to my stomach. I'd feel him unbutton my jeans and pull down the zipper. His fingers would grasp the top of my jeans and panties and he'd yank them down to my ankles.
My pussy would be wet in anticipation of what he wanted to do. He'd begin by leaning over me and licking the area around my clit while I separated my legs. His mouth would close around my throbbing clit and I'd pull his head closer. I'd feel his tongue search for my cunt, then go back up to my clit.
After a couple minutes I'd clutch the arms of the chair, feeling my orgasm build until I raise my ass off the chair and cum. He'd lick and suck me while I push my pussy into his face. When I thought my orgasm was over, his tongue would make me cum again.
Afterwards, I'd lay on the chair for a minute trying to compose myself. When I leaned up, he'd have his cock out of his pants waiting for my mouth. I'd eagerly take it all between my lips, licking it the entire length before sucking on it and stroking the base with my hand.
He'd be playing with my tits making me want to cum again. But I'd be concentrating on his thick cock, feeling it pulsate deep in my mouth. A trickle of fluid from the tip warns me that he's ready. Then he'd groan and thrust it hard, forcing me to swallow shot after shot of cum. I'd pump him with my hand while licking him all over, being sure to lick the bottom of the head and catch the last of his juices.
By the time we finished, I'd be relaxed enough to withstand anything he did with my teeth.
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Thursday, January 6, 2005
The tree guy finally called today. He says he'll be out tomorrow to leave me an estimate. Too bad I won't be there to bargain with him (see Traci's Diary - Week 1). I know tree guys have to eat, too. But how can it be THAT expensive to pick up some branches and carry them away?
So far this winter we've had ice, snow, no electricity and now floods. It's very Biblical. It's almost enough to make you want to marry someone so that you can come home, put on your Steelers number 7 jersey (nothing else) and wait for your man.
(By the way...I'll get back to the story in a sec...did you hear that Ben Roethlisberger is hanging out with Natalie Gulbis? I was kinda holding out for her myself. Maybe it won't last and she'll call me all upset and will want someone to sleep with for a while. Naked.)
OK. I'm waiting for my man in my jersey (nothing else) and he comes home. I meet him in the hallway and kiss him passionately (I really wish it was Natalie instead. Sorry. Have you ever done a Google search under her name? God.) He puts his hand on my ass, lifting the jersey until he can feel my skin. I can feel his cock getting hard as we grind our bodies together, his fingers massaging my cheeks.
He pushes me against the wall, my bare ass touching the cold surface while he raises my jersey. His hands feel nice against my chest. I take the jersey from him and hold it above my head, pulling it off as he bends to take the first taste of my breast.
He doesn't seem to notice as I unbuckle his belt, open his pants and reach inside his boxers. His cock isn't fully erect, but I know it soon will be. I fumble with the rest of his clothes, anxious to get him naked. We kiss intermittently as I undress him, piece by piece.
By the time he's naked we are both desperate to fuck. I hold his cock again and pull it against me. Now it's hard and pointing up at me as we hold our bodies together. At the end of a kiss, my husband picks me up. I wrap my legs around his waist and hold on as he carries me to the top of the kitchen table. We fuck on that table as much as we eat on it.
I spread my legs and wait for him. Sometimes he licks me. Sometimes he thrusts his hard cock into me. Tonight he wants sex...fast and hard.
He lifts my ass off the table and inserts his shaft into my cunt until our bodies meet. I groan with pleasure as he begins to slide it in and out of me. I put one hand on my clit and the other on a breast, twirling a nipple between my fingers.
"Oh, yeah. Fuck me," I tell him.
"I'm going to cum on your tits tonight. So be ready," he says.
"I'm ready."
It only takes a couple minutes for him to have to pull out and start stroking his cock as he leans over me. I wait for the wonderful feeling of his warm cum spilling onto my chest. His groans precede the first shot of cum by just seconds. I see a second and third pile start to build on my tits. I rub it over my nipples with one hand and play with my clit with the other.
About the time he's done with his orgasm, I start mine. He watches as my body writhes on top of the table, little cries of pleasure coming from me each time I cum. I think about us in bed later that night fucking for real in the soft bed. I cum again.
When I'm done, he gets a towel and cleans me, spending lots of time around my breasts.
Natalie will have to wait.
Friday, January 7, 2005
Well, the tree dudes never showed up again today. Their loss. For the fun of it, let's assume they found a house down the street with a desperate housewife babe in it that needed their services more than me. Maybe she paid better. Doubt it.
I'm off work on Monday, January 17th because of Martin Luther King, Jr. Day. Yea. I think I'm going to head over to Wheeling and spend Sunday and Monday at the casino over there. It's not Las Vegas, but it's OK for small time slot machine players like me.
I play nickel slots. Nine lines at a time. Would I be better off playing quarter machines two coins at a time and spending roughly the same amount each time? Somebody answer that for me, please.
That casino never struck me as the greatest place to pick up guys, but then I've never stayed overnight there either. Maybe I'll be sitting at a machine waiting for an attendant to come pay me the 3500 coins I'm due when a good looking guy will sit at the machine next to me. He congratulates me. I say "Thank you", wondering where a 30-year-old guy came from after seeing nothing but middle aged losers all day.
He says, "Looks like you're buying."
"All this will do is get me through tomorrow," I reply.
Without hesitation, he asks, "You staying here?"
Immediately I realize he's brilliant as well as good looking. "Yeah. Just tonight."
He plays for a minute without luck. It gives me a chance to look at him closer-his light hair and blue eyes; his muscular arms under a golf shirt; his tight jeans.
"A friend and I came over from Pittsburgh for the long weekend," he says. I watch him enter the bonus round on his machine and win 450 coins.
"Alright. Way to go," I say, sliding around in my chair to face him better. My knees are almost touching him.
He looks at me. "So, why don't you join us tonight. We'll buy, despite your new wealth."
I smile. He's hoping beyond hope I don't say something about the guy I'm with or the parent I'm entertaining. I'm hoping beyond hope his friend isn't Godzilla. "Well, I don't know. I'll be playing til pretty late."
A tap on my shoulder indicates the arrival of the attendant. Soon I have my payout and am anxious to continue the game of shy little girl with my new acquaintance.
"Where should we meet?" he asks abruptly.
I like his style, except I bet he's this fast at sex, too. "I'm not that familiar with this place," I lie. "What's good?"
He points to a bar in the center of the room. "In there. You say when."
"If you're buying, how about eleven."
"Perfect. I'm Kyle."
I shake his large hand. "I'm Traci. See ya then."
I feel confident leaving the area that I'll be capable of leaving the hunk and his apish friend at the bar if I don't like the scene. I mean, I've done that before. Countless times.
As the evening progresses, I see Kyle in the distance as I move from machine to machine, floor to floor. We never talk again, and that's fine with me. I also never see him with anybody. That's too bad. I hate blind dates.
At 11:10 PM I start making my way to the bar. I recognize Kyle from the back and see him talking to a guy on a stool next to him. To my surprise, it's a fairly normal looking guy in his late twenties or early thirties, clean and decently dressed. Why can't I have this luck at the machines?
"Hi," I say when I get close to Kyle.
They turn in unison and greet me with an invitation to move to a nearby table. I agree. Kyle's friend's name is Chad and appears to be almost as shy as me. I kind of like him already.
I accept a drink from the men and we discuss our various wins and losses at the slot machines. Chad is the only one who is even slightly ahead and that results in him being chosen as the buyer of future drinks.
I determine fairly quickly that if we end up in a room I'm probably going to fuck these guys. The thought of it seems better each time my glass gets emptier. When Kyle finally does invite me to their room, I eagerly accept.
There is nothing fancy about the room. Two double beds, a couple chairs and a table. People don't come here to spend their time in the room. Unless they are me and it's late at night and I've had a drink and two guys invite me up. Then the room is important.
I figure if they are going to do much harm to me it will be as soon as we get there. So, when we spend a few minutes talking some more, I feel a little better. Good enough to finally say, "OK. Who's going to get naked for me first?"
The abruptness of the question results in a momentary pause by the men. Then Kyle stands up and pulls off his shirt. He kicks off his shoes and starts to take off his pants. I watch with a grin on my face as he stands just a few feet from me in nothing but his boxers.
I expect him to want me to get in on the act before he goes on, but to my pleasant surprise his boxers end up on the floor and his large cock is in full view. He has a decent body and I feel the excitement growing deep inside me.
I don't wait for an order. I stand up and slowly remove my shirt, facing Kyle and within an arm's length of him. It had to be obvious to them that I wasn't wearing a bra. Now they knew for sure.
Chad doesn't move, except to watch me pull off my jeans. My tiny, red v-string brings approving comments and I smile at the look on Chad's face as my naked ass stares him in the face. I pull up on the tiny string, forcing what little material there is in the front to nearly disappear. Kyle's erection has doubled since I stood up.
I sit on the side of the bed and extend my legs one at a time while taking off the panties.
"Well, c'mon," I say to Chad. "I want both of you."
Kyle joins me on the bed as Chad strips. Kyle and I kiss and I love how he licks my nipples. His cock is warm in my hand as I grip it tightly. Finally, Chad is naked and we align ourselves on the bed with my head on a pillow. Chad's cock is equal to Kyle's if not a little bigger. This is going to be fun.
With a man on both sides of me, my tits each get a mouth and Kyle's hand is on my pussy. I lay back and enjoy the attention my body is getting. I wait as long as I can before absolutely having to have a cock in my mouth. I decide to concentrate on shy Chad's.
I move down and lift his cock so I can get my lips around it. Gently, I kiss and lick the very tip. Then I begin to slide it into my mouth. Deeper and deeper I take it, applying pressure with my lips as it moves in and out. Soon, it is hard and throbbing.
I move again to give me room to lick from the base to the tip. I'm on my knees now and Kyle is moving behind me. I feel his hands on my waist, then my hips.
A moment later, Kyle is entering me from behind. I feel his thick cock at the entrance to my cunt, then his legs are up against my ass. I love the sensation of his shaft moving smoothly in and out of my body.
I try to concentrate on Chad, but when Kyle begins massaging my clit with his fingers I can only think of the orgasm that is sure to come. Kyle squeezes my ass and occasionally puts his hands on my breasts. All I want to do is cum.
My head is bobbing up and down on Chad's cock with more speed. His groans tell me he's getting closer.
But, I cum first. I push my ass back into Kyle's body and nearly scream with pleasure. He holds me tighter and plunges his cock as deep into me as he can. I want more and rub my clit to cum again. My near screams are muffled by Chad's now-huge cock in my mouth.
At the end of my orgasm I feel the first splash of cum from Kyle enter my pussy. He pounds up against my ass and each thrust means more cum inside me. I frantically yank on Chad's cock below my mouth, wanting to taste him.
I get my wish quickly. In fact, I get more than I can handle and cum drips down the side of my mouth and onto my chin as Chad cums over and over again. Kyle has pulled out of me by the time I suck the last of the cum from Chad. I use his cock to clean my face, licking it one last time.
I stay for another hour or two before heading back to my own room. In the morning I'll think about slot machines again.
Saturday, January 8, 2005
Saturdays are cool. A lot of times I'll get up and head to the local donut place and get a mocha and a cream filled donut...or two. I've actually written a story about the things you can do with cream filled donuts. Yum.
Then I'll do whatever I need to do at home and maybe by early afternoon I'm ready to sit and watch TV or something. Sometimes I'll get real lazy and go upstairs to my bedroom and open the drawer containing my toys. I only have a few-some I bought and some were gifts.
I like the thick plastic ones with ridges and a tip like a cock. I'll open my jeans and let my fingers move inside on top of my panties. Before long the jeans and panties are around my ankles or on the floor. Then I grab the toy.
I rub it over my clit first, several times. Then I can move it down to my pussy, which will be wet. I let the moisture cover the end of the dildo and move it into place. Just the tip goes in at first and I bring it back to my clit. Then more of the toy enters me. I repeat this until as much of the dildo goes into me as I can take.
One hand pumps the toy back and forth while the other squeezes my tits and nipples and clit. Sometimes I cum in a matter of seconds. Other times it's quite a few minutes.
I feel my orgasm build around my stomach and into my pussy. I slam the dildo in as far as I can and hold it there when my first orgasm starts. I lift my ass off the bed and begin to fuck myself with the toy. Fast and hard.
I think about a guy I met or some babe/dude from TV. Sometimes I'm being raped. But I always cum. I let the dildo stay inside me when I'm done, just as hard as when it started. It feels great. If I have all day, I might rest for a few minutes and start over again. The second time can be a lot more fun because it's harder to cum but you cum harder. Does that make sense?
Sunday, January 9, 2005
Who do you think about during sex or masturbation? I watched enough football today to give me images for a week. You have players, cheerleaders, sideline reporting babes (does anybody besides me want Bonnie Bernstein?). She's older than me. What age do you like?
A lot of times I want a kid. I want an eighteen year old blonde right out of high school. I want a girl who hasn't been tainted by men, yet. If she's had sex with a boy it was pure lust. None of this adult relationship nonsense.
I want a little girl who wants to try something different. I want us to become friends so she'll come over to my house on a Saturday afternoon and just spend some time. She'll wear a sexy little shirt with no bra and jeans that look like they're going to fall off at any minute.
She'll be short with thick blonde hair that goes down to her shoulders, a nose that turns up right at the end, and full cheeks. Her breasts won't be too big for her little body. Her waist and hips will curve beautifully down to her shapely legs. No one piece of her will stand out. The total package is what I want.
She'll be unsure of her feelings toward an older woman who acts a little like her, likes the same things she does and isn't afraid of her body...like her. She'll be attracted to me, just like she is to a couple of her female teachers. Except, unlike them, I invite her over. I talk to her, laugh with her, drink with her.
And I lay on the floor with her in front of the TV. We talk about guys and girls and life. I tell her it's OK to do whatever she wants with whoever she wants, as long as she's safe and intelligent about it.
She lays on her back and I touch her small belly ring. I let my fingers rest on her stomach, slipping lower until meeting the top of her jeans. I feel her muscles tense up and relax from one side of her waist to the other.
My hand moves up. Over the ring. Under her shirt. I feel her ribs and her breathing. I move closer to her and kiss the side of her face. My hand is moving her shirt higher. A finger finally touches the bottom of one of her breasts.
She looks at me and I ask her if she wants me to stop. She shakes her head "no" without saying a word. I slowly move my hand until it covers her breast. I just watch her for a second.
"Have you done this before?" I whisper.
"No." The answer strikes me as honest. "But I wanted to try it."
"Just do whatever you want," I tell her.
My fingers find her nipple and begin to roll it back and forth. She closes her eyes and I squeeze a little harder. Then my hand massages her entire breast. To my surprise she lifts the shirt so I can see both breasts. I can take a hint.
My head moves down until I can lick the side of an exposed tit. I move until I can put her nipple between my lips. I feel her body react and open my mouth to taste as much of her as I can. My tongue flicks across her nipple until it doubles in size and I hear her first moan.
It's a magnificent feeling having such a young woman next to me, wanting to experience something like this. I'm unsure whether she wants me to concentrate on her or if she wants my body. The answer comes when she lifts up my shirt.
I lean up and let her watch me take it off. My whole body tingles when I see her staring at my small breasts hanging above her. Then her hand tenderly traces my nipple.
I shift my body so that my breasts are directly above her mouth. A second later I feel her lips and her tongue. She's so gentle at first. Then she puts her hand on my breast and tries to take it all into her mouth. She licks it and sucks it until I think I'm going to cum.
To slow her down, I remove her shirt. I'm on top of her body now, straddling her legs. I lay down so that my breasts rest on hers. I kiss her on the mouth. Our tongues touch and we kiss harder. Our bodies press together, her arms wrapped tightly around me.
"I want you," I say between kisses. I don't know what makes me say it, other than the fact I truly want her.
"I want you, too," she says. "Show me how."
The words almost make me cry. She says it in such an innocent tone and yet I can feel the sexual tension trying to escape from her. She presses her hips up against mine. I bet she's wet.
To find out, I unzip her jeans and pull them down her legs. She doesn't move as I take them off her. I move back up towards her panties and run my fingers along her thighs where the panties end. Then I push the font of her panties into the crack outlined under the thin material.
She sighs as my finger follows her pussy up to her clit. I feel the dampness already and can't resist taking off the young girl's panties.
I look down upon the beautiful, naked, youthful body. Soon, I'm naked too and more than ready to make love to this girl.
I feel her nervousness and decide to slowly lick her and suck her all over until she's ready to cum. Between my mouth and my hands, it's only a matter of minutes until I feel her first orgasm begin. I love her little screams. She obviously doesn't hold anything back as I lick her clit harder and harder.
When she's done, I spend time on her breasts, gently licking them. To my great pleasure, she flawlessly does to me what I just did to her. She seems to enjoy giving almost more than receiving. I assure her that over time she'll only improve.
She assures me she wants more time with me. The words are music to my ears.
Monday, January 10, 2005
Would it surprise you if the guy next door spends every free, waking minute looking at porn on his PC? How about that couple across the street. Do you think she ties him up and blindfolds him before getting the whip out?
We have no clue what goes on behind other people's doors. Your son's teacher-the middle-aged woman in the conservative skirt-is probably cheating on her husband with a guy who fucks her from behind in his shower. Every Saturday.
What do you think? If 100 people read this story, are thirty of you having sex with somebody besides who you live with? Forty?
If you are only having sex with the person you live with, is it the kind of sex you'd do in public without embarrassment? I mean, is it socially acceptable sex?
I guess the first sex I had that was different was when a guy took me from behind. Now I love it, as long as it's my pussy and not my ass. I know. That's not the most unusual sex people ever had, but it was new to me. And the feel of his hand on my tit and clit at the same time he was inside me was incredible.
Then I got into group sex. First it was all guys, but then girls joined in and I was hooked...to groups and girls. Or groups of girls. When I'm with another woman I don't like one to "play" the man or whatever you want to call it. I like sensuous women and that's how I want to be for them. I like to tease another woman and to be teased.



Do you think there are two women on your block that meet secretly? Are you one of them? Are they (or you) married?
What about age differences? I've never been into men or women way older than me. Younger, yes. Not older.
Back to what we do behind closed doors. Do you suppose most of the games that are played are based on aggression and power? Is it necessary for some people to let out their frustration during sex? And I don't mean to the point where there are bruises. But hard sex. Forcing somebody against a wall or a couch. Ripping off their clothes. Fucking them instead of making love. Calling them names. Pulling on their hair or cumming in their face.
I would play rape games more if I had the nerve to mention it to guys I know. But most of the guys I'd fuck I'd rather do slowly and lovingly. Darn. I need to try the rape thing some day, but would they think I was weird? God knows I don't need them to think I'm weirder than I am.
Voyeurism. I'm into that. I'd love to find somebody who would watch me get naked from outside my window. And I would know he was there. I'd put on a show knowing he couldn't touch me. Knowing that he would have to beat himself off to cum.
I'd like to make love with somebody in a place I know others could watch, but would still be "private." I'm not sure I can describe such a place, but I'll know it when I get there. Maybe some place with security cameras that I know they are watching. But I'd rather have it be real people watching us in real time.
I wish I knew people that would let me watch secretly, not just in a group setting.
Tuesday, January 11, 2005
I've been thinking more about the voyeurism thing from yesterday. I work in a building where people work strange hours virtually every day of the week. On weekends it wouldn't shock me at all if couples were in there fucking all the time. I only witnessed one instance.
I walked up to the fourth floor and proceeded down the hall until I heard what sounded like sex in an office. I snuck up quietly until I reached the door of the office where the sounds were coming from. The door was slightly open-just enough for me to peek inside.
One of the attorneys-a guy I really liked-was standing behind one of the first year associates-a girl in her mid-twenties with a marvelous body. They weren't naked, which disappointed me, but I had an excellent view of the girl's ass and the guy's cock ready to plunge into her pussy. They both had their pants down around their ankles and the guy had his hand inside the girl's shirt.
I watched the girl step out of her pants so she could spread her legs farther apart. She leaned against a table, her hands gripping the edge tightly. The man behind her inched forward and laid his cock on top of the girl's ass. She reached behind her and stroked it against her skin.
I put my hand inside my jeans, afraid to make any more noise than that. I could feel my cunt getting damp as the man roughly seized the girl's tits in his hands and squeezed them. Her shirt had risen to the point where I could see the bottom of her beautiful, full tits.
I gently unbuttoned my jeans, waited to see if they noticed, then ever so quietly pulled down the zipper. Even I had trouble hearing it, so I was confident they had not heard it amid their various grunts and groans.
Now I could get to my clit and down to the entrance to my cunt. I wanted that cock so bad. Instead, I watched it disappear into the young woman's tight pussy.
The man held her by the hips at first before returning to her tits. Quickly he began to fuck her with short, strong thrusts. The girl lifted her head with pleasure, clinging to the desk.
That was when I first noticed the reflection of her pretty face in the picture on the wall in front of her. I looked at the picture with my hand firmly rubbing my clit. And the girl looked straight back at me in the picture.
Our eyes met...and she smiled.
She looked down and allowed herself to be fucked by the man. Only occasionally did she look back up into the picture to watch me. Each time I was getting closer to cumming. I wanted her to see me cum.
Her hand touched her own clit, as if acknowledging what I was doing. A couple minutes later she cried out that she was ready to cum. The man pinched one of her nipples, as if on cue, and the girl's body began to shake. We watched each other in the picture until she looked away again to enjoy a second orgasm.
That's when the man groaned out that he was cumming, and I watched him spray the top of the girls' ass and her back with long streams of white cum. I couldn't keep from cumming any more and tried desperately to remain quiet. I pushed against the door frame while my orgasms made my body quiver. I saw her watching me and I wanted to cum for her. I did until the man was done and I had to move on.
I silently moved away from the door and started down the hallway with my jeans still unzipped and unbuttoned. It wasn't until I turned the corner that I was fully dressed again.
Earlier this week I got an e-mail from the girl telling me she was working this weekend. I'll be there.
Wednesday, January 12, 2005
Oh. So there aren't any weapons of mass destruction in Iraq. Well, duh. I'm not sure that required wasting space on CNN. I saw a bumper sticker during the campaign that said "No one died when Clinton lied." Make love, not war. Although I'm not sure what Clinton did was love.
Is that a big thing with you? Should you only have sex when it's making love? Is it OK for married people, even, to occasionally just fuck on the floor or the couch until they can't cum any more and not worry about "how the other person feels"?
Seems to me if you can't do that in a relationship you have problems. If you don't have the urge every now and then to simply attack your partner you may not really be that attracted to them.
Which brings us to games. If a man wants to come home and take his wife or girlfriend in the kitchen over the table with both of them still dressed because it turns him on...and the wife/girlfriend is turned on...shouldn't he be allowed to? And wouldn't it be great if the wife/girlfriend e-mails him during the day asking him to play that rape game tonight when he got home?
What other games do you play? Bondage (one of my favorites). Eating food off your partner (try vanilla cream filled donuts). Make your partner cum each time their football team scores (best done if they are Colts or Oklahoma fans). Sharing a shower. Over the phone (no faking it).
Do it in the car driving somewhere. Not real sex, stupid. I give blowjobs on freeways. That's why cruise control was invented...by a man. You can't beat the fun of opening a guy's zipper and pulling out his cock on the freeway. I lick it while he reaches inside my shirt for my tits.
Once he's comfortable, I suck it all the way to his balls. Before long he's as hard as a rock and trying to fuck my mouth. I put my hand around the base of his shaft and pump him as I lick and suck the top. I listen as cars and trucks pass us, knowing he's close to cumming and probably looking like it.
I feel the cock twitch right before the first clear fluid leaks from the tip. I pump him harder. Then he grunts loudly and shoves it deep into my mouth. Cum spurts out and I swallow it. Twice. Three times. I keep licking him and he begs me to stop. His body jerks upward each time my lips bite down on him.
I wipe my mouth clean with the back of my hand and lean up, my tits hanging from my shirt. Ten miles later I'm cumming with his hand inside my jeans.
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Tuesday, January 25, 2005
Paige Davis is leaving Trading Spaces. Maybe she shouldn't have done the TV Guide cover wearing nothing but wallpaper. Maybe she shouldn't have done the fake stripper routine at a Broadway fundraiser when she allowed men to stuff money down the front of her low cut dress or inside her tiny g-string. I'm really depressed. If you don't watch the show, go to paigedavis.com and enjoy. Isn't she just the cutest little thing?
God, I'd love to throw her up against a wall and smother her mouth in passionate kisses. I'd feel my breasts pressing against hers, my hands on her ass pulling her towards me.
I would slide my hands up and around her until they rested on her breasts on the outside of her t-shirt. I can feel her nipples harden. I would kiss her neck under her beautiful short hair while slithering my hands inside the bottom of her shirt. Her stomach is hard and flat.
She moans when my fingers reach her breasts. I squeeze her nipples and place my palms flat against them. My little hands don't come close to holding her entire breasts.
I have to taste them, so I lift her shirt. At first my tongue just flicks across her nipples. Then she grabs the back of my head and pulls me into her. My mouth opens and accepts as much of her as possible. I suck on one breast, then move to the other.
I slide down her body and kneel in front of her, hastily opening her jeans and pulling down the zipper. I yank the pants down her legs and lift them off her feet. Paige's legs are perfect, her thighs calling for me to lick them up to the bottom of her little panties. So I do.
She flinches when my mouth presses against her pussy through the thin material. I can tell she's wet already. I pull her panties down until I can kiss the area right above her clit. I reach behind her and feel the soft skin of her ass as the panties move lower.
My hands push the underwear down Paige's legs while my tongue begins to attack her clit. She spreads her legs for me and pushes her hips out to my face. She's naked now and my hands are on her ass, squeezing each cheek as I lick her pussy.
After a couple minutes, she pulls me up and undresses me. I kiss her when I can or when her face isn't flat against my body licking me. I'm ready to cum when she is pulling the last of my clothes off of me.
We move into the family room and fall to the floor. Our arms and legs intertwine in frenzied obsession. Our tongues meet while our hands explore each other. I want to cum every time she touches me and I hope she feels the same. Her kisses make me think she does.
She pushes against my body and forces me onto my back. Paige climbs on top of me and straddles my body with her legs. She smiles down at me before bending over and smothering my breasts with her mouth. The sensation of her tongue and lips on my nipples sends tingles through my body. I want her so badly.
I feel her move lower and open my eyes to watch her head disappear between my legs. I tremble when she first licks my wet pussy, knowing that she'll move up to my clit soon. I feel her tongue inside me. Then again.
She moves up. Not just her tongue, but her entire mouth surrounds my hard clit. I raise my body off the floor and feel her take me inside her mouth. Paige licks and sucks me until I shout out that I'm ready to cum.
She works over my pussy and clit even harder as my orgasm begins. Paige holds me by the ass and I hold her by the back of her head. My fingers cling to her short hair. I try to hold her in place as my body shakes with multiple orgasms.
She ends up at my breasts again after I'm done. Each time she licks me another shiver flows down to my pussy. I pull her up to me and we kiss. She keeps moving up and places her breasts over my face. I eagerly suck on them, wrapping them in my hands.
Before long, her pussy is over my mouth and I'm enjoying the taste of her beautiful body. She leans up and I concentrate on her clit. Within seconds, it seems, she's cumming in loud, extended orgasms. Paige collapses on top of me when she's done, whispering how much she loves being with me.
If her next career is lesbian porno flicks, I volunteer.
Wednesday, January 26, 2005
Did I tell you about the football watching party I went to Sunday? Oh, my God. What a great day. This is a case of getting what you wish for. I wrote earlier about being interested in group sex. Well...
A bunch of friends I've known for a while got together to watch both of the conference championship games. There were eleven of us. Couples and singles like me, some of which I'd dated in the past...both men and women. I know. I know. If that disgusts you, move on to tomorrow's entry. Geez.
Anyway, the party started at about noon, long before the first game came on. I happened to get there around 12:30 and the host couple and three other people were already there. It was a lot of fun, drinking and talking about trips we'd taken or things at work.
Other people trickled in and eventually all eleven of us were there when the first game started. I wouldn't say anybody was stupid drunk yet, but some of us were feeling pretty good. There was a lot of teasing going on, and I guess I did my share at one point by pulling the legs of one of the guys...one of the married guys, no less...onto my lap. I've known Jeff and his wife, Terri, maybe the longest of anybody there and I knew she was cool with it. In fact, I'm not sure Terri wasn't doing most of the teasing. She had a t-shirt on that didn't leave much to the imagine.
People were in chairs and on couches and stretched out on the floor. Food and drink was everywhere. Before halftime of that first game I was beginning to see signs of apparent drunkenness . The teasing had become more physical. I contributed by moving my hand from Jeff's thigh to the very top of his leg. I let my fingers glance across his crotch, trying to feel where his cock was. His look convinced me to do further research.
I tried to be coy about feeling for, and finding, the lump in his jeans. I suppose half the room could have been watching between plays and I wouldn't have known it. I was feeling good and having fun.
At one point I saw Terri on the floor and Chad was using the bare skin between her shirt and the top of her jeans as his plate. Her cute little butt just screamed to be held. With her looking the other way I had more courage to play with Jeff.
Somebody, I forget who now, was talking about a trip several members of the group had taken together and it became obvious that some intimate action had taken place. Not having been there, I didn't get some of the inside jokes. But I did gather that Terri had been with more than Jeff during the night.
It was very erotic and I took it as an attempt to go in that direction again. I had moved my hand out of Jeff's crotch, but put it back and was greeted by a very hard cock. I wanted to pull it out right there in the room.
People were coming and going all the time and when one of my favorite friends, Sharon, came back into the room she was asked if she'd "let Chad eat dip off her tits" like she did on the trip.
Sharon's pretty shy and I found it hard to believe it happened the first time. But the next thing I knew she was standing in the middle of the room with her gorgeous, little breasts in full view. Sharon's a short girl with dirty blonde hair and a nice body. Not model material, just nice.
She dropped to her knees and used a tortilla chip to spread dip on her right tit. A lot of loud voices were urging Chad on, but I doubt if he needed urging. He was on his knees, too, moving towards her. He grabbed her by the waist and slowly licked the dip from her breast.
I thought I would cum watching most of her tit disappear into his mouth and his hand caress the rest. Chad's tongue finished the job before he leaned up and kissed Sharon enthusiastically. Nobody in the room could have watched that and not been aroused.
Apparently Chad was known for being good at that, because Terri welcomed him back on the floor by lifting her shirt and revealing one of her own tits. They laid side-by-side with Chad's mouth engulfing one of Terri's ample breasts.
My hand was back on Jeff's cock and I didn't even remember putting it there. I was so hot.
I remember seeing Chad and Terri talking on the floor right before getting up and leaving the room. I was too busy with Jeff to pay too much attention. Not long after that Jeff grabbed my hand and pulled me from the couch. We walked down the hall and turned into a bedroom.
There, next to the bed, were Chad and Terri. Both were naked from the waist up and in the middle of a deep kiss. I watched Terri take off Chad's jeans while Jeff removed my shirt. I didn't know what to do. But whatever it was, I wanted to do it.
Chad and I were naked at about the same time. He had a big cock and Terri was about to make it bigger. I turned my attention to Jeff and got him naked as fast as possible.
While on my knees taking off his boxers, I lifted his cock with my hand and licked it from base to tip, top and bottom.
The four of us, once all naked, fell onto the bed. I ended up just inches from Terri and resisted the temptation to explore her body. We rolled around until everybody had room. Jeff ended up on top of me, while Terri was on top of Chad, beginning to guide his hard cock into her cunt. Watching her beautiful tits bounce while fucking Chad made me incredibly hot.
Jeff helped, too. I wrapped my legs around his waist when he began plunging his cock into me. Not long into the session I remember looking at the bedroom door and seeing a small group of people standing and watching. Most were at least partly undressed. The whole thing just made me crazy with desire.
The bed rocked from the two lovemaking sessions taking place. Moans got louder and soon orgasms overtook all of us. I know that at some point I was cumming while sucking one of Terri's tits. Somehow Chad managed to cum on both Terri and I.
Later in the evening guests were changing places in the bedroom and other rooms so quickly I lost track. I just know that my little episode with Sharon towards the end may have been the highlight for most of the people that were still there to witness it. I plan on getting together with her in private sometime.
Thursday, January 27, 2005
WARNING: The following story probably falls under the Literotica category of NonConsent, or whatever they are calling it these days. If this type of story does not interest you, please move on to tomorrow's entry. Thank you.
Around June of this year I'll be switching jobs...again. It's no big deal. I'll find something. But the whole idea of going through the interview process again doesn't thrill me.
It also makes me think back a few years to when I was in college...I guess I was about nineteen...and I worked for the recreation department in my hometown during the summer. It was a good size suburb of a major city, so the recreation department was big. They had a beautiful new community center that housed the recreation department offices, as well as a couple of indoor pools, gyms, playgrounds, a climbing wall...all kinds of stuff.
That's where I worked doing graphic design work on newsletters and pamphlets. My boss, Tim, was a guy in his early thirties that really thought he was "the man." Unfortunately, Tim wasn't all that bad looking and had a decent body. But his attitude sucked.
His habit of picking out young women each summer...from high school age to young mothers...and hitting on them was legendary. He managed never to do anything that would get him fired. Whether he ever got anything from the girls was unknown. I never asked.
It was a casual workplace and I often wore shorts and t-shirts on the hottest days. Nothing that wasn't acceptable in a casual business setting, however. Certainly nothing like the skimpy swimsuits that roamed the halls of the building around the pools and gyms.
Anyway, I worked late one night on a project that was due soon. It had rained that day and the place was somewhat emptier than normal as I walked to the office with the copier in it. The office also had cabinets that stored supplies and it served as the coffee room. It wasn't big.
I remember standing by the copier not paying much attention to anything except paper flowing through the machine when I heard something behind me. I turned to see Tim entering the room. I said "Hi" and something about him sneaking up on me. He smiled for a second, then got a more serious look on his face. It was a little scary.
He said, "Working late?"
"Uh. Yeah. I just have this stuff to do and I might go home." I had planned on staying another hour, but I was beginning to think I might leave sooner now.
"Why don't you take a break?"
Perfect. I actually thought I could use that for an excuse to get out of the room. "OK. Want to go out to the lounge?"
Still, he didn't smile. "No. This is fine."
That's when he pushed the door closed behind him and locked it. I could have screamed, but I wasn't sure what the idiot had planned. The copier hummed behind me as he walked towards me.
"Let's take a break right here," he said. "Just a few minutes and I'll let you go."
We were close to the same height so it was fairly easy for him to rapidly grab the back of my head and cover my mouth with his. I tried to cry out more from surprise than anything else. But the pressure he put on me prevented it from happening.
When I quit struggling as much, he said, "Just relax. And don't scream. You'll be fine."
"Let me go, Tim," I said. "I want to leave."
"Not yet. I want to give you a chance to change your mind," Tim said while running his fingers over my hair. He had me pushed back against the copier and the presence of his body against mine became more evident.
He kissed me again. His tongue entered my mouth and I could feel his cock growing inside his shorts. I put my hands on the top of the copier to brace myself. He put his hands on my breasts.
I thought about the possibility of letting him touch me for a few minutes, then getting away. The door was so close. But I couldn't move.
Tim's hands were on the outside of my shirt, squeezing my tits and the bra that protected them. Then he lifted the shirt from my shorts and kissed me. I felt his hands on my stomach and waist. I felt them on my bra and the tops of my breasts.
Tim jerked on the bra straps and they fell down my arms. Within seconds he had the shirt pulled up and was putting his mouth on the exposed skin above the bra. I leaned back to get away, but couldn't move more than a few inches. With my shirt up by my neck, Tim pulled on one side of my bra and a breast was uncovered.
The feel of his mouth, lips and tongue on my nipple resulted in the usual jolts of pleasure shooting through my body. He sucked hard on as much tit as he could get into his mouth. He pulled the other side of my bra down and did the same to my other breast. My cunt reacted like it always did.
Tim told me to take off my shirt. With my plan still in mind, I did what he said. Thinking back now...which is always easy...that was my biggest mistake. I even kept the shirt in my hand, thinking I'd be putting it back on right away. I'd let this creep play with me for a while, then get out.
I ended up laying the shirt on the copier when he forced my bra straps down my arms. The bra fell to the top of my shorts and Tim continued sucking on my tits.
I made an urgent attempt to escape. But he held me by the waist as I spun around, not much closer to the door than when I started. He pushed me against a cabinet and unhooked my bra. I felt it ripped from my waist and heard it hit the floor. Now he was pressed against me from behind, his rigid cock on my ass.
"Calm down," he said, groping my breasts. "Let me see if you like this or not."
Tim's hand slipped inside my shorts.
"No. Please," I pleaded.
I knew what he'd find. I was afraid of what he'd say. His fingers were on top of my panties, on top of my pussy.
I heard his breathing change. "Traci, Traci, Traci. You DO like this."
I shook my head, but couldn't talk. In my mind I was saying "No", but no words came out.
"Let me see if you want more."
Tim's hand was inside my panties, moving past my clit and onto my pussy. A finger slid easily over the moist skin, then inside my cunt. When it came back out, he moved it up to my clit once more. I shivered at his touch.
"Good girl," he said. The more he touched me the more I fidgeted and the harder his cock seemed to get.
"Stop it, Tim," I finally said. Then a loud sigh followed as he reinserted a finger. My body was frozen in place as he played with me.
I came out of my brief trance when he unbuttoned my shorts. I pivoted back towards the copier with the intent of grabbing my shirt and running. But his hands never left me and he just moved along with me to the machine. He shoved me against it, causing me to almost double over. I felt him pull down the zipper.
I wished I had worn my cut-offs that were much tighter. Instead, this pair of shorts easily slid down my legs, stopping at my ankles. Before I could react, his hand was back inside my panties. This time he forcefully ran several fingers over my clit and pussy.
"God, Tim. Not in here." The words surprised me. Even I interpreted them as meaning anywhere else would be OK. I quickly added, "Stop."
"Relax, Traci. Here is fine. Nobody's coming."
His hand felt marvelous. Yet, I wanted out. I wanted my bra and shirt and shorts on. And his fingers played with me some more.
Tim pulled down my panties. I realized at that point that I would not be getting out of the room. It would take too long to dress. It meant Tim would have to stop. In my disoriented state of mind, another plan came to me.
"Tim. Stop. Let's go somewhere. Your office maybe."
He had his hands on my bare ass and his mouth next to my ear. "No. Traci. Let's do it here."
My panties joined my shorts around my ankles. I felt trapped in them. I lifted one foot to free it and somehow managed to do so with Tim pressed firmly against me. He must have taken this as a sign of submission as I heard his zipper open.
I didn't look back. I just felt him moving. Then I felt it—his hard cock was resting in the crack at the top of my ass.
"Spread your legs, Traci," Tim said softly.
"No. Don't," I urged him.
"Do it."
His hand was on top of my pussy, as if he knew that would cause me to act. I moved one leg about a foot to the side.
"More."
I moved again. He pulled my hips back towards him. I leaned on the copier with both hands.
His cock touched the outside of my pussy, then entered me. Just the head at first, then more. He was thick and hard. I was wet and he pushed again. I felt his entire shaft slide into me and I moaned.
Your mind can attempt to tell you that everything around you is wrong, but when your body feels something it likes it can make the mind forget a lot of things. Tim didn't know...nor cared...that I liked both men and women. But there are few toys that can duplicate a good cock. This awful man had a good cock.
He filled me with it over and over again, his fingers doing their magical thing on my clit and nipples. He knew every button to push.
My cunt filled with my own juices as he fucked me. He thrust his cock into me harder and faster.
"That's it, Traci. Cum for me."
I made a sound that was supposed to be an answer in the negative, but it was just a sound. The sound of a woman about to cum.
"Now. Cum now."
I held back a scream when I came. I pounded the copier and pushed against it with my hands. I moved my body from side to side, which only increased the feeling of his cock inside me. Tim pushed against me harder and I pressed back.



I was shaking when I was done cumming. Little beads of sweat were on my forehead. I stood limp, letting Tim fuck me from behind.
He never said anything, just grunted and pulled his cock out. I heard him as he stroked it. Then I felt the warm cum on my ass and my back. It poured out and left several puddles on my body.
I heard his zipper and he moved away. A second later a paper towel was laying on my back. I reached back and wiped away what I could.
"You were great," Tim said on his way out.
I didn't report him. I wouldn't have known how to describe what happened...how I felt...what I did...why I did it. I just try to stay out of situations where it can happen again. But one never knows what those situations are.
Friday, January 28, 2005
On payday Fridays where I work, we get an hour and a half for lunch. That's normally more time than I need to eat and I'm not a big shopper. So I end up working a lot of times when I could be "lunching".
I wonder, sometimes, how other people spend that time. I wonder if people in the office that want to get together don't use that time to their advantage. Like a secretary and one of the female attorneys that want to be alone, but can't do it outside of work hours because the secretary is married.
I imagine the secretary going to the attorney's office and closing the door behind her. Their feelings for each other have been more and more obvious and little kisses have been exchanged. But today they both expect it...and want it...to go beyond that.
The secretary, Jennifer, is a thirty-two year old woman who has always been attracted to other women, but was afraid of offending her husband. She's cute, with light brown hair and dark eyes and a beautiful figure. She's kind of tall and weighs about 120. Her sweater highlights her firm breasts and her pants cling tightly to her little ass.
The attorney is Brooke. She's in her late twenties with blonde hair and hazel eyes. She's shorter than Jennifer, but equally thin and attractive. She normally wears skirts to highlight her legs, but Fridays are business casual days at the firm and she wears blouses and pants. Today she has on a thin, short sleeve blouse that she hopes Jennifer will like.
Brooke's office is not large, as she is a young associate. It has a desk and work area along one wall, with a couple of large chairs and bookshelves on the opposite side of the room. Jennifer sits in one of the chairs, crossing her legs and nervously opening the conversation.
The women agree they don't want to go anywhere. The tension builds until Brooke gets up and walks around the side of her desk. She crosses in front of Jennifer and locks the office door. The secretary catches herself staring at Brooke's ass.
Brooke moves behind Jennifer's chair and Jennifer strains to watch her. Brooke places her hands on Jennifer's shoulders and leans down.
"Let's stay here," Brooke whispers into Jennifer's ear. "And play."
The attorney lowers her hands down the front of Jennifer's sweater until they reach the top of her breasts. She kisses Jennifer's ear. Licks it. And cups the secretary's breasts in her palms.
Jennifer never answers Brooke. Even her breathing catches in her throat as she experiences, for the first time, the touch of another woman. Brooke kisses Jennifer's neck and pulls the hair aside to gently lick the skin. She can feel the thin bra that covers the secretary's breasts...and she wants to see it.
Jennifer watches as her sweater is lifted and her breasts are revealed. Brooke puts her hands on the exposed skin above the bra, then slides her fingers onto the breasts themselves. The fingers vanish under the bra and find the increasingly tender nipples underneath.
The secretary shivers at the initial touch. When Brooke squeezes each nipple she can feel it throughout her body. She's afraid of how her body is reacting already to Brooke's feeling her.
The attorney takes her hands off the breasts and pulls Jennifer's sweater over her head. She lays it on the floor and walks around in front of Jennifer. The secretary looks shyly up at the younger woman, very aware of her partly undressed state.
Brooke moves so that she is standing between Jennifer's legs. She puts her hands on the arms of the chair and leans down. Her lips meet Jennifer's and they begin a long, passionate kiss. Midway through, Brooke once again touches one of Jennifer's breasts and squeezes it.
When the kiss ends, Brooke calmly pulls down the straps of Jennifer's bra, letting them rest on the secretary's elbows. She then lowers the bra off the woman's breasts.
Brooke has done this before with other women, but the thrill never leaves her. And knowing that this is probably Jennifer's first time adds to the excitement. Above and beyond all that, the breasts she is looking at now are just beautiful.
Jennifer can feel her body begin to shake with anxiety as Brooke kneels in front of her, about to take a breast into her mouth. She tries to anticipate what it will feel like. Then Brooke's lips are on her nipple...and her tongue...and finally her entire mouth is wrapped around the tip of Jennifer's breast.
The secretary could not have imagined how wonderful it would feel. The warmth of Brooke's mouth on her skin eases her unsteadiness. It gives her an overwhelming sense of comfort and delight.
Jennifer feels Brooke's hands reach behind her and unhook her bra. While still sucking and licking the breast, Brooke pulls off the bra and drops it to the floor.
Jennifer puts her hand on the back of Brooke's head and pulls her closer. She never wants the attorney to take her mouth off her body. Then she does something she never thought herself capable of...she puts her own hand on Brooke's breast.
The attorney's thin blouse feels nice to the touch. Jennifer lets her fingers press harder until she feels the outline of a bra, and under that the softness of a breast. Brooke licks harder and Jennifer responds by massaging the breast more energetically.
Brooke pulls back from Jennifer's body. She presses on the outside of Jennifer's knees until her legs come together. Then Brooke straddles the other woman's legs and sits on them. Jennifer smiles and Brooke begins to unbutton her blouse.
The smile on Jennifer's face turns into a serious gaze at the front of the attorney's body. Each newly opened button reveals more of Brooke's bra and chest. When she reaches the bottom of the shirt, Brooke pulls it out of her pants and lets it lay open for a second.
Jennifer takes the opportunity to touch Brooke's breasts and stomach. She loves the feel of the young woman's skin, enough to give her the courage to slide the blouse off Brooke's shoulders and down her arms. The blouse joins the other clothes piling up on the floor.
Brooke doesn't wait long to reach behind her and unhook her bra. She slowly lowers the bra and exposes her breasts to the lovely woman she's with.
Jennifer is hesitant at first. She knows that if she continues, her entire life could change. But she has wanted this for so long—thought about this for so long—convinced herself it was all right. She can't resist.
Her hands trace the outside of Brooke's ample breasts before resting on them...and then engulfing them. She presses the flesh against Brooke's chest and manipulates the mounds like putty. Jennifer is captivated by them.
The attorney lets her play for a minute before leaning forward and allowing Jennifer to have her first taste of a woman's breast. So many thoughts go through Jennifer's mind that, at first, she hardly knows what she's doing. It doesn't seem right, but the feel of Brooke's nipple against her tongue tells her it's perfect.
Jennifer hugs the younger woman's body, embracing her while licking each nipple over and over again. Only now does Jennifer recognize the wetness between her legs and the tingling in her pussy. If she were home, she'd be wishing her husband would fill her with his large cock. She doesn't know what to wish for in Brooke's office.
As if sensing Jennifer's increased desire, Brooke reaches down and opens the button on Jennifer's pants. This causes the secretary to lean back and watch as Brooke unzips her and backs off of her legs, tugging on Jennifer's pants as she goes. Jennifer sees her panties appear, then her bare thighs and knees. Soon, her pants and shoes are on the floor.
Sitting now in nothing but her panties, Jennifer is hornier than she's ever been before...and perhaps more nervous. It gets worse as Brooke runs her fingers up the inside of Jennifer's thighs all the way to the bottom of her panties.
"Can I keep going?" Brooke asks.
Jennifer is delighted with the fact the attorney asks her the question. She will die if she doesn't keep going. "Oh, God. Yes."
Quickly, Brooke's hands are on top of Jennifer's panties, feeling for the woman's pussy and clit. Jennifer squirms in her chair as Brooke finds her targets.
Jennifer's eyes are closed but she feels her panties being pulled down. She looks just in time to see them pulled over her feet. She's naked. With a beautiful young woman. In an office. And she want to cum so badly she can taste it.
Brooke stands up and Jennifer is unsure what's going to happen next. To her great surprise, Brooke begins to take off her own pants and panties. Jennifer is tempted to touch her clit from the excitement of the scene in front of her, but she holds back. If she only knew that Brooke was wishing the woman would play with herself while she stripped.
Once she's naked, Brooke takes her place between Jennifer's legs again. Now the secretary has a good idea what's coming. She spreads her legs. She prays for Brooke to touch her...lick her.
Brooke does. The first time her tongue touches Jennifer's clit, the older woman flinches. Nobody has ever done that to her and the sensation is more incredible than she could dream.
Brooke puts her hands under Jennifer's thighs and under her ass. She lifts the woman so that she can more easily get to her pussy and clit. Then, for several minutes, she attacks the secretary with her lips and tongue.
Jennifer holds onto the chair before grabbing Brooke by the back of her head. Holding her in place tightly, she begins to cum with short, little screeches of delight. She thrusts her hips toward Brooke's face. She feels her clit being sucked and licked. She feels her juices seeping out of her cunt, only to be gathered by Brooke's tongue and drug up to her clit. She cums a second time.
When she's done, she slumps in the chair and Brooke sucks on her breasts. They kiss and Jennifer gets her first taste of her own juices.
They end up on the floor and Jennifer does her best to duplicate what was just done to her. Brooke gives a few suggestions as they go, but finds that Jennifer is quite good at it. Brooke cums quickly. Jennifer wants to learn more...and do more...and receive more. Many more days...and eventually nights...will go into her training.
Saturday, January 29, 2005
I love Saturdays. Especially when I'm alone in the morning and I'm laying in my bed in just my panties. I like to run my hand over the outside of them, feeling for my clit. I love the feel of the material against my skin.
My pussy is wet in a matter of seconds and I have to put my hand on it. I reach inside the panties and rub my clit for just a while before moving down and inserting a finger into my cunt. Now I'm too horny to ignore it and I pull my panties off, throwing them aside from under the covers.
I think about a guy or a girl I'd like to have in bed with me. I think about them stripping for me while I play with myself. My finger pumps in and out of my cunt before going back up and rubbing my clit some more.
My knees are bent and I have my legs pulled up a little so my feet are flat on the bed. I spread my legs and let my hand explore my pussy. When it feels like I want to cum, I roll onto my side and daydream. I might play with my nipples while I think about being fucked.
Eventually, I have to touch my clit again and build back towards an orgasm. I get closer this time. Then I roll over and imagine a beautiful woman playing with my ass; rubbing her nipple against it; her hand between my legs. She's a pretty young woman...sometimes a girl. Sometimes a girl that's too young.
I roll onto my back and almost cum one more time before getting out of bed. Naked, I go into the bathroom and get the shower ready. I step in and let the water cover my body. I concentrate on my breasts, knowing I'll be at my pussy soon enough.
I wash my hair first. When I'm rinsing it I feel the soapy water flowing between my legs. I touch my clit. It's slippery and aching to be rubbed until I cum. Not yet.
I use a bath sponge to wash myself, covering my entire body with thick lather before putting the sponge down and using my hands to caress my tits and rub between my legs. I almost cum with my finger in my cunt before I can turn around and rinse off.
When I step out of the shower I feel like I could cum by just looking at my clit. But I take a towel and begin drying. I feel it on my nipples and I squeeze my tits against my chest. I do my legs last, moving up at the end of finally drying my pussy. The soft towel presses against my clit until I throw it aside and lean against the sink. With my other hand I rub my clit hard and fast. I bend over and start to cum.
I scream out in the empty bathroom and alternate between rubbing my clit and plunging a finger into my cunt. I hear myself groan but pay too much attention to my aching clit to worry about what I sound like. My body tells me to keep going. I manage to stand up enough to play with a nipple while making myself cum some more. I lean down again and pretend I'm being raped from behind. My orgasm won't stop.
I feel my tits hang down from my chest and bounce in rhythm with my hips. I can't take my hand away from my clit. I cum again...until it hurts. I put both hands on the sink to hold me up.
I love Saturdays.
Sunday, January 30, 2005
Wow. There's a lot of talk right now about the independent film called Hard Candy. It's about an older man who meets an underage girl on the Internet and then agrees to meet her at a coffee shop. They go back to his place and it gets real ugly after that.
I suppose that stuff goes on every day (maybe not the stuff in the movie, but older guys and younger girls meeting on the Internet). It's sad. I have some pretty weird thoughts every now and then but I'd never do what I've heard they do in that movie. Gross.
The closest I've ever come to that was last summer when I had a chance to go out with a boy who was eighteen. I'm in my mid-twenties. His name was Ryan and I met him while running at my favorite park.
He was really cute—not too tall, neat hair and a great body. I'd seen him a couple times while running. He ran a lot with his shirt off and I loved it. It got so bad I actually wore a tighter top and shorter shorts a couple times hoping he was there.
One time it worked. We saw each other at the beginning of the trail while I was stretching. He was ending his run...I thought. We talked for a minute, then he asked me if he could join me. I thought it was cute and, of course, I said "Yes".
He had graduated from high school and was ready to enter a little college near here called Otterbein in the Fall. He said he ran track and I believed him. He seemed like the type that wouldn't know how to lie if he had to.
Ryan never tried to impress me. I think he just liked me. We laughed a lot. It was kind of neat feeling like the mature one for a change. So often I played the innocent little girl. I thought about how great it would be to teach him about sex. I had the impression during that first run that it would be his first time. Maybe I was wrong.
I ran my normal four miles with Ryan next to me and we said "Goodbye" at the end without any problems. We said we'd see each other again. If we only knew.
The next time I saw Ryan was about a week later. He saw me about half way through my run and stayed with me the rest of the way. The discussion was a little more personal this time as we had covered much of our short personal histories the week before. I managed to find out he wasn't dating. At the end of the trail, with sweat pouring down both of us, I calmly asked Ryan if he wanted to have dinner with me.
He looked surprised and excited. I could tell he was debating how quickly to answer. He said, "Sure. Where?"
"How about if I make something at my place?"
He was nervous now. "OK."
It was the sweetest thing. I think he had no clue what to do next. "Do you know where Spring Park Place is?" I asked him.
"Sure. I've been there."
"225. At 7 tonight. OK?" I said.
"225 Spring Park Place. At 7. I'll be there," he said.
We went to our cars, each of us a little anxious. But smiling.
This was my party and I was going to have fun. I must have pulled out ten tops looking for the right one. I finally settled on a soft little sleeveless shirt that had a couple buttons at the top and hung nicely against my tits. I left the buttons open and, of course, chose not to wear a bra.
My shorts were good and tight. He'd seen me in loose running shorts too often. It was time to go to the other extreme.
Ryan showed up almost right on time, dressed in shorts and a t-shirt. They were probably a step above what he normally wore, but not dressy by any means. He looked nice.
I welcomed him in and led him to the family room. Our small talk was a little awkward at first, mainly because I was more nervous than I thought I would be. I was finding Ryan more and more fun to be around, and certainly I was attracted to him. So much so that I almost forgot to tease him like I had planned.
But we got more comfortable with each other and I offered to get him a soda. If he was mad I didn't give him a beer I wasn't going to worry about it. I try not to get people drunk at my place until I know how they handle alcohol. Besides, I wanted him completely sober if we did anything.
He might have been expecting some fancy dinner around a table, but I had made a homemade pizza instead and served it with us sitting around the coffee table in the family room. I thought he'd enjoy that more and it certainly was a lot more relaxing.
I gave him ample opportunity to watch me leaning over, exposing plenty of cleavage. Eventually, I sat on the couch next to him and made sure he got a good close-up of my butt when I stood up. If it didn't make him horny, it did me.
"Have you ever gone out with anyone as old as me?" I asked him.
"You aren't old," he said.
I laughed. "I didn't say old. I said as old as me. Somebody almost ten years older than you."
"No. I haven't," he admitted. He said it in a way that sounded like he hoped the answer wouldn't make me throw him out.
"What kind of girls do you like?"
I could tell he was uncomfortable with the line of questioning and that made more intent on taking it further.
"Oh. I don't know," he said between drinks. "I don't go out much."
"You're lying," I said.
"No. I don't. I'm pretty old-fashioned, I guess, and a lot of the girls at school are too wild for me," he said.
"Are there any teachers you'd want to date?" I wanted him thinking about older women again.
He looked at me and laughed. "Are you kidding? Of course."
"Name one."
"No way. You probably know them all, or something," he said.
After a short pause, I said, "So you like older women."
Ryan tilted his head and gazed at me intently. "Yeah. Maybe I do. Is that OK?"
I shrugged innocently. "It's fine with me. I just want you to like ME."
"I do," he said. "Or I wouldn't be here."
"Then kiss me." I was through teasing.
Ryan moved over on the couch until we could touch. I didn't help him at all. I wanted him to come to me.



He put his hand on my leg and leaned far enough to kiss me. Shivers went through me when his hand touched my thigh. When it felt like he was going to lean back, I pressed harder against his mouth and we continued kissing. Pretty soon I was holding him by the back of his head.
He never touched me anywhere except on the leg, which disappointed me a little. When the kiss ended, he said, "Not bad for an old woman."
"Ryan," I cried out in mock disgust. "Don't make me show you what somebody my age can do."
He smiled. "Go ahead. Show me."
This time I moved closer to him. Our bodies were touching. I put my hand on his crotch and whispered in his ear, "I can make you harder than you've ever been before." I kissed his neck and moved my hand over his cock. I pushed against him until he fell backwards, my body going right with him.
I moved far enough to the side so that my hand could continue stroking his cock through his shorts. It was clearly harder now and straining against the material. Our lips met and I reached inside his shorts.
Ryan's cock was warm to the touch as I pulled it up until it pointed at his stomach. Not quite erect, I could still feel it throb. I was already impressed with his size.
I broke the kiss long enough to watch as I unsnapped and unzipped Ryan's shorts. I could see that he had briefs on underneath.
"Take off your shorts, Ryan," I told him.
I rolled off and laid next to him while he reached down and removed his shoes and shorts. When he laid back down I ran my palm over the bulge in his underwear. He was much harder.
I kissed him quickly and stood up next to the couch. Ryan was on his side, watching me without any expression on his face. I pulled off each of my shoes, then put my hands inside the bottom of my shirt. I reached up and cupped my breasts, closing my eyes as I played with the nipples.
Then I pulled the shirt up and lifted it over my head. I saw Ryan's eyes lock onto my breasts while I dropped the shirt. I ran my hands over them. The nipples ached for more attention.
I opened my shorts and pushed them down my legs. A small, red thong barely covered my pussy. I moved a little to the side when I kicked off the shorts, allowing just a glimpse at the side of my ass.
I stood in front of the boy for a few seconds.
"Let me see your cock, Ryan," I said calmly.
Without much hesitation, he put his thumbs under the waistband of his briefs and lowered them until his thick cock was revealed. He looked up at me, as if for a clue as to what to do next, but I just smiled back at him.
"Not bad for a young kid," I said.
He let the underwear cover himself back up again after making some sound of revolt.
"No," I demanded. "I want to see it."
This time he lowered the briefs and let them rest on his legs, the throbbing cock fully in view. I ran fingers over my pussy, pushing the material of my thong into the crack of my cunt. After touching my clit, I slowly started to remove my underwear. My eyes never left Ryan's cock and his eyes never left my pussy.
Once I was naked, I stepped towards the couch and pulled off Ryan's briefs. I refrained from touching his cock, but I desperately wanted to.
"Sit up," I told him. He quickly obeyed.
I pulled off his shirt. His face was just inches from my chest. I leaned over just enough for him to put his mouth on one of my breasts.
The boy's hands reached around me as he gently licked, then sucked, my breast. A moment later he did the same to the other breast. My entire body could feel the result of his tongue stabbing at my nipples and his mouth around my tits.
I was thrilled to feel his hands move down my back and rest on my ass. His fingers squeezed me tenderly. I could feel the wetness build in my pussy.
I looked down and saw Ryan's cock sticking straight up. It was possibly the biggest, hardest cock I'd ever seen. I knew then that I had to have him inside me.
I put my hands on his shoulders and pushed him back. He slumped against the back of the couch, his hands at his side and his cock pointing up at me. I certainly didn't need to make him any harder, but I wanted that cock in my mouth.
I knelt down and put it in my hand, kissing the tip lightly. Then I licked the cock from the base to the tip before wrapping my lips around it and sucking. It felt huge. It WAS huge.
My cunt screamed for attention so I stood back up. Then I put my knees on the couch, straddling the boy's lap. I reached down and placed Ryan's cock at the entrance to my cunt. This was going to be great, I thought to myself.
I gradually lowered my body until I felt him entering me. The tip was easy, but as soon as the shaft of his cock began to push inside me I could feel the sides of my cunt reach their limits. The next few seconds were pure heaven. I'd never felt anything like it. When he was finally all the way in, I was afraid to move. I didn't want to lose that feeling.
But as he began pumping the cock up and down and I felt it filling my body, whole new sensations took over. Soon, all I wanted to do was make this boy as happy as he was making me.
Ryan put his hands on my ass again. He watched my tits sway up and down with our movements. I pulled his head to me and he sucked my tits once more.
When he was done I leaned back and let him watch me play with my clit. I was ready to cum.
"That's it, Ryan. Fuck me. Make me cum," I said.
I rubbed harder and felt an orgasm about to start.
"C'mon, Traci," Ryan said.
"Yes. Yes," I screamed.
I heard his legs hitting against my ass as I started to cum. I felt his cock deep inside me. My entire body shook from the built-up excitement of the evening. I came long and loud. I begged him to keep fucking me while my orgasm continued on and on.
Ryan held me by the ass the entire time, gripping tightly but not hurting me. I rubbed my clit some more when my orgasm died down, and I managed to shudder a few more times at the end of the orgasm.
That was when I heard Ryan grunt and feel the first liquid spew from his cock. He grabbed my tits and began to cum.
"Yes, Ryan. C'mon," I said. "Cum inside me."
He moaned and grunted with each thrust of his cock. Cum poured out of it and he slid easily in and out of my cunt. His fingers wrapped tightly around my breasts.
"Keep going. Keep fucking me," I urged him.
He thrust harder. I thought his cock would burst through my insides, but it felt great. I rode him as well as I could, squeezing him with my cunt.
He seemed to cum forever. Then I felt him getting softer and his actions slow. I fell forward into his arms and his limp cock slipped out of me.
"Oh, my God," I said softly. "That was great."
Ryan was quiet. Then he said, "Not bad."
We laughed and collapsed onto our sides. We would fuck again that evening. It wasn't bad, either.
Monday, January 31, 2005
I need to quit going to the athletic club. I come out of there so horny I can't stand it. There are a lot of cute young women that go to my club, all of whom have the cutest little butts. I do the treadmills. Not because I like to walk or run that much, but I can watch more butts on the treadmills.
In the winter you get a lot of long sweats. But every now and then you get the little running shorts that give you a pretty good idea of what the ass would like uncovered. And if you don't have to see the girl's face, she can be ugly and you can still enjoy a great ass.
Am I the only one that looks at girls asses in the gym? Geez. I hope not.
Then there's the showers. Why do only the fat chicks take showers in there? I want to stare at a naked babe for a minute or two. Is that too much to ask?
Actually, I want to feel their clit in my mouth and their ass in my hand while I make them cum. I want to hear them scream and watch their body squirm when they are done and I won't let them go.
I need a private gym at home. I need a treadmill so that I can run on it naked with a beautiful, young babe watching me. She's naked too and using one of my favorite dildos while I exercise.
She brings herself close to cumming, then stops and watches me some more. She plays with her tits before starting to fuck herself again with my toy. Each time she gets closer.
Finally, she cries out as she cums. I watch her hips rise and fall, the dildo disappearing deeper into her cunt. I keep running, my tits and ass bouncing for her viewing pleasure. She's still cumming a minute later.
When it gets quiet and she's slouched down in the couch, I get off the machine and walk over to her. I get on the couch and place my pussy over her face. She eats me until I cum, my juices flowing onto her face.
We take a shower after that and go into the bedroom. It's time to exercise together.
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"Oh, my God, Ashley. These are fabulous," Karen cooed. She clicked the mouse and another picture filled the monitor. Karen stared at it while her friend stood nervously behind her. Ashley dearly wanted Karen to like the pictures so she could talk her roommate into posing, too.
"Your hair is perfect. He did a great job of getting the color," Karen said, switching to yet another picture on the CD. Once again, Ashley was nude and Karen took time to examine every inch of the young woman's body.
"I like the next one," Ashley said.
After a few seconds, Karen clicked and the image that appeared caused her to gasp out loud. The photo was a full-body shot of Ashley sitting on a small box at about a forty five degree angle to the photographer. Her legs were crossed with the leg closest to the camera resting on the other. Her arms hung at her side.
Karen's eyes moved back to the top of the photo. She gazed at the brown hair that followed the curve of Ashley's round face, past her cheeks and along her neck until the curls at the end fell over Ashley's shoulders. A couple of light brown highlights shined in the dimness of the room around her.
Karen looked at the face. It was a child's face...maybe a girl of fifteen, although she knew the woman that posed was twenty. Shadows fell across Ashley's cheeks and chin from her flowing hair. She wore the expression of an innocent schoolgirl. Not a smile. Not a frown. Just innocence. Plum red lipstick covered her lips.
Above her cheeks were big, round eyes that appeared almost black, but actually were a deep brown. Chocolate eyebrows were neatly styled over the shadowy eyes. They were the eyes of a wondrous teenager.
The face alone made Karen have thoughts of wanting Ashley-something she'd only vaguely considered before. But as she progressed down the picture, the splendor of her friend's body became even more evident.
The angle at which Ashley sat caused light to bounce off the side of her body facing the camera. The farther from the camera, the darker Ashley's already tanned skin got. The result was that Ashley's right breast was illuminated more than her left, which was bathed in shadows and in silhouette.
Karen stared at the large, brown areolas and pink nipples on the petite breasts. If it weren't for the varying light levels, it would have been difficult to tell where the breasts began to rise from Ashley's chest.
Beneath the breasts was a flat stomach with just a hint of baby fat. Karen was envious of the slim frame despite her own trim figure. Everything about the picture was making her desirous.
Then she got to Ashley's hips and thighs and legs. Karen looked at the fluid curve of Ashley's right thigh as it curled on top of her other leg. She looked at the slender calves. She looked at the meeting of the top of Ashley's legs and waist, where her most intimate areas were just hidden from view.
Karen looked one more time at the entire picture.
"Wow. Why isn't this in a magazine somewhere?" she asked.
Ashley giggled. "Thanks. But it would have to be a cheap magazine."
"No way. These are simply gorgeous photos," Karen gushed.
She spent another couple minutes finishing the set of photographs on the CD. Then turned to face her friend.
"You should be very proud of these, Ashley. You pose beautifully."
"Thanks," Ashley replied. "Jeremy is a good photographer."
Jeremy Goldman was a mutual friend of Karen and Ashley. At thirty three years old he was older than either of the women. The age difference was just enough that Ashley felt comfortable posing for him. Yes, she had felt sexual tension during the photo shoot, but nothing happened between them.
Karen, twenty two years old and a little more mature than Ashley, wasn't so sure she could last through a similar shoot without needing sex. She was getting horny just looking at Ashley's pictures.
The two women met in a class at Ohio State. Karen had an apartment and was looking for a roommate. Ashley wanted to move into an apartment. They had shared the apartment for the past year and became good friends.
Karen didn't date regularly and, honestly, wasn't sure if she was more attracted to men or women. Her experiences with men...starting with boys in high school...were less than fulfilling. She'd never been with another female, but wouldn't rule it out.
Karen was taller than Ashley and ten pounds heavier, but definitely not fat. She had dark blonde hair, light brown eyes and more of a figure than the waiflike Ashley. Karen was fascinated by lots of things, but lacked the self-confidence to follow through on some of her interests. Posing for Jeremy was now on her mind. Doing it was something else altogether.
Jeremy told Ashley before her shoot that she had the option of what would be done with the photos: he could put them on a CD for her use only; he could use them for the calendars he liked to make for limited distribution; or, he could attempt to sell the photos. Ashley chose the CD...this time. She wanted to see what her best friend thought of them before taking the next step.
Needless to say, Karen was impressed.
"Why don't you and I go see Jeremy tomorrow and talk to him?" Ashley asked Karen at dinner that night.
"I don't know," Karen said, pushing her food with her fork. "Maybe if I saw another set of your pictures I'd think about it."
"No. I'm not having any more taken until you do," Ashley said in as defiant a voice as she could muster.
There was silence while they ate for a minute.
"What was it like?" Karen finally asked.
Ashley's brown eyes widened. "It was SO cool, Karen. We talked a little while about what I wanted and he gave me a beer."
"Oh," Karen interrupted. "So he got you drunk first."
Ashley laughed. "He did not. I told him I thought it would be fun to pose nude and just put them on a CD for me. Besides, it was about all I could afford. Anyway, he set up the camera and I tried to calm myself down. I was a little scared. You can tell from the pictures that he had a fake brown brick background and a little box and he really had the corner we were in looking very...uh, very murky. That's about the best way I can describe it. It was almost creepy. But I liked the atmosphere."
She stopped to take a bite.
"So I started out dressed in a little shirt and jeans. I didn't wear a bra. Models don't wear bras, do they?"
This time Karen laughed. "No. I guess not."
"And he just had me get used to the camera and standing there and stuff. Then he told me to start taking off my shirt. He made me, like, stop halfway and told me to think about being a little bit of a tease. A little sexier. That's when I really started having fun."
Karen didn't even notice that she had stopped eating until Ashley took another bite.
Ashley continued. "I don't think I have the biggest tits in the world, but Jeremy made me feel sexy and kept telling me how good I was doing. He even had me play with my nipples and that was great.
"So, I began to take off my jeans. He took two or three pictures while I did that. I was mad that I didn't wear a thong or something because I just had a stupid pair of white panties on."
"I bet you looked cute in them," Karen said.
"Yeah, right. I wanted them off. Quick," Ashley said. "But Jeremy had me lean against the wall and he had me turn all around. Finally, he let me take them off. But he had me lay on the floor first. It was so cool, having him above me shooting down as I lifted my legs and pulled the panties off. And he lie on the floor next to me and shot me from that angle. I loved it."
Karen felt her heart pounding faster from the girl's description. She was feeling more anxious about doing this...in a good way.
"From that point on is what you see on the CD, I think," Ashley said. "I think Jeremy was getting hard, but it was difficult to tell. I would have loved to put my hand in his crotch, but he didn't seem to want to do anything. Maybe he's gay."
The women smiled. They both knew he wasn't.
Karen looked at her friend. "Did you want to?"
"Oh, I was horny. The whole thing made me horny. I would have fucked anybody at that point."
Karen knew Ashley was joking. For as cute as she was, Ashley was pretty particular in who she was with. Karen knew now, more than ever, that whoever was with her was a lucky guy.
"So. Are you going to do it?" Ashley asked.
"I'll think about it."
Karen did think about it. A lot. She considered the many viewpoints affecting her decision: her own values; morality; decency; and, ethics. She came to the conclusion that the first thing she had to do was determine what the pictures would be used for. In order to reduce the number of problems she had with the whole thing, she ruled out having the pictures sold or used commercially in any way.
That left her with having pictures taken for the fun of it...for her, or Ashley's, eyes only. She was cool with that.
A week later, while watching TV together, Karen asked Ashley if she would call Jeremy and arrange for a meeting. Karen didn't guarantee she'd pose. She just wanted to talk to Jeremy and discuss terms, she said. Ashley wasn't sure what there was to discuss, but agreed to call him.
During the phone call the next day, Ashley made sure Jeremy knew how hesitant Karen seemed to be. He assured her that he wouldn't put any pressure on Karen. He also told Ashley he thought Karen would be a wonderful subject nude.
Karen didn't believe a word of it when Ashley passed the comment on, but an evening meeting was arranged for the following week and Ashley arranged to go with her friend.
Karen wore a sheer blouse...with no bra, of course...and designer jeans for the meeting, just in case they decided to take pictures that evening. Both women probably knew that was going to happen. Ashley, more than Karen, hoped it would happen. She was certain her friend would enjoy the experience. And, besides, Ashley would be able to go back for a second round of shots when Karen was done with hers.
Jeremy's "studio" was the second floor of his old Victorian home. Several walls were removed to make three fairly spacious rooms. Doorways were extra wide and tall to allow for the easy movement of furniture props and lights. For his semi-professional status, it worked fine.
The man himself was not tall...maybe 5'7"...and about 180 pounds. His long hair was often pulled into a pigtail in the back, as it was when Karen and Ashley visited him. He wore jeans and a sweatshirt despite what often became warm working environments when the lights were on. Perhaps, Ashley thought during her shoot, that explained the darkened setting she was put in.
They sat downstairs for a while with Jeremy and Karen drinking wine and Ashley working on a beer. They talked extensively about Ashley's pictures and what her next series might be about.
"Well, before we do that," Ashley informed Jeremy, "we need to get Karen to pose. I told her I wouldn't do any more until she did at least one set."
Karen just shrugged when the others looked at her.
"I've always thought you'd be fun to photograph," Jeremy said to Karen. "You have great contrast between your hair and eyes. I'd put lots of light on you to bring that out."
"Great. That means all my other flaws are accentuated," Karen moaned.
"I doubt if you have any, Karen," the man said. "You two are the best subjects I've ever had in here."
Karen had reservations about that when she looked around the room and gazed at the pictures of beautiful women hanging on the walls. On a table in front of the couch were a handful of calendars. Karen leaned forward and grabbed a few. The covers were similar-women in various stages of undress or naked and covered with a sheet or towel. Inside, the women wore less each month until they posed naked for six to eight months of the year.
It was very tastefully done, Karen thought. The women were mostly thin, like Ashley. That didn't thrill Karen, who couldn't convince herself she had a nice body, too. Then she lifted a calendar that made her sit motionless, staring at the cover.
Two young women stood side-by-side almost facing each other, their shoulders touching. They held hands. One woman tilted her head so it nearly touched the other woman's shoulder. They were shown from the waist up and both were naked. The right breast of one woman lightly touched the left breast of the other.
Karen couldn't take her eyes off the incredibly stunning, dreamlike picture. Jeremy had "fuzzed" the picture so it looked like the women were in a cloud.
"That one was fun," Jeremy said.
The voice startled Karen back into reality. "I bet. It's beautiful."
She opened the calendar. Each month the women seemed to get more intimate. They stood, then knelt and finally laid together on the floor, their arms and legs intertwined in an adoring kiss. Karen was oblivious to the world around her as she imagined the air of desire that must have filled the room when the pictures were taken.
"Did they make love?" Karen asked, looking up at Jeremy
"They asked me to leave the room."
"That's a yes," Karen said with a smile.
Jeremy smiled back. "It sounded like it."
Ashley gave the silly laugh Karen was so accustomed to. She thought it was cute.
"You take great pictures," Karen said.
"Thank you," Jeremy said sincerely. "I'd like to take some of you."
The woman paused, feeling the force of Ashley's eyes upon her.
"On a CD only," Karen finally replied.
"Yes! I knew you would," Ashley cried, jumping from her seat and hugging Karen. "You'll love it."
When Karen separated herself from her roommate, she asked Jeremy what he had in mind for the pictures.
"Your skin isn't quite as dark as Ashley's, so I think a lighter room...a lighter background...would be better. I have a bed that I can put a light blanket on, or maybe a pink and white one I have. If you want to stay dressed, that's fine with me. But I honestly think you have the body to do nudes."
Karen found that to be extremely flattering. Just hearing someone like Jeremy say it made her feel good. But, surprisingly, Karen found herself wondering if Ashley would find her as attractive as she had found Ashley.
It didn't matter. She was going to do it, she told herself.
"I'm not going to do this and not be at least partially undressed," Karen said. "But I'll never be on your wall or in your calendars."
"Oh, Karen. Don't be so sure," Ashley said. "Be positive. Relax. This will be fun."
"You have to stay and be my coach," Karen told Ashley. "Not that Jeremy won't help me a lot..."
"Yes," Jeremy interrupted. "I think Ashley should be here if you don't mind doing it in front of her."
"I don't mind," Karen assured him. "I want her to stay."
"Good. Tonight?"
"Sure."
Jeremy told the girls he'd get one of the rooms ready upstairs. They were to help themselves to drinks, which they did with anticipation of what was to come.
"Just do what he says," Ashley suggested. "He's really good."
Karen didn't need to be told that after viewing Ashley's photos and the calendars. She couldn't get the splendor of the two women in the calendar off her mind. Their perfect bodies in perfect union with each other was spellbinding.
About fifteen minutes later, Jeremy called for the girls to join him upstairs. Karen nervously led the way. Once at the top of the steps, Jeremy directed the girls into the room farthest on their right.
As he had suggested, it was a bright area with light colored walls and skylights that bathed the room in sunlight. Additional artificial lighting would even out the brightness and eliminate shadows.
The girls looked quickly at the odd combination of couches and chairs and pillows...and one large bed with the pink color scheme Jeremy had mentioned before. Ashley, especially, was taken by the stark contrast between this setting and the one she had been in. But she loved pink and was captivated by the bed, hoping that one day she would be able to pose in it.
"OK, Karen. I'll let you decide where you want to begin," Jeremy said, camera in hand.
"Well, I kind of like these big pillows," she said, stepping towards a pile of overstuffed cushions on the floor. "Let's start here."
"Perfect." Jeremy said. He moved his lights to that side of the room while Ashley sat on the couch and watched. A minute later everything was set.
"OK. Let me see if this light will work," Jeremy said. He peered through the camera at Karen and took one picture, spending the next few seconds staring intently at the image on the LCD of his digital camera. "Good. Now just get comfortable."
Karen sat on the floor, adjusting the pillows so they encircled her on three sides. She took some sense of security out of the wall of cushions surrounding her, as if she could hide in them temporarily. She stretched her legs out a bit and leaned on one pillow with her head in her hand.
Jeremy began shooting.
Karen's light blue blouse clashed somewhat with one of the pillows and Jeremy asked her to toss the pillow aside. She adjusted the remaining cushions and resumed posing. At this point the photographer was concentrating on the striking light blonde steaks in Karen's hair. She wore it short and straight, curled closely around her face. The light streaks were in the front, very visible no matter how she sat.
Those streaks, combined with her wide eyes and infectious smile, were the highlights of Jeremy's first set of pictures. But there was more to this young woman than her face and Jeremy was anxious to see if Karen would consent to more revealing poses.
"Do you want to take a break, or keep going?" he asked.
"Keep going. I'm fine," she replied.
"Can we try some more informal stuff?" Jeremy inquired politely.
"Sure. Like what?"
"Will you unbutton your blouse one more button? Just look a little more relaxed."
Karen smiled and opened not one but two buttons. She glanced over at Ashley and got a smile of approval in return.
Now Jeremy had something to work with. Karen's cleavage was easily viewed from several angles as he circled her, taking pictures the entire time. As she turned her body to continue facing him, her breasts stretched the blouse's material to the limit. In some instances, only her nipples kept the shirt from falling open.
"Lean back," Jeremy said between shots.
Karen slid her body away from the pillows and lay on her back, her head resting on the edge of one of the cushions. After a few seconds she put her hands behind her head.
"Perfect," Jeremy encouraged her.
Karen's shirt was stretched apart at the top, exposing nearly half of the woman's bare breasts. Jeremy stood behind her, shooting down the length of her body. Karen arched her back and looked back at him. She felt the shirt pressed tight against her skin. Her nipples hardened.
Without being told, Karen unbuttoned her blouse all the way, pulling it out of her jeans at the end. She told herself if she could manage to have Jeremy take just one picture of her uncovered breasts she would get the courage to do more. She wasn't sure yet how she wanted to do that.
Jeremy took care of that for her.
"Roll on your side," he told her.
She did, not knowing what to do with her hands until deciding to put one on her hip and the other by the side she rested on. To her it seemed both of her breasts were hanging free of her shirt. Jeremy, from above, had access to one of them with the other tauntingly close to view.
"Pull the right side of your shirt open," Jeremy said, referring to that part of her blouse farthest from the floor.
Karen moved her hand from her hip and delicately lifted the right half of her opened shirt. This was going to be it. She'd either end up topless or on her way home.
She watched Jeremy kneel in front of her, reorganizing the pillows. By the time he was set, Karen had the shirt so positioned that it covered neither of her breasts. The right side was pulled back along her side and the left flopped onto the floor. She smiled as Jeremy focused his camera on the top half of her body.



"On your back," he said casually.
Karen rolled. When one side of her shirt rolled with her, she pushed it aside and made both breasts plainly visible. Jeremy and Ashley admired the large mounds and the cherry colored nipples extending from them. Then Jeremy resumed shooting.
Karen ended up on both sides, her back and stomach with the shirt open. Jeremy had her lay, kneel and, finally, stand for him.
"Are you ready to take it off?" he asked her, looking at her blouse.
"Sure." She tried to sound confident, but the butterflies were definitely flying in her stomach. It helped a little when Jeremy decided to shoot her taking the blouse off, rather than simply staring. Ashley, on the other hand, simply stared...with pleasure.
Karen slid the shirt off and threw it aside. She felt extremely vulnerable, but proud of her ability to do this in front of her friends. Once again, she had the awkward feeling of having no clue what to do with her hands and arms.
"Cross your arms in front of your chest," Jeremy said. "Wait. No. Just one arm across your breasts. Maybe cover one with your hand."
Karen not only knew exactly what he wanted, but had the urge to do it. She felt better with her arm in the position he recommended, despite the fact it hid not quite half of her breasts. Slowly, she gained self-assurance and moved her arm and hand so that more and more of her chest was exposed. At one point she had both hands crossed in front of her, each holding a breast. But eventually they hung at her side again and she moved in any manner Jeremy asked her to.
Just as she began to feel comfortable with that, it hit her that her jeans were probably next. That would take her to a new level. One she wasn't sure she was ready for yet. But, again, Jeremy knew the way to get it done.
"Let's take a break. You can put your shirt on if you want," Jeremy said.
"No. That's OK," Karen said. "If I put it on now I might not take it off again."
Jeremy smiled as he went to get them drinks. Karen joined her roommate on the couch.
"You're doing great," Ashley said. "I knew you would once you got started."
"Thanks. He's good. I feel pretty comfortable."
"Doesn't it turn you on?" Ashley asked.
Karen smiled. "Well, I've been a little nervous, but...yeah. It does. I know it's only you and Jeremy, but I feel like I'm naked to the world."
Karen instinctively put her arm across her chest the way she did when posing. Then she became self-conscious of the move and relaxed a little before Jeremy came back with their drinks. A few minutes later they were ready to get back to it.
"OK," Jeremy said as he and Karen stood up. "Ready to see what we can do with those jeans?"
"Such as...?"
"Just open them for now and then we'll let them slip a little lower on your hips," he said. "You have a wonderful waist."
Karen didn't need compliments. She needed courage. This was going to be tricky. She unbuttoned the jeans and lowered the zipper. Now she began to feel the craving between her legs Ashley asked about before. Now the photographs were a little less art and a little more sensually charged. She found the adrenaline rush to be headier than the drinks.
With the jeans unzipped and the top of her red panties visible, Karen began posing. Even though they were quite tight on her, the pants began slipping down her hips on their own as she moved in accordance with Jeremy's instructions. It became inevitable what would happen next.
Jeremy helped her along. "Use your hands, Karen. Touch your body."
Karen placed one hand inside her jeans on top of her panties. She wanted to take the pants off but not before putting on a small show for the camera...and for Ashley. As Jeremy continued to shoot, Karen placed the hand inside her jeans on her pussy and her other hand on a breast. Any inhibitions the woman still had quickly disappeared.
When she felt the wetness between her legs, Karen decided it was time to get serious. She put her hands on the top of her jeans and pushed them down. Jeremy circled her as the drooping jeans revealed half, then all, of Karen's panties. Then she sat down.
"Good. Good. Take them off," Jeremy said.
Ashley was absorbed by the scene and felt her own desires grow as Karen uncovered her long legs. Jeremy knelt next to Karen when the pants were down to her ankles and the woman had to extend her legs upward to lift the jeans off. He felt his cock twitch at his first look of the nearly naked woman. Her body was perfectly shaped and he didn't know which angle was best...they were all wonderful.
Karen settled among the cushions in just her little red panties. She alternated between teasing the camera by hiding behind her legs and divulging her entire figure to the increasingly lustful photographer. When she rolled onto her stomach and let him take pictures of her scantily clad ass, Jeremy was sure his budding erection was becoming obvious to the girls.
But he couldn't refute the splendor of Karen's body. If she did not allow him to photograph her naked he would consider this a failed session. But Karen had gone farther than she thought possible and removing her last piece of clothing was just a formality.
She rotated onto her back with her legs stretched straight out. She slid her fingers under the waistband of her panties, Jeremy capturing the outline of her hand under the thin material. Then she did it-she began to push the panties down her legs.
Ashley's heart pounded at the sight of her roommate stripping off the last of her clothing in front of herself and Jeremy. At first Karen tried to hide her neatly shaven pussy from the camera. The panties were halfway to her knees and she still held her legs tightly together or turned to the side. Her firm, round ass was partially visible when she turned. And it was obvious the woman's waist and hips and thighs were as well formed as a woman's could be.
Karen had the panties down to her ankles and still neither Ashley nor Jeremy had a clear look between her legs. Karen wasn't going to give in easily.
She finally pulled the panties off and tossed them aside, turning onto her stomach almost instantly.
"Wow." Jeremy's exclamation made Ashley giggle. But Karen's naked ass would have brought that response from any man. The marvelous shape of the curves from the back of her thighs to her ass to her lower back couldn't have been duplicated by the best sculptor. Jeremy's palms were sweaty from the realization of what he had in front of him. He had to concentrate. All the while, wanting to stop and fuck this gorgeous woman.
"Just be natural," Jeremy instructed her. He actually didn't have anything important to say, he just wanted to say something to make it seem like he wasn't spending his entire time admiring her body. Which he was.
Karen moved in and out of the pillows gracefully, still doing her best to give every pose except one that might be considered blatantly sexual.
"How about up on the bed?" Ashley suggested.
Both Karen and Jeremy looked over at her, then at the bed.
"Sure," Karen said cheerfully. She got up and walked towards the bed under the attentive eyes of her friends. She moved just as elegantly on her feet as she did sprawled out on the floor.
She slid onto the bed and arranged the pink sheets and pillows, asking Ashley to throw her a dark blue cushion that was on the couch. Between Karen and Jeremy they got the setting looking just right.
Then Karen moved herself into a comfortable position. Immediately, Jeremy knew he had the exact picture he wanted.
"There. Stop. Just like that," he cried out. "Lean on your right arm."
The resulting image was one he'd never forget. In his ten years of taking photographs he had never had what he considered the perfect pose with the perfect model. This was it.
Karen's right hand was on the bed. She rested on her right hip, her legs folded in front of her. Her left elbow rested on her left hip and the forearm crossed in front of her. Because of her legs and arm, Jeremy could not see Karen's pussy. But the stunning curves of her body and the teasing nature of the pose convinced him this was best.
Karen's breasts hung at a slight angle toward her right side. The light shined brightly off her fair skin and Jeremy wanted badly to stop the session and wrap his mouth around the perfectly formed breasts. Shadows made them appear a little bigger than they actually were.
And then there was Karen's face. She realized the excitement Jeremy was feeling about the pose and her smile showed it. It was the peaceful, wide smile of somebody who was relaxed and in total control of her happiness. There was nothing forced about it.
Her hair was perfect; her smile was perfect; her body was perfect. Karen was glad she was there.
Ashley was very proud of her roommate and, like Jeremy, was getting more and more turned on by the photo shoot. Quietly, and without anyone noticing at first, Ashley began to undress. She had her shirt off and was unzipping her jeans when Karen noticed.
Jeremy had his back to Ashley and was too busy with Karen to pick up on the fact his other guest was nearly as naked as the one he was photographing. But Karen saw her. And Karen liked what she saw.
When Ashley was down to just her panties, she approached the bed. Jeremy finally realized what was happening and stood at Ashley's side, a little stunned.
"Should we ask Karen if she would mind posing with me?" Ashley asked Jeremy.
"Uh, sure. I think we should," he said
They looked at the woman on the pink bed, her body curled up in a comfortable position.
"I think that would be cool," Karen said. "But I'm not going to be the only naked one."
Ashley didn't need to be told anything else. She slipped out of her panties.
Karen thought of Ashley's pictures on the CD. In the brighter lights of this room, the young woman looked even sexier, if that was possible. And knowing that Ashley was about to be on the bed next to her was almost more than Karen could take. She was trying to figure out how she would keep herself from revealing her real affection for Ashley when the naked girl was, in deed, on the bed next to her.
"Well. This is interesting. I'd like to think I can't possibly screw this one up," Jeremy said.
The women laughed and moved closer together until their bodies touched. Karen felt a surge of lust flow through her. This wasn't going to be easy.
Jeremy had them sit side-by-side while he took a few pictures. The women smiled and Ashley put her head on Karen's shoulder for one shot. Then Karen moved behind her roommate and got on her knees, placing her hands on Ashley's shoulders. Jeremy had Karen move her hands down Ashley's arms. He didn't have to tell her what to do next.
Karen couldn't resist any longer. She wrapped her arms around Ashley and put her hands on the upper halves of the young woman's breasts. As Jeremy continued shooting and Ashley grew more excited, the hands moved over her nipples and eventually cupped each breast.
Ashley could hear Karen's deep breathing as she began kissing Ashley's neck and shoulders. Karen's hands massaged the breasts they held; sometimes just letting them rest in her palms. As the nipples grew, Karen paid more attention to them with her fingers.
Karen pressed her chest against Ashley's back, letting her roommate feel the soft flesh as it compressed.
Ashley got on her knees, tilting her head back to acknowledge Karen's kisses. Karen kissed the girl on the side of her face. Their lips never met...yet.
Just as smoothly as Karen had placed her hands on Ashley's breasts, one of the hands moved down over Ashley's stomach and between her legs. Jeremy felt his cock stiffen and fought the urge to move it inside his pants. He'd keep shooting for now.
Karen found Ashley's clit and lightly ran her fingers over it.
"Ohhh, God. I thought we were just posing together," Ashley said softly.
"We are," Karen whispered in her ear. Then she kissed it.
Karen's hand slid lower, onto the already moist pussy of her friend. She wanted to insert a finger or two inside Ashley, but moved up to her clit instead. Ashley pushed her ass back against Karen at the touch of her fingers. Karen rubbed harder and Ashley tried harder to escape. Karen wouldn't allow it.
Jeremy tried every angle to capture the essence of the first touches between the women. Nothing he did caught their exhilaration.
Ashley could feel herself edging toward an orgasm much too quickly. Karen wanted to put Ashley's breasts between her lips.
"Karen. Please. No," Ashley managed to say between breaths.
"Yes, Ashley. Just relax."
Karen placed her hand over Ashley's pussy and pushed a single finger insider her. The younger girl nearly screamed with desire. All she could think of was what she was used to-a large, thick cock fucking her. She wanted to be fucked.
Karen couldn't do that, but she was intent on doing the next best thing. Overcome with a yearning for her friend, she pushed against Ashley from the side and forced her onto the bed. Karen's finger never left the inside of Ashley's pussy. But now they laid on the bed, Karen on top of the woman of her dreams.
Instantly, Karen's mouth surrounded one of Ashley's breasts. The young girl closed her eyes and enjoyed the overwhelming feelings she had at both ends of her body. Each time Karen's tongue crossed her nipple, Ashley felt a jolt in her cunt. The finger sliding in and out of her felt as good as any cock she ever had.
Jeremy stopped to watch the couple. He took this opportunity to finally adjust his hard cock, wishing it was freed from the constraints of his jeans. Karen and Ashley were having too much fun to worry about more pictures now.
But his mind changed a few seconds later when Ashley's little shrieks indicated she was on the verge of an orgasm. Jeremy grabbed his camera, hoping to capture it the best he could.
Karen rapidly put her finger deeper into Ashley's cunt, then switched to rubbing the girl's clit just as vigorously. She licked one breast, then the other, sucking on them until the nipples wanted to burst.
Ashley's butt rose from the bed and she cried out. She put her hand on the back of Karen's head and forced Karen onto one of her breasts as her orgasm began. Karen fucked her the best she could with her finger, her own cunt desperately wanting attention.
Ashley tilted her head back against the cushions, pounding the bed with her free hand. Karen rubbed her clit in time with the licks she gave each nipple. And Ashley continued to cum.
"Stop. Stop," Ashley cried, trying to turn onto her side away from Karen.
Karen moved her hand away from Ashley's pussy, crawled up her body and kissed her roommate. It was a kiss that had been building for a long time and wouldn't end quickly. Jeremy moved swiftly. Karen and Ashley weren't posing. They were caught up in a sensuous, passionate embrace. Karen rolled on top of Ashley and their bodies became one.
They both moaned from the excitement and contentment. It seemed natural and right. Jeremy could never capture that.
He had given up. He was standing by the end of the bed just taking in the two women enjoying each other. It was obvious now, if anybody looked at him, that his erection was complete.
Karen was the first to look.
"Hmm. I think Jeremy should be allowed to join us. What do you think Ashley?"
She didn't hesitate. "Definitely. And quickly."
"C'mon. Get naked," Karen urged him.
A minute later, he was. The girls watched intently as he pulled down his boxers and revealed the cock they saw outlined in his pants. They continued to watch as he climbed into the bed.
The girls separated and let the man squeeze between them. It didn't take long for both of them to have their fingers on his erection, followed closely by their mouths. Each one took a turn licking the length of Jeremy's shaft, flicking at the tip of his cock with their tongues.
Soon, they combined to assault the cock with lips and tongues and fingers. No intercourse he'd ever had compared with the feel of two women's mouths. His cock throbbed. As much as he wanted to fuck one, or both, of these women, he wasn't about to have them quit what they were doing.
He only gave them a few seconds warning that he was cumming. Neither woman backed away. His cum shot onto their faces, their lips, their tongues. The more he came the more they tried to make him cum.
When it was over, they laughed and used the sheets to clean themselves. Jeremy collapsed, totally spent from a series of orgasms he was sure he'd never have again. But, then, there would be other sessions with his two new favorite subjects.
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I lifted my shirt over my head and watched Phil's eyes lock onto my breasts. He was handsome in bed in just his boxers. I guessed he was somewhere around forty, worked out but not with weights and was nervous around a girl half his age. He was stiff the whole time I undressed him. Stiff as in tense. I was still working on making him stiff as in rigid.
I saw the telltale bulge in his shorts and smiled. I put my hands on my breasts and massaged them, lightly tugging on the nipples and rolling them between my fingers. I slid my hands down my body and into the top of my jeans. I watched the expression on his face get more serious the lower my hands got.
He finally adjusted his cock when my right hand reached my clit, the outline of my fingers clearly visible under the tight jeans. I played with myself for just a second before unsnapping the pants and pulling down the zipper. The top of my thong was barely visible at the bottom of the zipper. I let the jeans hang open while I peered once more at the swelling under his boxers.
He could have a daughter my age. I wondered if he did, and if he ever thought about fucking her. Was he imagining that I was his daughter right now? That would be cool.
I started to take off my jeans. I did it as slowly as I could and still make it seem natural. I turned a little so he could see my ass as it was uncovered. I loved this part. I loved to tease.
I let the jeans fall to my ankles, then reached down to take them off. His eyes darted from my breasts to my ass to my legs, finally settling on my thong. I adjusted it, making sure it was tight against the outline of my pussy.
And to think I got paid for this. When I got hired at the restaurant, I never imagined that part of my job would be to entertain the regional manager while he was in town. My manager at the restaurant was very tactful in how he brought it up with me and we negotiated a suitable fee fairly quickly. It worked well for everybody involved.
We could only hope that Phil liked twenty year old brunettes with average tits, but an above average ass and sex drive. So far it appeared he did.
I kept my thong on for now. I wanted this to go slowly. And we had a lot to do before I would allow him to cum. Like getting his wrists into the cuffs attached to the headboard.
I walked to the edge of the bed and reached for the cuff closest to me. I pulled Phil's right hand up to it and carefully clamped the cuff around his write. He was absorbed in everything I did--every move I made. For his other wrist I leaned over his body, making sure my breasts brushed against him. I fastened the cuff around the wrist and pulled away from him, taunting him with my tits.
I felt I controlled everything that happened after that. I'd do what he wanted, but when I wanted to and how I wanted to. In fact, I wasn't sure if I'd ask him or not. Maybe I'd just do it. This was fun.
It was time to get serious. I wanted to see what was inside his boxers and I'm sure he wanted me to attend to it. I moved down and ran my hand from his balls to the top of his cock. Even through the material I could feel how big and hard he was.
I slipped my fingers inside the boxers and touched the tip of his cock. It twitched at my touch and I shifted my hand until my palm was over his shaft. I gripped him and felt the warmth. The cock throbbed and grew in my hand.
I pulled down his shorts until I could see half of his cock. The pink tip was begging to be licked, so I gently placed my lips on it, then my tongue. Again the cock jerked upward.
When I pushed his boxers down his legs to fully expose his balls and cock, I began to get truly excited. He was very large and thick and hard. It was going to be difficult to wait.
I walked towards the end of the bed so I could take off his boxers. Now he was completely naked, cuffed to the headboard and under my control. Not bad for a restaurant hostess.
Phil was looking at my thong again. If he wanted to see my pussy that desperately, that was going to be the last thing I gave him. In the meantime, I moved up and licked him from the base of his cock to the tip. Then I opened my lips and took him in my mouth, slowly sliding down until I almost had it all. I felt the cock hit the back of my throat and I gradually pulled my head back until it fell out of my mouth.
At this point I was pretty sure Phil was as hard as he was going to get. So I climbed onto the bed and straddled his waist with my knees. I pulled my hair back so it didn't cover my breasts and sat back until I felt his cock just touch my ass.
I stood on the bed—still straddling his body—and finally began to take off my thong. I couldn't get it all the way down because my legs were spread. So I let Phil enjoy the view for a second, then took the thong off one leg, followed by the other. I tossed the thong onto the floor and stood over him with my hand on my pussy. I could feel the wetness and knew I would need his cock soon.
When I came back down to my knees, I made sure my bare pussy was just inches from his face. I wouldn't let him lick me. I just wanted him to see it, close up, and know what his cock would be enjoying soon.
I slid down his body until my breasts were over his cock. I rubbed them across it before moving up and down with the shaft between my tits. Then I inched forward until my pussy was touching him. I leaned forward and let my breasts hang near his face. I felt his cock rub against my clit and along my wet cunt. It felt so good and his expression seemed to indicate he agreed.
It was time to fuck.
"Do you want to cum now, Phil?" I asked him, my pussy firmly planted on his cock.
"Yes, Traci. Please let me cum."
"Do you want me to put your cock inside my cunt so you can cum?" I inquired.
"Yes. Please."
Did I mention how much fun this was? This man could be an executive in the corporate office some day soon and WHEN he got to cum was up to me. In fact, IF he got to cum was up to me.
"Tell me what you want, Phil."
"Traci, I want you to put my cock in your cunt so I can cum. I want you to fuck me. Now."
"Please," I reminded him.
"Please."
I smiled. "Well, OK."
I reached down and lifted his cock, still amazed at its size for a man his age. I was impressed, and horny. I positioned my cunt above his cock and lowered my body so we just barely touched. A second later I could let go of the cock while the head rested just inside my cunt.
We looked at each other. Then Phil's eyes returned to my pussy. He watched his cock disappear before closing his eyes and enjoying the feel of my tight cunt taking him in. I slid down the shaft until resting on his body.
Even I moaned at the length and thickness of the cock and how it made me feel. Was I going to be able to hold back an orgasm long enough to please him? Hell. I might have to cum twice, I decided.
We began to fuck. Phil could do no more than thrust his hips upwards, which he did with some intensity. For my part, I squeezed his cock with my cunt and gladly accepted his thrusts. His eyes focused on my bouncing tits until I started playing with my clit. That seemed to interest him, too.
I toyed with him occasionally, adjusting the speed of my movements from time to time. I would lean towards him, then sit straight up. I could feel different parts of his cock strike the sides of my pussy and knew the changes in sensations had to be good for him.
Phil tugged at the cuffs, eager to hold me by the ass or tits. Not this trip. Maybe next time.
A few minutes later, as my orgasm approached, I heard Phil cry out, "Yes. Traci. I'm cumming."
One more huge push upwards and cum spurted out of his cock. It came with such force that I felt it hit the inside of my cunt.
"Oh, yes. Come on. That's it," I urged him.
He came again. It seemed that every other thrust of his cock resulted in a huge pool of cum being deposited inside me. I felt it dripping out and spreading over my pussy as he continued to fuck me.
He was still very hard. It felt tremendous. My hand rubbed my clit furiously until I finally started to cum. I nearly screamed with pleasure as my entire body shook. I felt more cum flow from his cock as my orgasm peaked.
My fingers stroked my clit as fast as they could, pressing harder all the time. It seemed the more I came the longer Phil stayed hard. But eventually he began to soften and my orgasm subsided.
It was certainly one of the best orgasms I'd ever had, but my job was to satisfy Phil. Time would tell if I succeeded or not.
I collapsed onto his body, letting him lick and suck my breasts. When I released him from the cuffs, he used his hands to push my tits up and continue to enjoy them with his mouth. Afterwards, he held me by my ass while we kissed and rolled on the bed.
We would shower after that and he fucked me once more, this time from behind in the shower. I came twice. I hoped he didn't mind.
The next day at work I saw Phil meeting with my manager, who called me into his office at the end of my shift.
"Did you enjoy it?" Tony asked me without having to explain what he meant.
I wasn't sure how I was supposed to answer. But being a generally honest person I said, "Yeah. Actually. I did. But did he?"
The manager laughed. "Oh, yeah. He enjoyed it. He thanks you and I thank you."
"The inspection went OK then?" I asked.
"Very well. I hope you'll be available for the next one."
"I should be," I said. "He seemed nice."
Tony smiled. "Traci, I really do appreciate this. If you ever want to back out, just let me know."
"I will. But I'm fine for now."
Fine was hardly the word to explain how good I felt after being with Phil. It was exciting and fulfilling and really fun.
It didn't take long for my next assignment. About a week later, Tony called me in again and sat me down.
"Traci. I have guests coming in this week and I need your help. But this one's a little different," he said.
"Different?"
"Yeah." Tony stared down at papers on his desk and then back up to me. "If you don't want to…"
"What is it?" I asked.
"Well, a VP is coming in…"
"Wow. A VP. That's cool," I interrupted.
"Yes. And he's bringing somebody with him."
My heart raced. I had often dreamed of two guys at once.
Tony looked at me. "He's bringing his daughter. She's nineteen."
My mouth must have dropped open because Tony quickly went on. "He asked if I would ask you if you'd join them…like you did Phil."
"Uh…together? Like at the same time?" I began. "Wait. No. He means separate."
Tony looked down at his desk again. "No. Together."
I stared at him blankly. "Jesus Christ."
"He wants to watch…then, uh, have you," Tony stammered.
"He wants to watch me and the daughter, then fuck me?"
"Yeah. Something like that," Tony said.
I looked at him but wasn't really looking at him. I was picturing the scene. Or trying to. It was a little too weird to put into focus. I just saw bodies everywhere.
"Can I think about it?" I asked.
"Sure. Can you decide by tomorrow?"
"Yeah. I guess."
I drove home petty much on instinct, since I could only concentrate on the request Tony had made. A nineteen year old girl…with her father watching. And then fucking him, I assumed, with the daughter watching. I got out of the car a little wet. That told me something.
Lying in bed I took the scene a little farther and got a little wetter…to the point where I masturbated at the thought of doing the girl. My problem was: how do you do a nineteen year old girl? I'd never been with another female before. And with a guy watching. No, not just a guy. Her father. God.
And what if they were not attractive. I needed to ask Tony if he knew these people. I didn't sleep much that night.
"Hey, Tony," I yelled across the kitchen at work the next day.
The manager approached me and I pulled him into a corner. "Have you met this guy…the VP…or his daughter?"
"Actually. I've met him at one of the conventions," Tony said.
"What's he like? I mean, what's he look like?"
Tony smiled, knowing his answer was going to help influence my decision. "I think you'd find him attractive. He's maybe 43 or 44. Kind of tall. Looked like he was in good shape to me."
I thought about it. "You haven't seen the daughter?"
"No. Afraid not. But you know what?" he said anxiously. "This guy's wife was at the convention and she was pretty sharp. I mean I thought she was cute. Blonde."
Maybe I'd rather do the wife. "OK. I think I'll do it. But it will cost you double."
"God, Traci," Tony mumbled. "You're really something. I don't think that was our agreement, but I'll do it only because he's a VP and this is important."
"Our agreement never said anything about voyeuristic incestuous lesbianism."
"Huh?"
Oh, forget it," I said, turning and walking away. "I'll do it."
Frank Conway was good-looking. He looked like what I thought a fast food VP should look like. Professional. A little dorky. But he was also a little sexy in his golf shirt and dark hair and nervous smile.
And across the table from me was one of the most beautiful young women I'd ever seen. Debra was blonde like Mom, with blue eyes and a perfect face. Her petite dress highlighted every curve of her flawless body. If she wore it to make it easier for me, it worked.
We had met for dinner before going to their hotel suite and my nerves were more than a little taut. I, too, wore a dress. But it didn't match Debra's in style or sensuality. By the time we were done eating I was ready for what I expected to be a wild night. I only hoped I wouldn't blow it.
When we arrived at the room, Frank immediately poured us all drinks. We sat in the living area and talked.
"I hope you can stay with us for a while tonight, Traci," Frank said.
"Yes. As long as you want," I said.
"Good. I think Debra finds you very attractive, just as I do," he said. "Don't you, honey?"
"Yes, Dad," Debra said softly. "Very attractive. I bet you'd enjoy watching us, wouldn't you?"
I wasn't sure going into the evening how much they knew I knew, so I decided to just play along with the conversation. I didn't appear shocked at her statement.
"I would. Traci, would you like to have Debra show you how a woman makes love to a woman?"
I was tempted to ask him why he thought I needed to be shown. But I didn't ask him that. I asked, "Would you like to watch?"
The smile on Frank's face indicated we were all on the same page now. "I would like that very much."
We each had another drink. I'm not sure Debra took her eyes off me the entire time. I could feel my pussy starting to contract with excitement and I believed this would be easier than I thought. When I thought the time was right I placed my glass on a table and stood in front of the couch.
I didn't know whether to face Frank or Debra, so I faced neither one directly and took off my shoes. Then I unzipped the back of my dress. It would have fallen off by itself if I hadn't held it in place at my breasts. Slowly I let it fall from my shoulders and down my arms. Still covering my chest, I removed one arm at a time from the straps.
I looked at Debra and let the dress drop to my ankles. I wore the smallest pair of matching bra and panties I owned. The panties weren't exactly thongs, but they didn't cover much either. The bra was thin, revealing two erect nipples underneath.
With the dress pushed aside, I walked over to Debra who sat in a large, overstuffed chair. Her legs were crossed and I asked her if I could sit in her lap. She placed both feet on the floor and tapped the top of her legs invitingly.
I liked the feel of her bare skin on my ass, her dress having ridden up her legs until just barely covering her pussy. Looking down at her I could see most of her breasts. This was getting more enjoyable by the minute and she was still dressed. I couldn't wait.
Debra's hands were on my waist, then they moved up my sides and finally rested on the front of my bra. I leaned down and lightly kissed her lips. I felt her hands cup my breasts and she pressed them against my chest. We kissed harder, my initial insecurity giving way to the softness of the beautiful girl's mouth.
She was practically ripping at my bra so I backed away from her face and opened the hook in the back. Her eyes shot back and forth between my fingers in the back and my breasts in the front. I'd always enjoyed the instant a man first saw my naked tits, but this was a new excitement. I was even more anxious that Debra liked what she saw.
I let the bra hang on the end of my breasts before letting it fall completely off and into my hands. The air hitting my nipples caused them to grow. Debra's fingers on them soon made it even better. I laid the bra on the floor and just took in the tremendous sensation of the young woman's hands on my breasts.
It only took her a few seconds to lean forward to gently kiss, then lick, the breast closest to her. It was at this point that I happened to look over at Frank and notice that he had taken out his cock and held it firmly in his hand. I knew then that I had to satisfy Debra while giving her father a good show at the same time.
Satisfying Debra was going to be easy. She wanted my body. Determining how to make her cum was going to be more difficult.
I turned my body so that she had free access to both breasts. Her tongue was driving me crazy the way it touched my nipples. It felt so good, in fact, that I almost missed the fact her hand was between my legs, rubbing against the outside of my thong on top of my pussy.
I hated to move, but it was time to get serious. If she wanted my body that much, I had to give it to her. And, besides, I was very anxious to get her naked and see if she was as gorgeous as she appeared in that dress.
The only dilemma was that if I faced Debra to take off my thong, Frank would be looking straight at my ass. Or I could turn so they both got the silhouette view. I decided to face Debra as she was my "client" at the moment.
I bent over at the waist when the thong reached my knees. It was quite a thrill letting Debra watch my breasts hang from my chest while Frank stared—cock in hand—at my ass. Before long I was going to have to let one of them make me cum. For some reason I was leaning more towards Debra, and I never thought I'd say that.
I stood up after getting naked.
"Turn around, please," Debra asked me politely.
I faced Frank and stood with my arms at my side. His cock looked huge in his hand even from across the room. He stroked it twice, then let it rise from his pants without holding it to let me see. I wanted very much to walk over and put my lips around it.
But I turned instead and faced Debra once more.
"You're beautiful."
Her words were music to my ears. It was as if a man could have me and cum several times and I took it for granted, but to hear this stunningly attractive young woman say I was beautiful made me want to do anything for her.
So I did. Debra got off the chair and stood just inches in front of me. Then she slowly turned around so I could unzip her dress. When she didn't move, I pulled it up from the bottom and raised it over her head.
After dropping it to the floor I unhooked her bra and took it off. I wished I was in front of her, but I knew I'd get to see her breasts soon. Debra still didn't move, so I took her little panties and pulled them down her legs, kneeling down to remove them.
She had a perfect ass, with round puffy cheeks that begged to be held. I ran my fingers up the back of her legs, over her ass and around to her stomach. I heard her breathe deeply as my hands reached her breasts.
I pressed my body against hers, kissed her neck and massaged her tits. I could have spent the rest of the evening just caressing her body.
Instead, Debra took my hand and led us over to the couch. She laid down on her back and stretched her arms out to me, inviting me to cover her with my body. I didn't consider any of this my job anymore. This was becoming pure delight and something I wanted to do.



Our bodies came together on the couch. I loved the feeling of our breasts pressing against each other. I could only imagine what this must have looked like to Frank, who sat quietly with his cock still very erect and poking from his pants.
My primary concern was Debra and her mouth on mine. She was a great kisser, making me feel comfortable during these learning stages of how to please another woman. Her long blonde hair was very fine and I found myself running my fingers through it as we embraced.
The more I kissed her mouth the more I felt the urge to use my lips and tongue elsewhere on her body. Nobody needed to teach me what came next. I kissed her neck and shoulders before moving down to her breasts. They rose from her chest beautifully, perfectly shaped and topped with nipples that glowed a bright pink.
What began as light licking on my part soon turned into frantic sucking of Debra's nipples, forcing as much of her breasts into my mouth as possible. Her skin was so soft; her breasts so delicate in the way they fit into my hands. I couldn't get enough of them and her moaning seemed to indicate she couldn't get enough of my licking and sucking. I felt her raise her lower body up to mine the more I focused to her tits.
Instinct must have made me slide down her body, past her stomach and between her legs. I was at the end of the couch, but got on my knees with my feet extending over the arm of the couch and prepared to make Debra cum. She spread her legs and I put my hands under her ass, loving the feel of her supple skin resting in my palms.
I heard rustling across the room and noticed Frank lowering his pants and underwear. That's the last I would observe from him until I was done with Debra.
My first contact with a woman's pussy was better than I could have imagined. Debra was wet from my attention to her breasts and the juices made it easy for my tongue to slide between the folds of her skin. I followed the folds upward until reaching her clit, feeling her body flinch when my tongue touched it.
I licked it and placed it between my lips. I knew this is where I'd be when Debra had her orgasm. My own masturbation taught me the magic of this area. Now I'd do the same for Debra with my mouth.
After I began manipulating the clit with my tongue, I reached up with one hand and felt for Debra's nipple. Once I found one I continued licking her, rolling the nipple between my thumb and forefinger.
Her body rolled under me, at times trying to escape my touches and other times stretching to get closer to me. She called out my name several times causing me to intensify my assault. And then her body rose from the couch a few inches, indicating to me she was about to cum.
Debra clutched the back of my head with both hands and pulled me to her. I clamped my mouth around her clit and licked furiously. My hands slid under her so I could feel her wonderful ass again.
She started to cum with little cries that increased in volume and frequency the more I licked her clit. Debra bucked her hips up and down, making it difficult to keep in contact with her. But I hung on the best I could and listened to her moan with delight.
I wasn't sure when I would know she was done, but she allowed me to keep licking for what seemed a long time. She must have had more than one orgasm because I thought she was done once, then she raised her ass off the couch again and pulled me closer. I felt her clit on my tongue and the soft skin around it, knowing that each time I touched it she would want to cum again.
Debra finally indicated she was done by pulling her body away from my face, unable to accept any more of my licks and kisses. I laid my head on the inside of her thigh and looked across the room at Frank.
His huge cock was in his hand, but he was softly holding it, not trying to cum. He smiled at me and let me see his erection. I was already excited from doing Debra and the sight of the man's cock energized even more.
"Oh, my God, Traci," Debra sighed. "That was wonderful. Thank you."
"You're welcome," I said, kissing her leg. "I hope you enjoyed it."
She just murmured her approval with sounds of satisfaction. I was still staring at her father's cock.
Then I watched the man stand and take off his shirt, revealing his entire body to me. This was a man who kept himself in good shape and I became aroused at the thought that he might want to fuck me now.
"Come here, Traci," he said. It was a demand, but not a malicious one.
I rolled across Debra's legs and stood next to the couch. I couldn't take my eyes off of Frank's cock, which stood several inches out from his body, pointing up at the ceiling.
"Get on your knees and face the couch," he ordered.
I did as he said, the anticipation building inside. I looked at Debra, curled up on the couch and seemingly as eager as I was to see what would happen next.
"Put your hands on the couch," Frank said. I obeyed.
I heard him move, then I felt his hands on my ass. They moved to the inside of my thighs and gently forced my legs apart. I desperately wanted to feel his cock next—and I wasn't disappointed.
It hit my ass before finding its way to the entrance to my cunt. I was very wet and only slightly concerned about the size of the man about to fuck me. I was willing to take anything at this point just to have him inside me.
Frank took a second to run his fingers down the outside of my hips and over my ass. Then he took his cock in his hand and guided the head into my cunt. He heard my moan as he slowly inserted his shaft. It stretched me until the head was completely inside, then I just felt a constant pressure as the rest of his cock slid in. I gripped the couch with my hands, ready for the fucking I knew was coming. The fucking I wanted so bad.
The sound of Frank's skin hitting mine filled the room. I closed my eyes and concentrated on the huge cock sliding in and out of me. When I opened my eyes again Debra was moving in front of me. I moved my hands to let her sit directly in front of my breasts. Then I leaned against her shoulders as she began sucking on my tits, licking me just as I had licked her.
Her father started fucking me harder, pushing my body into Debra's waiting mouth. I was about to cum when Frank beat me to it. He clutched my waist and forced his cock into me with deep, hard thrusts. Cum began flowing and continued for the next thirty seconds as he pounded me from behind.
Frank grunted with each violent push forward, cum filling my cunt. I would have reached down to my clit to cum had Debra not been at my tits. Her continued sucking and licking was enough to start my orgasm, which Frank was good enough to wait out while his cock slowly deflated inside me.
I cried out Debra's name and she used her hands to push a breast into her mouth. Frank gripped the other and I asked him to squeeze the nipple. I thought my orgasm would never end with the father and daughter doing me the way they were.
When I was done, I kissed Debra. Then I turned and hugged her father, kissing him while fondling his cock and feeling our combined juices on it.
From that evening on I was a little disappointed when Tony would call me into his office and ask me if I'd meet one of the male executives in his room. Tony would laugh when I asked if he had a daughter. I think I'd settle for a wife, also, but I haven't tried that yet. Maybe next time.
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"Fuck." (Author's Note: Every erotic story should begin with a good fuck)
I worked my way through the kitchen, dodging cooks and waitresses. The fact that none of them responded to my exclamation proved one point to me: I walked through the kitchen crying "fuck" way too often.
I was on my way to the restaurant manager's office...and not happy about it. I knew what he probably wanted. I would be working overtime.
As one of the hostesses I didn't have the benefit, if you want to call it that, of receiving tips. Tony, the manager, had found a new way for me to increase my income— and for him to work his way up the corporate ladder.
It always upset me when he called me in, adjusting my social calendar for me, just to fit his needs. Or rather, the needs of executives visiting the restaurant from the corporate office.
OK. I always ended up enjoying the experience. But it seemed like such an inconvenience at the time. This was one of those times.
I tapped on the manager's door and entered, not even waiting for a response.
"Ah. Traci. Have a seat."
Tony was in his thirties, rather short but otherwise attractive. It was his philosophy on the use of the restaurant staff that set him apart. At least, his philosophy on the use of ME set him apart.
I sat down, watching him shuffle papers for a second before looking up.
"We have somebody coming in," he said. I always enjoyed his use of the term "we". I had as much control over this as I did over when the sun rose and set. "An auditor. I'd like him to be...uh, happy while he's here."
"When is it?" I asked.
"Next Wednesday evening." He looked at me hoping I wouldn't explode. He didn't need to know I had absolutely nothing going on that night.
"Shit," I moaned. "This will cost you."
"Hey. It's not the weekend. The usual rate applies," he countered.
"Anything I should know?"
We'd done this enough for Tony to know what I meant. I hated to be sent into a situation where the guy wanted something and I wasn't made aware of it in advance.
"Well, actually, yes," Tony replied. He fidgeted for a second, then said, "He wants a schoolgirl. He'd like you to dress up like a schoolgirl."
This was a first. Normally the guy didn't care what I wore, but was specific about what we did in the room. This guy was taking it a step further.
"A schoolgirl? You mean like a Catholic school outfit or something?" I asked.
"I guess," Tony said. "But I was thinking more along the lines of a short plaid skirt and a shirt..."
He finished the description but my mind was already lost in a myriad of images. The one I settled upon was a pleated, plaid mini skirt and a white shirt that tied in the front. No buttons. And books pressed against my chest as I walked in. I smiled.
"OK. I can do that."
The guy's name was Charles. Apparently that's what he went by. Typical auditor, I thought. Tony told me where to be and when and let me get back to work.
I was kind of excited about this one, but didn't want Tony to know. He paid handsomely for my services—I mean the restaurant did—and the more I made it seem it was a burden the better it was for me in the long run.
So I spent that evening on the Internet looking for places to buy pleated, plaid mini skirts and white shirts that tied in the front. There were plenty available, but getting them delivered in time was the problem. It ended up the restaurant paid for express shipping and I had the stuff in three days.
The day the box arrived I eagerly ripped it open as if it was Christmas all over again. On top was the skirt, a very, very small looking 11 inch long skirt. I held it up to my waist and wondered how you sat down in it without exposing everything. I guess that was the idea. And I loved the little Velcro connection on the side.
The shirt was even better. It wasn't much more than a large piece of material with short sleeves and strips in the front that tied it together. I didn't have the largest breasts in the world, but most of what I had would be visible in THIS thing.
Wednesday arrived and I slipped on a red thong before pulling up the little skirt and fastening it in place. I ran my hands down the back of the skirt, touching my skin just a few inches below the bottom of my butt. I needed the mirror to convince me nothing was showing...yet.
I pulled on the shirt and experimented with different ways to tie it. I ended up with it fairly tight against my skin, nipples clearly visible through the material on both sides. To say it showed plenty of cleavage was a gross understatement.
I fixed my long brown hair and put on sneakers before grabbing my books and heading out the door. This was going to be fun.
I drove to the motel where Charles was staying and right before getting out of the car popped a sucker in my mouth. I figured it was easier to get rid of than gum and opened up more opportunities for licking. I liked to lick...a lot.
Soon, I was knocking on his door. Charles opened it and welcomed me in.
I entered the room and laid my books on top of a dresser. Now that they were no longer held in front of me I turned to face Charles as he closed the door and walked into the room. His eyes quickly roamed over the shirt and ample cleavage it showed.
We introduced ourselves, exchanging a polite handshake.
I rolled the sucker in my mouth and walked in front of him to the side of the room containing a table and chairs. On top of the table were two ice buckets: one held a few cans of beer and the other a bottle of wine. Two motel glasses sat next to the buckets.
I peered down into the ice, making sure to bend slightly when I did. When I turned around, Charles was standing close behind me.
"Would you like something?" he asked.
"Whatever you want," I said casually.
"Do you like wine?"
I pulled out the sucker. "Oh. I sure do. That would be great."
"Have a seat," he said, motioning toward a chair.
I looked at it for a second, then moved toward the bed instead and flopped down on the edge. My skirt rose far up my legs and I smiled as Charles gazed at them. The bedside table was nearby and I leaned onto my side stretching for it to lay my sucker down. I felt my skirt rise nearly to my waist. As I moved back to my original spot I pulled on the skirt gently and sat up.
He poured us each a glass of wine and when he turned to hand me mine, I was leaning backwards on the bed with my hands behind me. It was the most casual, flirtatious position I could think of without actually laying down. I hesitated for a second before leaning up to accept the glass from him.
"Thanks," I said.
Charles sat in a chair opposite me as I began to drink my wine. We talked for a few minutes while I occasionally played with the ties in the front of my shirt, rolling the material around my finger. I looked for any sign of a reaction in Charles' crotch, but so far I saw nothing. It was either going to be a long night or there wasn't much there to look for. Neither scenario excited me.
It wasn't difficult trying to hold a conversation pretending I was in my mid-teens. Most of my friends accused me of doing that all the time anyway. So I concentrated a little more on giving Charles as much skin as possible from different angles by repositioning myself on the edge of the bed whenever possible.
When my first glass of wine was nearly empty, I stood up and moved to the table holding the ice buckets. Charles offered to refill my glass for me, but I told him I'd get it. I thought it would be better for him to be seated for what I had planned next.
After filling my glass and returning the wine bottle to it's bucket, I moved back toward the bed, purposely walking closer to Charles. My foot tapped his and I stumbled forward. Wine spilled out of my glass and floated down to Charles' lap in a steady swirl. I didn't want to drown him, just cause enough of a mess to get to step two of the plan.
I cried out as I stumbled and regained my balance, lifting my glass until it was upright and straight once again. When I finally had a chance to look at Charles' crotch I saw a giant wet patch covering both legs. Perfect.
"Oh, Mr. Patterson. I'm SO sorry. I'm such a klutz," I said, hurrying to set my glass down on a nearby dresser.
"No. It's OK, Traci. Don't worry about it," Charles said, beginning to stand.
"Wait. Let me get a towel." I ran into the bathroom and grabbed a hand towel, returning to the spot of the accident just as quickly. Luckily, Charles was still standing.
Without hesitating I reached out with the towel and began wiping the wet spot on one of Charles' legs. I kneeled down in front of him and moved the towel over his crotch. I lightly dragged the towel from one side to the other, feeling his cock shift at the same time. I dried each pant leg before returning to his crotch. I pressed a little harder.
"I bet that's uncomfortable," I said, referring to the damp trousers. "Let's get them off you and let them dry."
I began to undo his belt. Looking down at me, Charles almost certainly could have seen inside my shirt and all the way to the very tips of my breasts. I concentrated on the belt, then the button at the top of his pants. By the time I was beginning to pull the zipper down, his erection was much more evident.
The zipper reached the end and I was staring at a lengthy protrusion in the front of his boxers. The pants slid down his legs easily and bunched up around his ankles. I took off Charles' shoes, followed by the pants.
Then I looked back at the man's cock pressing against his shorts. I used the towel to wipe the area, wrapping his cock the best I could inside my hand. Once I had a firm grip on it I stroked it up and down several times.
"These are wet, too," I said, looking up at Charles.
I waited for a response.
"You better take them off, I guess."
That's all I needed to hear. I put the towel down and ran my fingers over his cock one more time. Then I grabbed the waistband of his boxers and slowly lifted them over his erection and down his legs. Once they were off I had a chance to finally see what was a pleasantly large cock pointing out at me.
I leaned forward and licked him from the base of his cock to the tip. Then I put the head in my mouth and slowly took him all in. My tongue rolled around his thick shaft before I began sucking him in earnest.
It only took a minute for his hand to be on the back of my head, pulling me closer as I bobbed up and down on his cock. I put a hand at the base and sucked the upper two- thirds, pumping him at the same time with my hand. I heard him moan as my sucking became more intense.
I pulled him out and licked him again--all around his thick cock. I could feel the heat coming from it. I put him back in my mouth, but I wanted him in my cunt.
Eventually, I stood up and took off his shirt. The whole time, my body pressed against his hard cock. When he was naked I held him tight and we kissed. His hands were all over me, ending up under my skirt and on my ass. I felt him play with my thong before squeezing my butt tightly.
"Teach me how to have sex," I said to him quietly.
He smiled for one of the few times since I'd arrived. Maybe he was relaxing a little. We'd find out soon enough.
His hands moved to the front of my shirt. It only took him a couple seconds to get the knot untied. The shirt loosened around my breasts and hung open with him holding the two ends.
Charles put his fingers on my exposed skin. His touch was light and tender as he slid his fingers inside my shirt. Soon he was cupping my breasts with his palm and fingers. He pressed them against my chest and pushed them up, squeezing and rolling them lovingly.
He leaned forward at the same time his took off my shirt. Before the shirt was on the floor his mouth was on my left breast. My nipple tingled at the feel of his tongue and lips sliding across it. He bit lightly and I moaned, feeling it clear down to my cunt.
Charles switched breasts and I put a hand on his fully erect cock. The more I stroked him the harder he sucked on my breast. He put his hand around one and licked it all over, driving me crazy with lust.
Finally, he moved to my skirt and pulled open the velcro waistband. He just let it fall to the floor and watched me kick it off. Charles was looking at my tiny thong, tracing the edge of it around my hip and down to my cunt. When he reached the small patch covering my wet pussy, he placed his entire hand on it and pressed against me. I felt the material on my skin as a single finger moved from my cunt to my clit.
I pressed my mouth against his as he played with me. His cock felt like a rock. A second later Charles' hand was inside my thong, feeling me and rubbing me.
"Oh God, Charles. You're going to make me cum. Fuck me, please."
I felt him pulling my thong off. I looked down and saw his face disappear between my legs. I spread my legs to let him lick me. An instant later his lips were wrapped around my clit, sucking it and licking it until it was hard. My legs began to buckle and I had to sit on the bed. Charles followed me down and continued sucking on my clit as I laid down.
My legs hung over the end of the bed. He put his hands on my ass and held me up so he could slide his tongue inside my cunt. I was on the brink of cumming when he finally stopped.
He stood up at the end of the bed and just stared at my naked body. I took the opportunity during this break in the action to slide up so my head was on a pillow. Then I stretched out my arms, motioning for him to lay on top of me.
As he climbed on the bed I couldn't help but gaze at his hard cock. It sprung up and down as he moved towards me and I wanted him inside me so desperately.
Charles lowered his body onto mine and we kissed. He was a great kisser...with a great ass. My hands glided over it, pulling him closer.
"I don't know what to do," I whispered to him. "You show me."
"Just keep doing what you're doing. And tell me when you're about to cum."
That was easy. I didn't have the nerve to tell him I was about ready to cum. I decided it was best to let him fuck me for a while, no matter how tedious that might end up being. Besides, he might surprise me.
The surprises start right away when Charles began licking and sucking my breasts again rather than immediately plunging his cock into me. I love having my nipples licked and this guy knew what he was doing. My entire body was shaking inside by the time he was done.
Then I felt his cock at the entrance to my cunt. I was so wet. I expected him to enter me and I'd barely notice, but he must have gotten even bigger because I felt the tip of his cock—then the shaft—stretch my cunt as much as it had ever been stretched before.
"Yes. Yessss."
By the time he was all the way in I was gripping his butt with my hands, digging my fingers into his soft skin. He grunted during the final thrust and I thought I was going to explode.
I quickly wrapped my legs around his waist and concentrated on not cumming. He was great. The way he entered me over and over, occasionally leaning down to suck on a breast, was incredible. Our bodies slapped together as we became much more frantic. We rolled on the bed, Charles never leaving the inside of my cunt. He held me by the ass and slammed his cock into me with a force that energized me but never became brutal.
I would have been perfectly happy to lay there and been fucked. But this guy was making me want to please him. He rolled us again and I ended up on top. This was not the position I was most experienced at, but his huge cock was easy to keep inside me and I rapidly found a comfortable position.
He played with my breasts and nipples. Then, to my surprise, he said, "Make yourself cum."
I might have balked at this any other time, but I really wanted to cum and it was, after all, my job to please him. If he wanted to watch me play with myself, I would.
My hand gingerly found its way between my legs and brushed against his cock as it slid in and out of me. It took a little courage, but eventually I managed to make my fingers touch my clit. Charles watched intently, pushing his cock into me more slowly now as he concentrated on my masturbation.
The sensation was incredible. His thick cock filled my cunt while my hand stroked my engorged clit. Shivers ran through me as I began a more intense rubbing. I let him worry about the fucking part of it while I took care of myself.
I leaned forward a little. His cock rubbed the inside of my cunt and my fingers took care of the outside. I didn't know how long I had before Charles would cum. It ended up not mattering because I couldn't hold back any longer.
I cried out twice that I was about to cum and Charles urged me on. He grabbed my nipples and squeezed them. That was all I needed.
My orgasm burst from deep inside me and down to my pussy. I bounced on Charles' cock trying to get it as deep inside me as I could. I thought I heard myself moaning loudly with each rush of the orgasm, but sounds weren't registering in my brain. I just wanted to cum.
I lost count of the number of times I came. When one ended, another began. Charles never let go of my body, holding either my breasts or my ass the entire time.
Then he started to cum. I squeezed the muscles in my cunt tightly around his cock. I felt it throbbing right before the first shot of cum exploded out of it. Then I felt another. And another.
Charles groaned with each thrust up into me and with each blast of cum. I rode him the best I could using my hand to make sure he stayed inside me. I felt the cum running down his cock combined with my own juices. He cried out one last time before his limp cock fell out.
I moved down his body and wrapped my lips around his cock. I sucked him until I tasted one last, small spurt of cum.
I laid on top of him for a minute before he pulled me up so we could kiss.
"Not bad for a schoolgirl, huh?" I said.
"You were wonderful. Just what I imagined a schoolgirl would be like."
"Since this was my first time, can we do it again so I can learn some more?" I asked, kissing his ear.
He laughed. "If you put it in your mouth again in about fifteen minutes I think you can do whatever you want."
"Good. You on top this time," I said with a smile. I moved up so he could suck on my breasts, the usual tingle returning to my pussy. It wouldn't take fifteen minutes, I thought.
We fucked once more and showered, with Charles making me cum a third time. He even seemed to enjoy watching me get dressed. I left his room fairly confident our audit would go smoothly.
Now it was just a matter of waiting for Tony to call me back into his office.
Watch for Traci's next assignment. Did she get in over her head?? You decide. And...all you history buffs, check out my profile on literotica.com to find out about my new website. Thanks.
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The restaurant was extraordinarily dark when I entered it and locked the door behind me. It was an hour past when the last dinner guest would have left. Instead of the hum of activity I was used to hearing when standing at the reception desk, there was only silence.
I walked past the desk and leaned my head around the corner and down the hallway leading to the various dining rooms. More darkness. And silence.
Tony, my manager, had told me I'd receive instructions once inside. But where...and how? I was more used to meeting our corporate guests in their motel rooms. This was a little disconcerting.
My arrangement with Tony was that I'd entertain visiting guests and clients in exchange for a bump in pay and time off. Call it whatever you want, but Tony, the guest and I all seemed to appreciate it.
Tonight's guest was Bill Ransier, the VP for Public Relations. I had no idea how old he was, what he looked like or what he wanted to do after we met. I was just following instructions: get inside and wait.
"Good evening, Traci. I'm glad you could make it."
The voice over the intercom jolted me. I almost answered, but then realized I wasn't really talking to anybody. I looked around.
"Please go to table 63. I will meet you there."
Finally, something I could relate to. However, table 63 was in the farthest corner of the last dining room, far down the hallway that stretched before me like a murky tunnel. I began walking, tapping the wall every few steps to convince myself I wouldn't land on my face.
As I neared the end of the hall, a faint light could be seen coming from the last dining room. When I got to the entrance to that room, I saw a candle burning at table 63. I was attracted to it like a moth. I weaved my way through the tables and chairs, only occasionally bumping into one.
I got to the table and stopped, looking around for my companion. I was beginning to think this guy really didn't want me to see him. It wasn't a comforting thought. I stood for what seemed like forever, waiting and trying to see. At one point, after turning back to look at the candle, I thought I heard movement behind me.
Before I could turn again, a rustling noise was quickly followed by a blindfold being wrapped tightly around my head. I shrieked.
"Shhhh. You're OK."
The blindfold was tied behind my head, completely blocking out what little light there was. When he was done he put his hands on my arms and turned me until I was facing him, or at least I thought.
His voice confirmed it. "Thank you for coming. Don't be afraid."
I nodded.
"Get undressed, please."
Tony had told me to wear my normal work clothes. That was either a short evening dress or a pantsuit. I had chosen a dress, but realized now it wasn't going to matter much.
I enjoyed this part of my assignments, although most of the enjoyment was watching the reaction on the guy's face. I had a long body with ample breasts and narrow hips. I considered my ass my best feature, but how much of it would be visible in the darkness of the restaurant tonight was questionable.
I slipped out of my shoes, hoping I wouldn't trip on them later. Then I reached around and unzipped the back of my dress. The sound was rather vivid in the otherwise hushed environment. I hesitated for a second, not sure whether to pull the dress up or let it fall.
I let it fall.
The straps slithered down my arms and I grabbed them just after the dress fell below my breasts. I envisioned the man looking at the little black bra that barely covered my nipples. I lowered the dress until my arms were hanging at my side, then let go.
I kicked it aside. The cool air rushed over my body, which was protected now by only my bra and thong. At this point I'd normally be checking for signs of the effect I was having on the guy with me. But not this time.
"Turn around."
I carefully turned what I thought was halfway around, thankful for not stumbling in the process. I was excited at the thought of him looking at my ass in the candlelight.
Two hands touched my back and I felt my bra open. He pulled it down and away from me, the sound of the material hitting the floor barely perceptible. The next thing I felt were hands wrapped around me, cupping my breasts. They kneaded my skin and played with my nipples, a sensation that always caused a stirring deep inside my pussy.
His body lightly touched mine. Even though he was dressed, I wanted to reach back and feel him. But I was there to take orders. So I allowed his hands to continue their exploration of my breasts.
It didn't take long for him to move down to my thong. His fingers slipped inside the front of my panties and just grazed across my clit. This was going to be a long evening if he kept this up.
Then the thong was being pulled down my legs. I lifted each foot to let him take off the panties and I stood naked in the dark. For the first time, the fact that I had a blindfold on heightened the episode for me. I couldn't tell what he was looking at, how he was responding or what was going to happen next. His voice sounded young, but I couldn't tell. I needed to see his face and I wasn't holding my breath for that to happen soon.
Fingers brushed across my ass. They were soft and loving, caressing my skin instead of clutching at it. They seemed like long fingers, wrapping around most of my cheeks from top to bottom.
Once again, I was turned around. Stillness filled the room until I sensed him approaching me. Where was he going to touch me? When could I touch him?
Without warning, lips were on my right breast. They covered my nipple and sucked on it. Soon, his entire mouth engulfed as much of my breast as it could, his tongue licking away at my nipple. I could feel my cunt begin to ache from the need for his cock. The more he sucked on my breast the more I wanted to fuck.
I almost begged him to return when his mouth was no longer on me. But he took my right hand and pulled it forward. I thought he was going to make me walk at first. Then I was touching him. I was touching a long, hard cock...not fully erect but well on its way. Eagerly, I wrapped my fingers around it, longing to have him inside me. I stroked him as he placed his hands on my shoulders and pushed me down.
I didn't need to be forced. I got on my knees and guided his cock to my lips. I licked the tip for a second before taking him all in. My face hit his pants and I began undoing his belt. His pants were on the floor in a matter of seconds, the cock never leaving my mouth.
I sucked him for a moment or two before pulling down his boxers. Then I once again placed his warm, throbbing skin on my tongue. I licked him from his balls to the tip, which was now hard and very warm. My lips enveloped him. I didn't think he could get any harder.
Bill eventually pulled away from me and told me to stand. This was it, I thought. Finally, we get to fuck. I heard him removing his clothes. I waited patiently.
He took my hand a minute later and guided me as we walked. My excitement was only exceeded by my curiosity as we passed several tables and, I thought, entered the hallway. We walked a short distance before turning once again. A new sound welcomed us, one I recognized but couldn't place for a second.
Then it hit me: it was the chocolate fountain we have in the center of the largest dining room. Waiters use it to cover strawberries we offer for dessert. It's our most popular item. The top of the fountain was about eight feet off the floor, with liquid chocolate flowing down to a larger middle layer and finally onto an even larger lower layer, where it is recycled back up to the top.
It was a peaceful sound and one that delighted me at the moment, thinking I was about to have this man's cock covered in chocolate.
"It's time to eat, Traci. Ready for the appetizer?"
"Absolutely," I said, nodding.
He pulled me forward. Then even farther ahead until I thought I was going to be in the fountain.
"Lean forward."
My God. I WAS going to be in the fountain. The first splatter of chocolate on my breasts shocked me. But I realized now what he wanted and I let it cover the tips of my breast. Then about half of them.
He pulled me back and turned me sideways. I felt chocolate dripping off my nipples and running down my stomach until it was between my legs. Before I could even think about how wonderful it would feel to have him lick me off, he was licking me off. He began with my right breast again, devouring it until, apparently, it was clean. Then he did the other one. I wanted badly to be able to watch. But simply feeling it was enough for now. I was getting hornier than I'd ever been.
That's when he started licking down my stomach, taking long swipes at the line of chocolate leading to my clit. Please let him clean me there too, I prayed. He passed my waist and paused. Oh, please.
His tongue hit my clit like a lightning bolt. I jumped at first, then settled down to enjoy his repeated stabs at it. He closed his mouth over it and cleaned it thoroughly, sucking me harder with each passing second. I was hoping he'd never clear it of chocolate.
I was a total wreck when he finished. I was ready to throw him on the floor when I got my next instruction.
"Back up, Traci."
I stepped backward cautiously. A table hit the back of my thighs.
"Time for the main course," Bill said softly. "Lay down."
I reached for the table behind me and sat on the edge. Then lowered my body onto it. Without being told, I spread my legs slightly, imploring him with body language to fuck me.
I didn't have to wait long. I felt him between my legs. His hands pressed against my breasts as he moved into position. I felt his cock lying on top of my pussy and I fought the urge to grab his cock and shove it inside me.
Like a good girl, I waited for him to slide it down and push it against the lips of my cunt. I had to be dripping wet by the time he finally had the tip of his cock inside me. I lifted my ass and felt him enter me further and further until his legs were pressed against my body.
I moaned as he began fucking me. My legs wrapped around his waist and I clutched the sides of the table, trying not to slide backwards on the tablecloth as he pushed his cock into me harder and harder.
He was thick and very, very long. If I wasn't so wet it might have been different. But after he licked me all over like he did, a baseball bat would have slid in. All I wanted now was for him to make me cum...and to feel him cum inside me.
Bill was very quiet, but seemed to enjoy my little moans. I didn't need to fake it. He was wonderful, especially when he put his hands on my ass and lifted me up. The sensation in and around my pussy was almost too much to take. I concentrated on the feel of his cock entering me so I wouldn't cum too quickly.
I reached down and touched his cock. I really wanted to play with my clit, but didn't know if that's what he wanted, so I just stroked him when he wasn't in me. Then I let him continue to fuck me, speeding towards an orgasm.
Pretty soon it seemed like all other noises ceased. I couldn't hear the fountain; I couldn't hear Bill's cock entering me; I couldn't hear the table rocking under me. All I sensed was the inside of my body about to explode. I held my breath and pushed my cunt towards Bill. A couple of deep pants and loud moans later, I began to cum.
I leaned up reaching for the body of the man making me cum. I touched him for a second, then had to lay back down while the first orgasm flooded over me. I'm not sure what noises I was making but in the middle of it all I heard Bill say, "That's it Traci. Come on. Yes."
My cunt contracted over and over again. His cock seemed to fill every inch of me while my juices covered it from his balls to the tip. He gripped my ass and forced himself into me deeper. I cried out. Again and again.
Just as I was about to finish, he began to cum. The first shot of his cum hit the inside of my cunt so hard I felt it. Then the warm fluid filled me and spilled out onto my thigh. He enjoyed pulling out almost all the way, then slamming back into me. This just caused more and more cum to flow out of me. It was a tremendous feeling that I wished would never end.
I cried out for him to keep cumming. He did...for a moment...then began to soften, eventually lowering himself onto my body, kissing me and my breasts. I gasped for air and lay spent on the tabletop.
For a short while, what Bill looked like was irrelevant. Now I was curious again. A man this good must be old enough to know how to please a woman and young enough to last through my multiple orgasms. And what an imagination. I had to thank Tony first thing in the morning.
"You're wonderful, Traci."
The words were sincere. "Thank you. You too," I replied.
"Want dessert?"
"Geez," I said. "Already?"
"Oh, not me. I had something else in mind."
I was confused. Being a blonde had nothing to do with it. I heard movement around me and leaned up so I was sitting on the edge of the table again. Then something hit my legs. Instinctively, I spread them apart. The body came closer. Did he want me to lick him again? Already?
"Open wide," he said.
My lips parted, waiting for my treat. I smelled the chocolate before I tasted it. But what was it I was tasting besides chocolate? It was soft...and large. Then my tongue felt something hard and I licked at it a couple times to make sure. Yes. It was a nipple. I was sucking on a chocolate covered breast. It filled my mouth and I opened wider.
So many things went through my mind at once that I almost lost track. Who was this? Where did she come from? Then it became obvious she had been there all along...watching everything.
I held her by the waist to get a better angle on her breast and noticed she was naked. I let my hands slide lower to confirm it and found a bare set of hips. During this entire time I was licking her clean, searching blindly for more chocolate. Eventually I had to switch breasts to find more.
I pictured in my mind what the breasts must look like. They were not huge, by any means, but were full and firm and scrumptious. Soon, I had the second breast nearly uncovered.
"Follow the chocolate down," Bill instructed.
My heart raced as I licked between her breasts and found a stream of chocolate heading lower. I got off the table and bent at the knees to lick the woman's abs and stomach. The chocolate didn't end, so I didn't either.
My hands were on her bare ass as I approached her clit. A thin strip of hair signaled my approach to the magic spot. Still the chocolate flowed and my tongue followed.
The first time I made contact with her clit I felt my own pussy twinge with excitement. I was on my knees, my head tilted back so I could reach up with my tongue and lick her clit. The woman's legs were spread wide to lower herself to me and let me reach her entire pussy. I stabbed at her clit for a moment before moving down to her cunt. The chocolate ended there, but my tongue didn't.
I licked all around her cunt before sliding my tongue inside her and tasting her sweet juices. Then I moved back up to her clit and finished off the last of the chocolate. My mouth engulfed her hard clit and I sucked on it until the woman moaned out with pleasure. I couldn't take my hands off her soft, round ass. I pulled her closer to me and licked her clit harder.
Several minutes of licking and sucking resulted in the woman leaning over...I assumed onto the table...and her legs beginning to tremble. I wrapped my lips around her long clit and bit it. The woman shrieked and began to cum. I held her tight as she shoved her pussy into my face. I licked the best I could while she thrust her body into me as though she was fucking my tongue. I did my part by shoving my tongue into her cunt again, causing another orgasm to start in the woman. One last series of licks around her cunt finished her off.
She pulled away from me and I heard her panting nearby. I stood up and waited for more instructions, my face covered with remnants of chocolate and the woman's wetness.
Bill led me back to table 63 and let me dress. I was told to wait fifteen minutes before removing the blindfold and leaving the restaurant. He gave me a passionate kiss and, once again, there was silence.
The next day at work I was seating customers for dinner when a gentleman in his late thirties or early forties approached the stand. He was very attractive, the kind of guy I often look at twice.
"Hello. How many for dinner?" I asked.
"Just one," he replied.
I looked at the seating chart.
"Is table 63 available?" he asked.
I looked up with what must have been a very amusing look on my face. My mouth dropped open at the sound of the recognizable voice.
"Uh, well, sure. Yeah," I stammered. "This way."
I led him down the hallway, stunned at what just happened. The events of the previous night replayed in my mind. We passed the chocolate fountain and entered the last dining room. I led the man to table 63.
I laid the menu on the table and watched him sit down. Before I could turn to leave, Marcy was beside me. She was one of our best servers, a beautiful little thirty-year-old woman with short blonde hair. We had talked often during breaks and before work. More than once I had considered asking her to go to a movie with me or eat dinner.
Then Bill answered the last question floating around in my mind.
"Would you care to join us for dessert, Traci? We're having something with chocolate."
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Author's Note: I get asked all the time if my stories are real or not. Well, here's a case where I'm telling you in advance that this is real. It happened. You can't make this stuff up.
I unzipped the bulging suitcase and frantically felt all around my clothes. I pushed down on the top of the pile until every inch of the suitcase had been covered. I felt nothing that would indicate a digital camera was buried inside.
I gazed once more at the carry-on bag I had searched twice already. It was no use. The camera was nowhere to be found.
Then it hit me. I had it with me at lunch. I remembered putting it on the back of the chair as I sat down. And, unfortunately, I remembered walking out without it.
I swore out loud and looked at the time. It was a quarter to five. The cruise ship left Nassau at six. Tomorrow we'd be in Miami and I'd be heading home. Maybe, if I ran, I could make it to the restaurant and back to the ship before it left.
Every picture I had taken during the seven day Caribbean cruise was on that camera. It was worth the risk. I grabbed my room key card and the ID card that would get me back onto the ship, shoved them into my purse and rushed out of the cabin.
I ran down five flights of stairs until reaching the lowest deck, from which I could exit onto the dock. They scanned my ID card and I was quickly out in the oppressive Bahamian heat.
My t-shirt clung to me like a second skin. I realized as I walked faster that I hadn't put my bra back on. I wasn't even halfway to the restaurant when I saw my nipples begin to protrude from the front of the shirt, which was speckled with areas of perspiration. I decided to give up some of my dignity in pursuit of my vacation photos.
Ten minutes brought me to the front door of the restaurant. I stopped, caught my breath, and entered. The eating area was upstairs and I scampered up the steps. At the top, I looked over the relatively empty bar and eating area. Soon, a smiling young girl approached me and I explained that I had left a camera at my table no more than three hours earlier.
The best case scenario would have been for her to say, "Sure. I have it." But my day was not going to go that smoothly. She did not know of any cameras that had been found, but she offered to ask the waiters and busboys. I agreed and watched her disappear into the kitchen. Meanwhile, I checked out the table I sat at for lunch and found nothing.
The girl reappeared shortly and said nobody had seen my camera. She opened the doors to the cabinet at the reception desk and we peered inside together. Nothing. She asked the bartender if anything had been turned in and he replied "No."
As I was about to give up, she picked up the phone and called the restaurant office, which was located down on the first floor. In broken English she asked about the camera. She stared at the floor while listening to the person on the other end. At one point, she looked up at me and said "Yes". She nodded once more, said "OK" and hung up.
"Please go to the office downstairs. They may be able to help you," the girl said.
I thanked her and headed swiftly back down the stairs. I walked around the souvenir-strewn area until I spotted a short hallway containing a door appropriately labeled Office.
My watch said 5:03. I still had a little time, but not much.
I knocked lightly on the office door. The seconds seemed to last forever as I waited for a response. A girl behind the counter at the cash register stared at me, smiling shyly when our eyes met.
Finally, the door creaked open and a middle-aged man with a deep tan glanced out at me. His eyes scanned my body once before returning to my face. At the same time, he pulled the door slightly further open and said, "Come in."
The office was dominated by a messy desk, but also contained two large chairs and an old mismatched couch that had seen better days. The man closed the door behind me.
"I understand you are missing a camera," he said while circling around to stand in front of me.
"Yes," I replied. "Do you have it?"
"Well, we have lots of things left behind by tourists."
The creepy little man was beginning to annoy me. And time was running out. He stared repeatedly at the front of my shirt and legs. It's not often I wished I had on something besides my exercise shorts, but this was one of the times.
"I'm really in a hurry, and if you have..."
"What ship are you on?" he asked abruptly.
I told him.
"Ah. So you have until six. No problem."
He moved behind his desk. "Describe this camera."
"It's in a blue carrying bag...a soft bag...with a long strap. The camera is a Fuji. It's silver," I said.
He opened a drawer and pulled out my camera, laying it on top of the desk. I knew better than to reach for it.
"Great," I gushed. "Thank you."
The man looked up at me. "You have many beautiful pictures on this camera. It would be a shame if you lost them, wouldn't it?"
My joy over finding the camera was quickly dashed by the apparent intent of this guy to make things difficult. I had no choice but to play along for now.
"Yes it would," was all I said.
"You have very little time and I don't like to play games. So I think we should settle this quickly. Please get undressed."
The words struck me right in the gut. The thought of having to pay him for the camera had crossed my mind. But not this.
"How much do you want?" I asked.
The man laughed. "I don't want money. I want you to take your clothes off."
My patience, and time, were running short. I gazed at the man one last time and turned towards the door.
"I wouldn't do that," he said curtly. "You won't be on the street more than a few seconds before one of our many cabs takes you on a ride to a place you don't want to visit. I suggest you stay and do as I say. Then you may get back on your ship."
I looked at his desk. "With my camera?"
He chuckled. "Yes. With your precious camera."
I remained close to the door, as far away from him as I could. I clutched the bottom of my shirt and hesitantly pulled it up. When it had cleared the bottom of my breasts and I felt my nipples in the warm air, I stopped, hoping this would satisfy him.
I'm 26 with a decent body and dark blonde hair. I'm certainly not embarrassed by my figure and spent most of the last week exposing as much of it as possible to the sun...and fellow passengers, both men and women. This wasn't my idea of flirting, however.
He simply waved with his hand for me to continue.
I lifted the shirt over my head and held it at my side. The man's eyes stared interminably at my bare chest.
"I really need to get going," I said almost in a whisper.
"Come closer," he said.
I walked the two steps it took to get within an arm's length of his desk. His eyes never left me. It was very tempting to throw my shirt back on and call his bluff about the waiting cab outside. But, for some reason I believed his story.
"Take off your shorts."
It was a command. I knew now that I would end up naked in front of this jerk. All I could hope for was that it went no further.
I tossed my shirt onto the couch and pulled down my shorts. I let them fall to the floor. I stepped out of my sandals and the shorts at the same time, then pushed them aside with my foot.
I wore black bikini panties. Unconsciously, I pulled up on the waistband. They hugged my hips and ass and cunt way more tightly than I wished at the moment.
"Go on," was all the man said.
I nervously lowered my panties, not sure which way to face. My anger had given way to apprehension that I might do something wrong and upset this guy. Meanwhile, my panties got added to the pile of shorts and sandals.
My captor stared some more, concentrating on my neatly shaven pussy this time.
"Turn around," he said.
I twisted until my ass faced him...stopped for a second...then continued back around. For some reason, when I was facing him again, I looked down at his crotch and saw the bulge in his khaki shorts. It would have normally excited me and even pleased me that I had brought about that response, but not today.
He walked past and stood very close behind me. Before I could prepare myself, his hands were on my breasts. His fingers expanded over my skin before squeezing my tits and pressing them hard against my body. Then he took each nipple between his fingers and rolled them, pinching lightly.
I couldn't help but respond, my cunt contracting with each pinch. I felt my ass press against his body. This caused him to move one hand down to my pussy, touching my clit first before sliding down to my cunt.
Any other time I would have wanted him to continue. His continued kneading of my sensitive breasts was making me horny. But I would have picked a more appropriate time and place.
"Lean on the desk."
His voice startled me. I had been focused too much on my body. And it was almost a pleasant feeling to be able to rest on the desk. However, the sound of his zipper opening removed all pleasurable thoughts.
I heard him fumbling with his clothing, but did not want to turn around. Instead, I gazed down at my camera, just inches from my hands. Stupid camera. Why did I even bother to come back after it?
At the same time I heard him say "Spread your legs," I felt his hands on my ass. He was forceful enough to get me to widen my stance, but did not hurt me. I felt my pussy spread open. Then I felt his fingers on me.
He rubbed my clit for a few seconds, then stopped. I anticipated the worst, but was surprised to feel his tongue on the inside of my thighs. The man licked all around my wet pussy, finally inserting his tongue into my cunt. How did he know I loved that sensation?
For the first time, I moaned involuntarily. I was disappointed in myself for allowing the sound to come out. But I couldn't help it.
I felt his tongue pull out of me and heard him moving. Soon, his hands were on my hips pulling my ass towards him. I braced myself.
The next thing I felt was his hard cock on my ass. He let it rest there, rubbing against me as he moved left and right. Then his cock slipped between my legs and I felt it begin to press against my cunt.
My fingers were clenched around the edge of the desk. My hair fell around the side of my face. I waited for him to fuck me.
It didn't take long. His large, thick cock entered me easily at first. But then the throbbing center of his shaft met the lips of my cunt and I felt as if he would split me open. We both groaned and, with one great thrust, he was in me.
Only his foreplay-like treatment of my nipples and clit and the resulting wetness built up in my cunt prevented his final push from being pure agony. But now he was inside me and the fucking began in earnest. His body slammed against my ass with each plunge and the room was filled with moans, groans and muffled slapping sounds.
I braced myself against the desk and bent my knees to accept his pounding. He let go of my hips and held onto my breasts, which were beginning to bounce in rhythm with his hammering. He gripped them firmly, seemingly careful not to hurt me.
But he seemed to care little about the effect his cock was having on me. He thrust it into me with one thought in mind—fucking me until he came. By now my juices were flowing freely and he picked up speed and intensity. The man's cock was incredibly hard and, under different circumstances, would have been awesomely satisfying.
"Yes, baby. Yes. Fuck me," he cried out, as if I had any say in the matter. But I was excited that he apparently was close to coming. Perhaps my exit was imminent.
A few more thrusts and he cried out again: "Ahhh. Yes. Yes."
This time he nearly pushed me onto the desk. I regained my balance, only to have his huge cock enter me again with a force I'd never felt before. The man grunted something I didn't understand...and then he came.
The first spurt of cum felt like a warm flood of fluid filling my cunt. It was immediately followed by a second. Another thrust. Another spurt of cum. And it seemed to go on forever. His moans softened a little with each orgasm, but it seemed his cock would never soften.
When he was done and withdrew, he was still harder than most men I'd ever been with. Beads of moisture formed on my forehead as I leaned on the desk and recovered. His hands followed the curves of my ass before leaving my body.
A moment later...my thoughts collected...I turned to find my clothes.
The man grabbed me by the arm. "Not yet, young lady. You aren't done yet."
My mind was flooded with diverse thoughts. Was I going to be late getting back to the ship? What more did this guy want from me? Could people outside the door hear us?
The man dressed while I pondered things. Then he pointed to a door behind his desk. "Over there."
I walked towards the door, stopping for a second only to have him say, "Go on."
The door opened with a rusty creak. It revealed a small, windowless room containing a single bed and old, wooden dresser. Behind me, the man switched on the light.
It was warm and musty in the room. My naked body soaked in every aspect of the space. But my eyes were focused on the little bed.
It had a metal rail headboard, a mattress with a single sheet on it and nothing else. At least the sheet looked halfway clean. I chided myself for being concerned with things like that under the circumstances.
"Get on the bed," he said.
I sat on the edge, looking up at him.
"Lay down."
I aimed my head at the pillow, swinging my legs onto the bed as I lay back. "Please do this quickly," I said to myself.
The man moved closer to the headboard and I saw him reach for something above my head. I heard the rattle of metal a brief second before he grabbed my right wrist and yanked it up. Instantly, the wrist was inside a handcuff. The clamping sound of the cuff echoed in the room.
"Please. You don't have to do this," I said, attempting to hide my nervousness.
He didn't answer. Instead, he leaned over and put my left wrist in a second handcuff attached to the headboard. Afterwards, he stepped back and looked over my outstretched body.
"Do not make a sound," he said. "Understand?"
I nodded.
He turned and walked out of the room, through his office and out the other door. Just seconds later, I heard him returning. I heard the office door close. Then he and the young girl from behind the cash register entered the room I was in, again closing the door behind them.
The girl was very attractive, perhaps twenty, with long dark hair and eyes. She slowly examined my body and smiled. This time it wasn't a shy smile, but a confident smile of what was about to happen.
"She's all yours, Maria," the man said. He then stepped back into the middle of the room and watched his young employee begin to strip. She removed her shirt to reveal a pair of perfectly formed breasts with big nipples. This girl, already dark in complexion, obviously sunbathed without anything on. She took off her shorts and white panties. I had to stare in admiration of the nearly faultless body that stood next to me.
My attention was diverted only temporarily by the sound of the man's zipper once again being lowered. I watched him withdraw his thick cock. Then returned my gaze to the girl.
She crawled onto the bed, straddling my legs with her own. I gazed at the beautiful breasts hanging from her chest as she positioned herself above me. As soon as she was comfortable, the girl leaned forward. The breasts I had been admiring were now just inches from my face.
Her intention was clear. She moved her left breast to my mouth, which I opened without hesitation. I desperately wanted to touch her. My attempts were, of course, stymied by the cuffs, but my eagerness didn't subside.
I felt the nipple on my tongue, then closed my lips around her skin. She was incredibly soft and smooth. As I sucked on her nipple, I felt it grow. I flicked it harder with my tongue and she moaned. I took as much of her tit as I could into my mouth. I wanted it all.
I was disappointed when she pulled away from me, but pleased to see that she simply wanted the same treatment on the other breast. I accepted it eagerly. This time her hands were on my own breasts, fingering them gently.
This lasted for a minute or two before the girl moved again. I heard her grip the headboard and pull her body farther up the bed until her pussy was over my face. I would have given anything to be able to hold onto her little round ass. Instead, I concentrated on the thin patch of hair surrounding her moist cunt. My mouth opened even before she began to lower herself onto me.
Out of the corner of my eye I saw the man tightly gripping his hard cock, stroking it roughly. Then I returned to the body that was waiting for my attention.
The girl placed her pussy perfectly over my mouth, giving me instant access to the opening between her legs. My tongue quickly began to work the flaps of skin outside her cunt. Her warm fluid tasted sweet. Then she inched herself lower and I was able to enter her body with my tongue. I raised my head until my face was firmly planted against her. I licked furiously, knowing the incredible feeling she was experiencing.
She moved slightly, and I felt the unmistakable stiffness of her clit. I stared up at her lovely skin as my mouth closed around her clit. My tongue ran back and forth across it, pressing harder each time.
The girl was moaning louder now, tugging at the headboard as she ground her body onto my face. I sucked and licked feverishly, wanting now to bring this girl to an orgasm. It took only a couple minutes.
A shrill cry above me and a shuddering body around my head signaled she was cumming. A moment later warm moisture ran from her body onto my mouth. I tasted her and tried to spread it over her clit. I bit the clit softly and licked it hard. Each time, she trembled some more and moaned out loud. She must have cum a half dozen times over the next few minutes.
In the midst of it all, I saw the man move to the side of the bed behind the young girl's ass. He also let out a groan, and I felt his cum splatter onto my breasts. Long streams of his cum spread over my chest and stomach. And the girl continued to cry out, writhing above me. I tried the best I could to stay in contact with her clit. It must have worked.
Eventually, she moved to my side and leaned against the headboard, exhausted. Then she slowly moved off the bed. The man had opened a drawer in the dresser and pulled out a towel, throwing it on me. The girl obediently wiped his cum from my body, paying particular attention, it seemed, to my breasts.
She gave me that alluring smile as she pulled back from me and began to dress. The man, meanwhile, unlocked the cuffs around my wrists. More than anything, I wanted to play with my clit and make myself cum, but I rose from the bed instead and followed the girl into the office. No command was given to stop. I got dressed while the girl left.
I had just enough time to run back to the ship...if no other delays occurred. The man stood by his desk. I hesitated, then he said, "Well. Take it."
I grabbed the camera and headed for the door. I never looked back as I left the office. I managed a smile as I passed the girl and ran out the door, never stopping until reaching the pier. I made it by less than five minutes.
In my cabin--sweaty from the run back--I fell onto my bed. I closed my eyes and considered what had transpired in the last hour. I thought about the girl. I saw her naked above me. My hand reached inside my shorts and found my clit.
Final Thought: This story was not written to give a negative image of the people of Nassau. I love Nassau. I've had wonderful experiences there and the people are great. In fact, I'm inclined to look the girl up next time I'm there. :-)



        

  
    Serving Your Country
  
  Serving Your Country

        Traci runs into Army reservists.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/serving-your-country

Title: Serving Your Country

Author: eroslit

Category: Group Sex

Description: Traci runs into Army reservists.

Tags: mmf, traci, menage a trois, threesome, two men one woman, military




Traci's pretty much your average jogger, a 26 year old author of erotic literature who's into group sex with strangers in public places. So it shouldn't shock anybody that on a recent Saturday morning, as Traci began her four mile run at a nearby park, her attention was diverted by the sight of several young Army reservists struggling down the path under the weight of huge backpacks.
It was late morning and the heat and humidity were already approaching the unbearable stage. Watching the men in their full Army uniforms made Traci appreciate the fact she only wore a sports bra and running shorts. Water was going to be a very precious commodity as the day wore on, Traci thought to herself.
Water entered her mind once again after just half a mile of running when she saw a water station set up at the side of the path, manned by a reservist apparently exempt from the backpack exercise. The table he stood behind held two large, orange water coolers with a stack of paper cups next to them. As she approached, an exhausted soldier arrived from the opposite direction and filled a cup with water. She smiled as she passed the stand, eagerly accepting their lecherous stares.
The trail she was using was a fairly straight out and back path with a small loop at one end. She routinely parked at a point that was about a mile and a half from the start, then ran to the start, turned and ran back past the point where she started, did the loop and returned to her car. Today was going to be a fun run with the usual crowd of scantily clad joggers to watch AND a bunch of young Army guys.
She made it to the starting point of the path, turned and headed back towards the water stand. Long before reaching it Traci was drenched in perspiration, her nipples plainly visible under the white fabric of her sports bra. And she was thirsty.
Traci tried to run on the very edge of the path, which was bathed, in spots, in the shade of trees from the surrounding woods. She often ran here wishing she was walking deep in the cool woods instead.
She approached the water stand with one goal in mind: talking them into giving her a cup of water. Traci knew it was another mile before she got to the public drinking fountain on the trail. She didn't want to wait that long.
This time there were five men mingling around the water coolers. Three of them were officers. Or, at least, they were not carrying backpacks. Two others were among the struggling recruits.
They saw her a hundred yards before she made it to the stand. Nearly all eyes were upon her as she ran towards them. There was silence when she came to a stop at the edge of the table.
"Good morning," Traci panted, her hands on her slim hips. "It's way too hot for this."
She ran her hand across her forehead, forcing her hair behind her ear on one side. Then she leisurely wiped her hand across the opening in her bra and up to her neck before wiping the moisture onto the side of her shorts.
"Good morning, Ma'am," one of the officers finally said after a long pause.
Traci saw one set of eyes meeting hers. All the rest were back on her chest. "I don't suppose you have an extra cup of water you can spare, do you?"
Two of the officers grabbed for a cup at the same time. "I think we do," one of them said.
He filled the cup and handed it to Traci with a smile.
She tilted her head back and the men watched her drink. Traci held the cup to her mouth a few extra seconds after the water was long gone. Then she crumpled it in her hand and tossed it into a trash can next to her.
Her nipples were growing now from the excitement of the game being played.
"Would you like one to throw over you?" one of the young reservists asked.
After a short hesitation for the question to sink in, the group of men erupted in laughter. Traci smiled broadly but she didn't answer, even as tempted as she was to say yes.
Instead, her eyes were fixed on a large Army tent sitting several yards back in the woods. Her head began to spin with possibilities while the men laughed.
"That sounds pretty tempting," Traci said. "I could use a shower about now."
She struggled to think of anything referring to naked bodies to keep the conversation going. The tent was exerting a pull on her like a magnet. It looked SOOO cool.
"Uh, well, THAT we don't have," an officer said apologetically.
"How about a towel?" Traci asked.
Following a quick exchange of approving nods among the officers, one of them said, "Sure. Hang on."
He walked quickly to the tent while another over-burdened soldier marched up to the table. He and Traci exchanged greetings as the reservist poured a much needed cup of water. Soon the officer was returning with a towel.
He handed it to Traci and she began the next act in her show. She ran it over her short hair and face before moving it down the outside of each arm. Next, she wiped over the bare skin above her sports bra, pushing it slightly inside to dab at the top of her breasts. This was followed by a wiping of her legs, the towel lifting the bottom of her shorts each time she dried one of her thighs.
With the exhibition complete, Traci handed the towel back to the officer who got it for her.
"Ahhh. That's MUCH better," Traci sighed. She paused, then asked, "What else do you have in that tent?"
She tilted her head towards the large green structure.
The small group of minds now acted in unison. Not a single one of them didn't imagine the young woman inside the tent, naked, with a member of the military fucking her. It was only a question of making it happen.
"Would you like to see?" an officer finally asked the obvious question.
"You won't get in trouble?"
"I'm in charge here," he said confidently.
"Let's go," Traci replied.
She followed one step behind the tall, thirty-something man as they walked between trees to the entrance to the tent. He reached for the opening in the large front flap of the tent and held it open for Traci.
She smiled and entered.
Inside were boxes of cups and various medical supplies, including oxygen, blankets and towels. The equipment occupied one side of the tent, which was about twelve feet square and plenty high enough to stand up in. Easily two-thirds of the tent was empty.
"Cool," Traci said after looking around.
The officer stood next to the young woman, unsure of what to say or do next. Lucky for him, Traci already had a plan.
She looked at the name stitched onto his shirt and ran her fingers over the material. "Mr. O'Neil, is it OK if I stay in here for a while?"
"Of course you can."
"Can you join me?" Traci's hand moved down to his crotch, gently resting between his legs.
"Uh, yeah. I think I have time."
Her fingers felt for the outline of his cock. It didn't take long for her to find it. She gripped it and looked up into the man's face. He was emotionless, with a small amount of perspiration hanging on his brow.
Traci looked down and undid O'Neil's belt. Quickly she had the pants unbuttoned and the zipper down. With one smooth movement Traci caused the pants to drop to the man's ankles.
His shirt hung over the top of his boxers, which were beginning to bulge from his hardening cock. Traci once again put her fingers around the cock, pulling on it a few times, feeling it throb through the material.
Traci pulled the front of the boxers away from O'Neil's body and reached inside. Her fingers found the man's shaft and wrapped around it powerfully. She saw his mouth open slightly, but neither of them spoke.
The young woman moved closer, allowing her body to barely touch his as she continued to hold him. He was almost fully erect now.
Traci pulled down the boxers and exposed a large, thick cock. She never took his eyes off it as she pushed the shorts down the man's legs and on top of his pants.
"Take off your shirt," she said in a commanding voice.
O'Neil obeyed. Traci watched intently as the young man's muscular upper body came into view, as well as the entirety of his erection.
She stroked him with her fingers, then bent down. She placed the cock in the palm of her hand before moving her lips to it. Softly, she kissed it, then licked it twice from bottom to top.
She heard the man moan as her lips surrounded the swollen shaft. He felt her tongue explore every inch and her lips press harder against him. She took him deeper.
Traci felt the tip of O'Neil's cock hit the back of her throat. She backed off, then repeated the process a half dozen times. Seldom had she had a longer, harder cock in her mouth. Never had O'Neil had a better mouth around his cock.
Before it got to the point of no return, Traci looked up and asked, "Can we fuck?"
"I think we better," was the officer's quick response. "Throw me that blanket."
O'Neil pointed to a folded up regulation Army blanket a few feet from Traci. She grabbed it and tossed it to O'Neil, who promptly spread it out on the tent floor. Then he sat on it and worked on removing his boots and clothes.
Traci watched the man get naked before her. She wanted to put on a show for him, so she waited to get undressed herself. Finally, when he was done and sat with his erection pointing up at her, she was ready.
She ran her hands over the outside of her bra, cupping her breasts momentarily. Traci gripped the bottom of the bra and slowly pulled it over her head, releasing her full breasts. She touched the nipples out of habit more than lust. Nothing excited her more than a gentle twist of her nipples.
Next, she put her hands on the waistband of her shorts and pushed them down, bending at the waist as she did. Traci made sure the man got at least a sideways view of her smooth, round ass as the shorts fell to her feet. She kicked the last of her clothing off and stood naked in front of her soldier.
Traces of perspiration still hung on Traci's body and she shimmered in the faint light of the tent. O'Neil didn't know whether to concentrate on her long legs, curvy hips, slim waist or firm, full breasts. So he took in the whole work of art for as long as he could.
He was about to ask Traci to turn around when she stepped toward him and positioned herself between his feet. O'Neil decided, instead, to lie on his back on the rough blanket. His legs spread farther apart, his cock now pointing at a forty-five degree angle toward the tent over his head.
Traci stepped carefully over his legs until she straddled the man at the waist. Then she got on her knees. Her pussy just barely grazed against O'Neil's cock, but she didn't want to go there yet. Her nipples needed more attention first.
She bent forward until her breasts hung directly over the man's face. Traci put her hands on the tent floor next to O'Neil's head and dropped her right breast to his lips.
His hand took the breast and directed it to his mouth. O'Neil licked the bright pink nipple several times before finally placing as much of the breast in his mouth as he could. His lips and tongue worked feverishly and Traci moaned her approval.
Soon, O'Neil had both breasts in his hands and was putting one, then the other, in his mouth. Moisture collected on both nipples, a cool refresher for the overheated jogger.
"Oh, God," Traci moaned. "I need you inside me."
She reached down and took his now-throbbing shaft in her hand, placing it at the entrance to her cunt. A second later, the head was pushing past the lips of her pussy. It entered her easily and she began to lower her body.
Traci's pussy stretched to accept the thick cock. O'Neil closed his eyes for a second and raised his hips, eager to be totally inside her. As he felt his cock slide farther inside, he watched the naked young woman situate herself.
Now his body met hers and the cock was in as far as it was going to go. Both participants let out a sigh of pleasure...Traci because of the size of the cock and O'Neil because of the tight grip the woman had on him.
They began to fuck. O'Neil's cock ground against Traci's skin, not yet fully lubricated but certainly not dry. It took only a brief time for Traci's pussy to flow with wetness.
The soldier placed his hands on Traci's hips and coordinated his thrusts with her movements. Eventually, his hands slid around to the bottom of her ass. The coolness of her skin contrasted to the heat generated by the rest of her body. He held her this way for a couple minutes.
Traci put her hands on her nipples, turning them slowly between her thumbs and forefingers. She pulled on them until it began to hurt, then put the palms of her hands over her breasts. She pressed them against her body and squeezed them between her fingers.
O'Neil was absorbed in her actions and thrust his cock harder and deeper into her. The more Traci played with her breasts the wetter she became. The sound of their sex filled the tent.
Traci's body rose and fell more rapidly now, resulting in her breasts bouncing in a way that delighted the man under her. He touched them occasionally, but concentrated more on the wonderful feel of her cunt wrapped around his cock.
"Play with yourself," O'Neil told Traci. "Make yourself cum."
Traci didn't need to be told twice to place her hand on her clit. The initial contact sent a wave of pleasure through her body. She began to move her finger up and down over the swollen clit. Every now and then she'd reach farther down and feel the cock sliding in and out of her pussy. With her hand wet from her juices, she'd go back to her clit and rub harder.
O'Neil watched the girl tilt her head back and gasp at her own touch. Her head flew forward and her hair sprayed in all directions. She did this several times before announcing that she was about to cum.
A loud moan broadcast the fact Traci was starting her orgasm. Her entire body shook as she came the first time. O'Neil pumped his cock into her frantically, holding her by the hips to keep her in place.
Traci pushed her body down onto his cock with each wave of lust. She grunted every time the man entered her, rubbing her clit harder as her orgasm progressed.
O'Neil tried to keep from cumming long enough to let Traci finish. But her actions were too much for him to take. He felt cum explode from his balls and flow through his cock just seconds before he cried out to her.
With one violent thrust, he shot cum high and deep into her cunt. Both of them cried out as a second and third shot of cum entered her. O'Neil pumped her as hard and fast as he could, feeling his fluid mix with her own, oozing up and down his cock.
They fucked for another minute before Traci fell forward and collapsed. Reluctantly, O'Neil allowed his still somewhat hard cock to fall out of the woman. Rarely had he ever felt so satisfied after sex.
They hugged for a little while before Traci rolled over onto the blanket.
"God, that was great," she said, running her hands over her bare belly.
"I need to get back out there," O'Neil said, rising to his knees.
Traci looked at him. "Can I stay?"
"Sure. For just a while, though."
"Uh, do you mind...I mean," Traci stammered, "Would it be OK if some of the other guys came in?"
O'Neil looked at her with surprise. Then smiled. "I'll ask."
He was dressed and out the front of the tent quickly. Traci heard voices outside, laughter mixed in with indiscernible conversation. She touched her nipples.
A moment later, Traci heard footsteps approaching the tent. The flap opened and two officers entered. She smiled up at them from the blanket as they stood frozen in place, staring down at the naked girl. Traci rolled onto her side and propped her head in her hand.
"Need a break?" she asked.
Both men began removing their boots without saying a word. Traci watched with delight as they disrobed. She guessed that they were in their late twenties and both were in good physical shape. More importantly, they both had sizable cocks which were beginning to harden.
When they were naked, Traci rolled onto her knees and motioned for them to move closer. She reached out both hands and simultaneously put her fists around the two cocks. A few gentle tugs later she felt each one growing thicker. Only one thing would get them sufficient hard.
She pulled until each man had moved into position so that she could put her tongue on the tips of both cocks at the same time. She flicked her tongue across the very tips of the pink heads, watching the cocks twitch.
Finally, she opened her mouth and took both men at the same time. The sensation they felt-of their cocks jammed into the small space and her tongue sliding across them-caused both men to moan.
Traci back off before taking one cock, then the other, individually into her mouth. She didn't quit until each one was fully erect and throbbing. She really couldn't tell one from the other inside her mouth. She assumed it would be the same in her pussy.
"I'll take one of you in the mouth if the other wants to get behind me," Traci explained.
The men looked at each other very briefly before one of them circled behind Traci and stared down at her beautiful round ass. Traci smiled and looked over her shoulder. She spread her legs apart and focused once more on the cock in front of her.
At the same time she put her lips around one cock, the other was finding her gaping cunt. Still wet from O'Neil, Traci's pussy easily accepted the new officer's cock. She reveled for a second in the sensation of two cocks inside her body at once. Then she got down to the business of fucking these guys.
She felt the balls of the man behind her hitting her ass with each thrust. This drove her harder onto the cock of the officer facing her. The cock hit the back of her throat and she bit down on it as hard as she could with her lips.
Traci grabbed the ass of the man in front of her and pulled him closer. The man, in turn, held her head in place, urging her to suck him harder.
From behind, she was being fucked by a man intent on holding onto her hips until he came. Or so she thought. Suddenly, the tent was filled with the sound of his hand hitting her firmly on the ass cheek. Harder and harder he hit, causing Traci to shriek out. Not in pain, but in joy. The double feeling of her throbbing ass and the cock in her cunt drove her wild.
Traci squeezed the ass of the officer in front of her to ward off her own pain. This only stimulated the reservist even more and he stood on the verge of cumming in Traci's mouth.
He held onto Traci's soft hair, grunting each time her head came forward and swallowed his entire shaft. He was close to cumming and didn't know if it would be down her throat or on her face. He would worry about that later.
The officer behind Traci had quit slapping her. He held her now by the front of her thighs, anticipating a few final thrusts before dumping his cum inside of her.
"Oh, yeah," he cried out, slamming into the girl's ass.
Traci felt his warm cum spurt out. It filled her cunt as his cock continued to piston in and out of her harder and faster. She squeezed and heard him moan. He came again and again until she felt cum flowing down the inside of her thigh.
That was when the cock in her mouth exploded with its own flood of fluid. Cum hit the back of her throat and she struggled to swallow it all. Another shot was followed by a third and cum trickled over her lips onto her chin.
Both men grunted and groaned as they fucked her from both ends, seemingly intent on going all day. Neither cock softened after more than a minute of cumming. Each man simply continued pushing their cock into Traci even after the last drop of cum had left them. She was just too good to give up on.
But finally they were spent and pulled out of her.
Traci fell backwards onto the blanket as the men dressed. She rolled over to where she could reach a towel, and used it to wipe her face clean. The officers were dressed and ready to leave the tent when Traci said, "Is there any chance of seeing one or two of the regular guys? The ones carrying the packs?"



The men both laughed. "We'll ask O'Neil," one of them said before they left.
Traci stayed on the blanket, gently playing with her clit. She took the towel and cleaned off her thighs and stomach and chest. She was almost as hot as from jogging, but felt much more energized.
She was just about ready to poke her head out the tent flap when she once again heard footsteps. Sitting up, she watched the flap open and three very young reservists entered the tent. She guessed they were each no more than twenty. Sweat, or water, dripped from their faces.
As the officers did before them, the young reservists stood motionless at the sight of the beautiful girl. Traci threw the towel at one of them.
"Need to cool off?"
"Uh, yes, Ma'am."
The towel got passed around and Traci wondered if they could smell the scent of her sex on it.
"Well, I need one of you to eat me. The others can do what you want," Traci said nonchalantly.
With that, she lay on her back, her knees raised and her legs spread wide.
One of the soldiers immediately dropped to his knees at her feet while the others watched. He placed his hands on her knees and spread them even further apart. This time Traci let her legs fall to the tent floor. The young man's hands moved up her thighs, then underneath her until he held her by the ass.
Traci helped by slightly raising her hips and watched as the man's face approached her pussy. His tongue touched the inside of her thigh first and shivers went up and down her spine. He continued licking her legs and Traci squirmed on the blanket.
He teased her by licking closer to her cunt, but not touching it. Then he moved up and around her clit. But not touching it. Traci could feel his warm breath on her skin.
Then he placed his tongue firmly between the lips on either side of her cunt. Traci moaned and raised her pussy to his face. Still holding her by the ass, the young soldier began licking her in earnest.
Almost silently, the other two reservists had moved to either side of the young woman and pulled down their zippers. Traci opened her eyes to see them pulling out their cocks and beginning to stroke them directly over her chest. This sight, combined with the other man's tongue entering her cunt, convinced her she could cum again.
Between her legs, the man with the wonderful tongue was pushing it deeper and deeper into her cunt. Traci could feel it probing her pussy, pressing against the sides and top. It was as good as a miniature cock as it slid in and out of her.
He licked the outside of her pussy before moving up to her clit. The smell of her was driving him crazy. He used the tip of his tongue to find her engorged clit, then deliberately stabbed at it with long pauses in between. Traci wanted to scream at him to eat her.
She didn't have to wait long. She felt his lips wrap around her clit and suck at it furiously. Then his tongue joined in and Traci closed in on another orgasm.
But the man was very skilled. He didn't let her come. Instead, he moved so that two fingers could enter her cunt.
"Oh, God. Yes. Fuck me with your fingers," Traci cried out.
The two soldiers at her side watched their mate fuck her and suck her while they pumped their rigid cocks. Traci's body bounced on the blanket as a result of the attention being paid to her pussy. Her breasts heaved up and down.
A couple minutes later, she felt her orgasm begin.
"Yes. Yes. I'm cumming. Yes. Now."
She lifted herself high into the air and nearly screamed at the first burst of her orgasm. The man between her legs put his entire mouth around her clit and sucked on it. Traci pushed herself harder onto his face and came...and came...and came. Each time, she moaned louder and urged the man to continue to lick her clit.
A tongue entered her pussy and she shuddered some more. Then it hit her clit and she came again. Sweat covered her forehead as she rolled her head back and forth, her hair whirling around her.
Almost lost amid Traci's clamor was the sound of one of the young reservists at her side beginning to cum. If Traci didn't hear him, she soon enough realized he was cumming by the long stream of cum that landed on her breasts, extending up to her neck. He came again and deposited more white liquid on her breasts.
Traci's orgasm had subsided to the point where she could focus on the two men standing next to her. She watched as more cum flowed from the first man's cock and dripped onto her body. She played with it with her finger, licking it clean and tasting the sweet cum.
Within a short time, the second man started to cum. He coated the girl from her breasts to her face. Traci closed her eyes, opened her mouth and gladly accepted the new, warm liquid. Both men dropped the last of their cum on her mouth and chin, bringing a big smile to her face.
Traci cleaned up as the men dressed. This time, when they left the tent she followed them. A small group of soldiers around the water stand looked on with interest as the four people walked toward them.
"Water, Ma'am?" one soldier asked.
"Sure. Thanks."
Traci accepted the cup and drank it all in one gulp. "Ah. That was good."
She turned and began jogging away, all eyes on the little ass barely hidden by her shorts. It was even hotter out than when she started and Traci hoped the water stand would still be there when she returned.
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The outboard motor on my little boat roared as I sped in the direction of the isolated farm house. All around me, brown flood water covered the landscape. You wouldn't have known this wasn't a lake if you were a visitor. The recent heavy rains, rising river and subsequent cave in of the Simpson Dam effectively hid the roads and fields.
Most of the emergency crews were occupied in the downtown area, but I was heading into the country. I was heading toward a particular house in the country, one that would likely be one of the last to be visited by rescue teams.
I knew the residents. They weren't family and we didn't socialize together. I just knew them. I also knew they didn't own a boat. The closest neighbors were a mile away in any direction and they, too, would be recovering from the disaster.
I increased power to the motor when the old farm house came into view. It rose above the water like a monument; strong and sturdy, despite the fact water was halfway up the first story windows. There was no sign of life as I approached in the early dawn.
It wasn't until I was within a hundred yards of the place that I saw somebody in the upstairs window. It was a man. A moment later he opened the window and leaned out, waving a white towel or pillow case.
I slowed down and waved back. He pulled himself back into the house, but kept the window open. I drifted up to the side of the house, close to a patio roof that rose nearly to the open window. It would give me easier access than attempting to get inside the house by swimming.
Once the boat was settled and the motor turned off, I heard the man's voice. "Hi. We can't believe you're here already."
I needed to sound official, yet get the information I was after. "How many of you are there?" I yelled up to him.
"Three. Me, my wife and daughter."
Perfect. My heart pounded and I told myself to calm down. There'd be plenty of time...and they weren't going anywhere without me. I tied the boat to a wooden pillar holding up the patio roof. Then I opened the large sack of supplies I brought and yanked out the smaller of the two ropes. I looked up at the route from my boat to the patio roof to the window and determined I could do it without any other tools.
"OK. I'm coming in," I yelled up.
By using a window as a foothold, I was able to climb onto the patio roof with the rope slung around my neck and shoulder. The shingles were very slippery from the rain, but I shimmied my way up to the window. From there, a long reach and one last pull up got my leg inside. An awkward roll finished the climb.
I was inside a large bedroom with David Poole, his attractive wife Debbie and their gorgeous eighteen year old daughter Jennifer. They all looked a little worn from the long night they had spent gauging the effects of the flood waters. But they also had looks of relief from the arrival of their apparent savior. David vigorously shook my hand.
"Can we all make it in one trip?" he said, peering out at my little boat.
"That'll have to wait," I said.
"What do you mean?" he asked.
I was still studying the two females—Debbie in her little t-shirt and shorts and the exceedingly cute Jennifer in her football jersey nightshirt. There was no doubt they were mother and daughter; both were blonde with perfect breasts, small waists and long tan legs. Jennifer had always reminded me of the actress Emma Watson with her thick, flowing hair, little turn-up nose and sexy smile. However, the only magic wand that was going to save her today was the one between my legs.
Many times I had seen Debbie and Jennifer in the yard or shopping downtown or eating at the local restaurants. Each time I saw them I wanted them more, especially Jennifer as she led the local high school cheerleading squad. But the opportunity never arose, until last night's disaster.
Now we were all alone.
"I mean the rescue will have to wait."
The confused look on their faces amused me. It had been SO easy: approach by boat, be hailed as a liberator, and enter the house with their blessing. It's not that I'm lazy, but why make life difficult.
I reached into my back pocket and pulled out my knife. With the flick of a finger, the shiny, sharp six inch blade sprung open. It was truly a menacing looking device and the control it bestowed on its owner was very clear.
Debbie gasped and I saw Jennifer take a quick step backward. David was frozen in place.
"Nobody needs to worry about getting hurt if you just listen to me and do what I say. Is that clear?"
I saw all three heads nod.
"Now, are there any cell phones in here?" I asked.
At first there wasn't any movement, but then Jennifer finally reached out and showed me the one in her hand.
"Good girl," I said. I took it out of her palm and put it in my back pocket.
"Hey!" she cried out.
I just smiled. "You won't be needing it."
Her look changed to one of disdain mixed with fear. I couldn't get over her natural beauty and my cock ached a little more each time I looked at her. Her mid-thigh length nightshirt highlighted the curve of her ass and the firmness of her young breasts. This was going to be very, very good.
"Any more?" I asked the family.
They shook their heads.
"Good. So you understand that you can't escape, I have a weapon I am more than willing to use if necessary, and I give the orders. Right?"
Again, they nodded in agreement. I had the women move away from the bedroom door, then I pushed a large dresser across it so the door was completely blocked.
Then I looked at David. "Dad, I would like you to take off your shirt."
There was only a momentary hesitation before he obeyed. He was a well built, good looking man of about forty. I knew he was an executive with a local company, but it wasn't his money I was after.
"Sit in that chair," I said, pointing to a simple wooden chair against one wall of the bedroom. David walked over and sat down. I moved behind him with my rope and spent a couple minutes securing him to the chair and tightly tying his hands behind his back.
With the knife always within view and easy reach, the women made no attempt to interfere. Their own struggles were about to begin. I took the knife and approached them.
"Mom, how about you standing over there next to your husband." I motioned for Debbie to move across the room, which she did without wavering. I saw her put her hand on David's shoulder.
Jennifer was standing at the foot of the bed. She was barefoot and perhaps braless, based on the prominent bumps in her shirt where her nipples should be. Her hair was unkempt and her face was void of all makeup. None of this made her any less attractive. Just the contrary. When a girl in her condition can look so gorgeous, you know you have something very special.
I looked down at Jennifer's long legs.
"Lift up your jersey," I said in a matter of fact tone.
"Please let us go," Jennifer whimpered. "We won't..."
"I said lift up your jersey."
Jennifer daintily pulled up the shirt at the waist and exposed a couple addition inches of leg. When she stopped, I said, "Keep going."
Soon, she was to the point where we were about to find out if she wore panties or not. She stopped again. "Above the waist. Now!"
She jumped at the sound of my command. Then she slowly raised the bottom of the jersey, revealing a pair of very tiny light blue panties. She gathered the shirt at her waist.
I marveled at the flawless skin around her waist and hips. Her thighs were smooth and dark tan. Jennifer's panties clung tightly to her pussy, a faint outline of her slit visible in the material.
"Turn around."
Jennifer pivoted so that her ass faced me. Part of this routine was to also give her father a good view of his daughter's body. If things went as planned, he'd be seeing a lot more.
"Very nice. Now face me," I said.
She continued to hold the jersey up and I told her she could let it down, which she did immediately. I stood a foot in front of the teenager, locked in on the curve of her breasts. I'm sure she expected me to touch her. Instead, I clutched at the jersey near her stomach and pulled it towards me. Jennifer struggled to keep her balance.
I reached out with the knife and thrust it forward just enough to puncture the material.
"No!" I heard Debbie scream behind me. I turned my head in her direction.
"Stay there and nobody will get hurt."
With the knife in place, I simultaneously pulled down on the shirt and slid the knife up. Once I had a three or four inch slit, I pulled the knife out. It was an unnecessary little act, but I wanted to shock my hostages into knowing I meant business. It had a side effect of making me just a little bit harder.
I set aside the knife and ran my finger up and down the slit in Jennifer's shirt, lightly touching her skin at the same time. At the top of the slit I was just an inch away from her breasts. Then I used both hands to grip opposite sides of the opening and violently ripped the shirt open by pulling on it.
Jennifer yelled out with surprise as the shirt lay open from her navel to her neck. It hung on her like a rag and the inner portions of her breasts were clearly visible. She raised her hands as if to close the gap in her shirt.
"Don't bother," I said. I reached out and placed a hand on her chest. My fingers closed around one of her breasts and I savored the softness of her skin. I cupped the breast for a second, then pushed that half of her shirt off her shoulder. She was nearly exposed and I felt my cock grow once again. Finally, I pushed the shirt off her other shoulder and it began to fall.
Jennifer's reaction was to stop it.
"Let it go," I ordered. She lowered her arms and her nightshirt slid down her body. It caught at her hips for a second, then tumbled to the floor. In all the times I had imagined Jennifer Poole naked, never did she look as good as she did now. Her magnificent young breasts, with their large areolas and pink nipples, rose splendidly from her chest. Her hourglass figure and shapely legs seemed to belong on a woman ten years more mature than her. Only her tiny panties hid the final treasure from view.
I took the knife and ran the tip of the blade over her left breast. Jennifer held her breath as I moved across her skin and onto her nipple. I didn't want to hurt her and for all I knew the attention I paid to her nipple turned her on. I cared only about one thing: I was getting as hard as I'd ever been in my life.
The knife continued down her body and onto Jennifer's panties. I saw her stomach rise and fall with her uneven breathing. She trembled as I applied a small amount of pressure on her pussy. I used the flat blade of the knife so it wouldn't hurt. Then it was time for the final show of control over her.
I put the blade at the bottom of her panties on the right side. One violent jerk of the knife slit it open, causing Jennifer to scream once again. With her pussy half exposed, I did the same on the other side and watched the remnant of the garment fall to her feet.
Only then did I take the time to look over at her parents. They looked on calmly, undoubtedly convinced of what would happen next. Little did they know.
Certain that Debbie wasn't going to try anything stupid, I turned my attention back to Jennifer. Her legs were held tightly shut, but the essence of her pussy, with its fine blonde hair confined within the tan line, was more than evident.
"Step over there and turn around," I said, pointing to her left. I wanted her free from her tattered clothes and, also, closer to her parents. She faced them and gave me a view of her tight ass. I saw both Debbie and David glance at her momentarily, then timidly look away. I, on the other hand, found it hard to take my eyes off the naked teenager.
"OK. I think it's time now for everybody to relax and enjoy themselves a little," I said. Jennifer looked over her shoulder at me and her parents were probably glad to have anything to look at besides their naked daughter. "I'm sure you've had a rough night and you want to get out of this place. So do I. But since we're all together..."
I stood behind Jennifer and ran my fingers over her ass. She stiffened at my touch. Then I moved my hands around her body and put them on top of her breasts. I few squeezes seemed to lengthen her nipples a bit, so I moved my way down to her pussy. Both parents watched as I put a hand squarely over her vagina and clit. I let a finger slide inside her briefly, then pulled it out and slid it up over her clit. She was wet.
"Jennifer Poole!" I exclaimed. "Shame on you for letting this excite you. I wonder about your father. Do you think he's enjoying this?"
She didn't answer and I didn't expect one. I paused for a second while I rubbed her clit.
"I think you should find out. I think you should go over and take off his shorts. We'll see how excited he is."
"No," Jennifer pleaded. "Please. Don't make me."
"Oh, it'll be fun. Go on. Do it," I said, lightly pushing her towards her father.
"Listen, we'll give you anything you want," David said. "We won't tell the cops. Just let us go."
"You're right on both counts," I answered. "You'll give me what I want and you won't tell the cops. Now Jennifer, take off his shorts."
My tone left little doubt as to what she should do. I smiled as David struggled to free himself from the rope. All the while, his naked daughter was moving closer.
"Mom, I think you should move over here and let them have some room," I said, showing Debbie where to stand. She was hesitant to take her hand off her husband's arm, but eventually did as I said.
"OK, Jennifer. He's all yours."
The look on David's face was priceless as Jennifer leaned over and unbuttoned his shorts. Then she pulled down the zipper. I was behind her, admiring the view of her beautiful ass and the sweet pussy that came into view as she bent over. Her father was getting an equally tantalizing vision of her luscious breasts.
Jennifer pulled down the shorts, revealing a pair of boxer shorts that had just a hint of a tent in them from David's cock.
"Get his shoes, too. He won't be needing them."
Jennifer took off his sneakers and threw them next to his shorts on the floor. She glanced up at me.
"Keep going."
David squirmed in the chair as Jennifer prepared to take off the last of his clothes. I hadn't expected him to be too hard, considering the situation he was in. But apparently the sight of his naked teenage daughter was too much for him, because as Jennifer removed his boxers a semi-erect cock came into view.
She quickly stood up after she was done, stepping back a little from David.
"Well, well. It looks like Dad enjoys seeing his little girl naked," I said. "Don't worry, Mr. Poole, I'm a little hard, too. It must be very frustrating being tied up like that and not being able to do anything about it. Jennifer, I think you can help. Why don't you get down there and start to relieve your father."
"No, I won't. I won't do that," Jennifer protested. She had her arms crossed in front of her chest, and she rocked back and forth like a stubborn child.
I reached over for my knife. "You have a choice: either make your father hard or watch as I cut it off."
The room was deadly silent. All of them had to know at that point that Jennifer was about to have oral sex with her father. She only took a second to resign herself to the fact.
She started to move over to David without any further urging from me.
"I'm sorry Dad," she said, almost in tears. She got to his legs and kneeled on the floor.
"It's OK hon. It'll be over soon," he assured her, spreading his legs for her when she touched his knees.
Jennifer moved forward until her waist was against David's thighs. I moved closer to Debbie to get a better view and was rewarded with a silhouette of Jennifer's body, bent slightly at the waist.
She began by cautiously putting her hand around David's cock. Only the thick head appeared above her hand, with his balls below her wrist. I didn't think she was going to do anything else at first, so I gave her some help.
"Lick it, Jennifer. Suck on it, just like you do your boyfriends'."
She loosened her grip and let the cock rest in her palm. I watched her begin to lean closer, certain now that there was no turning back. If she would do this, she'd do anything I told her to.
When she first bent down to put her tongue on David's cock, her blonde hair hid it from view. But she pulled the hair behind her ear and Debbie and I got a splendid view of her tongue sliding up and down the shaft. She licked her father over and over, using her hand to keep it in place.
"Suck it. Put it in your mouth," I said. "We want to see him hard."
I'm not sure anybody else in the room really wanted that, but I did. So when Jennifer finally wrapped her beautiful lips around David's cock, I for one was very happy. David closed his eyes and was no longer squirming on the chair. He was getting a blow job from his gorgeous daughter and there was nothing he could do about it. Only time would tell if he enjoyed it.
Jennifer's head was bobbing rhythmically, her hair flopping back and forth and her breasts bouncing with her motion. Sure enough, David was slowly but surely getting harder and harder.
Debbie looked on with an expressionless face. I would have given anything to know what she was thinking.
What I did know was that Jennifer seemed very skilled at giving blow jobs and David wasn't minding it at all. She held him by the base of his cock while sucking the rest, taking all of it with ease.
My own cock strained against my shorts and it was about time I finally got what I came for. I looked over at Debbie and said, "Don't move or you'll all die. Understand?"
She nodded nervously, unsure what I was doing but fully understanding my words.
I moved behind Jennifer and pushed down my shorts and boxers. My cock sprung free and pointed straight up at the teenage girl's little round ass. I stroked my cock a couple times until it was throbbing. Then I let it rest on top of her sweet cheeks.
I saw Jennifer stop for just a second, then continue sucking. My hands caressed her soft skin for a moment. I let my cock fall into the crack of her ass and slide down. Once I was close to her pussy, I placed the head of my cock at the entrance to her vagina.
It was difficult for her to spread her legs because of her father's position, but I managed to gain another couple inches of separation. Now her moist, pink pussy was clearly visible and my cock was ready.
I don't ever remember being as hard as when I began to thrust inside that lovely girl. I held her by the hips and pushed again. She let out a muffled moan, never taking her lips off her father's cock. She was tight and wet and wonderful.
I stopped when her ass wouldn't let me go any farther. But I was already in as far as my balls, so I let her get used to the feel of my thick cock deep inside her. She moaned again when I began to fuck her. It only took a couple strokes for my cock to be soaked in her juices. Still, her tight cunt gripped me like a vice.
I reached around her and took her right breast in my hand. I kneaded it roughly at first, then concentrated on the firm nipple. It was after thirty seconds of this direct attention that I first noticed Jennifer's ass pressing back against me in time with my thrusts.
I hadn't really thought too much about making her cum, but the harder I fucked her the more she responded. Then I wondered how long her father could last and wouldn't it be cool if poor Debbie had to watch both of them cum.



So that became my goal.
"Dad, I'm not going to stop fucking your daughter until you cum," I told him. I couldn't tell if the look on his face was one of relief or dread. He didn't respond either way. "I suggest you give in and just enjoy it."
He might not have needed my advice. No man could have sustained the blow job he was getting from such a beautiful young woman and not give in. I would have sprayed cum all over her face long before now.
Either way, it was only a minute or two later that we heard the first of his tell-tale groans.
"That's it, Mr. Poole. Let it go."
Jennifer was sucking him just as hard as when they started. Her hand fondled the bottom of his cock a little faster and her lips enveloped him a little tighter with each of his grunts. I knew he would cum when I saw him begin to thrust his hips up to her face. The wooden chair squeaked as David came closer to cumming.
When his moans signaled that he was close, I said, "Swallow it, Jennifer. Swallow every drop of it."
I moved my hand to her clit and began rubbing furiously. It was asking a lot for both of them to cum at the same time, but I was going to try. I felt Jennifer's body surrender to my cock and hand. She, too, would cum for me. It was just a matter of time.
David was close. "Oh God. Jen. Stop. Please, stop!"
She knew better than to obey her father. Or maybe she didn't want to. In any case, she didn't stop and David became more desperate.
"No! Don't make me...don't...oh fuck, Jennifer."
I saw David lift himself off the chair, his daughter's mouth tightly wrapped around his cock. With a single loud grunt, he started to cum. The chair settle back down and he began to pour shot after shot of cum into Jennifer's waiting mouth. Each moan was accompanied by a thrust of his hips and, almost certainly, another load of cum onto her tongue.
I leaned to the side just enough to see her face. A small stream of cum flowed from the side of her mouth onto her chin. Jennifer was too busy jerking her father off to worry about a little cum on her face. Perhaps she was used to it, anyway.
Or she was too caught up in my attack on her clit. It seemed her father had just finished when her own moans indicated an imminent orgasm. I never lost contact with her clit as she cried out and began bucking wildly. She clung to her father's legs. I fucked her as fast and hard as I could, getting no small amount of pleasure out of her getting off like she did.
When I reached up to her breast and played with her nipple, it felt like she had another orgasm. The sound of my hard cock sliding in and out of her soaked pussy filled the room, along with her continual shrieks of pleasure.
She collapsed onto her father's legs when she was done. Now it was my turn. Holding her like a rag doll in front of me, I spread my feet for a better stance and pounded her even harder. There was no resistance from Jennifer. Her entire body was mine for the taking.
I felt my balls contract and my cum begin to flow through my cock. Just before the first shot, I rammed into Jennifer's sweet cunt one last time. I smacked against her ass and waited. I came with a violent blast of cum, then began fucking her again.
It was easily the hardest I had ever cum and the teenager's pussy and ass paid the price. I shoved my cock into her repeatedly, each time depositing more of my cum deep inside her vagina. I never wanted it to stop.
But eventually I was dried up and exhausted. I pulled out and rested my rigid cock on Jennifer's ass.
"God damn, you guys. That was GREAT! Jennifer, you are one sweet fuck."
I didn't expect, or get, a response. Debbie's face was clearly blushed from the action she just witnessed. But not a word was said.
Jennifer wiped her face with the back of her hand. Her hair was a mess. David's moist cock was shrinking between his legs. They looked like two people who had just had sex.
"Jennifer, get on the bed and don't move. I think it's time to rest," I said. She climbed onto the covers and wrapped them around her naked body. I allowed her that comfort.
"Find a seat, Debbie," I told Mrs. Poole. She pulled a chair next to her husband. They exchanged a fleeting glance, but otherwise did not look at each other. Oh, the things that must have been floating around in their heads.
I knew it would only take me about fifteen minutes to be ready again and part of that time would be spent preparing my next victim. So I pulled on my shorts and spent a few minutes surveying the area out the window, making sure no surprise visitors were on the way. The coast appeared clear.
After many minutes of total silence during which I suspected each of the Poole's were collecting their own thoughts, I said to Debbie, "OK, Mom. Stand up."
All eyes were on me when I said, "Get undressed."
Now the attention was on the pretty mother. She remained standing without any sign of following my order. I reached back and grabbed the knife, the point aiming right at her.
She lifted her shirt and pulled it over her head. She wore a sheer white bra that fit snugly around her nice, if not huge, breasts. Then she took off her shorts, revealing a conservative pair of white panties. I didn't have to say a thing or threaten her with the knife. She unhooked her bra and shrugged it off. A moment later she was naked.
Debbie Poole might have been ten years older than me, but damn she was hot. There was not an ounce of fat on her body and most twenty year olds would kill for her breasts. Sometimes being average is good because the breasts can retain their firmness longer. Debbie's had and they were marvelous to look at.
I smiled at the fact David's cock had grown an inch or two during his wife's stripping. But he would not be the one to benefit from her this time. She was all mine.
"OK, cutie. Out of the bed," I said to Jennifer. She rolled to the edge, came out from under the covers and walked beside her father.
With knife in hand, I reminded her, "No trying anything stupid. I'll cut your mother up until you don't recognize her. Got it?"
She nodded, although the last thing I wanted to do was put a mark on an otherwise remarkable forty year old body. I was about to give instructions to Debbie when I realized I better do something to restrain Jennifer. I just didn't trust her out of my sight.
I opened dresser drawers until I found two pairs of panty hose. I took them out and tugged on them to assure their strength, then ordered Jennifer into the chair next to her father. With her hands behind the chair, I secured her tightly with one pair of hose.
I leaned next to her head: "Don't move." Then I pinched her nipple and she yelled out in pain.
"Get on the bed, Mom," I said to Debbie.
She crawled in where her daughter had been for the past quarter hour. She lay on her back with her knees pulled up. I got undressed while admiring the breasts rising from her chest. I was almost fully erect again at the mere thought of having this beautiful woman to myself.
"Spread your legs, babe."
Debbie slowly separated her legs a few inches.
"Spread them!" I yelled.
They fell apart nicely and her neatly shaven pussy came into full view.
"Stretch your legs out," I said. She was magnificent in her naked, spread eagle position. Her pussy begged to be fucked and her nipples called for my mouth. She'd get it all soon enough.
I climbed onto the bed from the bottom, between her legs. I leaned over her and drove the knife high into the headboard, making her jump from the sound. Then I used the other pair of panty hose to tie her hands above her head. She struggled a little which only made me harder.
"Now, let's have some fun. You've GOT to be horny after watching your family get each other off," I said to Debbie. "Let's find out."
I inserted a finger into her gaping vagina. She immediately began to squirm and kick. Sure enough, she was just a little wet. But more importantly, she wasn't going to cooperate as I suspected.
She nearly rolled onto her side before I could use one leg and both hands to get her onto her back again. I held her down by the shoulders, with my body resting on hers. The rubbing against my cock got me to full erection instantaneously.
I slapped her and the sound echoed in the room. "Damn it, bitch. Do you like it rough? Do you think about being raped when you and David are rolling around up here?"
"Get off me!" Debbie screamed.
I slapped her again. "Fuck you. You don't want me to get off. You want me to fuck you while you're tied up. Don't you?"
"No! Get off!"
I plunged two fingers into her cunt and she cried out. This time she was soaking wet.
"Look at this!" I said, placing my hand above her face. "You're fucking drenched. Taste it. Taste how much you want to be fucked."
I jammed the fingers into her mouth and, luckily, she chose not to bit me. I pulled them out quickly.
"That's what it tastes like when David eats you--right before he fucks you."
Debbie used every ounce of strength in an attempt to push me off. But I pushed back and got my cock into position. I'd waited a long time for this opportunity and no amount of effort on her part was going to stop me.
I probed the opening of her vagina until I knew I was set, then plunged down and forward.
"Ahhhhhhhhhh," Debbie squealed.
"Scream all you want, Debbie. I'm going to fuck you and before I'm done you're going to cum."
"Never," she cried. "Ohhhhhhh God."
I was fucking her so hard the headboard pounded against the bedroom wall. I held her wrists in one hand, feeling the pantyhose that already tied them together. With the other hand I played with her breast, hoping her nipples were as sensitive as Jennifer's were.
Her juices were flowing, whether she wanted to admit it or not. It was a good thing, because I was pounding into her very fast and very rough. The years had loosened her vagina slightly, but it was still a wonderfully tight fit for my engorged cock.
"That's it, babe. Fight all you want but you need to cum. You want to cum." I squeezed her other breast.
"No. No!"
"You dream of this, Debbie. You dream of a man with a big cock tying you up, forcing you down and then fucking you like crazy."
"Ahhhhhhhh, damn!" she yelled. "I don't. No!"
Each time I handled her nipples I felt her body rise up to mine. She might squirm and try to roll, but her breasts were sending messages to her pussy that she needed to cum.
"Can you feel it?" I whispered into her ear. "Your body is saying 'Let me cum'."
"No! No!"
"Yes, Debbie. Just like you always wanted it...rough and hard...fucked rough and hard."
"Damn it! Damn it!"
Each exclamation was louder, just like a woman's cries of joy right before cumming. I reached down and rubbed her clit.
"Come on, Debbie. Cum for me," I whispered.
"Ahhhhhhhhh, fuck. Fuck! No!"
Her body stiffened. It wasn't the same reaction that she had when she tried to fight me off. It was the way a woman stiffens during sex. She was going to cum.
"Now. Cum now."
Debbie screamed louder than she had at any time before and arched her back. I rammed my cock into as far as I could and made one last swipe over her clit.
"Yes! Ahhhhhhhhh." It must have been an involuntary announcement of her oncoming orgasm because she immediately began to buck and bounce under me. Her feet were on my ass, pulling me closer and opening herself wider for me.
The excitement of her orgasm put me over the edge and I, too, began to cum. I loosened my grip on her shoulders and, instead, wrapped my arms around her. Her legs held me tighter and I returned the favor. We rolled together into a new position and continued to cum together. I managed to take a breast into my mouth and I sucked on her.
"God. God! Yes!" she cried.
I bit her nipple and rolled her the other way. Her arms, hands still tied, were on my back now. She was holding me in place, silently begging me not to quit. But my cock had been through a lot in the past hour, so I didn't last long.
I made sure she was done, then allowed myself to deflate inside her while we laid on our sides. I looked over at David and his erect cock. Poor guy.
I pulled out of Debbie, yanked the knife out of the headboard and grabbed my shorts. Once dressed, I took out Jennifer's cell phone and opened it up. I activated the camera.
"Now, we're going to document all this for posterity," I said. "Let it be known that if I ever hear from the police about any of this, these pictures will be on the Internet so fast you won't know what hit you. I'm sure the congregation would all love to see what you guys do in your spare time."
I used my knife to cut away the pantyhose around Jennifer's wrists.
"Why don't you go over and show me again how you do your father," I ordered Jennifer. "It looks like he's ready again."
Jennifer reluctantly took her position between his legs. "I'm sure everyone will like the BDSM aspect of this one," I said, moving to get the best possible view of the girl as she lowered her mouth over her father's cock.
I took a couple shots, watching David get harder and harder with each bob of Jennifer's head.
"That's good enough," I said. Jennifer quickly leaned back. "Now let's see him suck on those luscious boobs of yours, Jennifer."
She gave me a look of disgust and made her chest available to David's open mouth. He timidly took a nipple between his lips.
"C'mon, Dad. Suck on it," I said loudly.
He immediately had a good portion of her tit in his mouth and I had the picture I wanted. He was so hard it almost hurt me to watch.
"One last set and we'll be done," I said. "Jennifer, get on the bed with your mother."
When the two women were side by side, I ordered Debbie to begin sucking her daughter's tits. It was a beautiful sight that had me hard, despite all I'd been through.
"One more. Debbie, get between her legs and let's see you lick her pussy."
Debbie protested momentarily, then obeyed when I reminded them all of the consequences. Debbie's tongue lightly slid over Jennifer's clit, while the daughter clenched her eyes shut...maybe from loathing and maybe from pleasure.
I hated to leave them, but figured they might want to be alone for a while. With the phone and knife safely stored away in my pocket, I bid the Pooles adieu and climbed out the window.
Another rescue boat would be along within twenty four hours. I'd be packed and on my way to higher ground, enough memories of the Pooles to last me a lifetime.
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"Are you looking at the man or the woman?"
Eileen glanced at her Mom, Abbey, and said, "They're both pretty nice."
She looked back down the beach at the man sitting on a towel, with his hands behind him for support. His female companion lay on her back, the curves of her perfect body obvious to Eileen even from thirty yards away.
Abbey smiled as she watched her daughter stare at the couple, seemingly unable to take her eyes off them. A moment later, the woman rolled onto her stomach. She reached behind her and untied her bikini. Providing only a fleeting glimpse of her full breasts, she pulled the bikini aside and put her head down on her towel.
"If you could be either one of them, which would it be?" Abbey asked.
"Mom! You're awful," Eileen said. After a short hesitation, she added, "I have to choose?"
"Ooooooh," Abbey sighed. "So you want them both. I would have never expected that from you."
"I don't want them both," Eileen said emphatically.
"It's OK to fantasize, hon."
"Quit putting words in my mouth," Eileen said.
"And thoughts in your head?"
Eileen frowned. "You've been watching them, too. Don't make it sound like I'm the perverted one."
Abbey waited, and then said, "She must be shy. There are plenty of women on this beach without tops on. Of course, none of them SHOULD be topless. And the one with the body to do it is too shy. It's a shame."
"OK, I've been watching him, not her. So there. I didn't even know he was with anybody," Eileen said with sufficient sarcasm.
Abbey took her water bottle and sprayed her daughter on the back with it. Eileen shrieked, but appreciated the cold water on her scorched back.
They sat on a beach in St. Maarten, a popular stop for cruise ships in the Caribbean; although Eileen, Abbey, and their husbands were there on a private vacation. It was wickedly hot and sunny, perfect for sunbathing and watching sunbathers.
In fact, Eileen and Abbey themselves may have been the subject of a similar conversation by others on the beach. Eileen was twenty one and attractive, with long brown hair that curled onto her neck and a body custom made for a bikini.
It was Abbey, at forty one, that may have earned a second look from more men. She had the same curves in the same places as her daughter, but on a more mature frame. Her hair was just as brown and wavy, but shorter than Eileen's. Overall, she was the type of woman any man over thirty would love to be with.
Together, they were a striking pair. But that didn't prevent them from ogling the equally impressive couple on the towels. Eileen, and most likely every man in the vicinity, was now looking at the woman's delicious ass, the cheeks barely covered by a tiny bikini bottom. Below that, there wasn't an ounce of fat on her smooth thighs or tight calves.
Out of the corner of her eye, Eileen saw her mother lean back and lay down. She did the same, closing her eyes and feeling the heat of the summer sun on her body.
Half an hour later, Eileen awoke and turned onto her side, facing in the direction of the beautiful couple. But the woman was not on her towel and Eileen assumed she was swimming. A minute later, fully awake and hungry from several hours in the sun, Eileen rose to her feet and adjusted her bikini.
Abbey appeared to still be sleeping, so Eileen grabbed the beach bag containing her purse and headed for the refreshment stand. The sand was hot as she walked around people on towels and blankets on the beach. It was only when she reached the palm trees surrounding the food stand did the sand begin to cool.
Eileen strode up the three steps leading to a wooden patio containing picnic tables and dozens of vacationers. Kids ran past with inflatable animals on their arms, apparently oblivious to anything but their next destination. Eventually, Eileen found herself third in line to order.
She began to scan the menu hanging behind the counter.
"Hot today, isn't it?"
The female voice behind Eileen made her instantly turn her head.
"Yeah," she began to say. But the word almost caught in her throat when she realized she was face-to-face with the beautiful woman on the towel.
The woman's golden hair and blue eyes initially captured all of Eileen's attention. But then she detected the tan face, the small upturned nose, and the full lips with their enticing curve in the middle.
"Have you been here before?" the woman asked.
"Yes," Eileen said. "Once. Now it's my favorite island."
The woman smiled. "Ours too. My name's Kate, by the way."
"Hi. I'm Eileen."
They moved up one place in line, but Eileen wasn't too concerned about ordering...yet. While Kate looked up at the menu, Eileen stole a glance at the body she'd admired from afar on the beach. As she suspected, Kate's breasts were near perfect even in the confinement of a bikini. Her waist and hips were firm and well proportioned. The tiny bikini bottom clung to her without being obscene.
Eileen guessed she was thirty years old, give or take two years.
"What are you getting?" Kate asked.
"Oh, I don't know. Just a burger, probably. How about you?"
"That's what I recommend. They're fresh and very good," Kate said with enthusiasm.
Eileen ordered and before she gave up her spot in line, Kate said, "Want to eat with me? You don't have to, if you don't..."
"Sure," Eileen responded quickly. "It's no problem. I'll get us a table, OK?"
Eileen found a spot in the corner of the patio. While listening for her name to be called for pick-up, she couldn't help but gaze some more at her new friend. At the same time, deep in the back of her brain, she was wondering WHY she was so enthralled by Kate.
Certainly, Eileen's relationship with her husband Tom was not in trouble. They loved each other and had done so since meeting in high school. But in the last year or two, Eileen had noticed an increased interest in women, especially pretty women. She'd never acted upon it, nor even came to close to acting upon it. But the continued curiosity troubled her a little bit.
What Eileen was least likely to confront was the fact she even found her youthful looking mother to be attractive. They had always been close, and when Eileen married at such a young age—just like her Mom—it gave them even more in common. But the physical appeal was a whole new ballgame.
Eileen was brought out of her trance by Kate arriving to sit across the table from her. Soon after that, they heard their names being called and they picked up their food. Once back at the table, they settled down to eat.
Chit-chat got them through the first few minutes. But then Kate said, "Eileen, I have a question for you."
"Sure," Eileen said. "What is it?"
"My husband and I noticed you, and your companion, right after you arrived this morning," Kate said.
Eileen took the opportunity during a short pause to say, "That's my Mom."
"Really? She looks so young," Kate said. "Of course, you do too."
Eileen smiled. "Thank you."
"Adam and I both commented on you and we wanted to ask you if you would care to join us for drinks or dinner sometime soon?"
The direction of the conversation caught Eileen by surprise. She'd never been approached by total strangers in this way. Would it be rude to reject the invitation? Did she, in fact, want to reject the invitation? Was it really for drinks or a meal?
"Gee, I don't know, Kate," Eileen stammered. "I'd, I'd have to think about it."
"Don't be scared, Eileen. We're just normal people. Really," Kate assured her.
"I'm sure you are. It's just that, well, nobody's ever asked me to, you know, do anything like that."
"Nobody's ever asked you to eat or drink with them?" Kate said with wide eyes.
Eileen almost laughed, knowing that she'd been caught inadvertently stating what she was thinking—that this might be more than it appeared. She stabbed at her French fries with a plastic fork.
"Can I think about it and let you know?"
Kate smiled and said, "Sure. We'll be on the beach every day for the rest of the week. Come down and see us if you want. If I don't hear from you, that's an answer, too."
"That's fair," Eileen said.
The rest of the meal was spent talking about hometowns and hobbies and families. In the end, they separated just as quickly as they came together. But Eileen's heart still pounded.
She rejoined her mother, now awake, and spent several minutes telling the story of her conversation with Kate, and the subsequent offer.
"So what are you going to do?" Abbey asked with sincere interest.
"What would you do?" Eileen replied.
Abbey looked down the beach at Kate and Adam. They were walking towards the water with snorkeling masks resting on the tops of their heads.
"It's pretty tempting."
"Are you looking at the man or the woman?" Eileen said, following the pair with her eyes.
Abbey burst out laughing and Eileen quickly joined in.
Abbey said, "Touché. Can I have both?"
"I think I can if I decide to," Eileen said seriously.
"Tempting, indeed."
###
Eileen and Abbey arrived back at their condo well before dinner. They met up with their husbands and decided on a time to eat. While Eileen showered, she rolled the events of the day around in her head and tried to make sense of it all. Kate had brought to the forefront Eileen's struggle with her sexual feelings. But Eileen wanted to categorize it as curiosity rather than preference.
Either way, it was going to be a decision that could alter the rest of her life and might only come along once.
Abbey, too, had mixed emotions. She found herself increasingly jealous of her young daughter's opportunity. She was definitely attracted to the handsome Adam, but her mind always returned to Kate and her near-naked body on the towel, or the lithe figure slipping into the water to snorkel.
What was worse was the fact Abbey began to picture Kate and Eileen together. And then: herself and Eileen together. THAT was the scary part, and it needed to be addressed.
Both women wore sun dresses to dinner; short dresses with swooping necklines to show off their new tans. As was the case on the beach, many sets of admiring eyes were on them throughout the meal. Eileen and Abbey were interested in two sets of eyes in particular, but Kate and Adam were nowhere to be found.
After dinner, the husbands headed for a nearby nightclub. The women returned to Abbey's condo.
They chatted for a short while, but Abbey couldn't let the conversation linger for too long without steering it in the direction of the most pressing issue on her mind.
"Eileen, how do you really feel about Kate's offer? I mean, what's the most interesting part of it to you?"
The young woman stared at her glass, folded her legs as she sat on the couch, and finally replied, "Besides the fact she'd even ask, I'd say it was the fact Kate approached me and not Adam."
Abbey nodded. "Exactly."
"Either she's doing it for him, or he's too shy, or...," Eileen said before stalling.
"Or she's the one that wants to be with you," Abbey finished for her.
"Yep."
"If you did it, what would be the main reason?" Abbey said.
Eileen rose from the couch and walked over to the sliding glass door looking out onto the patio. "Just to, you know, find out what it's like. Two strangers."
"Good looking strangers."
"Good looking strangers," Eileen confirmed.
"But especially her," Abbey said.
"Yeah. I guess."
Eileen didn't hear her mother rise from her chair. But she saw the reflection in the window as Abbey walked up to her from behind. As Eileen turned her head, Abbey took the glass out of her hand and set it on a nearby table.
Abbey wrapped her arms around Eileen and put her face in her daughter's neck. She smelled Eileen's hair and felt the soft strands on her face. "You should do what your heart tells you, hon. If they really interest you, you should do it or you'll be wondering the rest of your life."
"I know," Eileen said, putting her hands on top of her Moms. "I've been thinking about that. If it was just Adam that would be one thing. But Kate will be there. What do I do then?"
"Haven't you ever thought about that?"
Eileen hesitated. She saw her mother's face in the glass, the soft eyes looking to the side. "Sometimes."
"Before Kate, haven't you seen a woman you've liked, and wondered what it would be like?" Abbey asked.
"Yes." The quickness of Eileen's response intrigued Abbey.
"Who?"
Eileen slid her hands up her mother's arms. "You."
It wasn't the answer Abbey was expecting. Instinctively, she kissed Eileen's neck. Eileen felt a flutter flow through her body and she leaned back into her Mom's body.
"Really? Why?" Abbey said with surprise.
"You're beautiful, and intelligent, and...," Eileen said.
"Whoa. Better stop there while I'm still ahead," Abbey said.
Eileen giggled nervously and turned her head. Abbey kissed her cheek.
"What about you?" Eileen asked.
"Have I wondered what it would be like? Sure."
"But you never...," Eileen began.
"No."
"Why?" Eileen asked.
"Never found the right girl," Abbey said. "Until..."
"Until what?"
"Until you," Abbey said.
While Eileen considered the significance of what her mother just said, Abbey moved her hands up to Eileen's neck and shoulders. She massaged them lightly, appreciating the tender skin of the twenty one year old woman.
"What do you mean by that, exactly?" Eileen said with a hint of inquisitiveness.
"I mean I find you beautiful and intelligent. And I have to admit I was jealous that Kate approached you and made her offer," Abbey said.
Eileen was honestly surprised at the admission. "Oh, I'm sorry Mom. I didn't mean to..."
Abbey continued to rub her daughter's shoulders. "Don't worry about it. I want you to be happy. I'm glad she talked to you."
"But you would have accepted on the spot," Eileen said.
Abbey paused. "Probably. But I'm in a different situation. I'm forty one, not twenty one. I won't get many more chances like that. Maybe I never will."
Eileen felt guilty, but completely understood what her mother was saying. She took hold of Abbey's hands and brought them forward from her shoulders and onto the bare skin below the front of her neck. Eileen pressed them harder against her skin and then let Abbey control them.
Neither woman wanted to take charge, necessarily. But Abbey knew what happened next was probably up to her. She spread her fingers and slid her hands down until they began to slip inside Eileen's dress. Immediately she felt the rise of her daughter's full breasts.
"I want to know what it would feel like if Kate touched me," Eileen said softly.
The words served two purposes. They allowed Abbey to know what she was thinking and they allowed Abbey to continue.
"I don't know if it would be the same," Abbey whispered.
"I think it would. Only better. It's you."
Abbey lingered for a few more seconds, and then slid her hands lower. Eileen did not wear a bra and Abbey felt nothing but soft, supple skin all the way to the tips of Eileen's breasts. The lightweight dress easily gave way to the probing fingers, which stopped only when Abbey realized she was at Eileen's nipples.
Abbey gently squeezed the breasts. Their bodies were touching and the dresses did little to take away the sensation of skin on skin. Abbey squeezed again.
Eileen had moved very little during the last minute or two, but now she reached up and grabbed the shoulder straps of her dress. She very slowly pulled them down and allowed the straps to fall to her elbows. A second later she pulled here arms out and let the dress fall to her waist, where she held it in place.
All of that was possible without Abbey moving her hands, but she was hesitant to take advantage of Eileen's topless condition.
"Touch me, Mom. Touch me the way you think Kate would," Eileen said.
Once again, Eileen was making it easy for Abbey to go on. It was just...difficult, and unnatural for Abbey to do what she wanted to do.
"I, I can't. It's not...right," Abbey said.
"Please, Mom."
Abbey pushed aside the last of her reservations and reached out for Eileen's nipples. Once she made contact with them, she put her palms over them and held Eileen's breasts loosely. Then she rubbed them a little harder and wrapped her fingers around the breasts a little more tightly.
She could see that Eileen's eyes were closed and she could feel Eileen's breathing become more erratic.
"You feel wonderful, honey," Abbey said.
"It feels great, Mom. Please don't stop."
Abbey kneaded the soft skin, cupped the breasts in her hands, and generally touched every square inch of them over and over. She heard Eileen moan.
"Tell me when to stop," Abbey spoke softly.
"Never."
Abbey compressed the breasts against her daughter's chest and massaged them until the nipples were twice the size as when she first touched them. Somehow she found the courage to take one between her fingers and squeeze it.
"Oh God, Mom. Yes!"
Abbey took the other nipple and pinched both of them simultaneously. Eileen's body stiffened and she moaned even louder.
"Come around and use your mouth. I'm begging you. Please," Eileen said.
All the indecision that Abbey fought off to get to that point returned. How far could they go without hurting each other in some way? Would they regret all of this later?
But to hear her daughter begging for it was too much for Abbey to refuse. She let go of the breasts. Eileen began to turn until they were face to face. Their eyes met in a moment of uncertainty before Abbey peered down at the luscious breasts she had been holding.
Without any more delay—for fear of backing out—Abbey leaned down and lightly kissed the side of Eileen's left breast. She put a hand under the right breast, and then moved her lips until they were kissing Eileen's nipple. Very shyly, Abbey used her tongue to lick the hardened nub.
After a couple of preliminary licks, Abbey spread her lips and took a little of her daughter's breast into her mouth. The sensation was exciting for Abbey and absolutely electrifying for Eileen.
"Take more of it, Mom. Suck on it. Harder."
A larger portion of the breast was engulfed by Abbey's mouth and she began to earnestly suck and lick it with the intent of pleasing Eileen. She stabbed at the nipple with her tongue and bit it gently with her teeth and lips. Each new sensation caused Eileen to moan louder and beg for more.
Eileen reached out and closed her hands around her mother's breasts, allowing the material of the sun dress to gather in her hands. Eileen felt her mother's nipples, hard and sensitive, just like hers. Abbey sucked harder and bit more often as Eileen played with her chest.
"That is SO good, Mom. Just like that—keep going," Eileen begged.
Eileen was just about to reach inside Abbey's dress when they both heard a door suddenly opening. Luckily, they were one room away from the entrance and Eileen had time to fix her dress before the husbands walked in.
###
The following day was even hotter. The women chose the morning to do their sunbathing, assuming it would be unbearably hot in the afternoon. The walk to the beach was the first chance they had to discuss the night before.
"I hope you aren't mad at me for what happened," Eileen said as the women walked down a path between the palm trees.
"Not at all. I kind of, well, enjoyed it," Abbey said. "I wasn't sure I could do it. You made it easy."
"I enjoyed it, too."
They walked in silence for a while. Then Eileen said, "You were right."
"About what?"
"I should have said 'Yes' to Kate," Eileen said.
They turned onto the stretch of sand in front of the refreshment stand.
"You still can," Abbey said.
They laid out their towels and, almost simultaneously, glanced down to where Kate and Adam had been sitting. The couple was nowhere to be seen.



"I don't know if it would be the same with them," Eileen said. "I mean, it would be more like sex. Last night was...different."
"I know. I couldn't describe it either." Abbey stared out into the water, and then added, "But having sex with Adam couldn't be all that bad."
Eileen smiled. "There you go, getting greedy again."
They left the subject alone for a while and concentrated on getting better tans, a near-impossible task considering how bronzed they were already. But it did eventually open the door for Abbey to take them back to the previous night.
A half hour into their sunbathing, Abbey said, "Is today the day you go topless?"
"I thought you, of all people, should know by now why I don't want to go topless," Eileen said, rolling her eyes.
"I, of all people, know why you should."
Eileen didn't answer at first. When she did, she said, "If I sunburned them would you make them feel better?"
"Maybe spread lotion on them?" Abbey asked.
"Maybe lick them," Eileen said.
Abbey ran her tongue around her lips sensuously.
"Like that," Eileen said.
"Maybe you should sunbathe nude."
"Mother!" Eileen exclaimed.
Abbey laughed and they both sunbathed with bikinis fully on. Sure enough, by noon the temperature was nearing the limit of what they could comfortably enjoy. After checking to make sure Kate and Adam had not shown up, the women packed up their stuff and headed back to their condos.
"What are you going to do the rest of the day?" Eileen asked her Mom as they walked along.
Abbey shrugged. "Hadn't really thought about it. How about you?"
"Shop, I guess."
"Want something to eat first? I have plenty of salad left over," Abbey offered.
"Sure. I don't have to be anywhere until the guys get back from their fishing trip this evening," Eileen said.
"Good. My heart doesn't need them barging in unexpectedly any more."
Eileen nodded in full agreement.
They never before appreciated air conditioning quite as much as when they entered Abbey's condo. They threw their bags down and immediately started for the kitchen. Soon, they sat at the table finishing off leftover fruit and a garden salad.
When they were done, and were clearing off the table, Eileen said, "Well, I think I'll head home and shower before heading out again."
Abbey put a couple plates in the dishwasher before answering. "Shower here."
"I don't have anything here to put on, Mom," Eileen replied as if telling her something that was plainly obvious.
"I know."
Eileen looked intently at Abbey, making sure she was serious. Convinced she was, Eileen said, "Want to save water?"
"I think the whirlpool tub would be best for that."
Eileen took her Mom's hand and led her down the hall to the master bathroom. Once they were inside, and the door was locked, they faced each other and came together. Unlike the night before, the encounter began with a long, passionate mouth-to-mouth kiss that was as good as either of them had ever had with a man. Their tongues tangled and their mutual moans filled the large room.
"Somebody needs to fill the tub," Abbey whispered during a lull in the kiss.
"Damn," Eileen said, finally separating herself from her mother and bending over to turn on the water. Abbey resisted the urge to caress the beautiful ass that presented itself, knowing she'd soon have plenty of opportunity for that.
With the water flowing swiftly, Eileen stood back up and approached Abbey. She reached behind her mother and untied the bikini top. Calmly, Eileen pulled it off and unveiled the lovely pair of breasts she had been desiring. She put her hands on them and held them softly in her palms.
"The water, hon."
Eileen quickly turned to shut off the water and turn on the whirlpool jets. The hum of the jets was the only sound in the room. Then she went back to her topless mother.
Eileen's hands did not return to the breasts. Instead, they dropped to Abbey's bikini bottom. Eileen gripped the thin band of material and pulled it down. Eileen bent at the knees to remove the bikini and toss it aside. The entire time, her eyes were locked on the neatly trimmed pussy between her mother's legs.
"You're really beautiful," Eileen said as she stood up again.
Abbey kissed her daughter, untying her top in the process. It came off quickly, followed by the bottom. Once they were both naked, they spent a few seconds simply admiring each other in the seclusion of their private space.
Another kiss allowed Abbey to finally put her hands on the tiny, tight ass she'd watched a moment ago. The firm flesh accepted the pressure of Abbey's fingers, giving way but certainly not because of fat. Abbey would find none of that anywhere on her daughter's body.
"Come on," Eileen said. "I can't wait any longer."
She stepped into the tub and slid down to the far end, leaving plenty of space for Abbey to join her at the opposite end. Their legs intertwined and both women leaned back to get comfortable.
The water churned over the tops of their bodies, splashing over their breasts and up to their shoulders. Both women found themselves gazing for extended periods at each others breasts appearing and disappearing in the water. Below that, their separated legs gave brief glimpses of the tantalizing pussies under the surface.
Eileen smiled and slipped her ass along the bottom of the tub until her toes had traveled up the length of Abbey's thighs and landed at her pussy. Abbey spread her legs in response and felt the first contact between Eileen's toes and her clit.
Eileen rubbed her for a second, and then moved her foot lower to find the hole she was looking for. Abbey watched her daughter's eyes follow the route of her foot. The toes lingered at the entrance before journeying back up to Abbey's clit.
Abbey closed her eyes and marveled at the instant stimulation she got from the massage. Eileen pressed harder and watched her Mom respond with sighs and grimaces of arousal. It seemed clear to Eileen that she could probably get her mother off if she continued.
But she had other plans, and eventually pulled the foot away. Quickly, she moved forward and put her knees between Abbey's legs. As her mother watched, Eileen bent over and took a breast in her mouth. Abbey pulled herself up so that no water was interfering with the tremendous sucking and licking she was getting from her daughter.
"Oh, Eileen. That feels so wonderful," Abbey sighed.
She put her hands on the back of Eileen's head and pulled her tighter against her chest. Eileen sucked harder and returned the favor she got the night before from Abbey: she lightly bit the nipples and pulled them with her lips.
"Oh my God, honey. Do it again. Please!"
Eileen didn't need to be asked. She moved from one breast to the other licking the nipple and putting as much flesh as she could into her eager mouth. Meanwhile, the turbulent water rushed past Abbey's pussy and she thought she might cum just lying there. Eileen did her best to make it happen.
Abbey reached out for Eileen's breasts while her own were being used by her daughter. She spread the warm water around them and felt the erect nipples in her palms. Abbey wished she had them in her mouth. Their experience the night before was much too short for her liking.
After several more minutes, Eileen lifted her head and said, "Sit on the edge, Mom."
Abbey looked at Eileen, but did as she was told. The immediate thought that went through her head frightened her a little. Things were about to get serious, she believed.
Once settled on the slippery rim of the tub, Abbey put her hands behind her for support. Then she watched Eileen slide between her legs and put her hands on Abbey's waist.
"Lean back more. I've got you," Eileen said.
With her mother fully stretched out, Eileen lowered her head to the dripping pussy she'd waited so long for. She supported Abbey's lower back with her hands and began to lick all around the area. Eileen felt her mother's body slightly lift off the edge of the tub, as if attempting to force Eileen to make contact with the most sensitive spots. Eileen teased, but did not go there yet.
"Should I go on, Mom?"
"Yes. Yes," Abbey moaned.
"Tell me what you want me to do," Eileen said between licks.
Abbey hesitated. She couldn't make herself say it. Not to her daughter.
"Tell me, Mom."
There was another delay. Finally, Eileen heard Abbey say softly, "Lick me, hon."
"Where? Where should I lick you?"
"Please, Eileen. Please lick me...there."
Eileen licked everywhere else.
"Tell me, Mom."
It took thirty seconds for the answer to come. "Oh God, Eileen. Lick my pussy so I can cum! All over! Lick it, please!"
Eileen moved down so that, when she finally made contact, her tongue was below the entrance to Abbey's pussy. Agonizingly slowly, she slid the tongue up past the hole, between the flaps of skin protecting it, and eventually to the hardened nub of Abbey's clit.
Eileen heard her mother gasp and her body stiffen.
"There?" she asked.
"Oh yes!" Abbey replied.
Eileen took the clit between her lips and sucked on it, licked it, and put it completely inside her mouth. She pulled Abbey closer and eagerly spent as long as she thought she could in the area without making her mother cum. The moans she heard were getting louder and more intense.
When she thought it was getting close, Eileen moved down and slipped her tongue inside Abbey's sweet, wet hole.
"Eileen! Oh God!"
She began to fuck her mother with her tongue, driving it in as deeply as she could and as rapidly as she could. Eileen probed every inch of the hole. Abbey's body quivered with excitement and it was obvious an orgasm was imminent.
"Honey. Honey! I'm...I'm going to...oh God!"
Eileen moved her tongue once again to lie directly on Abbey's clit. She licked it hard and fast.
"God! I'm cumming! Yesssss! I'm cumming!"
For nearly a full minute, Abbey's body shook and pulsed with an intensity she'd never felt before. Eileen never lost contact with her clit and Abbey lost track of the number of times she started to cum again. Her muffled screams echoed in the bathroom, along with the ever-present swirling of the water behind Eileen.
Abbey ended up having to pull her pussy away from her daughter's mouth in order to stop cumming. She lie on the floor completely exhausted, but completely satisfied.
Eileen sat in the water, her elbows on the edge of the tub and her chin in her palms, looking at her beautiful Mom.
"How long will it take you to recover?" she asked with a smile.
"Not long," Abbey said, looking up at the ceiling. "Why?"
Eileen began to climb out of the tub. She rested on her knees for a moment, and then straddled her mother's body. Water dripped down onto Abbey, who certainly didn't care. She was enjoying the view of Eileen's gorgeous naked figure.
"Because I need to cum," Eileen said.
She slid up and placed her pussy directly over her Mom's face.
Abbey smiled and reached her arms up. "Come here, hon."
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Eileen walked up behind the pretty blonde woman and stopped just before actually touching her.
"Where were you guys yesterday?"
Kate quickly turned her head and smiled. "We didn't come out until mid-afternoon. You must have been here and left already."
"Yeah," Eileen said. "We started early because of the heat, and then went back about noon."
They inched forward in the line waiting for service at the beach's refreshment stand. The breezes of St. Maarten blew in their faces and around their bikini-clad bodies.
"Well, we missed you," Kate said.
"I'm glad you're here. I wanted to talk to you."
"Yeah? About what?" Kate asked.
Eileen leaned a little closer as if trying to prevent anyone around them from hearing. "About your offer."
Kate's eyes lit up. "Really?"
"Yeah. I think I'd be interested."
The day before, twenty one year old Eileen and her mother Abbey spent considerable time observing the lovely Kate and her husband Adam lay on the beach or snorkel. They guessed the couple's age to be about thirty, and their athletic bodies did nothing to spoil their mutual attractiveness. At the same refreshment stand they now visited, Kate had proposed to Eileen that she join them for drinks or dinner.
Eileen asked for time to think about it. Overnight was enough time. With sufficient urging from Abbey, Eileen was prepared to accept.
"That's awesome," Kate replied with enthusiasm. "I'll talk to Adam about setting something up."
"But I have a request," Eileen added.
"Sure. What is it?"
Eileen looked down at her feet and then back up at Kate. "I'd like to bring my mother along."
Kate looked at her with wide eyes. "Your mother? Is she the one you've been sitting with?"
Eileen nodded.
"She's very pretty, just like you. Adam was talking about her yesterday. I think he'd love it," Kate said.
The relief on Eileen's face must have been evident. "Thanks! She's a lot of fun."
It was time for the women to order their food, so they finished that task and found a table to sit at while they waited for their sandwiches.
"Your Mom must have been very young when she had you," Kate said.
Eileen smiled. "She'd kiss you for saying that. She's forty one, and looks great in a sun dress."
Kate could see her on the beach from where she sat. "She looks great in a bikini, too."
After a short pause, Kate said, "You two must be very close."
Even before the current vacation, Eileen would have said 'Yes'. But this trip had brought them even closer together. Much closer together.
"Very," Eileen admitted. She looked away as if deep in thought. "Sometimes it scares me how close we are."
Kate heard their names being called and she picked up the food and brought it back to the table. As they began to eat, she said, "Why does it scare you?"
"What? My Mom and me?"
Kate nodded.
Eileen shrugged. "We treat each other like, I don't know, different than mother and daughter."
They ate for a short time without speaking. Then Kate asked, "Do you want to tell me?"
Eileen finished swallowing. "Lately, things have changed. Just on this trip, things have changed."
"Do you love each other?" Kate said.
Eileen bobbed her head almost imperceptibly.
"Have you had sex?"
Eileen stared blankly at Kate, and then looked away. Again, the nod could have gone undetected.
"Cool!"
Eileen giggled at Kate's reaction. "Would Adam still be interested? I mean, I'd be interested in him, and you of course. Oh, hell. I've never done anything like this before."
Kate smiled and then said seriously, "Listen, Eileen. We don't want to make you feel uncomfortable. We think you—and your Mom—are very pretty. We'd like to spend an evening with both of you. I think Adam will be absolutely thrilled to hear that you and your Mom love each other. I mean, think of all the possibilities."
Eileen appreciated her new friend's kindness. "He wouldn't be freaked out if we kissed or anything?"
"Eileen, I'm getting wet thinking about it. He'd be as hard as a rock. Trust me."
"My Mom's name is Abbey, by the way. When do you want to meet?" Eileen said.
"Let me ask Adam right away. We'll come to your spot on the beach once we figure it out. OK?"
"Perfect," Eileen said. "I'm excited."
When they were done eating, they headed for the beach and joined their respective partners. Abbey was happy Eileen decided to do it and, more importantly, Adam was ecstatic. A man about to spend an evening with three beautiful women between twenty one and forty one had no reason to be disappointed. The fact two of them were known to have sex with each other was icing on the cake.
A half hour later, Kate and Adam were kneeling in the sand next to Abbey and Eileen. They mutually agreed that seven o'clock that night would be a perfect time to meet at Kate and Adam's condo. Kate promised fish on the grill and Adam assured them plenty of his favorite tropical drink would be available.
Although two days of gazing at each other from afar had assured all four that they were interested, this first close-up encounter sealed it. Adam was every bit as handsome as he seemed from a distance, and Abbey got full marks from both Adam and Kate. The date was on.
###
"Did you notice anything about Adam this afternoon?" Abbey said as she and her daughter began the short walk to his condo.
Eileen thought for a second. "Besides the bulge in his bathing suit?"
"That's it!" Abbey said loudly. "You got it on the first try."
"I think he liked you," Eileen said.
Abbey made a sound of skepticism. "I just figured that was his natural state. If so, I'd love to see him excited."
"In that outfit, you should get your wish."
Eileen was referring to Abbey's choice of dresses. It had a halter top and was short without being obscene. The flair in the hem worked perfectly with her shapely legs and creamy thighs. Eileen wore a dressy, but comfortable, blouse with a wide collar that hung open nearly to the bottom of her breasts. Her mini-skirt hugged her ass and nearly WAS obscene. But she knew it looked good on her.
Shortly, they arrived at the condo and anxiously rang the doorbell, uncertain of the adventures awaiting them. If nothing else, it sounded as if the food and drink would be good.
Kate answered the door and eagerly welcomed the women into her expansive home. St. Maartens was one of those islands where the disparity between living conditions for most locals and the 'foreigners' was striking. Clearly, Adam and Kate had spared no expense in creating their own little paradise. Everything about the condo was modern and bright and relaxing.
Kate looked her marvelous self in a stylish tank top and baggy shorts that tied with a string. When they wound their way back to the patio and found Adam, he too was informal in his Jamaican-style shirt and shorts.
The patio overlooked the water and consisted of two large tables, umbrellas over the tables, and plenty of chairs. Adam was overseeing the grill, but lowered the lid and flames when the guests arrived.
"I'll get the drinks," Kate announced. "Is Adam's rum surprise OK with everybody, or would you like something non-alcoholic?"
Both Eileen and Abbey said the rum was fine and Kate disappeared back inside.
"I could live here," Abbey said as they all settled into chairs.
"It's perfect for us," Adam said. "We live here most of the year. I represent one of the jewelry companies that have shops on all the islands. We only go back to the States when we have to."
"You get a nice discount then," Eileen suggested.
Adam smiled. "Yes. If you want, I can get you a deal while you're here."
"I'd like that," she said with an appreciative grin.
"Are you married?" he asked both of them with a sweep of his eyes.
"Yes," Abbey said, while Eileen nodded. "We left them to go do whatever they do at night."
"Perhaps they found their own friends?" Adam said.
"Perhaps. I hope they have as much fun as we're having," Abbey countered.
Adam looked at her approvingly. "Here comes Kate. The real fun is about to begin. I added extra rum tonight just for you."
Kate passed out the drinks and took a seat next to Adam. They offered a toast and the first sip of his concoction brought nothing but words of endorsement from Eileen and Abbey.
Just over a half hour later, Adam was serving the grilled fish, along with a few vegetables and rice. It smelled and tasted wonderful, certainly beating out the offerings of the beach refreshment stand.
A second round of drinks served as dessert as the foursome sat on the patio and chatted about their favorite islands, shopping, and excursions. Eileen made sure the talk eventually found its way back to Adam's offer for discount jewelry.
"Do you like something like this?" he asked, reaching over for Kate's hand and holding it up for Eileen and Abbey to see. The ring he drew their attention to was a brilliant aqua shade in a small setting.
"That's so pretty," Eileen confirmed.
"I can get you that for one-third what you'd pay in the store. But not just this one. I can arrange to meet you at our location here if you want and I'll show you anything," he said.
"Count me in," Abbey said. "You have necklaces, I assume?"
"Hundreds. Lots of them to go with your beautiful tan," Adam said. "Gold, silver, tanzanite. You name it. All very inexpensive for my new friends."
"So now we owe you for the best seafood I've ever had, the best rum I've ever had, and cheap...I mean, inexpensive jewelry," Eileen said.
Adam laughed. "Cheap as in low quality? No. I give you only the best. And there are ways to compensate for the discount."
Abbey was the first to cut short the pause that followed his statement. "What might they be?"
Adam looked at her. "Women get enjoyment out of shopping. Some of you are very passionate about it. Men get enjoyment out of other things. But we're just as passionate."
"Name something you get enjoyment out of, Adam," Abbey replied.
He never took his eyes off her. "There's nothing more beautiful than a woman making love. The ruffled hair, the glow in her face, the swell of her breasts. It's more beautiful than the most expensive diamond I can sell you."
Eileen and Abbey both felt the tingle in their pussies as the handsome man spoke.
"And two women?" Eileen asked.
Adam's eyes widened. "Ahhhh, two women. Together. That's a dream come true."
"You live in paradise," Abbey said. "Where dreams come true."
She pushed back her chair and walked the short distance over to Eileen. She stood behind her daughter and put her hands on her shoulders. Gradually the hands lowered over the front of Eileen's blouse, stopping only when they were about to touch her breasts. Then Abbey began to methodically open the buttons, taking a good fifteen seconds to work her way down to the bottom of the blouse.
Kate and Adam gazed at the young woman's body as more and more of her skin became visible. The only sound was the ocean's never ending pounding against the shore. But you could feel the tension.
Abbey put her hands on the upper portions of Eileen's breasts. In slow motion, she wrapped her fingers around the outside of them, pulling the blouse away in the process. Immediately, the tits were exposed except for the parts covered by Abbey's hands. She put her hands below Eileen's breasts and presented them for Adam and Kate's review.
As the couple looked on, Abbey leaned down and kissed her daughter's neck. She worked her mouth around and Eileen tilted her head back to meet Abbey's lips. Soon, mother and daughter were in a deep, passionate kiss while Abbey kneaded Eileen's tits.
Even as the kiss continued, Abbey managed to work the blouse off Eileen and pull it down her arms. Only when she wanted to remove the shirt totally did they stop kissing.
With Eileen topless and facing Kate and Adam across the table, Abbey said, "Will this get us a discount?"
"You were getting the discount regardless," Adam said. "But you want to choose from my private stock of gems, don't you?"
"Oh, most definitely," Abbey replied.
She moved to Eileen's side and cupped a breast in her palm. Then she leaned over and licked all around the nipple. With a quick sideways glance at Kate and Adam, she opened her lips and slid the nipple inside her mouth. Abbey lightly sucked on the nipple for a few seconds before starting a more energetic sucking of the end of Eileen's tit.
While enjoying the effects of her mother's tongue on her tit, Eileen slid her hand inside the top of Abbey's dress. She clutched at the full breast and pulled on the nipple, letting out a soft moan when Abbey lightly bit her for the first time. The mutual attention to breasts lasted another minute or two before Abbey broke it off.
"Whoa," Adam said, seemingly in disbelief. "We better move inside before the neighbors get too nosy."
Eileen and Abbey smiled with acknowledgement and led the way through the double sliding glass doors. Once inside, Kate showed them the way into a spacious family room. The view was equally as impressive as the patio, but offered considerably more privacy.
Eileen was carrying her blouse, but quickly tossed it aside.
"Sorry for the interruption. Please continue," Adam said. But before he sank onto the couch, he opened his shorts and took out a very thick cock. Eileen and Abbey stared in appreciation for a second, and then turned to face each other again.
They kissed while their hands roamed over each other's body. By the end of the kiss, Eileen had the straps of her mother's dress down her arms and Abbey's tits were fully uncovered. Both women shot a quick glance toward Adam, who now had his cock at full erection through persistent stroking.
Just as Eileen was about to take one of Abbey's tits in her mouth, she saw Kate lean over Adam's lap and take his cock between her lips. He leaned his head back against the couch and smiled at the women in the center of the room. Eileen proceeded to enjoy her Mom's breasts while they both snuck in peeks of the blowjob being provided by Kate.
Without even having to speak, Eileen and Abbey finished stripping each other. They made sure to afford Adam unobstructed views as they gradually got naked.
"Oh my God, Kate. Have you looked at these two babes, yet?" Adam asked.
Kate lifted herself off his cock and took in the two naked females. "If his cock is any indication," she said, "he approves. And I certainly do."
She licked his shaft while Abbey took a seat in a large chair and spread her legs for Eileen. The daughter got on her knees and moved forward, licking her way up her mother's thighs. Kate took Adam in her mouth again and resumed sucking, with his hand on the back of her head.
Eileen and Abbey understood they were putting on a show for Kate and Adam, but the freshness of their own sexual relationship was enough to make it exciting for them. Abbey wondered if she'd ever get tired of feeling Eileen's tongue slither up her leg and make that first contact with her wet pussy. Eileen wondered if the incredible sweetness of her mother's juices would ever grow old.
When Eileen finally allowed her tongue to scrape across Abbey's clit, Abbey moaned loud enough for everybody in the room to hear her. Adam smiled as he watched her close her eyes and begin to play with her nipples. Meanwhile, Eileen's young head was buried between the silky thighs of her Mom, her hands sliding under Abbey's ass.
Kate sucked harder and faster, tasting the precum begin to seep from Adam's rigid cock. She stroked the bottom of the cock with one hand and used the other to reach inside her shorts and rub her clit.
Now any of the four of them were likely to groan from arousal at any moment. Abbey and Adam were prime candidates to cum first, but nobody was going to take bets.
Eileen was able to thrust her tongue deep inside her mother's cunt and Abbey showed her pleasure by getting wetter and wetter with each passing minute. Eileen kept it up for a while, and then moved her soaked tongue up to Abbey's clit. As usual, that resulted in Abbey thrusting her hips forward and forcing Eileen to press harder.
Abbey clutched the arms of the chair, feeling her body prepare for the onset of an orgasm. She'd cum a lot of different ways in her life, but never before had she done it in front of this many people with her daughter being the cause of it all.
"Ohhhh, yes. Yes!" Abbey cried out.
"That's it, Mom. Cum for me," Eileen urged.
"Suck on it, hon. Suck my clit harder."
Eileen did, and Abbey nearly rose from the chair in delight. Adam kept watching the scene across the room and came ever closer to an eruption inside Kate's mouth.
"Yessssss! Oh Eileen. Now. Now!"
Abbey shrieked with joy and began a long, loud, powerful orgasm. Eileen pressed harder with her mouth and wrapped her lips completely around her mother's clit, sucking on it and licking it wildly. She pulled Abbey toward her and gnawed at the clit with her lips.
Each new attack caused Abbey to beg her to keep going, only harder.
"God, Kate. I'm cumming. Oh fuck, yesssssss!" Adam shouted.
An evening's worth of sexual tension inside Adam let loose with shot after shot of semen filling Kate's mouth to the extent that it dripped onto her chin long before he was finished. He grunted with each thrust of his cock and each outpouring of cum that trickled down her throat. He and Abbey came together with competing moans, their satisfaction more than evident to the ears of Eileen and Kate.
Eileen came out from between her mother's legs and Kate rose from Adam's lap. Both of them had to wipe their faces before exchanging knowing grins.
"Anyone else need a drink while I'm up?" Kate asked.
She got unanimous consensus that another round was in order. Eileen took a seat in the chair closest to her Mom while Adam shoved his cock back inside his pants and stayed on the couch.
"That was awesome, ladies," Adam told them, still admiring their nude bodies. "I have to admit that was a first for me."
"Kate's never given you a blowjob before?" Eileen asked with obvious sarcasm.
Adam laughed. "No! That's a common sight around here. But a daughter eating out her mother in my chair is not an every-day occurrence."
Kate returned with the drinks and took her place next to Adam on the couch. The friends talked for a while, with Eileen filling in the details of how she and Abbey came to first have sex being the primary topic. The excitement of having Eileen and Abbey remain naked added to the pleasure of the evening.
Kate offered to give a complete tour of the home and only then did Eileen and Abbey put on enough clothes to be 'decent' should neighbors be wandering about outside. Surprisingly, it was the master bedroom that Eileen and, especially, Abbey liked best. The stunning view of the ocean and distant hills was exceeded only by the magnificent poster bed.
The three women were standing by the gigantic window when Adam appeared at the door.
Abbey said to him, "So this is where you two hang out when you're not on the beach."
"We've been known to be in here, yeah," he replied.
"You leave this window open the whole time I suppose," Eileen said.
Adam smiled. "Nobody can see us."
"I'd like to," Abbey said.
With a flick of his eyebrows upward, Adam acknowledged her.
"I think you owe us a show, to even things up," Abbey said. "What do you say, Eileen?"
"It's only fair," Eileen agreed. "And poor Kate hasn't cum yet."
"Of course, if you're not up to it...," Abbey said with a wide grin.
"Now you've done it. Don't ever question my readiness," Adam retorted. But his mock anger didn't fool anybody. "Kate. Come here."
Kate could feel her pussy get wetter just thinking about what was about to happen. She walked around the bottom of the bed and came within reach of Adam.



"Turn around," he said.
Kate faced Eileen and Abbey. From behind her, Adam took hold of her tank top and lifted it over her head. The marvelous breasts seen briefly on the beach by Eileen and Abbey were now in full view. Faint tan lines highlighted the center of her tits, with the small areolas and prominent pink nipples begging for attention.
Adam reached around and untied her shorts. Immediately, he yanked them down and pulled them off. Kate did not wear panties.
"Naughty girl," Adam said. "How many times have I told you to wear panties when we have guests?"
"It's a hard habit to break," Kate said, standing nude for her guests to see.
Adam looked across the room, capturing the gazes of approval he fully expected from the mother and daughter.
"And you wonder if I can get hard for THIS?" Adam asked. He ran his hands over Kate's entire body, stopping briefly to rub the clit hidden below a narrow strip of hair.
Kate spread her legs, moaned, and leaned her head back to lightly kiss Adam's cheek.
"Now fuck me," she whispered just loud enough for all to hear.
He let her go and watched her climb onto the bed while he undressed. Just as he was about to join Kate, Adam looked at Eileen and Abbey and said, "Why are you still dressed?"
They eagerly took off their few pieces of clothing in the time it took Adam to position his semi-erect cock above Kate's mouth. He straddled her body and provided an excellent view of his tight ass to the now-naked guests. Kate licked him for a few seconds before Adam moved down and laid his cock on top of her right breast.
Abbey put her arm around her daughter and held her close as Kate began to massage Adam's cock against her soft tit. In no time, he was as hard, or harder, than he was on the couch. The cock fell between Kate's tits and she pressed them together. Adam now had the joy of having her flawless skin rub against both sides of his throbbing shaft.
Eileen reached over and put her hand between her mother's legs. Abbey gladly gave her access to her pussy, never taking her eyes off the couple on the bed. Kate tilted her head and smiled broadly at Eileen and Abbey.
"You guys are going to make me cum even before Adam fucks me," she said.
"Don't do that," Abbey urged her. "We really want to see this."
Adam moved his body lower and pushed Kate's legs farther apart. His cock curved up with a length and thickness Eileen and Abbey had never seen before, certainly not in their own beds at home. Kate looked marvelous as her perfect body lay waiting for the sex she'd asked for earlier.
Adam moved the head of his cock to the entrance to her pussy. Then he looked over at Eileen and Abbey. "She loves to have her tits licked and sucked. I think each of you should take one."
The women didn't need to hear anything more. Eileen walked around the bed while Abbey got on from her side. Soon, they were on their knees on either side of Kate. Only then did Adam begin to slowly slide his cock inside the warm, wet cunt.
Kate wrapped her legs around Adam and pulled him closer. He began a rhythmic series of strokes that lubricated his cock with her juices and prepared both of them for the thrusts that would follow, all the way up to his guaranteed orgasm. That's when Eileen and Abbey got into action.
They each took a breast and licked Kate's nipples until she was moaning loudly. The tits rolled gently as Adam fucked her, but the women were able to service Kate without any trouble. The bed rocked and the large wooden posters at the corners swayed back and forth. The sights and sounds and smells of sex filled the room.
Kate had never been in bed with a woman before, let alone two experts. But it came very natural for her to reach out and put one of her hands on Abbey's tit as it hung down. After a little while, she switched to Eileen and her equally full chest.
What she wasn't prepared for was Eileen moving up and offering her tit for Kate to suck on. With only a slight hesitation, Kate opened her mouth and accepted it. Between Adam's cock ramming her in the cunt and Eileen's perfect tit in her mouth, Kate was almost ready to cum.
She reached down and put a hand between Eileen's legs, another first for her. It was as if her body was no longer under her control. Kate began to rub Eileen's clit, something she wouldn't have dreamed of not long ago.
"Right there, Kate. Oh God. Rub it harder," Eileen moaned.
Adam was now attempting to delay his eruption as long as he could, not wanting to interfere with the women. He wouldn't last much longer, however.
Kate had found Eileen's clit and rubbed it with long, hard strokes. She licked the nipple in her mouth fiercely, knowing how wonderful it felt having Abbey do the same thing to her.
Adam's grunts was a clear signal to Kate that he was ready. She squeezed her cunt muscles and gripped his cock the best she could. His thrusts were more irregular now, a sure sign he was about to cum.
Without further warning, he shoved his cock deep inside her body and began to empty himself into her. Abbey watched every move the man made and every reaction it provoked out of Kate. She was enthralled with what was happening in front of her.
Meanwhile, Eileen was leaning on the headboard, starting her own loud orgasm. Between her and Adam, the bed began to pound against the wall, the only thing noisier than their mutual moans and groans.
To her credit, Kate lasted until both of them were done before cumming herself. With Abbey back at her breast and Adam still inside her, she came several times to shrill cries of ecstasy. Her body shuddered as each orgasm flowed through her pussy. She pulled Abbey's head closer and refused to let her take her tit out of Abbey's mouth.
Finally, it was over.
Adam pulled out and his shiny cock once again hung limply between his legs. Eileen and Abbey alternated between kissing Kate and licking her nipples some more.
"Whatever discount I promised," Adam said, "I'll double it."
"How long does this sale go on? I might be a repeat customer," Abbey said.
"Does she qualify for the senior discount?" Eileen said.
She managed to doge the flying pillow.
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The man behind the counter stood like a statue with his hands behind his back. His eyes scanned the women in the jewelry store. He would offer assistance when his senses indicated help was needed. Twenty years behind the counter provided him that talent.
Until then, he gazed at the customers with the usual questions in mind: Which of them was rich enough to buy anything? Which were tourists simply taking advantage of the air conditioning while they strode around the Caribbean island? What would the good looking ones look like naked?
One woman in the store he already knew something about. Adam, the jewelry company's local representative, had introduced him to Abbey, who was due a discount only Adam could approve. She appeared to the salesman to be around forty years old, ten years older than Adam, but he didn't rule out the possibility that she had earned the discount using her striking body. He knew Adam's tastes in women.
She wore shorts and an unassuming top with a dipping v-neck. The simplicity of the outfit didn't hide the generous breasts, thin waist, and curvaceous ass that would have made a twenty year old jealous. Her wavy, brown hair had been blown by the island winds, but it only added to her natural beauty.
Abbey stood with her head bent over a display of gold and silver bracelets. The salesman's trained eye told him the swell of her breasts against the top, and the pointy nipples, indicated she wasn't wearing a bra. Her tan cleavage begged to be touched by the right pair of hands, or mouth.
He took his eyes off Abbey just long enough to peer around the store at the other customers. His gaze lingered on a young, tall blonde. Her body was the equal of Abbey's, but this woman was clearly a tourist. Her expensive sleeveless blouse and short, tight skirt was something an island woman would never wear into his store.
She answered his first two imaginary questions in the positive: rich tourist. As to the third, the salesman's cock quivered at the thought of her blonde hair becoming disheveled as she rolled naked in his bed.
Abbey and the blonde were on opposite sides of the store and he had no reason to believe that one woman even knew the other was there.
But Abbey knew.
In the mirror behind the counter Abbey could see the young woman hover over a display of watches, her tiny ass pressed against the back of her skirt. A posh leather purse hung from her shoulder. The curvature of her hips and skinny waist were evident under the form fitting blouse.
Abbey strolled to another counter, seeking to steal a look at the woman's breasts. When the opportunity finally presented itself, Abbey was not disappointed. This girl had it all, and Abbey's heart quickened. She tried to formulate a plan of attack in the few seconds she might have before the blonde decided to leave the store.
Abbey slowly slid from counter to counter until she and her target were at least on the same side of the large store. Then they were within one counter of each other. The salesman looked on silently, taking it all in and fantasizing.
The blonde made eye contact with Abbey. They exchanged friendly smiles. A couple seconds later, without even looking at the other woman, Abbey said, "I'll take one of everything."
They looked at each other again.
"Everything's so beautiful," the blonde said. "And so much cheaper than back in the States."
"I know. Were you looking for anything in particular?" Abbey asked.
The woman shrugged. "Bracelets, mainly."
Abbey's eyes lit up. "Oh, I just saw some on the other side. The gold is really reasonable. Want me to show you a couple?"
This was where Abbey knew the brief encounter could end. Her intrusion could be rebuffed and they'd never meet again.
Instead, the woman said, "Sure. I can use the help."
Abbey led the woman across to the display of bracelets, taking pleasure in the simple act of watching her feminine style of walking. She was graceful for her height, Abbey thought. Highly educated; professional; big Midwestern city hometown, were her other conclusions.
Abbey pointed out her favorite bracelets, but then let the woman scrutinize the remainder of the collection on her own.
"You're right. These are wonderful. Of course, they hide the prices of the ones I want," she said, glancing at Abbey with a playful smile.
Abbey quickly turned toward the salesman. "Bernard!"
He was immediately at the counter.
"Madame."
"The young lady would like to look at some bracelets," Abbey said.
Bernard was opening the back side of the display case even before she finished the sentence. The woman peered at Abbey with a look of appreciation and bewilderment.
"You shop here so much you're on a first name basis?" she asked.
Abbey laughed. "It's a long story. And, no, I'm not a plant to lure you into buying bracelets. I just happen to know some of the employees. I'm lucky."
"Hi. I'm Cindy."
Abbey smiled at the cleverness of the introduction and shook the woman's little hand. "You can call me Abbey."
Bernard had a half dozen bracelets on the counter, and asked, "These are some of our best. Did you see others you liked?"
Cindy pointed out three she wanted to see close up. Bernard made them available and Cindy began the process of sliding them on and off her wrist. Abbey instantly noticed the large ring on her right hand and the magnificent diamond and wedding band on her left hand. Adding up all the clues and conclusions she'd reached so far, Abbey assumed this woman could afford anything in the store.
Abbey picked up one of Bernard's choices, which Cindy had not tried yet. "Do you like this style?" she asked.
"Love it," Cindy replied.
Abbey took her hand and slid the bracelet on, not releasing the fingers for an extra couple seconds while Cindy adjusted the jewelry.
"This is awesome. Just beautiful," Cindy said, turning over the tiny price tag. "And so expensive."
"Madame, do not expect to pay that price. Any friend of Abbey's can expect one-third off. You are no exception," Bernard said. "And may I say that goes extremely well with your beautiful skin and handsome rings."
Abbey nodded in agreement. She fully appreciated the Frenchman's ability to flirt, but now felt somewhat threatened by him. Abbey knew, however, that she had an advantage over him: she could walk out of the store with Cindy.
Cindy looked up from the bracelet around her wrist and smiled at Bernard. "Thank you. That price would be much more reasonable."
She looked at Abbey. "It's still a lot of money. Do you think it's worth it?"
"It's not my money," Abbey said. "But it looks beautiful on you. Of course, anything would. But that one in particular seems to fit your style. Elegant. Not ostentatious."
Cindy looked at her with curiosity. "You've known me for, what, ten minutes?"
"First impressions are the most important," Abbey countered.
There was silence for several seconds. Cindy twirled the bracelet on her wrist a couple times. Then she said to Bernard, "I'll take it."
"Marvelous. I'll ring it up."
Bernard withdrew to the cash register.
"Thank you for your help," Cindy said to Abbey as they wandered towards the register. "I think I'm going to like it."
"Would you like to join me for a drink to celebrate?" Abbey asked quietly.
Cindy looked up with surprise.
"I'll buy," Abbey said.
That earned a smile from her new friend; a shy grin; and, finally a 'Yes'.
After the purchase was completed and the bracelet properly packaged, Cindy and Abbey walked out of the store together, leaving Bernard with only a vision of their shapely figures rounding the corner onto the narrow sidewalk.
"Where do you recommend?" Cindy asked.
"I don't know the name of it, but there's a place down here that overlooks the water. It has a patio. Is that OK?"
"Fine with me," she replied.
The breeze blew through Cindy's wispy hair. Her delicate face looked even younger to Abbey now that they were outside in the sunlight. The perfection of the skin around Cindy's neck and cheekbones could be seen under the windblown hair that normally wrapped around her face.
Whatever man had won over this woman's heart was a lucky soul, Abbey thought to herself.
"Isn't that a neat outfit?" Cindy said, slowing down and pointing inside a shop window.
Abbey had to swerve to avoid bumping into her. Then she saw the beach wrap hanging around the waist of the disgustingly perfect mannequin.
"Oooooh, yeah," Abbey cooed. "I love the pattern."
Cindy kept walking. "I've spent enough for the rest of the week. But it won't stop me from shopping."
"Is that all the longer you're here?" Abbey asked.
"Two weeks, actually," Cindy said. "How about you?"
"Just one more week, I think. But we have an option to add a week if we want."
Cindy nodded as they walked up the path to the front of the restaurant. A leisurely clad young man escorted them to a table on the patio and took their drink orders.
Numerous fans hanging from the low ceiling circulated the air; a good thing since the patio seemed to be less wind-blown than the sidewalk. Thatch hung over the edge of the ceiling, and in three directions the hills of the island and the surrounding sea could be seen. A handful of people sat at the adequately spaced tables. Otherwise, the two women were by themselves.
"You're married?" Abbey asked.
"Yes. Do you think Bernard was disappointed?"
Abbey smiled. "I'm sure he was. But, Bernard has his pick of women in there everyday. I've only known him a short while and I notice his French accent comes and goes depending on who's in the store."
Cindy giggled. "I thought he was cute."
"Don't tell HIM that."
"And thanks for the discount. Maybe everybody gets that. But I do appreciate the help. I'm always afraid of getting ripped off," Cindy said, as the drinks arrived.
"Don't believe for an instant the store didn't make good money even with your one third off," Abbey said, taking a sip of her rum punch. "I do honestly know the supplier for that store and I know you paid a reasonable price. That's all you can ask."
Cindy nodded in acknowledgement. She took a drink and looked out over the water. Abbey took the occasion to gaze more closely at the silky smooth skin leading down to the firm breasts peeking out from under the blouse's opening. Abbey had guessed Cindy to be thirty years old, but the skin was that of a much younger woman.
"How about you? Married?" Cindy asked when her eyes returned from the scenery.
"Yes." Abbey tried to sound ambiguous, but it sounded even to her as though she was disappointed in the fact.
"We have one thing in common: husbands who hate to shop," Cindy said.
"I think that's universal. But it has its advantages. Would you have bought that bracelet with your husband tagging along?" Abbey inquired.
Cindy shrugged. "If I'd whined and put my arm around his waist and whispered in his ear—yes."
Abbey raised her eyebrows. "That would have worked with me, too."
"You mean you would have paid for my bracelet?!"
"If you had done that, sure," Abbey said.
Cindy laughed. "I don't whisper in other women's ears."
Abbey looked at her more critically. "You should try it."
"Does it work?" Cindy asked in an understated voice.
Abbey took a long sip through her straw. "Depends on what you want."
"When you do it, what do you want?"
Their eyes met and stayed locked together without blinking. This woman was proving to be more than a match for Abbey. But she wasn't about to admit defeat.
"I want her to pay attention to me," Abbey said.
Cindy allowed her gaze to wander over Abbey's upper body and the tan legs stretched out beside the table. "If you're whispering in her ear, she's already been paying attention to you. You must want more than that."
Abbey decided to take a direct approach. "Have you ever been with a woman, Cindy?"
Looking as if she realized the game was over, Cindy said, "No."
It had the tone of pacification, with a twinge of guilt tossed in. Abbey wasn't one hundred percent sure she was telling the truth.
"Is that by your own choice?"
Cindy was surprised. "Isn't it always?"
"Oh no. Sometimes it occurs and you never saw it coming."
Cindy stared at the water again. When she turned her head back, she leaned her elbows on the table and put her chin in her hands. "You mean, like two people meeting in a jewelry store?"
Abbey stared into the green eyes that sparkled in the daylight. Cindy's entire face seemed to glow. Her lips begged to be kissed.
"Yeah. Something like that."
Cindy immediately leaned back in her chair and said, "Nope. Never had that happen. But it sounds cool."
Abbey's heart pounded and her head spun. She no longer knew which woman was trying to pick up the other. She tried to take back control of the situation.
"You've never wondered what it would be like to be with another woman?" Abbey asked.
"I didn't say that," Cindy replied. "But if I've ever had the opportunity, I didn't take it. I don't remember ever having the opportunity."
Cindy spoke as though she was talking to somebody about the weather. No emotion. No indication she was looking for a response or explanation from Abbey.
"You'll know," Abbey said.
By mutual consent, the subject was changed and they spent another half hour talking about each others vacation up to that point. Abbey left out most of the 'good parts' dealing with Eileen and Kate and Adam. Maybe on another day, she thought.
They eventually left the restaurant and headed back towards their condos. They zigzagged through the narrow streets and down short alleys before getting to a fairly deserted strip of beach used primarily by the locals.
"Let's sit here for a few minutes," Cindy suggested. "Do you have time?"
"I have all day." It was a lie, but Abbey didn't want to leave her new friend just yet.
Cindy chose a bench protected from the sun by a towering palm tree. Various other bushes concealed it from the sidewalk pretty well. The closest swimmer was a couple hundred yards away.
The women chatted for a short while. Abbey couldn't help but fix her eyes on the long, tan legs extending out from under Cindy's little skirt. She had them crossed and the sleek line of her thighs implored Abbey's hands to touch them. But she fought the urge as long as she could.
During a lull in the conversation and with Abbey looking out over the island, Cindy lightly put her hand on top of Abbey's.
"I really meant what I said about being thankful you helped with the bracelet. I'm very happy with it," Cindy said.
Abbey smiled. "I'm glad. You could have ignored me, and I would have been fine with that. But you didn't. I'm glad for that, too."
Cindy tightened her grip on Abbey's hand. "What made you do it?"
"To save you from Bernard?"
Abbey posed it as a question, and Cindy chuckled.
"I couldn't let a pretty young woman like you get taken advantage of," Abbey said more seriously.
Cindy let go of Abbey's hand after one last squeeze. "You're too sweet."
Abbey pivoted on the bench to more directly face Cindy. At the same time she chose to boldly move her hand to the top of Cindy's leg, she said, "I mean it. You're very cute. Your husband's very lucky."
Cindy made no effort to remove Abbey's hand or otherwise act uncomfortable. She may have blushed a bit, and looked down at the sand.
"I suppose," she said softly. "But he's a bit older than me and, well, sometimes I...oh, sometimes it's lonely. It's hard to explain."
Trophy wife was the first thought that came to Abbey's mind, and conflicting feelings flowed through her. She certainly didn't feel sorry for a woman fortunate enough to have the looks and age to pull off such a marriage and reap the financial benefits. But if Cindy was telling the truth about being lonely, that was sad.
"You don't need to explain. Do you have friends—male or female—that you can lean on?" Abbey asked. She lifted her hand off Cindy's leg.
"Some. Not many. I'm busy traveling and entertaining at home and stuff related to my husband's job. I hardly have time."
"You need to make time," Abbey said. "You're too young to let it all slip past."
"How do YOU do that?"
The question caught Abbey off guard, but she used it as an opening to go in another direction. She inched closer to Cindy and leaned over until her face was next to the side of Cindy's head.
"I whisper in somebody's ear," she said softly, and then kissed Cindy on the cheek.
"Well, you have my attention."
Abbey put her hand back on Cindy's leg, this time a little higher.
"See. It works," Abbey said, stroking the leg.
"What do you do after you have their attention?"
"I leave that up to them most of the time," Abbey said. The women were very close and Abbey's hand brushed up against the edge of Cindy's skirt. "Friends need to feel comfortable around each other, no matter how long they've known each other. Different friends have different needs, also. Some just like to talk. Others..."
Abbey paused, making it clear she wasn't going to finish. Cindy said, "Are more physical?"
"Exactly."
Their eyes hadn't left each other for several minutes. The breeze picked up and Cindy's hair fluttered once more.
"Which are you?" Abbey murmured.
"Physical," Cindy said, so softly Abbey almost didn't hear her. But she saw the word on Cindy's luscious lips. She felt the puff of air leave her mouth.
Abbey leaned into her and their lips touched. It wasn't a kiss. Abbey's hand slid down the side of Cindy's leg and she felt the cool skin that led up to the ass under her skirt. Abbey spread her lips and allowed her tongue to touch Cindy's lips.
Before Cindy could respond, Abbey moved her mouth down onto Cindy's cheek. She stopped for a second, and then moved up to Cindy's ear. Her tongue emerged for just an instant.
After a single light swipe, Abbey sighed, "Good answer. I love physical."
"You seem to be very good at it."
"You make it very easy," Abbey said. Her mouth worked its way back down to Cindy's. This time they kissed.
Abbey moved closer, her hand sliding even farther up the inside of Cindy's skirt. Her fingers touched the edge of a pair of panties and she stopped. But the kiss lingered, even grew in intensity. Their tongues touched. Their bodies came closer.
"Someone like you should never be lonely," Abbey managed to say between kisses.
"Maybe lonely isn't the right word."
Abbey leaned back and stared at the beautiful blonde. "Then what is?"
Cindy smiled broadly. Her face was reddened from the heat, sun, and stimulation. If it was possible for her to be even lovelier, she was. "Remember? I'm not good with words."
"That's right. You're physical."
Abbey's hand had been pulled out and rested on Cindy's knee. Cindy looked at it and patted it. "I really have to be going, Abbey. It's been a fun day."
"Can you...is it OK if you come back tomorrow?"
The smile Abbey was beginning to love so much came back to Cindy's bright face. "Sure. What time?"
Abbey thought for a second. "Noon. In front of the shop with the bikini cover-up you liked so much."
Cindy laughed. "Perfect. Do I get to shop some more?"
"If it makes you happy."
"It does." Cindy leaned over and kissed Abbey's cheek. "I need to get back now."
###
Both women spent the evening with friends and family, but their minds were elsewhere. Cindy, in particular, had a lot to ponder. Not only did she make a new friend, but that friend had taken her somewhere she never expected to go. Cindy couldn't stop thinking about the feel of Abbey's lips on hers, the light touch of her fingers on her leg, or the single lick of her ear lobe.
She kept trying to recapture the exact emotion—the exact sense of skin on skin. Even when her husband drew her on top of him in the night, Cindy thought about Abbey. No, Abbey could never fill her body the way he did. But no man had ever made her feel the way Abbey did in those few, short minutes. No man ever excited her with mere words, and whispers, and light touches, and kisses.



Cindy came during their sex. She always did. But it was only sex and only an orgasm. Abbey, on a bench, had excited her more. Cindy wondered; she wondered what sex would be like with...somebody like Abbey.
Cindy hadn't lied. She'd never been with another woman. She never wanted to. Maybe she still didn't. But she wondered.
###
Abbey looked at her watch for the third time. Five minutes past noon. This time when she looked down the street towards the condos, she saw a small figure. A female with blonde hair. Tall. It was her.
Abbey's pulse quickened in direct proportion to how close Cindy got. When she was close enough for Abbey to make out the grin under the large sunglasses, Abbey's entire chest pounded with each heartbeat.
Abbey saw the woman's tank top and full breasts and wonderful legs below her shorts. And she saw the smile.
"Sorry I'm late," Cindy said when she was within ten feet.
"You're not."
They kissed each others cheek and lightly hugged. "Isn't it a beautiful day?" Cindy said.
"It is now."
"This is why I came," Cindy said. "You say the sweetest things."
"I was afraid I'd never see you again after yesterday," Abbey admitted.
"I'm here, aren't I?"
"Ready to shop?" Abbey said.
"I'm ready."
Abbey pointed to the window. "I think we should go inside and look at those more closely."
Cindy knew she meant the cover-up, and she couldn't agree more. A small bell above the door announced their arrival at the otherwise empty boutique. It was fairly narrow, but deep, with racks built into the walls and displays spread around the floor. Colorful bikinis, shirts, and beach wraps fought for attention.
Cindy immediately strolled towards the display that seemed most likely to have the item from the window. Abbey was close behind. From the back of the store, a girl barely out of her teens came towards them offering help.
"No. We're fine. Just looking for now," Cindy told her.
The girl dutifully retreated to the counter, folding a couple of shirts along the way that previous customers had inspected.
Cindy was holding one of the swim suit cover-ups; a brightly patterned piece that was not at all like the sample in the window. She put it back.
"Too much pattern," she said.
She dug deeper and found a darker, solid one.
"I like that better," Abbey told her.
"Do you?" Cindy held it against her hip. "Me, too."
Abbey found a similar style, but in a much lighter shade. She offered it to Cindy, who held it up to the light.
"Much more translucent. I like that," Cindy said.
"Not sure what that means, but if you like it..."
"See through," Cindy said.
"Oh. See through is good."
Cindy giggled. Ten more minutes of shopping caused her to decide to go with the lighter one Abbey picked out. The women were across the store from each other, but when they got back together, Cindy said, "I'm going to look for a new swim suit and then I'll be done."
Abbey was NOT in the need of a new swim suit, but picking one out for Cindy was too tempting. She found a display of bikinis and soon had an obscenely tiny white one in her hand. She waited for Cindy to look at two or three on her own before strolling over to her.
"I think you should try this on."
Cindy's expression of surprise was met by Abbey's own mischievous smile. Cindy took the hanger from her friend and held up the bikini.
Abbey said, "I think it would look marvelous against your tan."
"You mean I'd have to be seen in public in this?"
Abbey hesitated for only a second. "Well, at least try it on in private."
"Did you find one?" Cindy asked.
"I wasn't looking for me."
Cindy turned and motioned for Abbey to follow her. "Come here."
Cindy pulled a bikini from the rack and handed it to Abbey. "This is the one for you."
Abbey inspected the tiny suit, including the bottom piece with metal rings holding it together on the sides. "How many forty year old women...," Abbey began to say.
"C'mon," Cindy said, pulling on Abbey's arm toward the back of the store.
The young girl behind the counter pointed the way to the dressing area. It consisted of four tiny stalls with curtains in front. A door separated the dressing area from the rest of the store.
Cindy had already gone into the first stall. Abbey immediately turned back, rummaged around in her purse, and pulled out a twenty dollar bill.
She handed it to the girl. "Tell any customers the dressing area is full. Got it?"
The girl nodded, stuffing the bill in her jeans pocket. Then Abbey went in and silently closed the door behind her. She walked past Cindy's stall and entered the second one.
After about two minutes, Abbey heard Cindy say, "Oh my God."
"What?" Abbey said, only half dressed but hurriedly trying to catch up to Cindy.
"This can't be legal."
Abbey laughed. "Cindy, there are clothing optional beaches on this island. How can a bikini be illegal?"
"Well, it is on ME."
Abbey finally tied her top in the back and said, "Let me see."
She flung open the curtain at the same time as Cindy.
"Oh my God," Abbey sighed. Cindy stood nervously, with her legs tightly together and her hands at her side. But even in that less than provocative stance, the magnificence of the bikini on Cindy's lithe body was stunning.
Her breasts were scarcely covered by triangular pieces of fabric that allowed the nipples to protrude as if nothing was restraining them. The top clung to the side and bottom of each breast, permitting their natural shape to invite the eye.
All of that was inconsequential compared to the sight between Cindy's legs. The tiny patch of white material may, in fact, have covered Cindy's pussy. But anybody seeing her could easily envisage the beautiful woman without anything on.
"Turn around," Abbey said.
While she turned, Cindy held her hands together on top of her ass as if to add a little extra coverage. It didn't help the fact her petite cheeks were not completely enveloped by the bikini bottom. Cindy's perfectly smooth skin shimmered even in the dim light of the dressing area and all Abbey could say was, "Wow."
Cindy laughed nervously, having looked at herself in the mirror and knowing what Abbey was now staring at.
"You're not going to wear that in public, are you?"
"See. I told you," Cindy said, turning back around. "And by the way, I'm not sure you should be talking much. That suit doesn't hide a whole lot."
Abbey looked down at her own bikini clad body. Then she took the couple of steps it required to get to Cindy. They stood nearly touching, their eyes uninhibited in their examination of each other from head to toe.
"I can't let you out of this store," Abbey said softly. "Every man on St. Maarten will want you."
Cindy looked into Abbey's dark eyes. "Maybe I don't want every man on St. Maarten."
Abbey gently placed her hand on the side of Cindy's left breast. "What do you want?"
Cindy peered down at the hand and watched it rest on her bikini; not fondling or kneading her, just resting. "I don't know what I want any more, Abbey."
Abbey moved her hand up to the side of Cindy's face. She brushed the soft skin and let Cindy's blonde hair sweep across the back of her hand. Cindy closed her eyes.
Abbey leaned in and kissed the cheek. Her hand slid down the back of Cindy's head, caressing the fine hair. Abbey then kissed Cindy's lips and got a timid kiss in response.
Abbey's mouth moved to Cindy's chin, and then her neck. Cindy's eyes were open again, watching the top of Abbey's head move down the front of her chest and Abbey's mouth finally come to rest on the top of her left breast. Abbey kissed her delicate flesh, lower and lower until the lips touched the top of Cindy's bikini.
Just when Cindy thought Abbey was done, she felt her nipple being squeezed by the tender lips that had kissed her just seconds before. An audible sigh escaped Cindy's mouth. Emotions of every type flooded her brain.
"Abbey," she whispered, "what if somebody, another customer..."
"Shhh. Don't worry. The door's locked."
Abbey leaned up and pulled Cindy into her tiny stall. "Now kiss me."
The passionate embrace that followed was their most loving moment together since they met the day before. For Abbey, it was a release of sexual desire. For Cindy, it was an awakening.
Their bodies came together. Their hands roamed freely. Their tongues probed.
Cindy was moaning, aroused like she'd never been aroused before and not knowing what to do about it. Unconsciously, her hands slid inside the back of Abbey's bikini bottom and caressed the tender skin. She was almost embarrassed when she realized what she was doing. But she didn't stop.
Abbey was the first to separate. She lowered her head once again to Cindy's breast, but this time she used a hand to pull down the bikini and expose the tender nipple. Abbey licked it twice before placing it in her mouth.
Cindy gasped at the first combination of licking and sucking that Abbey performed on her. She reached behind her and felt the wall of the little dressing area. She stepped back and braced herself against the wall, unsure that her legs would hold her up if Abbey kept sending shock waves through her body.
Abbey had succeeded in uncovering both of Cindy's breasts and alternated between them, providing extended treatments with her mouth. Still not totally satisfied, Abbey grabbed the bikini top and lifted it until both breasts hung free. Cindy's moans grew louder.
Cindy's stimulation rose to the point where she felt she HAD to somehow return the favor to Abbey. All she knew to do, and all she felt comfortable doing, was reaching out for Abbey's breasts. She clutched at them, feeling the thin material of the bikini sliding across Abbey's skin under her hands. She felt the nipples hardening.
It was Cindy's first contact with another woman in this manner and it felt good. Abbey's mouth on her own breasts felt even better, but there was no denying the fact she liked the feel of Abbey's tits in her hands. Cindy purposely avoided touching Abbey's skin as much as possible. Yet, the sensation was definitely exciting.
Deep inside her stomach Cindy's body reacted every time Abbey's teeth closed around a nipple. Her pussy grew wetter by the second and the urge to touch herself was becoming unbearable. But Cindy desperately wanted to avoid accepting the fact that what was happening was sexual. She wasn't quite ready to take that plunge.
"Abbey. Stop. Stop!"
Abbey obeyed, but only after a couple of final licks.
"You don't like it?" she said mournfully.
Cindy closed her eyes and took a deep breath. "I like it too much."
Her eyes opened again and the women looked at each other carefully. "Do you know what you want, yet?" Abbey asked.
Cindy wanted to answer. But she didn't trust herself to express it correctly. She needed time; time away from Abbey, away from her beautiful body.
She put her hands on Abbey's hips. "Can we meet again tomorrow?"
Abbey smiled. "Of course. But we aren't done shopping, are we?"
Cindy laughed, partly from the humor and partly from relief. This time, it was Cindy who initiated the long, loving kiss.
###
"I can't believe you made me do this," Cindy said, sipping on a tall drink.
"My God, Cindy. You have a cover-up around your waist. All they see is a very fine-looking bikini top. Trust me; what they see is much appreciated. Don't be so shy," Abbey told her.
"But the wrap is translucent, remember?"
Abbey rolled her eyes. "Of course. I forgot. It's the same as being naked."
"Practically. My panties are three times the size of this bikini."
Abbey leaned forward across the table. "Then your husband is very unlucky."
Cindy didn't answer that one. She looked out over the beach, still searching for a woman who had anything on as revealing as her. There might have been one, but the girl was a teenager. There was, however, one redeeming factor: Abbey liked the bikini and the cover-up. And its what Cindy wore when they were 'together' in the stall. For that reason alone, Cindy liked the outfit.
"I'm keeping you from your family, aren't I?" Cindy said.
"I told them I made a new friend. My family is very understanding," Abbey said. "The amount of time you and I have been together hasn't been exorbitant. They probably like having me out of their hair for a while."
"I doubt that," Cindy said with a smile. "I'd want you around."
She waited a second and added, "I DO want you around."
"And you're not mad at me for suggesting you buy that bikini?" Abbey asked.
"I'm learning to trust all your shopping instincts. Now, it's just a matter of sitting on the beach and waiting for dudes to fall all over me."
"Shit," Abbey said disgustedly. "I knew it."
Cindy reached out with her bare foot under the table and rubbed Abbey's leg. The message was received.
"One more drink and I think I'll have the courage to lie out," Cindy said.
Abbey concurred and another round was followed by a search for an open plot of sand, followed by the spreading of towels. Cindy took off her cover-up and quickly, it seemed to Abbey, sat on her towel. Just as Abbey had suspected when she first saw the white bikini in the store, it looked incredible against Cindy's tan body, especially in the bright sun.
"I know one thing. I'm not going into the water in this suit," Cindy said.
Abbey nodded. "Yeah. Maybe it's better to leave a little to the imagination."
Cindy frowned. "Well, there's not much left."
"Just relax and wait for the dudes to start arriving."
The women eventually settled in and were able to sunbathe in relative peace. About an hour later, when Abbey rolled over and looked at Cindy, she saw her friend was sitting up and staring out at the ocean. Abbey did the same.
"I need to get in out of the sun pretty soon," Cindy said, looking over at Abbey through her expensive sunglasses. "It's no fun being blonde."
"Where do you want to go?"
Cindy said, "If you want to, I can drive us back to my condo. It's only five minutes."
Cindy's expression was bordering on one of pleading, but Abbey wasn't about to refuse under any circumstances.
"What about your husband?" Abbey asked.
"He's over on St. Barts. Something to do with a new development they want to buy into. He won't be back until late tonight."
Abbey lit up. "Well, then. Let's go."
It took more like ten minutes, with traffic, to drive to the stunning condo that Abbey would have more likely called a mansion. Cindy parked and eagerly guided Abbey into the home through a garage door.
"Wow!" Abbey exclaimed once setting foot inside. "This is awesome."
"Thanks," Cindy said shyly. "It's much too big for two people. But it's what he wanted."
"I take it he gets what he wants," Abbey said while they laid their bags on a table in the eating area. "I mean, he got you."
"He might regret that," Cindy said, turning to lead them into the living area.
"I doubt it."
Abbey was too busy looking around at the magnificent furnishings and wall coverings to argue with Cindy. She nearly stumbled over a glass table in front of the couch. Cindy giggled, dropped onto the couch, and patted it for Abbey to join her.
"Something to drink? Eat?" Cindy offered.
"No. I'm fine." Abbey said. "I can't imagine what your real house, back home, must be like."
"Actually, not much different. A little more spread out."
"You're too modest," Abbey said.
"So you understand why I said I get lonely?"
"I'd get lost," Abbey said with a grin. "Besides the bedroom, do you have a favorite room...here, I mean?"
Cindy grabbed her hand and bounced off the couch taking Abbey with her. She sped them down a hallway and into a room that Abbey first thought was a library, or reading room, mainly because of a floor-to-ceiling bookcase on the wall to the left as they entered. Straight ahead, and curving all the way around to their right, were ceiling high glass windows looking out over the ocean. There was another bookcase to their right, and a long couch under one half of the window.
"Wow!" Abbey said.
"Not bad, huh."
Outside the windows and maybe a hundred yards away, a brilliant white sand beach was dotted with a handful of people and colorful beach umbrellas. The sky seemed to be an extension of the room because of the high windows.
"I come here to relax," Cindy said.
"And spy on people on the beach?" Abbey said.
Cindy leaned over the end of the couch and pulled up a pair of huge binoculars. Abbey roared with laughter.
"And don't even try to tell me only your husband uses those," Abbey said.
"Want to try it?"
Abbey glanced at the binoculars and then back at Cindy. "No thanks. The best scenery is right in front of me."
Cindy put the binoculars on a table and smiled. "There you go again."
"What?"
"Tempting me," Cindy said.
"It was a compliment," Abbey replied.
"I'm not used to compliments. When somebody says something like that to me I figure they want something."
"Speaking of which," Abbey said, gazing at Cindy. "Have you determined what you want yet?"
"Every man on St. Maarten."
Abbey had to smile. "You're a lousy liar."
"Then, yes, I know what I want."
Cindy stepped forward, closing the space between herself and Abbey. She reached out and took both of Abbey's hands.
"I want YOU, Abbey. I never thought I'd feel this way. I never looked at another woman like I look at you. But I want to be with you all the time now. I hate it when you leave me. I, I love you."
Abbey felt a nervousness rush over her that she hadn't felt since she was a teenager, alone for the first time with a guy she thought she loved. All they both craved, of course, was sex. They had it and it was horrible. But the anticipation had been palpable.
Now Abbey felt it again. And she hoped there would be sex. And she knew, this time, that it would be wonderful.
Abbey had to kiss Cindy, or risk having Cindy see the tears welling up in her eyes. They had kissed enough in the last couple days to take the uniqueness off it. They were both more comfortable and natural with the kiss and accompanying embrace. Only this time both of them felt urges inside their bodies that were restrained before.
During the kiss, Abbey fumbled with Cindy's cover-up, eventually getting it open and letting it fall to the floor. Her hands roamed Cindy's body, once again feeling the gentle curves that made the blonde so irresistible.
Abbey moved her head to Cindy's shoulder and untied the top of the white bikini. Seconds later she was tossing it aside and lightly kissing one of Cindy's breasts.
"Lick it, Abbey. Like you did yesterday. Please."
Several licks of the nipple and surrounding area were followed by a more emphatic sucking and nibbling. Cindy moaned her approval and pulled Abbey's head harder onto the breast. When the nipple felt like it was going to burst, Abbey moved to the other tit.
"You don't know what you do to me," Cindy uttered. "Teach me how to make you just as happy."
Abbey leaned up and beamed a huge smile. "Are you sure?"
"I want to make you happy."
Abbey untied her top and pulled it off. Cindy looked longingly at the full and firm breasts with the faint tan lines outlining Abbey's previous bikinis. The nipples sat amid small, dark areolas. The pink nubs were already reacting.
"I've never, um, I don't know...," Cindy began to say.
"Cindy. Kiss them like you're kissing my lips. Lick me. Suck me. I'll be happy," Abbey assured her.
Cindy made that first contact with another woman's breast and, almost immediately, had a good portion of it inside her mouth. Her tongue worked on the nipple frantically, and she used her hand to hold up the tit for even better access. Cindy's lust made up for any lack of experience.
"God, Cindy. That's so good! Just like that."



Abbey kneaded Cindy's breasts and pulled on the already erect nipples. Both women moaned louder. They grew wetter and more desperate for relief. If Cindy needed lessons on how to kiss a woman's breast, what Abbey had in mind for her was like graduate school.
Abbey looked out the expansive window and asked, "Can anybody see us?"
Cindy leaned up. "Only the ones with binoculars."
Abbey giggled. "Good. Let's give them a show."
She reached down and took hold of Cindy's bikini bottom. Cindy felt like she was holding her breath the entire time Abbey slid the last of her clothing off her legs. For as much as Cindy had 'complained' about the skimpy bikini, she know wished for the miniscule security it offered.
But once Abbey had a chance to stand back and admire the perfect body in front of her, all of Cindy's fears should have been abated.
"God, Cindy. You're an angel. An absolute angel."
Abbey began walking around her, never taking her eyes off the nude body. When she finally had a good view of the tiny, round ass she'd been dying to see for two days, she had to stop and stare.
Cindy looked back over her shoulder.
Abbey walked up to her and wrapped her arms around her. "I want to make love to you, Cindy. Is that OK?" she whispered in her ear.
Cindy nodded.
"I want you to get me naked so we can lie on the couch and make love. Will you do that for me?"
Cindy didn't even answer. She slowly turned around and pulled down Abbey's shorts. When she stood back up, she simply stared into Abbey's eyes. She said, "I'm scared."
"Do you want to stop?"
Cindy shook her head. "No. I'm scared I won't satisfy you."
"Let me show you first and you just enjoy it. OK?"
Abbey thought she saw Cindy's lip quiver. Cindy moved behind her and a moment later, Abbey was naked. The women faced each other again.
They kissed for the first time with their bodies free to touch skin-to-skin from head to toe. Cindy tried to control her nerves. She clutched Abbey with a force she didn't know she had. Abbey's return hug gave her reassurance that, whatever happened, it would be alright.
Abbey edged Cindy closer to the couch and they descended onto it as gracefully as they could, still embraced.
Abbey was on top.
"Now just let go, enjoy the ride, and tell me if you want to stop. Understand?"
Cindy looked up with adoring eyes. "I love you, Abbey."
Abbey kissed her, and then began a slow, methodical trip down her face, neck, and chest. A few moments of attention to the sensitive nipples was followed by a journey over Cindy's stomach, past her navel, and down to the small patch of fine, blonde hair above her clit. Abbey licked around it and stopped just an inch away from the throbbing nub that Cindy herself so desperately wanted to play with.
It didn't come naturally for Cindy to spread her legs, so Abbey very lightly touched the inside of her thighs and watched the legs separate. Sunlight from the windows made Cindy's moist, pink skin glisten. The surrounding skin was flawless. Abbey fought the urge to assault the area with her mouth.
This was new to Cindy, and Abbey appreciated that. She would start with the area that offered the lowest risk and highest reward: the clit.
Abbey teased her new lover with kisses all around the pussy, but never directly on the clit itself. The technique may have worked, as Cindy voluntarily spread her leg another few inches in the process.
Only then did Abbey make first contact with the clit. She kissed it. Then kissed it harder, and lightly licked it. Cindy caught her breath just in time to feel the tongue again. Abbey began to lick the area with steady upward motions, one after the other for nearly half a minute.
Cindy arched her back and clutched at the cushions when Abbey finally took the clit between her lips and sucked on it.
"Oh Abbey. Abbey!"
With the clit inside her mouth, Abbey licked vigorously and pressed down with her tongue. She grabbed Cindy's tiny ass and pulled it farther off the couch. Cindy's hands moved to the back of Abbey's head and held it in place while she pushed her pussy against the face between her legs.
They spent a couple minutes in this position, allowing Cindy to inch closer and closer to the inevitable climax. She'd masturbated many times applying the same pressure to her clit. But never had it felt as good as the wet, warm tongue that rubbed against it now.
Abbey waited for the tell-tale signs of Cindy's erratic breathing, or the volume of her moans, or the quivering of her body to signal she was about to cum. When she thought it was time, Abbey slid her tongue lower. She felt the supple folds of skin that protected Cindy's vagina; she tasted the sweet fluid.
Without delay, Abbey put her tongue at the opening and pushed forward. Cindy's body permitted her in and Abbey's tongue entered the heavenly hole that only a man had entered in Cindy's previous thirty years.
"Ahhhhhhh, Abbey. Oh my God."
Abbey began to tenderly fuck her with her tongue. She sank into the hole until her lips touched Cindy's pussy, and then she held herself there and probed the vagina from top to bottom, side to side.
"Abbey. Abbey! I'm...I'm going to..."
Abbey thrust the tongue in and out harder and faster.
"Oh God! Oh God! Abbey! Yessss!"
Cindy's body trembled in Abbey's arms. Cries of pleasure came quickly and loudly. Cindy roared out pleadings for Abbey not to stop and begged for more of the precious tongue. Abbey did as she was told and Cindy came several more times in succession.
In the middle of it all, Cindy realized something that frightened her: she'd never really had an orgasm like this with a man. The longest, hardest cock she could remember didn't match Abbey's tongue.
Abbey knew she was about done when Cindy squirmed in an effort to make the tongue stop. Finally, Cindy verbalized her wish for it to finally end.
When Abbey pulled away, Cindy had a hand over her eyes. Her breathing was uneasy. But the beauty of her chest rising and falling with each lungful of air made Abbey want her even more.
Abbey gently lowered herself onto Cindy, with their faces touching. Cindy pulled her hand away and Abbey saw a tear or two.
"Oh, Abbey. I can't believe...I can't tell you how good that was. I've never cum like that in my life. Ever."
Abbey kissed her. Afterwards, Cindy said, "I want you. Now. I want to make you just as happy."
"Are you sure?" Abbey asked. "You don't have to."
"I want to love you, Abbey."
Abbey move up until her right breast was directly over Cindy's mouth. She lowered it and allowed the beautiful young woman to lick, and then suck, the nipple. Soon, Cindy had nearly all of it in her mouth.
Cindy squeezed it with her hand and excitedly stabbed at it with her tongue. Unsure just how much pressure to apply, she even bit on the nipple and got positive moans in response from Abbey.
"Do you want to make me cum?" Abbey sighed.
"More than anything."
Abbey slid her knees so they were almost even with Cindy's shoulders. Then she spread her legs and made her pussy readily available for Cindy's untrained, but anxious, mouth. Cindy grabbed Abbey by the waist and raised her head just enough to be able to kiss Abbey's moist, pink skin.
Cindy licked her lips and tasted another woman for the first time. It made her want Abbey even more, and she began a series of lengthy licks along the pussy. Any uncertainty Cindy had earlier was gone at the first sign that Abbey approved of her performance.
"That's it, Cindy. That feels so good."
A moment later, Cindy was probing with her tongue for Abbey's clit. It was erect enough to be found very easily, and Cindy played with it with her lips and tongue. Abbey was clutching the arm of the couch, needing something to hold her up while Cindy brought her ever-closer to an orgasm.
Cindy put her hands on Abbey's ass, rubbing the flesh with vigor.
"Yes, Cindy. I'm close. Lick me! Lick my clit harder!"
Abbey's pussy was flush against Cindy's face and Cindy put the clit in her mouth. Her tongue refused to lose contact with it and Abbey screamed out, "Yes! Yes! Ohhhhh fuck!"
Abbey came with near-violent thrusts of her pussy onto Cindy's mouth, juices flowing onto the young blonde's chin. Cindy held on and moaned herself as she made her lover cum many more times. Abbey's body rocked back and forth as the orgasm slowly subsided, but Cindy's attack on the clit continued and small tremors still shook Abbey.
Abbey had to push herself away and fall into Cindy's arms to make it stop.
The kiss that followed was their longest, sweetest, and most loving. No words were said. There was no groping or fondling. Just loving.
Even when the kiss was over, they simply held each other.
"Wow," Abbey whispered.
"Is it always like that?" Cindy asked.
"Hell no."
"I bet it would be with us," Cindy said.
"OK if we find out?"
Abbey couldn't see it, but Cindy smiled. "That's what vacations are for."
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"What are you going to do this summer, Addison?" Michelle asked.
"Hopefully, fuck every guy in town."
"I don't believe that's a realistic goal for an eighteen year old," the psychiatrist said calmly.
"If I only get half of them, is that considered a success or failure? C'mon, Michelle. What do your books tell you? Would my cunt be half full or half empty?"
"Why do you feel it's necessary to talk like that, Addison?"
"Like what?"
"Using so much profanity," Michelle said.
Addison looked at her with surprise. "Excuse me. Let me start over. I'm going to have sex with every guy in town. And would fifty percent mean my vagina is half full or half empty?"
Michelle stared at her.
Addison continued, "That changes the meaning completely, doesn't it? Puts it into a whole new light. Shit."
Michelle typed a few notes on her laptop and looked up at her patient. She had been seeing Addison for almost a year. She was just one of many teenage girls Michelle treated, or tried to treat. Why was it that the prettiest ones were the most distressed, Michelle wondered?
And Addison was beyond pretty. She was easily the most attractive eighteen year old Michelle had ever laid her eyes on. Long blonde hair, green eyes, luscious lips and a body to die for should never be allowed in one package—but Addison had it.
Now, finally, after a half dozen visits, Michelle felt like she was getting closer to the solution of the Addison puzzle. The suppressed anger in the teenager's voice was always a sign that Michelle was touching a nerve. Too rarely in their visits had Addison ever expressed anger.
"When was the last time somebody told you what to do, Addison?"
The girl slouched in her favorite chair; the one closest to the door, with the huge, padded arms that Michelle let Addison fling her leg over. "Yesterday. My fucking Mom wanted me to clean my room. Again! Like I've ever done that. She practically screamed at me this time. It was kind of funny."
Michelle typed away. "Did it make you mad?"
"Hell, yes."
"Did you do it?"
"Hell, no."
"Why not?"
"I'll clean it when it needs cleaned."
More notes. "Why do you hate men, Addison?"
Michelle hadn't used this method of questioning in a long time, but the time seemed right to try it on somebody who repelled every other attempt to get inside her head. After Addison's initial gaze of confusion, she said, "They all think they're so fuckin' smart. They think they can say something nice to me, or offer me a drink, and I'm going to fuck them. Assholes. I'll decide who, and when, and how."
She sat upright in the chair, a tension radiating from her body that Michelle felt clear across the room.
"They should BEG me. But most of them put a hand on my ass or take a swipe at my tits and think I'll roll over for them. Nobody tells me what to do!"
'Bingo!', Michelle typed.
Ten years in psychiatry with young people taught Michelle to pause. Normally, no question she could ask brought a better response from the patient than a pause after an outburst. Michelle took the extra time to admire, once again, the girl in her chair.
The long, tan legs that extended out of Addison's obscenely short shorts were unblemished. The gentle curve of the calves and nearly-mature thighs could have belonged to a model. Addison's sleeveless top rode up her body as she slumped, exposing a few inches of firm abs. Her breasts threatened to fall out of the loose shirt.
Addison rolled the end of her blonde hair around a finger and stared out the window. There was no indication she was going to break the silence.
"Who's your closest friend right now, Addison?"
The girl's eyes swung back to Michelle. She looked depressed again, or tired, or bored. "My dog."
Michelle fought the urge to laugh. In fact, she was better at repressing her emotions than most of her patients who were being treated for just that condition. Oftentimes, it leaked into her life away from the office and she had to consciously let it out.
"Is that by your choice?"
"Not totally. He had something to do with it, too."
"You've told me before that you dated. You don't consider any of those guys friends?"
Addison laughed. "Fuck no."
Michelle typed for a few seconds, stalling to properly phrase the next statement in her mind.
"I want you to try something, Addison. Before we meet again, I'd like you to make one new friend. It can be somebody you already know or somebody you meet," Michelle said. "Are you willing to do that?"
Michelle closed the lid of her laptop and looked at Addison.
The girl nodded, her mouth curling into a frown of resignation. "I guess."
###
Michelle flopped onto the family room couch and sighed out loud. She turned on the TV and tossed the remote aside, not really caring what channel came on. She closed her eyes and ran her fingers through her hair.
She loved these evenings when her police officer husband was on duty and she had the house to herself. She could lie unmolested in her t-shirt and panties, attempting to wipe all the day's sessions out of her mind.
But evenings after she'd seen Addison proved to be the hardest. The teenager was an intriguing case, first of all. The thirty-five year old psychiatrist was used to dealing with younger patients, but almost always she could figure out what was going on inside their brain. It wasn't so easy with Addison, although progress might have been made today.
There was another problem when it came to Addison, however.
Michelle rolled onto her back and settled her head onto a plush pillow. Then, as she always did on post-Addison evenings, she ran her hand up the inside of her thigh and brought the bottom of her t-shirt with it. She raised her ass off the couch and bunched the t-shirt around her waist. With her tiny panties now uncovered, Michelle slid her hand inside.
She touched her clit one time and felt the all too familiar tingle in her pussy. She would not return to that most sensitive spot for a few minutes, knowing that only the slightest provocation with Addison on her mind would start her down the steep cliff toward an orgasm. Instead, she would tease herself with the payoff being a more intense climax.
Michelle's panties stretched out as her petite hand probed the moist area around her hole. She gathered moisture on her fingertips and separated the flaps of skin to allow access to her vagina. Her hand slid up and down, the fingers finding the opening, but not entering.
Just as she was about to slip a finger inside her body, her cell phone buzzed.
"Fuck!"
She pulled her hand out and reached behind her head for the phone. On the second ring she found it and looked at the screen. There was no ID of the caller, but it was a local number. Very few people had the unlisted number and she rarely got crank calls. Being the professional that she was, she answered the call after the third ring in case it was an emergency.
"Hello."
"Hi. Michelle?"
"Yes."
"Hey. This is Addison."
Michelle thought she was ready for anything when she answered the phone. She wasn't prepared for this.
"Addison? How'd you get this number?"
"It's amazing what you can get when you promise to have sex with a dude that works at the phone company," Addison said.
"That's illegal, Addison."
"Having sex with a guy from the phone company is illegal?"
"Stealing unlisted phone numbers."
The scent of her sex wafted from her fingers as Michelle held the phone. That, and the sound of Addison' voice, only made her wetter.
"Sorry. Didn't know it was unlisted. Anyway, I wanted to talk."
Michelle didn't believe her pleading of ignorance, but she knew better than to refuse to talk to her.
"About what, Addison?"
"About you."
"Me? Why me?" Michelle asked.
"I've decided you're going to be my new friend. I'm really excited."
Michelle's heart raced. "I'm glad you're excited, Addison. But we can't be friends."
"Why not?"
"I can't objectively help you if we have a close friendship. We can be friendly to each other, Addison. But we can't be friends."
"That sucks," Addison sighed. "Because I think you really like me."
"Of course I like you."
"Michelle, I see the way you look at me when we're together. I know that look. Men give it to me all the time. You look at me that way, Michelle."
The pause that followed could never have been long enough for Michelle to formulate a sensible response. She said, "What are you suggesting, Addison?"
"Damn it, Michelle. Quit being the psychiatrist for just five minutes. Can you do that for me? And how does that sound to YOU, anyway?"
The familiar sudden anger shouldn't have surprised Michelle, but it did. She tried desperately to escape the role of analyst, but she also didn't want to lose the ground made up earlier in the day.
"I don't look at you in sexual terms, Addison."
"You're lying. And I can prove it," the teenager said with a confident voice.
"How?"
Michelle regretted asking the question as soon as it left her mouth.
"What are you wearing right now?"
"A t-shirt and panties."
"Are you alone?" Addison asked.
"Yes."
"Michelle, I want you to reach inside your t-shirt."
Michelle felt her breathing become heavy. She thought about appropriate responses; all the things she learned in school; possible directions to take with this girl.
"OK," was all she could say.
A sigh came across the phone. "Michelle, this isn't going to work if you don't listen to me. Now put your hand inside your shirt."
This time Michelle obeyed. Her hand slid under the shirt, resting just above her navel.
"Do you have a bra on, Michelle?"
"No."
"Good. Never wear a bra when you know I'm going to call."
Michelle didn't ask the obvious question, allowing the teenager to stay in control.
"Do you want to know what I'm wearing?" Addison asked.
"Tell me," Michelle said without any emotion.
"Nothing, Michelle. I'm in bed naked."
Michelle felt herself losing control over her nerves. Shivers flowed through her body in waves. Somehow she had to hide it all from Addison. She needed to know where Addison was taking this, but at some point it had to be stopped.
Addison said in a very soft tone, "How often have you wanted to see me naked, Michelle? Every time I visit you?"
Michelle would not answer.
"Reach up and touch your breast."
Michelle's hand stopped at the bottom of her breast.
"Pull the shirt up, Michelle. Over your breasts."
When her nipples were exposed, Michelle laid the shirt down.
"Now wrap your fingers around one of your breasts, Michelle."
She followed the orders exactly.
"Squeeze it. Feel the soft skin, Michelle. Close your eyes and imagine it's me you're holding. You're reaching out and fondling my tit like you've wanted to since the first time you saw me."
"Addison, that isn't..."
"Shhhhhhh. Just listen to me, Michelle. Now take hold of your nipple and roll it between your fingers. Pinch it, Michelle. Harder."
How did she know? How could her patient know that nothing aroused her more?
"Pull on it. Can you feel it clear down to your pussy? Play with your tit, Michelle, until you can feel the quivers inside your stomach."
Michelle felt those quivers several minutes ago, but the renewed attention to her nipples caused a flood of pleasurable feelings to stream through her.
"I want you to tell me if your panties are wet. Touch them."
Michelle didn't have to. But she did.
"Yes."
"Yes, what?" Addison insisted.
"I'm wet."
"So am I, Michelle. You make me wet. I love your tits and the hard nipples. I wish I could suck on them right now."
Michelle winced and her eyes closed so tightly it almost hurt.
"Now rub the top of your panties. Press your panties into your pussy, Michelle."
She glided her hand back and forth across the thin material. She spread her legs a little farther apart and rubbed some more.
"That's it. Now find your clit. Rub your clit through your panties and tell me how good that feels."
Michelle rubbed, but she did not speak.
"Tell me, Michelle."
Still, no response.
"I can hear you breathing, Michelle. Tell me how it feels."
"It feels good, Addison."
"What does?"
"Rubbing."
"Rubbing what?"
"It feels good to rub my clit."
"Tell me about it."
Michelle wanted to scream. She couldn't be letting this happen. A teenager—a depressed teenager—was making her describe her masturbation over the phone. Her hand moved back and forth.
"I can feel the panties rubbing my skin. And my clit is hard. Every time I touch it..."
Michelle's brain finally caught up and let her understand what she was saying.
"What, Michelle? Tell me."
Addison's voice once again put Michelle's brain on hold. "Every time I touch it, I want more."
"God. You're going to make me cum. Hearing you say that is so cool. I'm rubbing my clit, Michelle. I feel it, too."
There was a long pause, with nothing but the sound of their breathing on the phone. Finally, Addison said, "Take off your panties."
Michelle put the phone down. She quickly pushed her panties down, lifted her legs, and pulled the underwear off. She tossed the panties onto the floor next to her.
"Are you naked?" Addison asked.
"Yes."
"Now play with your clit some more. Rub it harder until you think you're going to cum. But don't cum, Michelle."
Without the last command, Michelle wasn't sure she could follow these instructions. But the simple fact she wasn't going to cum almost made it alright. She'd play Addison's game a little longer.
Michelle masturbated silently, allowing her heavy breathing to send its own message to the teenager on the other end of the line.
"Think of me sitting in your chair naked. I'm holding my tit in one hand, the other hand between my legs playing with my clit. I have a leg hanging over the arm of the chair, Michelle. You can see every inch of my pussy."
The young voice seemed to Michelle to be shaking, or at least rough and unsure of itself. Michelle had the image Addison described in her mind. She was, in fact, looking between the teenager's legs.
Suddenly, she was on the verge of an orgasm.
"Oh God!" Michelle exclaimed. "I have to, I'm stopping, Addison. Oh my God."
"That's alright, Michelle," Addison said soothingly. "That's alright. Rest for a few seconds."
"No. Addison. We can't...," Michelle panted.
"Shhhh. Rest for a second."
Michelle lie spread-eagle on the couch, one hand holding the phone and the other covering her eyes. Tears tried to escape, but she composed herself, took several deep breaths, and tried to relax.
A moment later, Addison's voice was back. "You OK?"
"Yes."
"Now...tell me how wet you are."
"I can't, Addison. This has to stop."
"Why?"
"You're my patient and..."
"Bullshit. Why can't you touch your pussy and tell me how wet you are?"
The silence lasted fifteen seconds. "Because I'll cum."
Addison smiled without a sound. "Touch it, Michelle. Touch your pussy."
Michelle put a hand between her legs and spread the lips apart. She searched out her hole and immediately her finger was covered with juices.
"Tell me how wet you are."
"I'm very wet. My finger is soaked."
"Now put it in."
"No."
Addison heaved an audible sigh. "Put it in."
Michelle curved her fingers over the top of her pussy and let the tip of a single finger slide inside.
"All the way, Michelle."
The middle finger slid in until the knuckles wouldn't let it go any farther.
"Slide it in and out."
Michelle began to masturbate.
"That's my tongue, Michelle. My tongue is sliding in and out of your wet cunt. I can taste your sweetness. I can feel the inside of your pussy on the tip of my tongue."
Michelle was nearly frantic in her motions.
"Tell me what you want, Michelle?"
After a long delay, she said, "Lick me."
"Where? How?"
"Oh God, Addison. Stick your tongue in me and lick me. Lick my clit."
"Do you want me to suck on your clit, Michelle?"
"Yes. Yes! Please!"
"Touch it. Now."
Michelle's hand flew up to her clit and began to rub it frenetically. Any thought of NOT cumming had totally left her mind. She was now on the sole quest of releasing the pressure Addison' had built up in her. And it wouldn't take long.
Without further instruction from Addison, Michelle masturbated to the very edge.
"God! Addison! I'm...I'm...going to..."
Michelle let the phone fall to the couch beside her. With a series of loud moans, the psychiatrist started to cum. Mutual attention to her clit and nipples prolonged the climax and allowed new ones to start as soon as one was finished.
On the other end of the line, Addison listened to it all. Eventually, her own body succumbed and she came, unbeknownst to Michelle.
A couple minutes later Michelle was able to pick up the phone, two tears winding their way down her cheeks.
"Michelle, are you there?"
The psychiatrist felt an odd security in hearing the voice again.
"Yes."
"Wow! That was awesome! The best ever!"
Michelle would never, in a million years, let the teenager know how right she was.
"You should go now, Addison."
"Friends?"
"Friends."
###
Ten minutes before Addison was due to arrive, Michelle was in the ladies room, brushing her wavy brown hair and fixing her makeup. She could count on one hand the number of times she ever did that before, each time for a young man.
Michelle returned to her office and waited. When the knock on the door finally came and Michelle walked over to open it, a myriad of possibilities awaited her.
Addison had a wide smile on her face as she stepped in. Once Michelle closed the door, Addison kissed her cheek—a first for the doctor and patient. The cheerfulness of Addison's voice when they welcomed each other, and the beam on Addison's face, sent positive signals to Michelle that something was up.
"How have you been, Addison?"
"Great."
Addison wore a short, summery skirt that revealed plenty when Addison pulled her legs under her on the chair. She had a blouse on that was unbuttoned down to her cleavage.
Michelle opened her laptop.
"I have a new friend," Addison said with pride.
"Oh."
"Don't you want to know about him?"
Michelle looked across the room. "Him?"
"Yep. He's twenty. Goes to the same school I'm going to attend in the fall. Lives near me. He's kind of cool."
"You've gone out?" Michelle asked.
"Yep."
"Have you had sex with him?"
Addison studied the psychiatrist closely. Was that a look of contempt? Concern? "Of course not."
"Why not?"
"Because I have a new lover, too," Addison said.
This time Michelle stared at her carefully. Addison stared back. Neither blinked.
"Tell me about it," Michelle finally had to say.
"Well, since we can't be friends, due to some oath you took or something, then it seemed only appropriate that I label it what it really is."
Michelle tapped away on her laptop. "Do you think what we did constitutes love?"
"No. That was phone sex. Good phone sex, by the way. But the fact is, Michelle, you love me," Addison said. "And I think it's very, very cool."
The gleam in her gorgeous eyes would have pleased her doctor under any other circumstances.
"Have you ever really loved anyone, Addison?"
"I do now."
"You realize, don't you, that love involves a lot of give and take. Sometimes you have to tell the person you love what to do and sometimes that person has to tell you what to do. How do you feel about that?"
Addison extended one leg out from under her and let it hang over the front of the chair. The sandal on her foot hung precariously from her big toe and she gently swung it back and forth.
"I feel like you'll need to do a better job telling me what to do. I did all the talking on the phone and you just took orders. I think the next time I'd like you to be in control."



Michelle used all the restraint she had to keep from contorting her face. If it wasn't for the fact Addison was giving her so much good insight into her thought processes, she would have been outraged.
"There's not going to be a next time, Addison."
"You came, didn't you? You came long and hard and loud. You couldn't stop yourself, Michelle. You were thinking about me naked in bed, my hand on my pussy, my finger in my cunt. You were thinking about my tits and my nipples."
Michelle took in a deep breath, her heart beginning to race and her pussy beginning to ache. She looked across at Addison, who had her hand in the opening of her shirt. Her fingers were hidden, but they had to be resting on the top of her breast.
"Did it make you feel good that you did that?"
"Yes. I was happy for you. I can't complain about my own orgasm. It was fantastic. But, hearing you practically scream when you started to cum..."
Addison's other hand slid up the inside of her thigh. She never got to her pussy, but the skirt was now inches from revealing it to Michelle.
"Could you have done the same thing with a man?"
"Sure. No problem."
"But a man would more likely want to give the orders."
"That's fine."
"Addison, it's important that you understand the significance of your willingness to do that. It's a huge step in the right direction."
The teenager grinned. "You've helped me a lot, Michelle. And I brought a gift to show how much I appreciate it."
She reached down for her bag and pulled it up to her lap.
"Addison, it's not appropriate for you to bring me gifts," Michelle said.
When Addison withdrew her hand from the bag, she was holding a rectangular box nearly a foot long, wrapped in colorful paper. She rose from the chair and walked across to Michelle, proudly stretching out her arm to present the gift.
Michelle looked up at the beautiful girl, her eyes pleading with Addison not to make her take it. At first glance, Michelle imagined that the box contained a watch or necklace or some other jewelry. It was wrong, whatever it was.
"Please," Addison begged.
Michelle took the gift. It was heavier than she expected. She looked at it; she looked at Addison; and then she looked at the box again. She began to open it.
With the paper removed, the plain box gave no indication of the contents. Michelle grudgingly lifted the lid.
Addison had surprised her many times during their sessions. Certainly, the phone call and subsequent events surprised Michelle. She was always expecting the unexpected from Addison. Still, the shock on her face when she opened the gift was unmistakable.
Addison looked down nervously at Michelle. The psychiatrist's mouth was open, but nothing came out. She put the lid back on.
"Take it out, Michelle. Please."
Michelle didn't dare look up at her. The haunting eyes would have made her take it out. But even with that self-discipline, Michelle found herself lifting the lid once more. She reached inside the box.
The vibrator Michelle held was the most realistic-looking fake erection she'd ever seen. It put her husband to shame and every man she'd ever had before him. It was ridged, with veins, and a tantalizing curve. Michelle could never imagine the entire thing fitting inside her body.
Finally, she looked up at Addison.
"Pretty impressive, isn't it?" the girl said gleefully.
"Why did you do it, Addison?"
"Because I wanted to thank you."
"There were so many other ways you could have thanked me. Why this?"
"I want to make you happy."
Hidden under all the anger, Michelle thought she was beginning to see a 'normal' young woman. It would take many more sessions to pinpoint trouble spots. But for now, Michelle faced a more immediate challenge.
"It's good to make people happy, Addison. Thank you," Michelle said.
"I'd like you to try it, Michelle."
She looked up at Addison. "Maybe later. Right now I think we..."
Addison unbuttoned the top of her blouse. The already plunging neckline showed even more skin. And then another button was undone. It became obvious to Michelle that Addison did not have a bra on. The insides of her breasts were visible and nothing but flesh could be seen.
"I think we need to try it," Addison said as she worked her hands down her shirt until the last button was open. Then she reached down and took the box out of Michelle's lap. As she bent over, Michelle had a nearly-full view of the generous breasts inside the shirt.
Addison's eyes inspected the knit top Michelle wore, and the solid blue dress pants below that. Sometimes the psychiatrist's conservative office attire disappointed her.
"Not here. Not now," Michelle said.
Addison moved forward until her legs were straddling Michelle's. The girl's loose skirt allowed plenty of movement and Addison sat on Michelle's knees, directly facing her. Slowly, she slid up the top of Michelle's legs until her chest was just inches from Michelle's face.
"Yes. Now," Addison said.
She put her hands on the opened sections of her blouse and pulled them apart so her nipples were exposed, but not the entirety of her breasts. Michelle stared; her heart pounded.
"Have you ever dreamed of these tits, Michelle? Were you thinking about them when you came on the couch?"
She did not answer.
"Were you?" Addison demanded.
Michelle nodded.
"Lick them."
Michelle shook her head.
Addison pulled the shirt completely open. With the tits fully exposed, she leaned forward and placed a nipple on Michelle's lips.
"Lick it."
Michelle's tongue slithered out and wiped across the nipple. And then again.
"Suck on it, Michelle."
The lips opened and the nipple was enveloped by the soft skin. Michelle ran her tongue over it.
"My whole tit. Suck on my tit, Michelle."
Addison leaned forward a little more and practically forced the breast inside her psychiatrist's mouth. Michelle accepted it and licked and sucked on it as instructed. Both women felt the reaction between their legs.
After a few seconds, Addison reached down and pulled up Michelle's top. Michelle had to back away from the breast in order to let Addison complete her task. Once the top was tossed aside, Addison calmly removed her own blouse.
The splendor of the teenager's chest, close-up, finally hit Michelle. The tits were perfectly shaped, with an alluring upward turn that Michelle found irresistible. She gripped the vibrator just a little bit tighter.
Addison reached behind Michelle to unclip her bra. Addison's bare breast rubbed the side of Michelle's face as the girl unhooked, and then slid off, the bra. When finished, Addison sat upright on Michelle's legs and stared at the woman's breasts. They were more than adequate.
"They're just like I imagined them over the phone," Addison said softly. She looked Michelle in the eyes. "Turn on the vibrator, Michelle."
"I don't believe this is the time or place," Michelle said firmly.
"It wasn't the time or place for you to suck on my tits either. But you did. Now turn it on."
A flick of the plastic base of the vibrator started a dim humming sound.
"Put it between your tits, just like your husband does with his cock."
Michelle turned the vibrator so it curved upwards like a real penis and slid it in her cleavage. The strength of the tremors on her skin was greater than she anticipated. After a few seconds, Addison put her hand on top of Michelle's and guided the vibrator up over the top of Michelle's breast. Her entire breast quivered.
Then Addison was aiming it for the nipple. Michelle offered resistance. Addison kept up the pressure and the vibrator finally made contact with the erect nub.
Michelle gasped out loud. Addison smiled and held the toy in place, pushing it harder against Michelle's skin. She moved the toy back and forth across the nipple, using less and less force each time until Michelle was essentially controlling the vibrator on her own.
Addison heard Michelle's quickened breathing.
"Just think how wonderful that would feel against your clit. Then imagine it deep inside your pussy, pleasing you like no man ever could," Addison murmured.
She moved Michelle's hand to the opposite nipple and let the psychiatrist move the vibrator across it.
"We're going to try something different today, Michelle," Addison said softly. "We're going to see how well I take orders. You say a man would give me orders and you don't think I'd like that. Well, lets find out. You're going to give me orders and we'll see if I can follow them."
Michelle found Addison's voice to be uncharacteristically lacking in sarcasm or antagonism. She sounded like she did over the phone.
"Now, back to your new toy, Michelle. Wouldn't that feel wonderful between your legs?"
Michelle didn't reply.
"Tell me that you want me to watch you put the vibrator on your pussy."
When Michelle didn't respond, Addison took the vibrator from her hand and held it firmly against Michelle's most erect nipple. She pushed down and scraped it across the nipple. Waves of excitement surged through Michelle's body and she moaned.
"Tell me," Addison said
"OK."
"OK, what?"
"I want you to watch," Michelle sighed with her eyes tightly closed.
"Watch what?"
"I want you to watch me masturbate, Addison."
Addison smiled and handed the vibrator back to Michelle. The teenager stood up and moved inside Michelle's legs. She kneeled down and opened the top of her pants. The zipper slid down and Addison began to pull the pants off.
Michelle slouched in the chair and lifted her ass enough for Addison to remove the pants and toss them aside. The buzz of the vibrator maintained its steady pace.
"What next?" Addison asked.
"Take off my panties, Addison."
The girl could already smell Michelle's lust and saw the spot on the front of the panties as she pulled them down. Addison gazed at Michelle's precision shaved pussy the entire time, anxious for what would come next.
"See. I can follow orders perfectly fine. Nobody got hurt."
Addison leaned back and took a good look up and down Michelle's naked body. She was a truly beautiful woman in her own right, if not the prospective Playboy model that Addison was.
"You're very pretty, Michelle."
The words surprised the psychiatrist. They were tender and apparently heartfelt.
Addison said, "Time for me to be in charge again."
She moved up and lightly licked one of Michelle's nipples. A few seconds later she had the end of the tit in her mouth and she was sucking on it with much vigor. Michelle moaned loudly, the same moan Addison heard over the phone. Addison bit the nipple gently and got a louder response.
Addison shifted positions until her face was next to Michelle's ear.
"I want you to cum for me, Michelle. Right here. Right now."
There was no reply.
"Put the vibrator between your legs," Addison whispered.
Michelle's hand moved between their bodies and settled into place.
"Touch your clit with it."
Michelle maneuvered the best she could and finally made contact. Addison heard the sudden intake of air and felt Michelle's body twitch.
"You used to think about me naked," Addison whispered. "You used to play with your clit while you thought about me. Now it's going to be even better, Michelle. You have a new toy that will make it better...and you have me. You're going to cum for me and I'm going to watch. OK?"
Michelle nodded.
Addison leaned back and let Michelle spread her legs farther apart. The vibrator was sliding up and down, pressed hard against the stiff clit. Her nipples looked like they were going to explode. Strands of Michelle's fine hair clung to her moist forehead.
Addison stood up. She and Michelle made eye contact. Addison unbuttoned her skirt and let it fall to the floor. Michelle's eyes followed it, but then rose back up to a pair of light blue thong panties that Addison wore. Addison kicked the skirt aside and ran her hand up and down the front of the thong, each time pressing a little harder on the thin fabric.
The vibrator whirred away as Michelle held it firmly against her clit.
"Tell me what you want, Michelle."
"Take off your panties."
It wasn't exactly an order, but Addison wasn't going to push it. She playfully slid her hand inside the panties, rubbed her pussy once or twice, and then pulled down the thong only enough to expose part of her pussy. She very slowly began to turn, showing Michelle her hip, and then her ass.
Addison pushed the thong lower, until the string came out from between her tight cheeks. With a slight bend at the waist, Addison let the thong fall to her feet. She stepped out of it and turned once again to face Michelle.
"Is this what you were imagining, Michelle?"
She stood like a statue in front of her psychiatrist, placing her hands on her waist and widening her stance just a bit. Michelle was far too involved in staring at the goddess and rubbing her clit with the vibrator to answer.
"That's such a huge cock. What do you think it would feel like inside your cunt?" Addison asked, moving one hand to her pussy. "I bet the ridges would feel wonderful as they slid in and out, the big head rubbing against your g-spot."
Addison had her middle finger inside her wet hole, moving her wrist up and down slowly. Michelle watched every move she made, waiting anxiously for Addison's next command.
"Do it for me, Michelle. Put it inside you while I watch."
It was just what she wanted to hear. Michelle slid the vibrator lower and let it hover over the entrance to her cunt. She inserted the thick head, spreading herself apart before trying to put in any more. She closed her eyes and felt the vibrations travel up her vagina and into her stomach.
Michelle's mouth opened involuntarily and she whined with pleasure as another inch or two of the vibrator disappeared. Her eyes were clamped shut as she took in all the physical delight of the toy sliding inside her.
Addison rubbed her clit. Her own breathing was now heavy and deep. The moisture that existed between her legs turned into a collection of juices and she spread it over her pussy before it dripped down her leg.
Michelle commenced a short, steady series of strokes that eventually led to half of the vibrator entering her each time.
"Ooooooh my God," she moaned out loud.
Michelle at last opened her eyes and watched her young patient masturbate in front of her. Addison still had one hand on her pussy, but the other was playing with her tit. A look of total joy was on the girl's face as they glanced at each other.
Michelle plunged the vibrator in as far as she thought she could; she squeezed a nipple between her fingers; and, she felt the orgasm get closer. If it was possible, she believed she might cum harder than during the phone sex.
"I want to hear you cum, Michelle. Don't hold back."
That was the last thing Michelle was worried about. She knew her secretary would be gone for the day and the two were alone in the office. Michelle doubted she could remain silent anyway.
"Ahhhhhhh. Addison. Addison!"
The girl saw that Michelle's eyes were closed again and she wondered what the woman was thinking about.
"Look at me, Michelle."
The eyes opened and Michelle felt her pussy respond to the incredible sight.
"Oh fuck. Fuck! I'm cumming, Addison. I'm cumming!"
She thrust the vibrator inside her almost up to the base and rubbed her clit with the other hand. The quivering toy sent her over the edge and she arched her back.
"God! Yessss!"
Michelle held the vibrator in place and fucked it wildly.
"Yes! Yes! Yesssssss!" she screamed.
Addison watched the woman's hips rise and fall. The girl masturbated just as hard and soon she was ready to cum.
A few more seconds of watching and listening to Michelle's multiple orgasms caused Addison to start. Their mutual groans continued until Michelle was done and she had the opportunity to watch Addison stand in place and struggle to maintain her balance while cumming over and over.
Finally, they were both done and the scent of their sex filled the office.
Addison uneasily stepped closer to Michelle.
"Lick it, Michelle. Taste how sweet your juices are."
With one last ounce of energy, Michelle withdrew the vibrator from her cunt and slid it between her lips. She licked the tip and tasted the fruits of her labor.
She looked at the lovely Addison. Addison. What was she going to do about Addison?
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"You look awesome in that bikini, Addison."
"Thanks." She looked over her shoulder to see Eric behind her. He had been a star athlete at her high school before getting a scholarship at the state university she was going to attend in the fall. He was probably twenty, two years older than her.
"Lots of guys at school are going to be very happy to see you," he said, grabbing a snack from the same bowl she had her hand in.
"Maybe it's the girls I want to impress."
Eric did not conceal his inspection of Addison's gorgeous body from the blonde hair to the bare feet. "Oh, that would be a shame."
She moved to the other end of the long table of food set up in the dining room of a friend who was having a swimming party for all the people from her high school who attended the local university. Eric followed her.
"So you don't think I'll have any trouble getting dates?" she asked.
"Addison, just walk to your first class and you'll have a full calendar."
"Maybe I'll run into YOU."
As soon as she said it, she let her hip bump into him. She glanced down at his swimming trunks and said, "Oh, sorry."
He watched her eyes move from his crotch back up to his face, a faint smile across her lips.
They were done eating, and Addison turned the corner of the dining room and started down the long hallway that led to the patio and pool.
Eric moved beside her at the first door they came to and knocked into her just enough to make her stagger into the doorway of an empty bedroom.
"Oh, sorry," he said almost sarcastically as his weight against her forced them past the door. He quickly flung it closed.
He hovered over her, his body pressing her back against the wall. He leaned forward and their mouths met. In the first instant of the kiss, Addison muttered her disapproval, but the kiss continued. Their tongues came together and the meaning of Addison's moans could not be discerned.
She pushed against him with her hands, but not nearly hard enough to force him back. Eric ignored her efforts, kissed her harder and ran his hands up and down the side of her body. They came to rest on the outside of her bikini top.
He felt the fullness of her breasts and squeezed them together. Eric's palms slid over so they were on her skin. He spread his fingers and engulfed her tits in his hands.
"Eric. No," Addison managed to say. Eric covered her mouth with his and continued massaging her tits.
Their bodies pressed harder together, and she felt his cock on her lower abdomen. Addison pounded her fists against his muscular upper arms.
Eric used his thumbs to pull aside her bikini straps. They fell down her arms to her elbows. Immediately, his mouth dropped to the top of her partially exposed breasts. He kissed her flesh and ran his tongue up the valley between her tits.
Addison was defenseless against the powerful young man. She was defenseless against his mouth moving lower and lower until, finally, his lips touched her nipple. He pulled the bikini completely off her left breast and surrounded the end of it with his mouth. He began to suck and lick on it vigorously.
"No! Stop!"
Eric grabbed her wrists. He moved her hands to his crotch and placed them directly on his erection. When he let go, Addison let the hands linger, her upper body writhing under the effects of his manipulation of her breast.
He bared both breasts and sucked on them. Addison felt his hands on her ass, and then inside the back of her bikini bottom.
Only when his hand moved to her pussy did she find the power to respond.
Addison pushed against him violently, grunted loudly, and flung a knee upward.
Her bikini was nearly back in place when she re-entered the hallway.
###
"Addison, the last time we met you said you were going to, in your own words, 'fuck every guy in town' this summer. How's that coming along?" the psychiatrist asked.
"I'm only about one third of the way there. But it's just the beginning of August. I have time."
Michelle looked at her eighteen year old patient and waited for more. Addison shrugged, frowned, and motioned with her hands as if to say 'What more do you want?'
"Why do you feel as if you HAVE to, uh, have sex with every guy in town?"
"Isn't that what somebody who looks like me is supposed to do?" Addison asked.
Michelle thought back to the very first time she saw Addison, almost a year earlier. The girl stunned Michelle with her incredible beauty. Blonde hair; green eyes; luscious lips; long legs; and, curves that would make an hourglass jealous.
Addison's problem was not superficial. Her problem was a depression that Michelle was trying to get to the root of. Along the way, patient and psychiatrist had discovered a lot about each other.
"Somebody who looks like you, Addison, should have their pick of partners."
The beautiful teenager stared at Michelle, looked out the office window for a moment, and then buried her head in her hands and began to cry. Lots of people cried during Michelle's sessions. It was part of the job. But Addison was not her normal patient. They had become very close, to say the least.
Michelle fought the urge to get up and comfort the teenager. She would let her shed the tears and then dig for an answer.
A series of loud sobs subsided to irregular outbursts and sniffles. And then Addison was back in control.
"Oh Michelle," Addison managed to say. "You know that's true. And I know that's true."
She paused to wipe away some tears. "So why?"
"Why what, Addison?"
Addison threw her head against the back of the overstuffed chair she occupied. She flung a leg across the chair's arm. She stared at the ceiling.
"Why am I so lonely?"
Michelle typed away on her laptop, looking up to watch Addison's movements.
"Lonely in what way?"
Between more sniffles, Addison said, "You think I should have a line of guys at my door. Everybody thinks that. Well, I don't!"
Michelle would let her go on by herself, no matter how long the wait.
"I've lied to you about anything having to do with my dating. I don't date guys. I don't...I don't want them to find out...find out that I...I..."
The girl broke down into wails again, her hands covering her eyes.
This time Michelle had to force the ending. When the crying quieted a bit, she asked, "Find out what, Addison?"
In a barely audible, broken voice, Addison said, "That I've never had real sex with anybody."
Michelle had expected worse. THIS she could deal with. In her ten years or so as a psychiatrist, dealing mostly with young people, this was not an uncommon situation. But an eighteen year old beauty like Addison was held to different standards, at least in most people's minds.
"What's so horrible about that, Addison? I think you're to be commended."
The statement calmed Addison enough for them to hold somewhat of a regular conversation again.
"Maybe. But I want, I mean, I don't want to be thirty and still waiting to have sex with a guy," Addison said.
Thirty five year old Michelle smiled to herself at the inference that thirty was old, bordering on dead.
"What DO you want?"
"I don't want the first guy to hurt me."
Michelle took notes. "What do you want?" she repeated.
Addison stared at her intently, angry that the psychiatrist with a PhD behind her name and making tons of money didn't understand.
"I want the first time to be...to be...good," Addison said.
"Do you realize that people that have been married for twenty years don't always have good sex, Addison?" Michelle asked.
"Well, I don't want some asshole I meet at a bar to fuck me like I'm a blow-up doll."
Michelle had always considered Addison to be a brilliant, and depressed, kid. Michelle's image of her wasn't changing today. But she DID wish the girl wouldn't throw around the profanity the way she did. Michelle put down her dislike for it as a sign of old age...just like Addison said.
"You want the first time to be like...what?"
Addison thought for a moment. "I want it to be controlled, and slow."
Control had often been the subject of their sessions. Addison clearly wanted to be in control of nearly all situations. But Michelle wasn't sure 'controlled' in this context meant quite the same thing.
"Explain that to me, Addison."
The teenager slumped in her chair, her normal sign of aversion to the process. Her shorts stretched tight against her body with one leg still hanging over the chair's arm. Her tank top fought to contain the full breasts that were not, as usual, restrained by a bra. She played with her blonde hair.
"I probably want an older guy the first time. Somebody who knows what he's doing. I want it to be regular, old-fashioned sex. Nothing kinky or weird."
She looked across at Michelle as if seeking her approval. She got it.
Michelle nodded. "It's good to have a vision, Addison. That way you can get out of a situation you don't want to be in."
"Exactly! You know me: always in control."
They both giggled, but Michelle realized it was important for Addison to recognize the tendency.
"So, how do you plan on going about this?" Michelle asked.
Addison shrugged. "I don't have a plan."
"That's fine. It'll happen in time. Don't force it."
Addison stared out the window again, wondering if there were things she couldn't control.
###
"Oh wow! This'll be great!"
"What, honey?"
Michelle turned in her chair at the kitchen table to face her husband, who was standing at the sink. She pointed to the screen of her laptop. "My brother is coming to town."
"How long has it been since we've seen him?" Tony asked.
"Five years. They're bringing Evan. He's two now. This will be great!"
"When?"
"The weekend of August twenty first," Michelle said. "Saturday night we're all meeting at Mom's for a cookout."
Tony surreptitiously cringed at the thought. Then he froze in place. A few seconds later, he asked, "August twenty second?"
"Yeah, I guess."
Michelle looked back at her husband when he didn't say anything else. "Why?"
He hesitated before saying, "That's the first home preseason game, hon. You know I...the guys from work are going like we always do. We've done this for years. You know that."
Michelle understood the situation immediately. This one wasn't going to be easy.
"Tony, once every five years I ask you to do a family thing. Just this once, please? Won't there be other games?"
The age-old line of reasoning had as little effect on Tony as it had on generations of men before him. She was asking him to give up one of the highest priority items of the year.
"There's going to be what, thirty people at your Mom's place that night? Do you think I'll be missed?"
"Yes. I'll miss you."
Michelle got out of her chair, knowing this might take some personal intervention on her part. She walked behind him and put her arms around his waist. "I want you to go. Please."
She could feel the tension in his body. His silence was deafening.
"I'll make it worth your while," she whispered.
"I'm not sure you could fulfill enough of my fantasies to make this worthwhile," he said. "Lining up all the naked cheerleaders at halftime for me to fuck may not be enough."
Michelle tried not to laugh, but then a thought crossed her mind. A face and a body became clearer. She stared out the little window above the sink. Maybe, just maybe.
###
"Addison, we were talking last time about your desire to make your first sexual experience a good one. I'd like to delve into that a little more if we can," Michelle said.
"What more is there to say?"
"If someone you trusted presented you with an opportunity to be with a thirty six year old man—a decent looking thirty six year old man—in a controlled setting with the prospect of having consensual sex, would you consider doing it?" Michelle asked.
Addison folded her legs under her and tucked her skirt between her thighs. She looked suspiciously at her psychiatrist. "Thirty six? I'm eighteen. You do the math."
"You, yourself, said you wanted an older man."
"I guess I was thinking more like, you know, twenty two," Addison replied.
Michelle smiled.
Addison added, "You know this guy?"
"Yes."
"Has he fucked you?"
"We've had sex," Michelle corrected her patient.
"Are you married to him?"
Michelle peered across the room at Addison. "I believe that will make it easier for all of us. Not harder."
Addison's face lit up. "You'd let your husband be the first guy to fuck me? God, Michelle. You must have really screwed up this time."
A nervous laugh escaped Michelle's throat before she stifled it. "That's not relevant."
"So, will you be there?"
"Do you want me there?"
Addison squirmed in her chair. "Christ. A threesome with my psychiatrist and her husband. What a life."
"Do you want me there?" Michelle repeated.
"Sure. Why not? Invite whoever you want. You know my requirements for the sex, though."
"I understand."
Addison looked away for a few seconds. "This could actually be kind of cool. Will he know what's up? Or do I have to seduce him?"
"What do you want to do?"
Addison studied the floor for a while, and then grinned. "I want to seduce him."
###
Michelle led Addison into the family room of her spacious home. The teenager, already in awe of the mansion during Michelle's tour, walked over to the mantel of the stone fireplace.
"Your husband's a cop?!"
"Yep."
Addison picked up the photo and studied it. She looked at another picture, leaning closer to get a view of Tony. She glanced at the framed photo in her hand again.
"Cool."
"Still want to do it?" Michelle asked.
"Sure, unless he turns and runs away."
Michelle looked at the gorgeous girl in her indecently short skirt and satiny blouse that, in the right light, was practically see-through. "I don't think he will."
"What does he know?"
"He knows I'm having a friend over. He's off-duty today, so he'll be back soon. I told him he'd like you."
Addison saw Michelle's smile. "Is he suspicious?"
"I doubt it. Just remember what we talked about: I'm leaving it up to you. Almost anything goes. I won't step in until I think you've crossed a line I don't want you to cross. But sex is the object. You lead and I'll follow."
"Cool."
When Tony walked in ten minutes later, Addison was sitting on a couch, her legs crossed and her arm stretched out across the top of the couch. His eyes immediately locked onto her, but it wasn't until she stood to greet him that he realized fully what she looked like. The collar of her blouse hung open, the first button not occurring until half way down her breasts. With it tucked into her skirt, the fullness of her breasts and the prominence of her nipples became clear.
They shook hands while Michelle took care of the introductions. She knew her husband and the steadiness of his gaze assured her he was interested. Of course, she would question the masculinity of any man not interested in Addison. And she smiled to herself when the teenager sat directly across from Tony, crossing her legs again, and placing her hand high on the outside of one of the legs just below her skirt.
Let the seduction begin, Michelle thought silently.
The discussion centered around Addison, of course: her impending first year at college; her high school experiences; and, her favorite music. Fortunately, Tony had enough dealings with young people in his line of work that he could keep up the conversation. They seemed to get along just fine, Michelle thought.
They soon moved out onto a multi-level deck that overlooked the pool. Michelle supplied the drinks and snacks. Tony and Addison sat next to each other at a round, glass table. Michelle caught her husband taking more than one quick glance at the opening in Addison's blouse during lulls in the conversation.
Addison kicked off her sandals and rested her crossed heels on the end of a chaise lounge. Tony never showed it, but his pulse was approaching the average rate during a high-speed chase. If her skirt raised another four inches...
"What's the scariest thing that ever happened to you at work, Tony?" Addison asked with sincere interest.
"A standoff we had with a bank robbery suspect last year," he said without hesitation. "He was in his house and when we first tried to go in the shots rang out. We retreated and called in SWAT. We were sure he was going to take himself out, and anybody else nearby. It took a couple hours to get him. Alive. But the problem for us came afterward when we found a woman in the house with him."
"What do you mean?" Addison said.
"There were no female officers with us."
"So?"
"In most cases like this, there's usually a concealed weapon. We prefer having a female officer search female suspects," he explained.
Addison looked at him for a few seconds. Then she flung her legs off the chaise lounge and stood next to Tony. "I'm a suspect after a stand-off like that. Show me how you search for a concealed weapon."
Tony gazed up at the young blonde and then over at Michelle. His wife shrugged and grinned at him. Tony pushed back his chair and stood up.
"Turn around; hands on the top of the table," he told Addison.
She bent over and laid her hands flat on the glass. She felt him push against her ass right before his hands started at her shoulders and quickly moved down her back. She assumed that he now knew she didn't have a bra on. His hands moved to her armpits and slid down to her waist.
"This is where having a female officer helps," he said.
"Pretend you're a female officer," Addison told him.
"A female officer would check between your breasts."
"Pretend you're a female officer," she reiterated.
He pressed harder against her ass as he reached around her body. He put a hand on the buttons of her blouse and pressed in until the material, and a couple of his fingers, touched her skin. He then slid his hand down the front of her blouse to her waist.
"Are you sure you want me to finish?" Tony said, backing away from her just a bit.
"Sure. I want to know what this is like."
Tony put a foot alongside one of Addison's, and applied pressure.
"Spread 'em."
Addison looked over at Michelle and smiled. Michelle grinned back, captivated by the teenager's game and her husband's expanding erection.
With her legs duly spread, Tony put his hands at the bottom of her skirt and reached up the thigh of one leg. Then he did the other leg.
When he backed away again, Michelle said, "Is that what a female officer would do, Tony? What if I've got a gun strapped between my legs, or stuffed inside my panties?"
"She'd check for that."
"Show me."
This required another look at Michelle by Tony.
"You better show her. She can be very persistent," she said with a straight face.
"I've noticed," Tony answered.
He put a hand at the top of her skirt, in the front. If he was going to be forced to do this, Tony decided right then that he was going to do it his way. Addison, even if she cared, wouldn't know the difference.
His hand slid down the front of the skirt and between her legs. The skirt was tight enough, and her legs spread wide enough, that he quickly couldn't feel her body except by directly touching her panties. So he did.
After a very quick swipe across her pussy—long enough, however, to confirm her wetness—he pulled out his hand. Then he put both hands on the top of her ass and ran them down over the cheeks, eventually reaching inside her skirt and following the bottom edge of the tiny panties around to her hips.
With his hands still positioned inside her skirt, Addison pushed her ass into Tony's crotch.
"I don't think there are any weapons between my legs," she said over her shoulder to him. "But there's one between yours."
"This is why we have female officers," he said.
Addison stood up and turned to face him. She moved closer. She put her palm on his crotch and pushed against his cock, rubbing it a couple times.



"Teach me about strip searches now," she said. "Maybe Michelle would be glad to play the female officer if you refuse."
She rubbed him harder. Tony's cock strained against the inside of his shorts.
"I don't refuse," he said. "But she should act as a witness."
Michelle smiled her approval at him.
"Fine," Addison said.
"We do strip searches in a private room," he told her.
Addison wrapped her fingers around his near-total erection. "Do you have one?"
"We can find one."
The threesome caught their collective breaths as Tony led them inside, down the hallway, and into the master bedroom. All three had far different thoughts on their minds: Tony was sure Michelle had set it up and he was eager to play along; Michelle was happy for both of them; Addison was nervous.
All three were extremely horny.
Addison only had a few seconds to marvel at the size and splendor of the bedroom. She'd never been in a bedroom that could fit a divan along one wall, chairs in two corners, and a gigantic bed with a mirrored bookshelf headboard.
Then Tony said, "The officer would begin by asking you to remove your blouse."
As much as Addison liked to be in control, she was going to have no problem following these instructions. When, or if, she took back control would be determined later.
She began to unbutton her blouse, quickly opening it all the way. Tony never took his eyes off the space between her breasts. The youthful curves and perfect skin were obvious to him long before Addison began to slide the blouse down her arms.
Addison held it in her hand for an instant, and then let it drop at her side. Tony stared at Addison's chest. Addison and Michelle stared at Tony.
The nipples seemed to have a life of their own, expanding in front of Tony's eyes. The only thing harder was his cock.
"Now the skirt," he said.
Addison unzipped it on the side and slid it down her legs. She bent over to keep hold of it while stepping out, giving Tony his best look at her breasts as they hung down. He loved Michelle, but there was something special about eighteen year old breasts.
Finally, he looked down at her panties. They wrapped around her pussy, hips and ass with a wonderful tension that left little to the imagination.
Tony stepped up to her and placed his hand between her legs. Addison spread her feet. He rubbed her pussy and pressed against her clit. She flinched and he moved his hands around to her ass, remaining outside her panties.
"In a true strip search," he said into her ear, "you'd be asked to remove the panties."
"I think we should be as realistic as possible," she replied.
"I'm going to break the rules and do it for you."
Tony bent down and pulled on her panties, watching as the beauty of her young pussy came into view. He had them off quickly and stood back up to admire her.
"Well? Aren't you going to search me?" Addison asked.
Tony put both hands on her breasts. A gentle massage was followed by a journey down her body, across her waist and hips, and onto her thighs. Just when Addison thought he was about to feel her pussy, he circled his hands around and gripped her ass tightly. Her body stiffened at his touch.
Then he came back around and slid one hand between her legs. He could feel the warmth flowing from her pussy. He could feel the moisture at the entrance to her cunt. He could feel the erection of her clit.
"To do this properly, you should be lying down," he said as he rolled the clit under a finger.
"It will take two people, right?" she asked.
Tony's eyes looked in Michelle's direction. She nodded.
"Two naked people," Addison emphasized.
Tony and Michelle began to strip as Addison lie on her back on the huge bed. Addison had already seen all of Michelle during their infamous vibrator session in her office. But Tony's well-toned, muscular body was new to her and she felt her pussy respond the closer he came to being naked.
When he pulled down his underwear and revealed the rigid cock she'd felt through his shorts, she couldn't help but stare. This was the man who was going to have her for the first time and he was more than adequate. She thought about the dildos, vibrators, and various objects she'd had before and wondered if they had prepared her for the real thing. She'd soon find out.
Michelle and Tony kissed before getting into the bed. Addison saw Michelle whisper something into his ear and Tony grinned as he slapped her bare ass. Then, they joined Addison.
Tony scrambled over the teenager to the other side. Tony and Michelle both began kissing her face, with Tony eventually winning the race to her mouth. While the kiss lingered on, Michelle moved down to Addison's breast. Tony's tongue worked the inside of Addison's mouth and Michelle's tongue worked the ultra sensitive nipple.
Soon, Tony was at her other breast and Addison felt shockwaves of pleasure gushing through her. She moaned in response to the double sucking and biting, her pussy getting wetter and wetter by the second.
"Is it time for the final inspection?" Tony asked.
He and his wife looked up at Addison. She bit her lip and nodded her approval.
"You better use protection, honey," Michelle said softly.
Tony rolled over to a bedside table, opened the drawer, and pulled out a condom. A few seconds later, he was ready and Addison was watching him move between her legs.
His cock was huge, she thought. Her nerves were at the breaking point.
"Hold me," she said, reaching out both arms toward him.
Michelle thought about Addison's description of how she wanted the first time to be. The psychiatrist was fairly certain it would meet Addison's approval. She knew Tony, and it would be good.
Tony lowered himself to her and they kissed. He slid his cock over the area it would soon explore. He slowed when he thought he was over her clit, and rubbed himself back and forth on her as she moaned.
"Are you ready?"
She nodded.
"I want you to put it in when you're ready," he said.
"I'm ready."
Her hand moved between them and took hold of the long, hard shaft. She placed the tip at the entry to her cunt, and then she removed her hand and waited.
Michelle played with one of Addison's nipples as Tony pushed the head in. With only a small amount of pressure, he pushed forward. The head entered her farther and he felt her tight, young cunt wrap around the top portion of his cock.
Between her own juices and the lubricated condom, he had no trouble very slowly gliding into her. A momentary resistance from inside her body gave way to a clear path. Their bodies came together.
"Ohhhhhh God," Addison moaned. "So good. It feels so good."
Michelle smiled as she rolled the nipple between her fingers and watched the beautiful girl's face start to glow.
Tony lifted his ass and pulled the cock out until only the head was in. Then he entered her once more.
"Yes! You're so big, Tony. More. Please!"
He was hesitant to begin fucking her just yet, but if that's what she wanted, he'd comply. His thrusts were long, slow, and gentle.
"Wrap your legs around me, Addison," he told her.
She quickly obeyed and moaned even louder during his plunges into her. Addison rolled her head to face Michelle, who leaned down and kissed the girl passionately. Tony's excitement from watching them caused him to increase the pace. Addison reacted by digging her heels into his ass.
Addison said, "Please, Tony. Harder! Harder!"
Addison didn't know what a cock would feel like inside her the first time. She expected pain. She expected the guy to not care about her or listen to her. Despite her nervousness, this was proving to be an experience she hoped never ended. His cock felt wonderful. Tony was wonderful to her and doing everything she asked.
Like fucking her harder.
The cock drove into her deeper and faster. Addison's breasts rolled on her chest as her body accepted the pounding. Her need to cum began to reach a critical state.
"Michelle, he's amazing!" Addison sighed.
"Just enjoy it. Let it happen naturally," Michelle told her, gripping her breast again and squeezing it.
Tony rode her for another few minutes, the sound and smell of their sex getting stronger.
"I'm close," Tony warned. "I'm close."
Addison looked up at him, unsure what to do. She tightened her legs around him and tried to do the same with her cunt. It must have worked.
"God, yes. Almost there! Yes!" he said loudly.
He put his hands under Addison's ass and lifted her up to him. His cock slid in and out even faster.
"Yes! Now! Oh fuck, Addison!"
Tony started to cum with thunderous grunts and groans, each thrust of his cock producing another load of cum inside the condom. Addison felt the throbbing cock unload, still rubbing against every sensitive inch of her cunt. He practically drove her into the mattress with the force of his thrusts, but she wasn't complaining.
Then Addison couldn't hold back any longer. Her first orgasm caused by a real, live cock burst from inside her body and rippled through her pussy. She threw her arms around Tony's neck and hung on while she shuddered with joy for the next sixty seconds.
Her cries and pleas for more allowed even the totally spent Tony to fill her cunt long enough for her orgasm to finish.
Afterward, they lay together on the bed, rolling from side to side with Tony still inside her. Michelle hugged them both and kissed whoever, and whatever, she had access to.
Soon, Tony was sliding off the bed. Both women watched his nice ass walk into the master bedroom.
"That was incredible, Michelle. Thank you so much...for sharing," Addison said.
"Was it what you expected; what you wanted it to be?"
"And then some. But I know I'll need more practice to get it right."
They were still kissing when Tony came out to join them.
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"So, how did your session with Michelle go yesterday, hon?"
Addison's father had never shown much interest in her trips to the psychiatrist, so the eighteen year old girl was surprised, and pleased, by his question.
Addison walked over to the kitchen counter. "Fine."
She reached high into the top cupboard. Her tank top raised up enough to reveal the bottom half of her thong-clad ass. Mike, her father, found himself unable to take his eyes off the perfect cheeks.
"Uh, what did you talk about?" he asked.
Addison lingered in the cupboard, slowly dropping from her toes back onto her heels, allowing the tank top to return to its normal mid-thigh length. She saw his reflection in the window and his eyes were back on his breakfast.
"She said I flirt too much."
"Is it true?"
"Everything she tells me is true. She's a frickin' genius."
She returned to the table, leaning over to grab the milk. Mike looked up to find a pair of perfect breasts inches from his face, desperately trying to free themselves from her top. Eventually, Addison settled down into her chair and began to eat.
"She also said I need to limit the number of friendships I have and strengthen the relationships I already have, whatever that means," she said between bites.
"It's good advice for anybody," Mike said nonchalantly.
He looked up just in time to see a trickle of milk cross over her chin and down her neck. Addison made no effort to stop it. The milk, and Mike's eyes, continued down the top of her chest. He looked up at her face. Addison looked back, no sign of any emotion. When Mike looked down again, the milk had entered the chasm under her top and between her breasts. It disappeared leaving a trail clear up to her mouth.
Addison smiled.
"You should pay more attention to Michelle," Mike said.
###
"How has your father reacted to your Mom's sudden death?" Michelle asked her young patient.
"He seems fine. A little sad, I guess. But he's talking to me, which is more than he ever did before," Addison said.
"I'm sure he's lonely."
"I think so," Addison said. "What should I do?"
"Well, here's an opportunity to strengthen an existing relationship," Michelle replied, trying to have it all make sense to Addison. "It would help both of you. You need loftier goals in your life and he needs you right now."
"What if he doesn't want me bugging him?"
"I think at eighteen you're old enough to recognize when, or if, that happens," Michelle said. "Pay more attention to him and see how he responds. What harm can it do?"
"He could ignore me and I won't have a single family member left to talk to."
Michelle sighed. "Don't be so negative, Addison. Maybe he's been trying to reach out to you all this time and he didn't feel comfortable doing it with your Mom around. Give it a try."
Addison rolled a strand of long, blonde hair around her finger, seemingly deep in thought. "Maybe you should be there to help things along."
"What do you mean?" Michelle asked, tapping away on her laptop.
"Maybe you should come over one day and the three of us can talk, and stuff. That way you'd know how he feels, or what he's thinking, or whatever it is psychiatrists do besides make money."
"We help people like you defeat depression," Michelle said. "And I'm willing to do anything to get that done. When do you want me there?"
###
"I thought Michelle was married?" Mike asked his daughter.
"She is," Addison said.
"Then why do you want to invite her over?"
"Because I like her, and I thought it would be fun," Addison said, plopping down on the family room couch next to him. "Relax, Dad. She won't molest you."
Mike looked quizzically at Addison. "I'm not saying I wouldn't want Michelle to molest me. She's a nice looking woman. But I never know what's going on in that little head of yours."
"Funny; she doesn't either," Addison said.
She leaned closer to her father and the loose fitting—and much too short—shorts crept up her silky thighs. Her diminutive shirt was insecurely held together by three buttons in the middle. Their shoulders touched, but neither took their eyes off the TV.
"Do you suppose having sex with a therapist would be boring? Or do you think she goes home and becomes some type of a sex demon?" Addison asked.
"I'm sure I wouldn't know," Mike said.
Addison knew, but she certainly wasn't going to tell her father about the threesome she had with Michelle and her husband. The fact Michelle's husband was the first man she ever had intercourse with would go unannounced, for now.
Instead, she turned slightly towards her father and flung her leg across his lap. He looked down at the long leg and the hint of her ass peeking out from under her shorts. Then he gazed up at his daughter.
"I'm guessing she lets loose," Addison said in a soft voice. "I bet she represses her real personality at work and gets wild at home. I bet she's all over her husband from the moment she walks in the door. And he is more than willing to keep her satisfied."
Addison took hold of Mike's hand and placed it on the back of her thigh. He would only have to move it up an inch or two to feel the beginning of her soft cheeks.
"If you're so interested in their private life, maybe you should have invited both of them over," Mike said to her sarcastically.
But he didn't remove his hand from her soft, warm skin.
"Maybe next time," she said, inching her leg across his lap, forcing his hand higher. His fingers were at the edge of her shorts. "I'm still thinking about Michelle. She IS very cute and I bet even some of the teenage guys she has sessions with would like to have her, despite her age."
Mike's look hardened. "Despite her age? She's what? Thirty five? I'll trade her ages if she wants."
"Oh Dad. That's only five years younger than you. I consider you guys to be about the same."
"Yeah. Old," Mike said.
"Anyway, I think Michelle is really a lot of fun and maybe even a sex fiend."
Addison put her hand back on her father's and pressed it harder against her skin. With a little pressure upward, the hands moved under her shorts.
"Can't you picture her sitting in her husband's lap, nothing on but a pair of tiny panties, his hand on her ass?"
Once again, Addison removed her hand only to have her father keep his in place, his fingers now lightly touching her ass.
"They kiss and Michelle moves forward so her body is closer to his crotch."
Addison's leg shifted higher in Mike's lap, his hand still inside her shorts. She couldn't feel his cock yet, but it wouldn't take much more to get there.
"Her breasts are touching his bare chest now and he can feel her nipples against his skin."
"Addison."
Addison unbuttoned the highest of the three buttons on her shirt.
"He reaches up and touches her breast; first, around the edges and then onto her nipple."
Addison looked at her father, who finally removed his hand from her ass.
"Do it, Dad. Touch me just like that."
"No, Addison. I can't."
Addison's leg moved until she felt his cock. She took his hand again and placed it at the entrance to her shirt.
"No," he repeated.
"Touch me. Feel my nipple, just like Michelle's husband would feel hers. I want to know what it's like."
Mike's fingers extended inside the shirt, onto the top of Addison's breast. He flattened his hand and inched it lower, looking into her eyes with a tiny bit of desperation.
Addison recognized it and placed her hand on his crotch. Under her palm was the start of an erection. She wouldn't do any more until he responded. He responded by moving his hand lower on her breast.
With one hand still on top of his shorts, Addison used her other hand to undo one more button on her shirt. Mike's hand now had a free route to her nipple and his eyes had a nearly unobstructed view of the whole thing.
Addison's expression served the same purpose as a verbal request. Mike let his fingers touch her nipple. Addison pressed harder on his cock. When her father squeezed the nipple, she wrapped her fingers around him.
"OK. I think that's enough," Mike said.
Addison tugged on his zipper in reply. It easily opened to reveal his boxers. Addison's hand slid onto the top of the light fabric, searching out his shaft.
"Squeeze me harder, Dad. Pinch my nipple so I can feel it all the way down."
At first he rolled the nipple with his palm. But, eventually, his fingers were back around it and he squeezed it like she asked him to. Addison's hand began a steady motion up and down his erection, which was now reaching full intensity.
"Open my shirt, Dad."
Her face was so close to his they were almost touching. He could feel her breath when she spoke. Her body was practically on top of him. Her hair brushed against him when she moved.
Mike opened the last button. Addison enclosed her fingers around his cock and stroked it faster, still using the material of his boxers as a buffer. They fast approached the point where turning back was not an option. Or, if it didn't happen now, it would at some point in the near future.
"Take my breast in your hand, Daddy. Hold it. Massage it, please."
Mike's large hand engulfed the beautiful blonde's breast and manipulated it with passion. He was not rough, but the signs of desire were evident to Addison. She closed her eyes and continued to stroke him.
When Mike squeezed her nipple again, Addison moaned. She felt the reaction in his cock. She flattened her hand on it and rubbed frantically. Mike groaned his approval and rested his head on the top of the cushion. His hand mechanically rubbed her breast and they moved toward the now-inevitable climax.
"Ohhhhh, that feels so good, Dad. Don't stop."
Those were his thoughts exactly as his cock strained to release itself from his boxers. But Addison seemed to have no desire to pull it out; only to have it release its contents on the inside. That, too, was fine with Mike.
"Cum for me, Daddy," she said softly into his ear. "Just like Michelle's husband does for her. Cum hard."
She felt his body become tense. His leg muscles contracted under her bare thigh. His cock throbbed in her hand.
He never lost touch with her breast as his orgasm approached. He pulled on her nipple the hardest he had the entire time as his cock began to fill with semen.
"Addison! Addison, no! No!"
His words were moans rather than demands. Addison rubbed the length of his cock a little faster.
"That's it," she whispered.
"Oh fuck!" Mike cried out as the first blast of cum shot from the end of his cock.
He arched his back and pushed his crotch up into his daughter's hand. Each new shot of cum caused him to push harder. He raised and lowered his body as if a woman was riding him, and Addison simply applied more pressure. She felt the moisture expand on his boxers and she saw the dark spot grow.
Mike came half a dozen times, each accompanied by a louder grunt. By the end, he was gripping Addison's tit with enough force to almost cause her pain.
Then he let go and his body collapsed onto the couch.
###
"This is a beautiful home. Do you plan on staying in it?" Michelle asked Addison and Mike.
"We might," Mike replied. "It's going to be hard to continue the payments with Addison starting college. We're still working on scholarships for her, though. That would help."
Michelle smiled. "She's very bright. I hope she gets them."
Mike looked across the patio at the psychiatrist. She WAS a very pretty woman, as Addison had suggested. Not quite the Playboy quality blonde that Addison was, he thought to himself, but very pretty in her own way. Michelle's wavy brown hair looked professionally styled; much like his wife's used to look. In the late evening sunlight, her unblemished skin glowed.
She wore a sleeveless top and expensive looking jeans, both of which hugged her body to perfection.
'Too bad she's married,' Mike thought, vowing never to let Addison know how he felt.
Michelle, Addison and Mike ate leisurely and chatted, mostly about Addison. It was the happiest Mike had seen Addison in a long time, and he began to appreciate the fact Michelle and his daughter could have such a good relationship. Anything that brought them closer to a cure for her depression was OK with him.
When the time came for them to move the party inside the house, Addison said she was going to her room for a minute, and then the bathroom. Michelle took the opportunity to ask Mike, "How have you and Addison been getting along?"
Mike immediately thought back to the other evening on the couch. He wouldn't mention that. Instead he answered, "Fine. I think fate alone has brought us closer. We'll see how it goes."
"I think she really likes you," Michelle said, standing by a large window overlooking the woods.
"Oh, I hope so."
"Does she date anybody that you know of?" Michelle asked. This was her first attempt to judge the accuracy of what Addison was saying during the sessions.
"Not anybody steady," Mike said, taking a seat in his favorite large chair. "I think she needs somebody, don't you?"
"We've talked about that," Michelle acknowledged. "I personally thinks she needs somebody mature enough to handle her."
"In what way?"
"She's very mature...sexually," Michelle said.
Mike looked at her, thinking once more of Addison's long leg across his lap, the full ass, and the plentiful breasts under her open shirt.
"Some girls her age make their fathers the first target," Michelle added.
"Is that a bad thing?" Mike asked, just as Addison turned the corner.
"Is WHAT a bad thing?" Addison said, walking over to Michelle.
Neither of the adults wanted to be the first to speak. Michelle finally said, "Feeling close to your father. You don't have an issue with that, do you Addison?"
"Absolutely not," she said with a huge grin. "I think a father and daughter should be able to share the same emotions as any other two people."
Addison stopped right in front of Michelle, who put her arms around the girl from behind. Michelle's hands joined just under Addison's breasts. The t-shirt Addison wore pulled up to reveal a strip of bare skin above her jeans.
"Maybe even more. I've always felt a parent and child need to be more expressive with each other than most married couples," Michelle said, looking across at Mike.
"Then it's OK if we fight, too?" Addison asked.
Michelle laughed. "Yes. But within reason. Nothing physical, please."
"How about physical in a good sense?" Addison wanted to know.
Mike looked at her intently, and then up at Michelle, who seemed to be watching his response very closely. "Tell me what you mean by 'in a good sense', Addison?"
Addison looked straight into her father's eyes. "Is it natural for a father and daughter to have sexual feelings toward each other?"
Michelle didn't hesitate. "It's very natural. It's been going on as long as there have been parents and children."
"And is it OK for those feelings to be acted upon?" Addison asked.
This time Michelle paused. She said, "Not only is it OK, I recommend it."
"Why?" Mike asked.
"Because stifling ANY natural reaction is bad, as long as no harm comes from it."
The tension during the silence that followed could be cut with a knife. Michelle moved her hands a little higher until they touched the bottom of Addison's breasts. It felt to her as if the teenager wasn't wearing a bra. The protruding nipples soon confirmed it.
"How do you know if it's harmful?" Mike asked.
"That's easy," Michelle replied. "When somebody gets hurt by it, either physically or psychologically, it's harmful. I have found, in most cases, it does more good than harm."
Another period of silence was broken by Michelle. "Do you find your daughter attractive, Mike?"
"Of course I do."
"Do you ever think about her in sexual terms?"
Mike grimaced and appeared ready never to respond to that.
"OK, that's an unfair question," Michelle said. "Do you ever think about her either naked or partially naked?"
Mike squirmed in the chair. "Sometimes, but I mean..."
"Does it arouse you?" Michelle continued.
Mike looked fully prepared to end the conversation, so Michelle slid one hand inside Addison's shirt.
"Addison is a beautiful young woman with a beautiful body. I'm simply trying to make the point that it is quite natural for any man to find her arousing," Michelle said.
Her hand was on Addison' breast, massaging it gently. Michelle used her other hand to pull up the shirt so Mike could watch. Michelle's hand completely covered the newly exposed breast. Slowly, she pulled the hand off and used it to help raise the shirt so that both breasts were unveiled.
Addison stood with a nervous grin on her face, knowing what must be happening between her father's legs. Her own pussy dampened at the thought of it.
"When was the last time you saw Addison naked?"
Mike discounted the evening on the couch. He thought for an instant. "She was very little, I suppose."
"She's a woman now, Mike. Her body and her mind have grown up. You need to be aware of that and not be afraid of it," Michelle said, moving a hand back onto Addison's breast.
She played with the nipple until it hardened considerably before moving to the other one. She did this for almost a minute, and then pulled the t-shirt over Addison's head. Addison stood topless, her magnificent chest, flat abs, and tiny waist all captured by Mike's roving eyes.
"Now, any good relationship between people is a two-way street," Michelle said. "Each party has to know how the other one feels. If Addison is going to offer her body to you like this, Mike, she needs psychological reinforcement. She needs to know how you feel; whether or not you're aroused by her."
All three of them understood the experiment could end at any time, with dire consequences. Mike held the key. His next move would mean everything.
He unbuttoned his jeans and pulled down the zipper.
Addison and Michelle watched as Mike unhurriedly separated the pants and reached inside his shorts. His hand lingered for several seconds, and then reappeared to push down the underwear. Mike's semi-erect cock was exposed.
"Good," Michelle said. "Now you two are on equal footing. The rest should be easy."
She whispered into Addison's ear so only she could hear: "Should I go on?"
Addison nodded.
Michelle unbuttoned the top of Addison's pants. When the zipper was all the way down, a tiny patch of pink fabric could be seen. Very slowly, Michelle began to pull the jeans down. The bikini style panties hung low on Addison's hips, barely hiding her pussy. Michelle removed the jeans and tossed them aside.
Mike took his cock in his hand and stroked it a couple times before letting it settle back onto his body. Soon, it would be hard enough to stand upright.
Michelle ran her hand across the front of Addison's panties. The silky fabric gave way, sliding up and down with Michelle's movements and falling into the open spaces between Addison's legs. Michelle pressed harder.
"Ahhhhh," Addison moaned. "Yes."
Michelle found her clit and rubbed it with the panties. Mike watched every move. Addison closed her eyes and pressed her ass against the front of Michelle's body.
"Touch me, Michelle. Inside. Touch me, please."
Michelle moved her hand inside the panties and gathered juices on her fingers from the entrance to Addison's hole. Then she found the clit again and began to rub it. Addison's moans became louder. Mike became fully erect.
"Take off your panties, Addison. We want to see you naked."
Addison eagerly complied and Mike stroked himself as she bent over, revealing the full beauty of her breasts and the erotic curve of her ass. Once she was nude, she stood facing her father.
"Turn around," Michelle told her.
Mike looked at the wonderful ass he had barely got to touch the other night. His cock throbbed with approval, the head turning a bright pink. Addison turned in time to see him masturbating with a little more intensity.



"Do you enjoy watching him, Addison?" Michelle inquired.
"Hell yeah! But I want to make him happy."
"And you? Don't you need something, too?"
"Yeah, but...I mean he comes first, and...," Addison stuttered.
"No. You are two people. Both of you need to be happy. There's no reason it can't be at the same time," Michelle stated firmly.
Addison took the few steps it required to get to her father's chair. His cock looked even more impressive when she hovered over him. Their eyes met and the mutual desire was obvious.
Addison bent down and pulled off his pants and underwear. When she looked back up at him, the beauty of his erection and the large balls hanging between his legs struck her for the first time. That's when she was convinced she would go through with it.
She climbed onto the chair, straddling her father's legs. Behind her, Mike saw Michelle sit on the couch.
Addison moved close enough that she and her father could kiss. It was a non-sensual meeting of lips at first, but Addison's tongue entered Mike's mouth and the passion began. Mike wrapped his arms around her and she was pulled to him until her pussy was pressed hard against his cock.
Mike's hands slid through his daughter's fine, golden hair. He held her head and probed her mouth with his tongue.
He put his hand between them and found her tits. Addison backed away just enough to give him access. He held each one tightly, feeling the fullness before concentrating on her sensitive nipples.
After a minute or so, Addison leaned up and put a nipple near his mouth. Only a moment's hesitation followed. Then Mike spread his lips and accepted it. He licked for a few seconds, and then sucked on as much of her tit as he could take in his mouth.
Addison held it for him and willingly let her father drive her nearly insane with his talented tongue play. Between her legs, Addison could feel his cock and she knew she wanted him inside her.
When she couldn't take it any longer, Addison lifted herself up and used her hand to place Mike's cock at the entrance to her cunt. He held her by the ass and watched her lovely body begin to lower itself onto his shaft. It only took a second or two, followed by the most intense pleasure either of them had ever felt...simply being part of each other in this sexual way.
Addison leaned down and kissed her father. The real sex had not yet begun. They just held each other and kissed and felt the love for each other. Soon, Addison looked into her father's eyes and deliberately squeezed her pussy together around his cock.
Mike's mouth opened. At first there was no sound, but then a moan came from deep inside him.
"Oh God, Addison," he said so softly she almost didn't hear him.
"Fuck me, Daddy."
Only then did he begin to move his cock in and out of her cunt. Addison quickly matched the motion. Mike held her by the waist, watching her breasts bounce freely. Her pussy flowed with juices and the stiff cock had no trouble entering her as far as it wanted.
"It's OK to cum in me. It's safe, and I want you to," she said in his ear.
Mike nodded, adding one more thing to the list he had to talk to her about afterwards. Behind them, and unnoticed, Michelle quietly slid her hand inside her jeans, ready for the real action to begin.
The rhythm of the father and daughter fucking settled into a steady pace. The delight of simply having sex caused both of them to delay their need to cum. They would have been happy staying there all night and feeling Mike's thick cock slide in and out of the teenager's tight cunt.
Addison leaned forward and then back, changing the angle and creating new sensations for both of them. Their moans quickened and got louder as the delight turned into desire and, ultimately, the need to cum.
Addison put a hand on either side of her father's head on the back of the chair. She leaned forward. Mike took a breast in his mouth and Addison used the new-found leverage to increase the speed of her bounces on his cock. He had a firm grip on her ass, molding the tender flesh in his hands.
"Oh God, yes! Keep fucking me! I'm...almost...there!" Addison moaned.
Mike wasn't planning on going anywhere and he wasn't going to take her tit out of his mouth to answer her. He just fucked her harder, with thrusts that slapped against her thighs each time he reinserted his cock into her. She began to whimper with each thrust, getting closer and closer to her orgasm.
But it was Mike who erupted first. He slammed his head against the back of the chair and cried out, "Yes! Yessssss! Addison!"
He threw his body upward into his daughter and felt the first long, hot stream of cum explode out of his cock. Another groan and another blast of cum; one after the other with Addison continuing to squeeze his cock with her cunt.
Mike felt her body begin to shake and with almost imperceptible moans, she too began to cum. Only the quivering of her body on his cock signaled to him that she was having an orgasm. He attributed her self-control, vocally, to the fact Michelle was there.
And on the couch, Michelle herself was finishing a long, hard orgasm with constant rubbing of her clit. Through it all, nobody had noticed...but her.
Father and daughter slowly came down from their orgasms closely holding each other, Mike still inside Addison. She occasionally tightened her hold on his cock and he moaned, leaking another couple drops of cum inside her cunt.
"Oh my God, Dad. I've never cum like that. You're wonderful."
"I hope I didn't hurt you, hon," he said.
"Hurt me? Are you fucking kidding me? Can you hurt me some more later?"
Michelle was fastening her clothes back together when Addison finally lifted herself off Mike. Despite disheveled hair and a little stream of cum down the inside of her thigh, Addison was just as beautiful as ever.
"And nobody got hurt," Mike said to Michelle.
"You'll learn to trust me someday."
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John knew as soon as he saw the arm come out the window that it was her. He'd driven through this same coffee shop since the first day it was built. On the day Amanda was hired, he noticed her. Now, three cars removed from the window, he recognized the skin, the way she held her hand, and the way she pulled her arm back in with the money.
He waited. The arm returned with a drink. The line inched forward. This time he saw her arm and her shoulder. She wore a dark blue top. When he was one car back, he finally saw just a fleeting glimpse of her face.
Then it was his turn.
Every morning he felt the same anticipation. On days she didn't work, he was disappointed nearly to the point of depression. But when he knew she was there—like today—his heart raced. The car came to a stop at the window. He grabbed his money and turned toward the window.
Her oval-shaped face glowed along with her smile, the perfect skin shining back at him. As always, her black hair was pulled back tight, hanging in a single pony tail to the middle of her shoulders.
"Hi, John," she said cheerfully.
"Hi, Amanda," he said, reaching out with the exact change, as he almost always did.
He watched her graceful motions. He watched the prominent cheekbones in her pastel face as she smiled. He looked into her dark eyes as she reached out with his drink.
"Thanks. See you tomorrow," he said.
"Have a great day," she answered.
He drove away. Happy.
He often wondered about her age. He settled on twenty three for some reason. She seemed older than a college kid, but not much. She moved and talked and acted more mature. Would that make him, fifty seven, her father's age? Older than her father?
For whatever reason, John thought of her as single. Oh, sure. She didn't wear any rings, but that didn't mean much these days and perhaps she didn't wear them at work, thus avoiding having to worry about a stone accidentally not coming back inside the window.
Or perhaps he simply wished she was single, for the sake of his daydreams. Yes, John daydreamed about Amanda all the time.
A widower, John had lots of time alone to fantasize about pretty, young girls. But it was only Amanda he thought about. His picture of her was not complete until the Saturday he entered the shop, rather than drive through. She was at her usual spot in the window. John's first glance was at the firm, round ass tightly contained in her jeans. When she turned, he looked up at her breasts. Under the apron and shirt it was hard to discern, but they appeared nothing more than adequate and firm.
They acknowledged each other as he ordered and waited. She floated quickly from the window to the cash register to the counter with her drinks. It was from that moment on that John fantasized about no other woman.
Amanda was an introvert in every sense of the word. The death of her father when she was very young was a shock. But being the oldest child, she found herself having to work all through high school and during the first couple years most kids her age were in college. She had no social life to speak of.
The first time she experimented with an old video camera her mother had, Amanda was hooked. It became a means of expressing herself. Ideas that otherwise would have been hidden behind Amanda's shy exterior were easily stated on video.
When her family could finally afford college, assisted by grants and other financial aid, Amanda quickly enrolled in cinematography. She loved the older professors and the attention they devoted to her. It was the type of caring she never got from her father.
Also, she found the two or three year age difference between herself and most of the guys in her classes made a huge difference in maturity. She wanted a man, not a boy.
The daily drive-through and weekend visits continued. On an otherwise average Monday, John checked his mail after work and found the normal junk, plus a small manila folder with just 'John' in the center and 'Amanda' where the return address would go. No postage had been used.
He took the mail inside and opened the folder. It contained a single CD with no label. Thoroughly confused, John sat at his computer and inserted the CD into a drive. Then, he sat back and waited.
The video began with Amanda walking through the living room of an apartment or condo. The camera was stationary and she stayed within frame the entire time. John watched her undo her pony tail and shake out her beautiful, black hair. She ran her hands through it, allowing the natural, unkempt style to fall into place. She kicked off her shoes and untucked the shirt that hugged her luscious body.
With no apron on, he got a better silhouette view of her breasts. His opinion of them went up a notch. She walked towards the hallway, her ass swaying with every step she took.
The video jumped to Amanda in her bedroom. It was a modern room with very little clutter. Wall hangings were scarce and the dresser contained few objects on top. The bed was small with a multi-patterned quilt.
Amanda strode to the center of the frame, at the foot of the bed, and put her hands on the bottom of her shirt. With a quick pull, the top was over her head and she tossed it onto the bed. She wore a plain white bra. She turned to provide a full view of her breasts. But nothing about her movements indicated it was done for the camera. It was as if the camera was not there. She never looked at it; never changed expressions.
She unbuttoned her jeans and pulled down the zipper. With a barely detectable wiggle of her hips, she pushed the pants down. She bent at the waist and John's eyes traveled quickly from her breasts to the curve of her ass. The matching white panties rode low on her hips and hid very little when she stood back up at a slight angle to the camera.
Amanda spun and began walking toward the dresser. Her hands easily unhooked her bra and she removed it while she walked. Not even a hint of her bare breasts was visible to John, and he checked the mirror on the dresser. Nothing.
She stopped and put her thumbs inside the top of her panties. She began to push them down. Immediately, the video jumped to Amanda in the bathroom.
She was sliding open the glass shower door. The camera showed her from the very top of the ass up, naked. She stepped behind the door and closed it.
John stared at the outline of Amanda's body, nearly all of it visible now that she had moved a couple more feet away from the camera. Only a ghostlike image of her survived through the thick glass, but he could follow her motions as she washed her hair and used a sponge with body wash to do the rest. She lingered at her breasts and between her legs, resting a foot on the ledge as she washed.
Every now and then, if she brushed up against the glass, a sharper image emerged. But John never got the benefit of a clear view.
After what otherwise was a routine shower, Amanda moved to the back of the shower and began to slide open the door.
The scene moved once again to her bedroom. Amanda sat on the end of the bed. All John saw was her head and bare shoulders. She spoke:
"Hi, John. I hope you aren't mad that I followed you home one Saturday. I wanted to know where to leave this CD. Hope you liked it. If you would like to see another one, write 'Yes' on one of the bills you hand me at the coffee shop. I'll deliver the next CD the same way. Bye for now."
She ended the video with a kiss.
John leaned back in his chair, caught his breath, and felt his cock straining against his underwear. After a few seconds, he popped the CD out, and then pushed the disk back in. He watched the video again. And again.
A million thoughts went through his head that night. The video could very well have been shot without anybody's assistance and with basic editing skills, he concluded. Amanda purposely chose not to expose ANY private body parts. It was an artful tease.
The question was: Why? Why him? Why a fifty seven year old man with gray hair at the temples who she never said more than a sentence to at any one time?
John opened the laptop computer on the bed next to him. He inserted the CD and began to masturbate. Midway through the second viewing, while Amanda was unhooking her bra, John unloaded the first of many streams of cum inside his boxers.
###
The next morning, before leaving the house, John wrote 'Yes!' on a dollar bill. There was only one car in line in front of him at the coffee shop and he had little time to calm his nerves before seeing Amanda. He pulled out his wallet and made sure the marked bill was on top when it came time to pay.
"Hi, John."
"Hi, Amanda."
She took the money and instantly grinned wider than normal. As she handed out the drink, she said, "I hope you enjoy it."
"Oh, I'm sure I will. Thanks, Amanda."
He drove off, wondering how he would make it through the day knowing what might be in the mailbox when he got home. Unfortunately, the mail did not contain any gifts from the beautiful girl and John felt a deeper despair than when Amanda wasn't at work. To compound matters, she WASN'T at work the next morning.
John acted like an addict in withdrawal. He couldn't concentrate at work and wondered if, in fact, she got the message on the bill. He'd have to think of a way to bring it up the next time he saw her.
There was no need. In the mail that evening was another folder. He practically ran to the computer once he had the CD out.
His hands shook as he pushed the drive shut. Soon, the video began.
Amanda sat on the edge of the bed. Her entire body was visible, and she wore a short robe. It was tied loosely at the waist, allowing a tempting view inside the top without revealing her breasts. One leg hung over the edge and the other was on the bed, bent at the knee. The robe was strategically placed to show plenty of thigh, but no more.
"Hi, John. I'm SO glad you agreed to another video. I really enjoy seeing you every day. I hope you feel the same about me. Did you like the last CD? I'm not normally a tease like that, but I needed to know if you wanted to continue with more videos or not. That was a definitive 'Yes' you gave me, so it must be OK."
She put her hand on the inside of her raised thigh, gently stroking it just above her unseen pussy.
"Sometimes I come home and I think about you, John. I wonder what it would be like to have a good looking, mature man like you around. It would be so sexy to get in my robe and help you unwind from your long day. I get excited thinking about you, John."
With that, Amanda fell backwards onto the bed. Her hand held the robe in place over her pussy. The top half of the robe lie flat against her body, revealing everything except what John wanted to see.
"Almost every day I get home and I lie here, just like this, thinking about us together. I imagine you getting undressed while I wait for you."
Amanda's hand began a slow, but undeniable, journey up and down her pussy on top of the robe. Her legs spread apart another few inches. Her other hand slid inside her robe at breast level.
"That first vision of your cock, starting to harden at the thought of what we might do, is so wonderful. You finally get naked and I stare at your body, wanting it so badly."
John's cock was, in fact, starting to harden at the thought; the thought of what Amanda might do in the video. He prayed she wouldn't tease him this time. He opened his pants and stroked himself through his underwear as the video continued.
Amanda's hand rested on her breast, massaging it quite clearly although covered by the robe.
"Are you naked right now, John? I think it would be neat if you were. Go ahead. Get naked and I'll wait for you."
John's heart pounded as Amanda played with her tit and pussy, revealing nothing more but not having to. John's mind was filling in the blanks. It took him less than two minutes to get naked and sit back in his chair. His erection was all but complete.
Amanda looked up at the camera. "Ahhh, that's better. That's the way I want to see you."
She rolled onto her side, turning in such a way that she still faced the camera, although not directly. She pulled one leg over the other. Her hand was still there. It seemed obvious, now, that nothing was between her hand and her pussy and more of her breasts were showing.
"I think a man your age would be wonderful in bed, John. I bet you know what a woman wants, and needs. I bet you wouldn't rush sex. You might even ask me what I want. That would be awesome, having a guy ask me what I want in bed. You know what I'd say, John?"
He was now as hard as a rock. He stroked himself deliberately, not knowing how long Amanda might carry on. He caught himself almost answering her, realizing at the last second it was a video.
"I'd say I wanted you to come over and take off my robe. It would be great to watch you lean over me, reaching for the center of the robe."
As she spoke, Amanda rolled onto her back and untied the loose knot. At the same time John's eyes got their first peek at her body, the camera angle switched and he was viewing her from the side.
"Your hands would lightly pull back the robe, John, and you would look down at me."
She pulled the robe apart. But still, to John's dismay, Amanda refused to uncover the nipples on her gently sloping breasts. She made up for it by allowing his first glimpse at the small patch of dark hair above her pussy. Overall, the subtle curves of her body became more evident and John's masturbation became a little more fervent.
"You would touch me."
Amanda ran her hands up the inside of her thighs, past her pussy, over her hips, and onto her stomach.
The camera angle changed again. Amanda's hands were on her stomach, still, but John was looking down her body as if he stood behind her head. Amanda moved her hands to her cleavage. Her palms were lifted and only her fingers slid between her breasts. Then she skimmed her fingers across the tops of her breasts and pulled back the robe.
She did not let go until her entire body, except her shoulders and arms, were uncovered. She lie still for a moment with her arms at her side and her legs slightly spread. John scanned every inch of her, methodically rubbing his cock. Then Amanda lifted both legs, bent at the knees, and put her feet on the bed.
The camera jumped to the foot of the bed. The girl's bent legs prevented a view of her pussy, but not the rest of her luscious body.
"Your touches have made me really horny, John, and I want you to make love to me. I ask you to take off my robe."
Amanda straightened her legs over the end of the bed. Now, for the first time, John could see the youthful 'vee' between her legs. She held them closely together as she leaned up and then stood, close to the camera but still far enough away that he could see her from head to knees.
She stared straight into the lens and let her robe fall from her shoulders and down her arms. It fell out of sight and she was naked.
"It feels so good to be naked with you so close to me. Now, show me how much you want me, John."
He was going to have to stop masturbating soon or risk cumming before the end of the video. He watched, with his cock twitching in his lap.
Amanda leisurely rotated until her beautiful ass faced the camera. Then she got back onto the bed, making sure her ass and pussy were in full view for a few seconds before rolling gracefully onto her back. John had just been given a full look at the most beautiful woman he'd ever known.
The camera angle changed again to an amazing shot, looking almost straight down onto her body, showing everything from mid-thigh to the top of her head. It truly gave John a sense of preparing to lower his body onto hers for sex.
"John, I want you now. Please put that big cock of yours between my legs so I can feel you enter me."
He had to stroke himself again out of pure lust.
Amanda put one hand on her tit and the other between her legs. John watched one hand play with a nipple and the other with her pussy.
"That's it. Right there."
Amanda's eyes were closed. A single finger was ready to plunge into her cunt.
"Yes. Yesssss! Oh God, John. Deeper!"
Her finger disappeared inside her body. When it couldn't go any farther, she began to slide it in and out. Her lips parted and her head tilted back. She squeezed her nipple and pulled on it, until finally a moan could be heard. Amanda then settled into a steady masturbation that John matched stroke for stroke.
In his fifty seven years, John had never watched a woman make herself cum. He gazed at every inch of her body, not knowing what to fix his eyes on. He wanted to see it all. Her face reddened the longer she played with herself; her nipples hardened at her touch; her hips rose and fell as if she was fucking her hand; and, her legs crept wider apart with each passing minute.
The previous tease video she delivered had taught him to expect the unexpected from Amanda. He thought he'd scream out loud if the video ended without an orgasm from her.
But the squeals were more likely to come from her. She moaned louder and rubbed her clit. Amanda pressed down on her breast with her palm and rolled the nipple between her fingers. Her hair flapped as her head shook from one side to the other in preparation for her climax.
"John! Fuck me! Fuck me until I cum!"
She started to writhe a little more on the bed, occasionally lifting her ass off the quilt and applying renewed pressure to her clit or driving her finger deeper into her cunt. All the while, she moaned and cried out for more.
"You feel so good," she said more calmly at one point. "You're so big, John. So thick. I can feel you pulse inside me."
John was the one feeling the pulse. His cock ached in his palm, needing to unload. A drop of precum jumped onto his stomach as he shook his cock, followed by several more drops of the sticky fluid.
"Harder, John. I'm close! Oh God! I'm so close!"
Amanda was frantically rubbing herself. Her body shook under the force of the hand between her legs. Her breasts rolled on her chest.
"Oh fuck. Now! Now, John! Yessssss!"
Amanda's lower body rose from the bed and she began to cum. Cries of pleasure blared out of the computer speakers as the girl's orgasm grew stronger and stronger. Her face contorted with each wave that swept over. Still, she kept rubbing her clit and pulling on her nipples.
She repeatedly called out John's name.
He couldn't stop the sudden and forceful shot of cum that flew from his cock and landed on his chest. Then, multiple streams of white fluid began to accumulate around his navel as he came again and again. Amanda begged for him to fuck her, and John grunted more cum out of his cock.
He imagined himself inside her, feeling her squeeze him with her cunt. He came some more. He dreamed of sucking on her tits, and he came some more.
Finally, when he could focus on the monitor again, both of them were done.
Amanda smiled, running her hand through her hair. She looked up at the camera.
"Wow. That was fucking amazing. You are so good."
She sat up on the bed, still looking into the camera lens.
"I'd like to spend some time alone with you, John. If you think you want to do that, please let me know. Hand me a note at the coffee shop with a time and place and I'll be there. I get off work at noon on Saturday and Sunday. I'll be wherever you tell me to be. I'd love to see you. Bye."
The video ended.
###
John spent considerable time dissecting Amanda's request. Was it alright to suggest his house? Did she prefer they get a room? Would she be more comfortable at her place? Did she live alone? Did she mean they should meet in public?
His initial choice was the one he went with. He wrote, 'My place. 2 PM Saturday', on a piece of note paper. At least he didn't have to give directions.



He was a nervous wreck up until the time he drove through the coffee shop on Friday and handed Amanda a five dollar bill and a folded up note. She handed out his change with her normal smile. When she gave him his drink, she asked, "See you tomorrow?"
"I hope so," he answered.
The longest thirty one hours of his life followed. John fretted over what to do, what to say, what to wear, what to have ready to eat or drink. Amanda's image from the video was never out of his mind, but he didn't replay it this time. Instead, he wanted to wait for the real Amanda, in person, whether they did anything or not. If they didn't, he had the video.
Saturday started out hot, with light rain coming down by noon. As two o'clock neared, the skies were darkening and thunder could be heard far in the distance. He hoped it wasn't an omen that she wouldn't show up. He tried not to stand at the front window and simply will her to come by staring at the street.
At ten minutes past two, his nerves were frayed. He started having negative thoughts and he wondered how he would ever be able to drive past the coffee shop again, let alone order anything.
Then the doorbell rang.
John didn't fully realize the extent of his anxiety until his shaky hand pulled open the door. Amanda was standing on the porch, shaking rain out of her black hair with both hands. Still, she smiled that familiar smile and said, "Hi. It's me."
John let her in.
"I'm sorry you had to get wet," he said once she was inside.
"It's not your fault it's raining, is it?" she asked playfully.
"Nope. Can't take credit for that."
He noticed the moisture on her bare shoulders and on the wide collars of her black, leather halter top. The front zipper was pulled down to the top of her breasts, teasing him once again. A couple inches of skin below the halter top gave way to a short hip-hugging skirt.
"Do you want something to dry off with? A towel?" he asked.
"No. I'm fine, thanks. It's just rain."
"How was work today?" John asked, as they walked into the house.
"Normal. Boring."
They entered the eating area off the kitchen and John offered Amanda a drink. She chose pop and took a seat at the table while she waited.
"So, did you like the videos?" she asked.
John glanced over at her with a smile. "Of course. Thank you. They were wonderful. Almost professional quality."
She beamed. "Really? You don't know what I do besides hand out drinks, do you?"
"No. But I'd like to."
"I'm studying cinematography," she said with pride. "I did the lighting for those. The camera angles. The editing. You name it."
"All of it was fantastic," John replied, handing her a glass of Coke. "Not to mention the subject matter and star of the show."
She blushed and took a short drink, watching him all the time. "Know which one was harder?"
"Tell me."
"The shower scene. I had to take three showers before I got that right," she said.
John laughed. "Who has the outtakes?"
This time Amanda giggled. "Nobody will ever see those. God."
John paused. "So, the bedroom scene was easy?"
The girl's bashfulness returned. "Kind of."
"Please don't tell me you faked it."
She looked offended, but with obvious good humor. "I never fake it."
John raised his eyebrows. "Really?"
It wasn't meant as a question and she didn't answer him, except to ask, "Did you follow my orders?"
"To the best of my ability, considering you weren't there."
She put her elbows on the table and leaned forward. "Did you cum, John?"
He thought he would jump over the table and take her right there. Her lustful eyes probed his face. Her breasts bulged against the halter top.
"A lot."
She smiled widely, and leaned back. "Good."
"You have a future in film making."
Her look turned a little more serious. "We have a project coming up where we need to make a lengthy movie involving moving cameras and at least one other person. I have no clue what I want to do for that."
"I'm sure you'll think of something creative and great," John said. "If there's ever anything I can do to help, just let me know."
"Thanks. I will."
They chatted about her schooling for a while, but Amanda was always quick to work into the conversation something about the videos she gave John. The subject matter was always hovering around, but not touching on, sex. The game went on for nearly half an hour.
John suggested they move into the living room and Amanda agreed. They stood and headed for the steps down into the family room just as a violent flash of lightning and loud thunder roared outside.
Amanda stopped, seemingly shaken by the sudden sound. John put his arm around her shoulder.
She looked up at him timidly.
"Sorry. I hate storms."
"I guess you'll have to stay until it's over," he said with a smile.
"That might be all day," she replied.
"If I'm lucky."
She turned and leaned into him. Their lips met in a friendly kiss. Her hands were on his arms, which now hung at his side.
He enjoyed the kiss, expecting it to end far too soon. But Amanda didn't lean back. And John, perhaps out of habit, spread his lips and extended his tongue onto her mouth. She responded by doing the same.
Now the kiss was turning into something more. Their heads turned slightly. Amanda put her arms around his waist. John held her by the hips.
Amanda pressed harder against John's mouth and they both moaned as the passion rose. Their bodies pressed together and he felt her breasts. She felt the beginning of his erection.
They were just inches from the wall, and Amanda rotated until her back was against it. John moved into her, putting his hands on the back of her skirt.
"Oh, John," she moaned into his mouth. Another round of thunder and lightning caused her to tremble.
He closed his fingers around the material of her skirt, feeling the softness of her skin underneath. He pulled her tighter to him and his cock reacted to the new pressure by growing another inch. He knew she had to feel it.
Amanda gave no indications, whatsoever, of wanting to break off the kiss. John moved his hands up her body and onto the side of her breasts. He hesitated.
"Open it, John," she said softly.
As the kiss restarted, John pulled down the zipper. It moved effortlessly and he didn't stop until the top was lying open. Immediately, his hand moved onto the breast he'd watched so intently on the video.
Their mouths finally separated and they briefly looked at each other. Then John's eyes moved down to her breasts.
"Lick it, please. Lick my nipple."
John's tongue was on her breast quickly, stabbing at the rigid pink nipple on one tit, and then the other. When he began to suck on them, Amanda put her hand between his legs. She clutched at the erection and rubbed him through his shorts.
John lifted her skirt and felt the smooth skin of her upper legs. He had to go very high before reaching the tiny strip of a thong. His fingers moved around to her ass and he firmly held her cheeks.
"Take off my panties, John."
As much as he hated having to make her let go of his cock, he bent down to pull off her thong. He removed it and her shoes, hastily standing back up and moving his body into hers.
"Now fuck me. Right here."
Amanda was already opening his pants. John didn't need to assist her. She let the shorts fall around his ankles and pulled down his underwear, exposing his fully erect cock. With one step out of the shorts, he was ready.
He lifted her skirt and positioned himself between her legs. Amanda put one leg around him, raising the knee up to his ass. With the cock ready to slide into her, she raised the other leg and John held her up by the ass.
"Is it OK to...," he started to say.
"Yes. Just fuck me. Please!"
The tip of John's cock entered her. She wiggled in his arms; he moved a few inches. And then with a steady, gentle push, John put his cock inside the beautiful girl.
"Oh fuck. Yes!" she moaned, wrapping her legs around his waist and leaning back against the wall. The closest lightning strike yet shook the entire house. Amanda clung to her new lover.
John held her there, his hands secure under her ass and thighs. He questioned his ability to do it, but Amanda made it easy. She was small and light. And her soaking wet cunt easily took in his thick cock. Now it was a matter of completing the act.
John thrust himself inside Amanda with energy he never knew he had. All the lust he'd built up for her since the first time he saw her, plus the videos, came out in the form of a pounding cock into her tight pussy. His grunts coincided with the sound of his body smacking into hers with each plunge of his cock.
"Yes! Yes!" Amanda cried out in rhythm with the fucking.
"Oh God, Amanda. You're so good. So tight!"
He held her tight against the wall and slammed into her faster. His upward motion hit just the right spots and Amanda knew she'd never have to worry about her clit. He would get her off just fine.
Her tender tits were within range of his mouth and he lightly bit her nipple, causing a loud shriek to pierce the air. Her cunt muscles tightened around him. He fucked her harder.
For several minutes they enjoyed the pleasure of fast, hard sex. This was pure lust and the need to cum. They urged each other on vocally, while John used his mouth and cock to bring her closer.
Suddenly, the lights flickered, followed by darkness. Amanda gasped.
"It's alright," John assured her. "It's alright."
Amanda had her arms around John's neck, clinging to him while her body rode on top of the wave that would eventually come powerfully ashore. Her mind was too busy processing all the things her body was feeling to worry about fantasizing. She had all she needed: a nice, good-looking guy; his hard cock; and, his arms under her.
Then, the shore approached.
John expected the girl to provide him with a running commentary of her orgasm. But, to his surprise, she moaned a long 'Yesss' one time before he felt a series of shudders in her body. She put her head near his and he heard every groan, every hiss, every surge of pleasure flow over her during an extended orgasm. But any fireworks were kept internal.
When he felt her crumple into his arms, she sighed, "Damn, you're good in the dark."
"I'm going to cum, Amanda," he warned her.
"Do it!" she encouraged him.
Almost before the words were out of her mouth, John's cock was spitting pre-cum. A short moment later, the first of a half dozen shots of cum poured into her. Each grunt meant another discharge and John slapped against Amanda's young body with increased vigor. She moaned along with him until they were both spent.
John managed to carry Amanda back to the table and gently laid her down before slowly pulling out. She put her hands over her face, as satisfied as she'd ever been after sex.
"Oh my God," she said softly.
John kissed her nipple.
"Have you ever wanted to be in movies?" she asked.
"Me? You're joking, right?"
"I might have a role for you in my next one. Interested?"
John looked down at the gorgeous girl. "Are you in it?"
"Do you want me?"
"If it keeps storming, I'm going to want you again this afternoon," he said.
"Hmmmm. Never liked storms, but my opinion of them is changing."
They didn't dress. Just in case.
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John first met Amanda at the coffee shop. She served him the same thing every morning with the same smile. She was twenty three and single. He was a fifty seven year old semi-retired widower. Little did he know that the aspiring cinematographer was into older men. He was certainly into younger women and when she began supplying him with erotic videos of herself, it led to an afternoon meeting at his house and wild sex in the kitchen during a thunderstorm.
Thus, daily drive-throughs spawned a relationship that was about to enter a new phase.
The Saturday following their first encounter at John's house found the couple together again. This time, they were fully dressed and sitting on the couch.
"What's the latest on your video project at school?" John asked, referring to the advanced cinematography course she was taking at the local university.
"Oh, I'm glad you asked," Amanda said, turning to face him and putting her hand on his leg. "Something's come up. I have an uncle named Frank. My mother never talked about him much and I hardly ever saw him. But I liked him when I did. Anyway, ends up he makes mainstream adult movies. Pretty tame stuff, I guess. He found out what I was doing in school and contacted me."
John could see the excitement in her dark eyes. Her straight, jet black hair waved back and forth as she gestured.
"Guess what he said?" she asked with glee.
"What?"
"He said I could borrow some of his equipment for any videos I wanted to shoot. Professional equipment, John! Can you fucking believe it?"
John smiled. "He must have lots of trust in you."
"I hope so. But, it did come with a catch."
John heard the tone in Amanda's voice change, but she still glowed as she spoke.
"Oh?"
"Yeah. He wants the right to use any movies I shoot. They have a pay website where they post amateur videos," she said, perking up. "But, it would be great practice."
"Do you really want to be a porn producer?" John asked.
"I want to make movies. I'll never know how to do it for real if I don't get practice with real equipment."
Her emphasis on the last couple words made John grin. "You're going to do this, aren't you?"
"Hell yes!"
She looked at him intently. "And I was hoping you'd help me out."
A thousand things flew through his mind. He had to ask.
"How?"
"I'll need help with sound. And moving lights. And moving cameras," she said.
"Good," he said with a sigh. "I was afraid you were going to say you needed an actor."
"I think we're OK there. I talked to my friend Erin. She's in the theater department at school. Her and a guy we know—he's also in theater—will do the acting."
"Do you have a script already?" John asked.
"Actually, Erin was working on something. A love story, kind of. It may end up a two-person stage play, but it's perfect for what I want to do."
"So, where does the porno aspect of this come in?" John wanted to know.
Amanda giggled. "I'd appreciate it if you refrain from calling it a porno. But, there's a scene where the couple is in a house. They end up having sex in the shower. We thought, maybe, you would volunteer your shower."
John looked at Amanda. She had eyes that could make him do anything. "And I get to watch, right? What do these two look like?"
Amanda sat up straight, excited that he seemed ready to agree. "Oh shit, John. Wait until you see Erin. She's tall, blonde, has a model's body. Gorgeous face. And Andy's a stud. Well, not that I know that personally. But he's really hot."
"They have sex in my shower while we film it?"
"Yep."
"What if I get an erection?" John said nonchalantly.
Amanda burst out laughing. "Then somebody will have to take care of it."
She put her hand on his crotch.
"Now you're talking," John said, reaching for the buttons on Amanda's blouse.
As was her habit, Amanda didn't wear a bra and John soon had full access to her precious tits. He pushed the blouse aside. She arched her back.
John began with light kisses and licks of her prominent nipples. But his lust for her turned the licks into gentle bites and not-so-gentle sucking. Amanda moaned and John assaulted both breasts with his mouth, tongue and hands.
Amanda yanked the blouse off and fumbled with his pants. She got the button undone and the zipper down, allowing for a quick probe with her hand and, ultimately, an exposed cock. She slid off John's lap and onto her knees between his legs.
Their first fuck happened so fast there hadn't been time, or need, for foreplay. So the prospect of Amanda's young mouth around his cock especially excited John this time.
Amanda's penchant for older men could be traced to the loss of her father at a young age. She never had an authoritative male in her life until she got to college and had to deal with the professors. Now, she couldn't get enough of them.
She took the time to free John's cock from the confines of his boxers, anticipating that he'd soon have to maneuver it a little. In the meantime, she lowered her head and planted soft kisses all around the tip of the cock. It began to grow in her hand. When she licked it a few times from the base to the head, it grew some more. When she put it deep inside her mouth and used her lips and tongue on it, John was fully erect.
Amanda spent the next couple minutes enjoying the cock she'd only felt in her cunt the first time. And John learned something new about his young friend: she sucked cock like a pro.
Satisfied that he was as hard as he was going to get, Amanda stood up and quickly took off her shorts and panties. John admired her short, perfectly proportioned body as she climbed back onto his lap. With her knees straddling him, she placed her pussy directly above his cock and used a hand to hold the shaft in place. When she felt the tip slide between the lips of her cunt, she descended onto it.
John and Amanda both moaned at the tight fit. But she didn't stop until their bodies met, and then she began to raise and lower herself onto the rigid cock. John grabbed Amanda by the waist and matched the rhythm. Soon, the speed and intensity of their fucking increased dramatically.
Maybe someday the new lovers would find the time and place to make love long and slow. But not yet. Their desire for each other was too overwhelming. Once they got started, lust took over.
Amanda leaned forward and let John suck on her tits and tug on her nipples with his teeth.
"Oh God, John! Yessss! Just like that."
Her hand was between her legs, searching for her clit. She found it and drove herself ever closer to an orgasm. John held her by the ass, squeezing the cheeks a little more roughly the longer they fucked.
"You feel so good, Amanda. So tight."
They kissed passionately. John's hands moved to Amanda's tits and the louder Amanda moaned, the harder he squeezed them.
"I'm close. Fuck! Almost...," she moaned
John tried his best to cum at the same time she did. But for the second time in a week, Amanda beat him.
"Fuck! Yes. Yes!"
Amanda's body writhed in John's lap, her arms around his neck holding him tightly. He felt her cunt contract again and again around his throbbing cock. He was close. Very close. But the enjoyment of knowing young Amanda was cumming because of him made him hold off just a few seconds longer.
She cried out in total bliss during a long orgasm. And then, to his surprise, she got back onto her knees in front of him and began to stroke his wet cock in her hand. Amanda aimed it directly at her tits.
John took the cue and prepared to shoot his sperm wherever she wanted it. He leaned back, groaned loudly, and felt the first shot of cum pour through his cock. It exploded in a stream that hit the top of her tits. Second and third shots landed squarely on her nipples. After that, small amounts of cum were spread over each tit.
The awesome sight, alone, extended John's orgasm for a few seconds, helped along by a messy hand sliding up and down the shaft. The smile on Amanda's face said it all.
"You won't be sorry you agreed to do this," Amanda said, licking the excess cum from his cock.
"What if I don't like blondes?"
"Then you'll always have me," she said, shoving the entire cock back into her mouth.
###
Amanda had to address several issues. First, although she'd never admit it to John, he might have been right about 'did she want to be a porn producer'? Yes, she had made the videos of her undressing, and showering, and masturbating. But those were intended for John's eyes only. Was this how she wanted to gain experience? She justified it by saying the shower scene was just one scene in a larger movie. And it would be tastefully done.
Second, and no less daunting, was the fact Erin and Andy would be having sex in front of John and her. How would John react? How would SHE react? What if it didn't go well? What if it DID? She didn't have the answers.
Amanda spent the next week making arrangements and coordinating everybody's schedule. She was borrowing a beat-up van from a friend to get the equipment from Frank. She needed to go over details about the scene with Erin and Andy: things like what to wear, the plot, dialogue, and so on. They wouldn't have time, or didn't want to take time, to inconvenience John any more than they already were.
In ten days, it was all set and Amanda, Erin and Andy pulled up to John's house at the designated time.
John met them in the driveway, knowing there'd be a lot of unloading to do. Amanda came around the side of the van.
"Hi, John," Amanda said, giving him a kiss on the cheek when he got to her. "This is Erin."
She pointed to the girl who was walking towards them. John was caught staring for an instant at the statuesque beauty. Erin held out her hand and John took it.
"Hi," she said.
"Hi, Erin. Amanda said you were very pretty. She understated it," John said.
Despite Erin's tan skin, John still saw her blush. Flowing blonde hair that was obviously natural drifted in the breeze around her long neck and rounded shoulders. A t-shirt and shorts modestly showed off a potential model's body. John believed she was in her early twenties. Maybe twenty five.
"Thanks. I've heard a lot about you, too."
John could only guess what she'd heard.
Andy came from the back of the van with a large camera in hand. John shook hands with the athletic-looking young man. If Amanda hadn't already told him Andy was in the theater department, John would have guessed it. He had soap opera actor written all over him, with a bit of body builder added for good measure. He appeared to be Erin's age, give or take a year.
They entered the house. Amanda and Erin began the process of determining best camera angles and lighting arrangements while John and Andy unloaded the van. The living room began to fill up quickly and John wondered how a scene could possibly be shot without equipment being visible—especially in the bathroom.
He left all that up to the experts.
Finally, everything was inside and Amanda suggested that Erin and Andy change into their 'outfits'. When the aspiring actors returned from their respective bedrooms/dressing rooms, John was treated to Erin in a too-big tank top over too-small panties. The allusion it provided to what she might look like naked already had John's cock responding. Andy came out in a pair of running shorts. They made a more-than-attractive couple.
Amanda was busy moving cameras into position for a scene that would start in the kitchen. John was directed where to place lights and reflectors. His primary job would be maneuvering the boom microphone overhead. He enjoyed watching Amanda at work. It was an aspect of her life he'd never seen, and her enthusiasm was contagious.
When everything was ready, she positioned Erin facing the sink and had Andy just off camera. John had the mic in place and Amanda gave the command to 'roll'.
Andy walked in and threw his arms around a surprised Erin. He kissed her neck and shoulders while the dialogue progressed. Amanda began to move more to their side. John's job was to follow her and be one step behind. It was going to be difficult not to trip over her while he admired the silhouette view of Erin's incredible body. Andy's arm around her top made it tighter on her and threatened to expose at least part of her ample breasts.
Erin talked about their relationship and made reference to somebody she thought Andy was seeing, all of which John assumed would make sense in the final version of the short movie. Andy acted very much like a guy trying not to lose the lovely blonde leading lady. His hands were all over her without getting obscene. Their bodies came together once Erin turned to face Andy.
At first he had her pressed against the sink. But Erin moved over and pushed herself up onto the counter. John determined quickly that it was the best thing that ever sat on that counter top. Andy moved between her legs and Erin wrapped the shapely limbs around him. John was getting harder by the second, and they weren't even in the bathroom yet.
Suddenly, Andy flubbed a line. Amanda shut down the camera and giggled when Andy let out an angry 'Fuck'. They returned to their positions by the sink and went through it again. Erin's legs took their spot around Andy's waist and all was well.
John wasn't listening to every word of every line, but he heard Erin say she was going to take a shower. She put her arms around Andy's neck, climbed off the counter while clinging to his body, and once on the floor turned to head for the bathroom. Amanda stayed where she was, but followed Erin with the camera as her exquisite ass strode away. Andy came into the frame, watching the beauty look back over her shoulder and begin to pull off her top just as she turned into the bathroom.
Amanda yelled 'Cut!'.
"Good!," she proclaimed. "That was awesome!"
Erin rematerialized in the hallway, her top strategically held over her breasts. Her smile showed that she appreciated Amanda's endorsement.
"OK. Here's the deal," Amanda said to everybody. "From here, Andy walks down the hallway and looks into the bathroom. Erin will be turning on the shower, in just her panties. I'll be behind Andy getting the view from his angle. I'm going to want his facial expressions. Erin, you're putting on a show for him. You're seducing him into the shower. You know he's watching, but don't stare at him. Don't look at him at all if you can. But strip for him. Get in the shower and we'll pick up after that. Sound good?"
Erin and Andy agreed. But John said, "I've got a stupid question. That bathroom will get steamy from the shower. What do you do about the camera lenses?"
"Frank supplied us with some of the special lens spray they use to offset the steam," Amanda said. "Any other stupid questions?"
John smiled. "Not right now."
He really wanted to know when he'd get to see Erin naked, but didn't embarrass himself by asking. They began to move lighting equipment into the bathroom and the next time he saw her, Erin had her top back on. So much for that, he thought. It took a while to set up the lights in such a way they wouldn't be caught by the camera. But eventually they had it and Amanda took John and Andy back to the kitchen for the trip down the hallway.
Andy said he was ready; John was ready; Erin shouted from the bathroom that she was ready; and Amanda started the camera.
John and Amanda followed Andy as he walked towards the bathroom, slowing at the door to silently poke his head around the corner. Amanda was right with him. John heard the shower turn on.
What Andy, the camera, and John saw was Erin in a pair of panties, reaching inside the glass enclosed shower. Then she backed out and turned ninety degrees. Finally, everyone had their first glimpse of her magnificent breasts. They were full, with a slope that few master artists could render. Erin's nipples pointed outward with provocative firmness.
John could have stared at them all day if Erin had not then started to pull down her panties. From the side, he did not get a full view of either her pussy or her ass. But as she bent over to remove the panties, the profile he witnessed was worthy of any magazine.
Erin stood up, arching her back and pulling her hair back with both hands. The resulting thrust of her breasts and curve of her spine down to her ass nearly made John gasp out loud. She was putting on quite the show for them.
She turned to enter the shower and John looked on in awe of Erin's tantalizing ass. With the lights shining down into the shower and the sliding glass door still half open, Erin's body was clearly visible. She got under the water and let it flow over her hair, her face, her breasts, and down her long legs.
Andy entered the large bathroom. Amanda and John stayed just behind, as though voyeurs themselves watching the voyeur.
Erin saw him. She ran her hands over her breasts and stomach.
"Coming in?" she asked.
Andy answered by way of a smile. He watched her for another few seconds, and then began to take off his shorts. Amanda was careful to be directly behind him, so the same tease Erin gave with her breasts was provided for Andy's cock. Only when he took the few steps toward the shower did Amanda start to move to his side. From what John could tell, nothing would have shown until Andy stepped in with Erin.
Amanda and John stood a couple feet from the shower. They watched Andy and Erin come together, his semi-erect cock no longer hidden. Erin stood closest to the water, a torrent running down her back as she and Andy initiated a kiss.
John wondered if Amanda intended to interrupt at any point, but from what he could tell, the scene was plenty good as it was. His cock was aching to be free from his shorts. He also wondered, with an inner smile, why the crew couldn't be naked, too.
Andy and Erin's embrace became a little more energetic. Their hands roamed, but did not explore forbidden areas. They began to rotate under the water. For a fleeting few seconds, John saw the erotic space between Erin's legs. It was neatly shaved except for a puff of hair above her clit. Water poured over it and flowed down her inner thighs.
A couple inches away, Andy's cock was growing ever-thicker. He gently leaned into Erin and pushed her against the wall of the shower.
"OK. Hold it," Amanda shouted, nearly causing John to drop the mic.
"Shit!" Andy bellowed. "What now?"
Amanda glared at him. "We all know you have a cute ass, Andy. But the audience may want to see Erin, too. Always recognize where the camera is and don't block her out completely."
"Did your legs quit working?" he shot back. "Can't you move? I'm in a fucking shower...fucking. It's a little hard to NOT be between you and her sometimes."
Erin ran her hand along the bottom of his cock. "I noticed it was a little hard."
Andy seemed self-conscious for the first time, and may have blushed just a bit. "Oh, shut up. You realize, Amanda, that this is now going to require extra time in here to, um, get it back."
Amanda turned to John. "John, if you were in the shower with Erin, how long do you think it would take you to 'get it back'?"
John took the opportunity to scan Erin's water drenched body from head to toe. "Ten seconds," he replied.
Amanda looked at Andy as if to ask, 'What's your problem?'
"OK. Let's get going again. Give me a second to get this ladder in place," Amanda told them as she moved a short step ladder to the head of the shower. Once everything was set and Amanda was back at the shower door, the action recommenced.
Erin and Andy quickly resumed their avid embrace. The water was hitting Erin squarely in the ass now and Amanda had lots of options when it came to creative filming. John smiled to himself when he noticed Andy was erect again less than a minute into the scene.




"Don't leave me, ever again," Erin moaned. "I need you too much."
"I won't. I promise," Andy countered, his head moving down her neck with kisses and licks.
John wondered if this was the time the action turned serious, and Andy answered him quickly. Andy's mouth didn't stop until he traveled over the top of one of Erin's breasts, all the way to the nipple. Amanda moved appropriately and, John hoped, zoomed in on the wet tit.
Andy had the tit in his mouth and was eagerly sucking on it. His hands clutched at Erin's ass. Her hands slid up the inside of his legs and onto his cock. She closed her fingers around it and began to slowly stroke the shaft.
John's own cock was now hard and he was somewhat glad nobody noticed the bulge in his shorts. But he needed relief. He told himself relief in the form of Erin's cunt would work.
Amanda abruptly ran over to the short ladder and climbed three rungs to the top. From there, she had a perfect shot down the front of Erin's body from over her head and shoulders. Andy was moving from one tit to the other, licking, sucking, and squeezing the tits with his hands. Erin's plump nipples glowed a dark pink.
A minute or two later, Andy was traveling down her body again, this time past her navel and stomach and between her legs. Erin leaned against the side of the shower, her hips pushed out towards Andy's face. She spread her legs.
"Oh my God. Yessss!" she moaned as Andy's mouth covered her pussy.
Amanda scrambled down the ladder and kneeled on the floor, shooting slightly upward at the action between Erin's legs. John watched the young woman's expressions change as Andy's lips and tongue shifted across her pussy. There was no acting going on. She was enjoying sex.
A light spray showered over the pair. They were out of the primary flow of water, but the sound and spray and fog created quite an erotic panorama. Amanda occasionally moved far back from the shower to get an overall view, with the shapes behind the glass sometimes hard to make out. But the effect on the viewer would be the same.
"I want you know," Erin said softly. "I want to feel you inside me."
Amanda and John moved in. Andy stood up and kissed his lover. She held his fully erect cock against her body.
Amanda would not capture the sex act as if shooting a true porno. She wanted the people involved: their expressions; their actions; and, their movements. She'd let the audience fill in the rest. Yes, she would have to sometimes show Erin and Andy joined together. But there would be no close-up of what was going on between the legs.
First, Andy and Erin had to get to that stage. Andy lifted Erin with his muscular arms and she wrapped her legs around him. They settled against the shower wall. Their bodies shifted. Andy's knees bent a little. And then it was obvious they were about to start.
Amanda felt herself breathing faster, harder. She only wanted them to have to do this one time. She had to get it right.
After a long pause, John and Amanda saw the couple's bodies move together. Erin's lips parted, but no sound came out. Her eyes were clamped shut. Finally, a short gasp was followed by a tiny grin. He was inside her.
John didn't know about Amanda's history, but he knew for sure he'd never watched people have sex...live. Part of him felt as if he was invading their privacy. A larger part of him wanted to see and hear everything. The part that mattered—his cock—signaled total approval by growing as hard as it could possibly grow and still be inside his shorts.
Erin's long legs and arms engulfed Andy. Her body rocked up and down on his cock with amazing ease and her breasts rolled on her chest in cadence with the sex. The muscles in Andy's arms and legs bulged as he held her. The slapping of their bodies grew louder.
In keeping with Amanda's order to make sure the audience saw everything, Andy swung Erin around and moved her to the other side of the shower. Her ass smashed up against the glass wall that faced John and Amanda. Andy's grimaces were now more evident. John thought to himself, 'If I rubbed my cock for five seconds, I'd cum.'
Erin began to urge her lover on, becoming more vocal with her moans and sighs. Andy's grunts indicated his own high level of stimulation. They moved in and out of the main flow of water. Yet, Andy never lost grip of her ass and Erin never lessened her hold with her legs and arms.
Then Erin cried out, "Oh God. Fuck me harder. Harder!"
They crashed against the glass.
"Now! Harder!"
Erin's expression showed the power of the orgasm that was building. The long, thick cock inside her cunt hit all the spots it had to in order to bring her to the edge.
"Oh God! Yesss!"
The combination of moans, sighs, cries and squeals that followed could only be made during an orgasm. Andy thrust his cock into her almost violently. But Erin begged for more and, nearly thirty seconds into her own orgasm, Andy started to cum. Erin did her best to squeeze every last drop of cum from his cock. Unseen by the camera, but not unnoticed by Andy, was a rapid-fire constricting of her cunt that prolonged his orgasm until not another drop was left.
At the end, Erin unraveled herself from Andy and they held each other tightly.
Amanda shut off the camera and backed away from the shower door.
"Wow!," she said quietly. "That was awesome. Fucking awesome."
Erin turned off the water. Andy stood behind her with the remnants of an erection.
"I think the second take will be better," he said.
"In your dreams," Erin said, stepping out.
John reluctantly handed her a towel. But watching the drying off process that followed made it worthwhile. She went over and kissed Andy on the cheek when she was done.
"You were great," she said.
"You too."
"Well," Amanda said. "There's not much more we need to do here."
"Isn't there a bedroom scene?" John asked optimistically.
Erin giggled.
"Not with me and Erin," Andy said. "But it looks like John, for one, got a little excited by that. And Amanda looks a little flushed. Don't you think, Erin?"
His eyes had directed Erin to John's crotch. She moved over to him and ran her hand up the length of his erection.
"More than a little excited," Erin confirmed.
Andy grabbed the camera Amanda had been using. "My turn. Let's go."
He led the foursome down the hall to the bedroom he had used to change in. He tossed the shirt that lie on the bed onto a nearby chair and put down the camera. He turned to Amanda.
"I'll get her ready. You work on John," Andy said.
The naked actors began to undress the 'film crew'. Amanda, in deed, was excited and Andy found that out when he slid his hands inside her panties and felt the wetness on her pussy. He rubbed her clit for just a second before getting her naked.
It was easier for Erin to judge John's state of arousal. His cock threatened to extend out the top of his underwear. And when she pulled off the last of his clothing, the cock stood at full attention. She leaned down to lick him at the same time Andy was sampling one of Amanda's tits.
Amanda looked over to see John's cock completely contained in Erin's mouth. It impressed her mainly because of the fact that same cock had been inside her cunt. She knew how big it truly was.
With John and Amanda fully prepped, Andy picked up the camera and said, "OK. Showtime. And this WILL be a porno. No artsy shit this time."
Amanda took John in her arms and kissed him as long and as hard as she ever had. Both of them were so horny from the shower episode that foreplay was a waste of energy. They rolled onto the bed amid chuckles and groans. Amanda ended up on top.
She reached down and made sure John's cock was stretched out on his stomach before she moved her pussy over it. She rubbed him with her moist skin, and then leaned down so he had access to her tits.
Andy was sliding along the side of the bed capturing it all. Erin sat in a corner chair, smiling at the whole thing.
John quickly put a nipple between his lips, followed by the bulk of one of Amanda's breasts. She was certainly not as well endowed as the taller, slightly heavier Erin. But this was the young woman who John had lusted after since seeing her in the coffee shop and, in his opinion, she was perfect.
Amanda felt the surges clear down to her pussy every time John licked her nipple. So she lifted his cock into place and prepared to impale herself on it. Andy got into the best possible position and captured the whole thing, from the moment the head of John's cock disappeared until Amanda's tight ass was flush against John's lap.
For all the possible distractions—like Andy and the camera or Andy and Erin watching them—neither Amanda nor John felt restricted in their ability to please each other. Amanda would have it the easiest. She was used to being around actors and cameras. She might even put a little extra into the session because of it.
John was the one it was all new to. But the time spent watching Andy and Erin assured the end result of his time with Amanda. They would fuck. They would fuck hard. And they would both cum.
Amanda rode his cock with the agility and zeal befitting a horny twenty three year old woman. Her breasts bounced as she slid up and down the cock. Her hair swayed back and forth across her face. John simply stared at the gorgeous girl and felt her cunt around him. His hands eventually began to explore her body from her legs up to her face. No matter where he touched, her skin was flawless.
After a few minutes on top, Amanda carefully leaned onto John's chest, held onto him, and rolled with him onto their sides. John's cock never left her cunt. They maneuvered their legs to adjust to the new position and continued fucking. John rolled a nipple between his thumb and forefinger, coaxing a loud moan out of Amanda. She rubbed her clit while closing her eyes and biting her lower lip.
When she looked at him again, she said, "I want you to take me from behind. Please."
John nodded and kissed her on the end of the nose.
He gently pulled out of her and moved between her legs while Amanda rolled onto her stomach. Then Amanda lifted her ass off the bed, providing perfect access to her wet pussy. Andy focused on John's shimmering erection, ready to re-enter the hole that had made it so moist and hard.
Behind them all, Erin slouched in her chair with her legs spread and her hand on her pussy. She inserted a finger inside her hole and then dragged the juices up over her clit. She settled back, eagerly anticipating John's next attack on Amanda's cunt.
She didn't have to wait long. John grabbed Amanda by the waist and plunged his cock into her.
"Oh fuck, John. Now do me harder. Faster!"
The sound of their fucking filled the room. The sucking sounds; the pounding of skin on skin; the moans and groans. All of it could only be heard when a man was doing a woman with the intent of making both of them cum. It was a pleasure to hear and a pleasure for Erin and Andy to watch.
Erin smiled at the erection that had returned to Andy's cock. It was all proving too much for him to ignore, especially while taping it. But even Erin had to admire the youthful, tight ass on her friend Amanda. Not an ounce of fat could be seen on the cheeks or down her thighs. And John had it all to himself.
He made good use of it, too. He fucked Amanda just the way she wanted: fast and hard. Despite having her head buried in a pillow, everybody in the room could hear her plead for more.
They may have set the record for shortest porno ever recorded because Amanda announced that she was close to cumming. John confirmed that he was, too.
Another minute was all it took for Amanda to grip the sheets with both hands, cry out with pleasure, and let free all the sexual need she'd restrained all day. She shoved her ass back into John's body, taking in as much of his cock as her cunt would allow. Her muffled screams brought John closer.
And then he couldn't wait either.
With loud groans, he shot cum into Amanda's cunt in long streams. He smacked against her ass and forced his cock to deliver every ounce of cum he had stored up. By the time he was done, Amanda was practically flat on her stomach, totally exhausted.
John dropped on top of her when he couldn't cum any more.
Unseen and unheard by anybody, Erin quietly came down from her orgasm. She pulled two fingers out of her cunt and removed the other hand from her clit. All Andy saw was a finger being withdrawn from her mouth afterwards.
"Shit," Andy said, laying the camera aside. "Is everybody happy now?"
A couple drops of cum lie on Amanda's ass where John's cock rested.
"The rest of this filming will seem pretty anti-climatic," Erin said.
"Yeah. What's your next project, Amanda?" Andy asked.
She thought for a second. "I'm not sure, but I'm thinking it has two couples in it."
"We'll need another camera babe," John added.
"Cameraman," Amanda corrected him.
"One of each?" Erin said.
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August 12th
When does a woman know that she's a lesbian? I just turned eighteen and I could be one and don't even know it. All these guys I've been with—maybe they should have all been girls. How do I know? There should be an alarm that goes off or something. For all I know, the fact that a guy can make me cum doesn't mean shit. Maybe what I call an orgasm isn't really an orgasm.
I need help.
And then there's my Mom, Susan. My Dad died almost two years ago now. She's never gone out with another guy, that I know of. And here's the coolest part: I walked past the computer room the other day when she didn't notice and she was on a popular amateur picture web site looking at the pics of a topless young woman.
I stopped and secretly watched for a minute. Mom was clearly looking at the pics for pleasure. I had to go before she saw me, so I don't know how long she looked at them or what else she did.
But it got me thinking.
What if my Mom's really a lesbian? Is that weird or what? What if a forty year old woman who had been married for twenty years was really a lesbian? Would she know it?
I'm not saying either me or her are lesbians. That's not my point. I'm asking: How and when do we know?
August 13th
I tried something last night just for the hell of it. I was lying in bed thinking about the cutest girl I know, Lindsay. I saw her at the beach the other day in a bikini. It was obscene. I mean, that suit barely covered her pussy and nipples.
I imagined that she followed me into the ladies room and snuck into a stall with me without me expecting it. I just wanted to see how I'd react in this imaginary setting.
Well, shit. My hand was on my pussy so fast I couldn't stop it. I thought about Lindsay starting to kiss me and our bodies touching. Our tongues explored each other and her hands were all over me. I felt them on my ass and between my legs and then up to my breasts.
Meanwhile, I was rubbing my clit under the sheet getting wetter by the second.
Lindsay pushed up my bikini top and began sucking on my tits. I felt her tongue and her teeth all over the nipples. Then she lifted her own top and pulled my head down to her. I'd never licked a girl before, but she made it easy. And I loved it, damn it. I loved it.
We fingered each other just like I was fingering myself in real life. Lindsay quietly begged me to make her cum. I did the same.
Fuck, I came so fast for real I never finished the frickin' daydream.
So, am I a lesbian?
August 15th
I couldn't write yesterday because Mom and I went to Aunt Sharon's for the day. If I'm a lesbian, I think I want my first experience to be with Aunt Sharon. What a babe! She's about thirty five I think. Looks my age. Acts my age. Flirts with anything on two legs. Man, woman, it doesn't matter.
Uncle Steve must be worn out by now if they fuck as much as Aunt Sharon seems to want to or talks about it.
That's not important. This is what's important. I swear her and my Mom have something going on. I mean, they act like teenagers in love when they're together. No, they don't get physical in public. They don't touch each other in that way. But just their body language. I don't know. You have to see it to understand, I guess.
Aunt Sharon and my Mom have great bodies for their age. No, wait. They have great bodies for ANY age. It certainly wouldn't shock me if they were interested in each other even if they weren't sisters.
Well, last night after we got home, Mom went to bed and I stayed up playing on the computer. It was probably one in the morning before I went upstairs to bed. I have to pass Mom's bedroom to get to mine. Her door was open as usual.
I tried to be quiet, knowing it was late. I walked slowly down the hall and, right before getting to Mom's room, I heard a sound that made me stop. It was almost as if Mom was in pain or something. I stuck my head around the corner.
Damn. Mom was lying naked on the bed, the sheet pushed down to her knees. She had one hand between her legs and another on her right breast. She was masturbating like she'd never had sex in her life. I heard her moans getting louder as she rubbed her clit and squeezed her nipple. Two fingers disappeared inside her pussy and the other hand pulled on a nipple until I thought I could feel it myself.
In less than two minutes it sounded like she was ready to cum. Then the wildest thing happened.
I heard her murmur, "Sharon. Oh God, Sharon! Lick my clit!"
By now, my own hand was inside my panties. I watched her body squirm on the bed and her back arch up.
"Right there! Sharon. Yes! Yes!"
I watched my mother have an orgasm that lasted at least a minute. I couldn't make myself stop looking at her contorted face, her beautiful breasts, and that hand between her legs. The headboard knocked against the wall one time and Mom seemed to try to calm down, without much success. Her muffled moans could be heard in the hallway.
I tiptoed past the bedroom and quietly closed the door to my room. Oh my God I was so horny and scared and confused.
August 16th
I had to try something today. As a result, I might have just had the most important day of my life. I'll try to tell it all, but my mind's a little crazy right now.
When I got up, the scene in my Mom's bedroom was still clear in my mind. I took a shower and almost came thinking about my Mom and Aunt Sharon. I put on a robe with nothing underneath and headed downstairs.
I decided to see if my Mom would take the bait. I wasn't sure what it would prove—for either of us—but I had to try it.
She came in a little bit after me and we chatted while she made breakfast for herself. I was sitting at the table, my legs crossed and the robe cracked open almost to my pussy. When Mom wasn't looking, I opened the front just a little bit more.
She sat next to me, as usual. I could assume that Mom could see a good portion of at last one of my breasts from there...if she was looking. Well, it didn't take long to catch her looking. I didn't say anything or give any indication I noticed.
At one point I reached for something on the table and knew she had an even better view. We talked normally until I was done eating.
When I got up to put my dishes in the sink, I stayed there, leaning on the counter, while we talked some more. I swear the only things Mom couldn't see were the lower one-third of my breasts and my pussy.
I waited for an opportunity in the conversation to bring up Aunt Sharon, and then threw her name out there with a question. I just wanted Mom to be thinking about her. It was interesting to see Mom's whole demeanor change, for the better.
I was complimenting Aunt Sharon's body when Mom was getting up to put a dish in the sink.
"She's so pretty. I think even some women would like to be with her," I said.
"You think?" Mom asked innocently.
"Don't you think it's fairly common for women to be attracted to each other?"
She looked at me carefully. "I think it happens all the time."
I smiled. "Are you attracted to Aunt Sharon?"
She appeared very surprised by my question. "She's my sister."
I said, "So?"
"So, I can't be 'attracted' to her in that way."
"In what way?" I asked.
"Sexually."
"I never said anything about sex," I said calmly. "Is that what you were thinking?"
Mom was obviously flustered. "I was thinking you should get dressed."
That was my opening. It was now or never and I prayed it wouldn't backfire.
"Have you ever seen Aunt Sharon naked?"
"Well, when we were a lot younger. Sure," she said.
"Did you like it?"
Mom stared at me, but didn't answer.
I said, "Have you ever wanted to touch her? Touch her body?"
I didn't wait for an answer. I took Mom's hand and raised it to the opening in my robe. I put it on my bare skin, at the top of my breasts.
"Have you ever wanted to touch her breasts?"
I moved her hand down until it was on my nipple.
"No," she answered weakly.
Just that one word—the way she said it, the way she didn't pull her hand away—made me think she wanted to.
"Why shouldn't women be allowed to express their love for each other the way a man and woman do?" I asked.
I let Mom keep her hand on my breast while I opened the robe a little farther. She lightly closed her fingers around my tit.
"Touch me, Mom. With both hands," I said in a near whisper.
The robe was nearly all the way open when her other hand came up and rested on my breast. The movement of her fingers was almost imperceptible, but she was definitely feeling me. I thought my heart would burst, it was beating so fast.
It seemed so natural to just lean forward and kiss her. I never felt her tongue, but it was a nice kiss anyway. And it pressed her hands tighter against my chest.
I said softly, "Open my robe, Mom."
She was like a robot. It was so weird to watch her move so mechanically and like she was under somebody else's control. But she pulled on the belt and my robe fell open by itself. I saw her look down at my body.
"That's how you look at Aunt Sharon. I bet you didn't know that," I said.
She shook her head.
"Do you want to know how you must make her feel? Put your hand between my legs. Feel how wet I am, Mom."
"No, hon. I can't...," she began to say.
I took her hand and pushed it down the center of my body, completely untying the robe in the process. It fell open and I rested Mom's hand on the top of my pussy, near my clit.
"Go ahead, Mom. Feel how wet I am."
Her fingers barely reached down far enough to spread the lips protecting my pussy. As she probed, I kissed her. This time our tongues met and her hand made firmer contact with my pussy.
I touched her breast through her shirt and I thought she moaned. We only kissed for a few seconds, but it was clearly more passionate than before.
She pulled her hand away.
"Traci, I'm getting dressed. You should do the same."
With that, she turned and quickly walked out of the kitchen, leaving me about as horny as I'd ever been.
August 17th
I can't tell if my Mom's pissed or not. She hasn't said barely two words to me since yesterday morning's incident in the kitchen. Hopefully, she's thinking about what she felt. I'm pretty sure she was turned on. I wish I could have felt her pussy to find out.
But her nipple seemed pretty hard and the kiss was definitely loving. There is no longer any doubt in my mind that I have to carry this through and get us into a situation where sex is an option. Wow. Like THAT will be easy. I'm gonna have to think about this some more.
Yes!! There IS a God! Aunt Sharon just called and she's coming over tomorrow. Is this perfect or what? The three of us will be alone all afternoon. It couldn't be more perfect. So I have the rest of today to set this up. I better get busy planning. I might not be able to write again until after she's been here. Wish me luck.
August 18th
All my life all I've done is ask questions. Some were important and some weren't. Rarely did the important ones get answered to my satisfaction. Today may have made up for the previous eighteen years.
Aunt Sharon got here around noon. You should have seen her outfit. Actually, you know what? The outfit wasn't that special, but on her it was spectacular. She had on a tank top and shorts. Nothing extraordinary about that. But I swear every curve was magnified: the way her nipples delicately pushed against the top; the way her stomach and abs showed just above her shorts; the way her ass curved down to her thighs.
I felt pretty lame in my t-shirt and denim skirt.
But maybe I hit Aunt Sharon's button without knowing it. From the moment she got here, she rarely was more than a few feet away from me and was constantly chatting and complimenting me in one form or another.
Mom seemed to be fine with it all. She wore one of the sundresses that I think looks best on her. It's cut pretty low on top and rides up her legs just right when she sits. She looked hot.
We were on the porch, which is very private at our house. I've laid out there topless to sunbathe before without thinking twice about it. I never thought the privacy would lead to the opportunity I had today, though.
Mom and Aunt Sharon were drinking something I didn't recognize. I didn't ask Mom what she made and she didn't offer me any. But she knew I'd just be having iced tea anyway. It worked for me.
We talked for almost an hour. Aunt Sharon had come over to pick up some books Mom had, but that wasn't the topic of discussion. It was all over the place and I enjoyed listening to them talk and laugh. Of course, Aunt Sharon couldn't talk long without bringing up a man she knew at one time or another. They talked a lot about guys they both knew in school and stuff. Ends up men haven't changed much from then to now.
Anyway, Aunt Sharon eventually made a point of getting me involved in the conversation. She asked me about my boyfriends. I told her the latest, but towards the end I said, "What if I'd said I only had girlfriends?"
She looked at me with wide eyes, and replied, "That would be fine, too. Whatever makes you happy."
Something about the look on her face after she answered made me think she was interested in pursuing the train of thought. It was as if she was trying to tell me it was OK, without actually saying it.
I said, "A lot of my friends have given up on guys. Maybe I should try that."
For whatever reason, Mom decided at that moment to go inside the house and refill her glass along with Aunt Sharon's. It couldn't have worked out better.
Aunt Sharon got up and moved behind me, putting her hands on my shoulders as if to give me a massage. She said, "First of all, I think you're old enough that you don't have to call me Aunt Sharon any more. Sharon will do. Secondly, how serious are you about this feeling of only having girlfriends.?"
I was afraid she'd see the goose bumps I was getting from her just touching me. "I've thought about it. But, you know, I didn't want to be thought of as, um,...," I didn't finish the sentence.
"I'm not sure it's anything to be embarrassed about, Traci," she said, running her hands down the tops of my arms. "We all feel that way sometimes."
"Really?" I asked.
"Sure. There are lots of women I think are sexy."
All I could think of was: how cool that Sharon could express it in those terms while my Mom couldn't. My Aunt clearly had thought about this more than Mom.
"Do you think Mom is sexy?" I asked.
"Oh, yeah," she answered quickly.
I hesitated, not sure how to tell her about what I saw Mom doing. I finally said, "Well, I have reason to believe Mom fantasizes about you...and her."
I could feel a change in the way Sharon touched me. She almost stopped moving her hands completely, as if very surprised.
"You do?" she said.
I got out of my chair and turned to face my Aunt. "I think if she had the chance...I mean, if the right situation came up...she might want to, uh, maybe do something with you."
Sharon seemed to get my meaning right away. Surprisingly, her eyes lit up and a small grin crossed her lips. "Interesting. What do you have in mind?"
I wanted to make it sound as if I hadn't thought about it at all, but I couldn't. I'd planned it all out and this was my opportunity. It seemed I already had one willing participant.
"Well," I said, "I think if two of us, you and me, started playing around a little it wouldn't take much to get Mom involved. But if you don't want to..."
"I want to," was her sudden and unexpected reply. "Are you taking the lead?"
"I can"
"Do it," she said. "Use me however you want and we'll see how she responds. She'll be back soon. Maybe if you get behind me and just go from there."
"Got it. Here she comes," I said. "God, I'm nervous."
"Don't be," Sharon said. "I've wanted this for so long."
With renewed confidence, I moved behind my Aunt and watched Mom bring out the drinks and place them on the table.
"I probably shouldn't leave you two alone," Mom said as she sat down.
"Why's that?" I asked.
"I'm not sure I can trust either of you."
I wrapped my arms around Sharon and held her tight. I looked over her shoulder at Mom, brushing back Sharon's hair with my forehead. I put my chin on her shoulder.
"Maybe it's a good thing I'm here," I said. "Maybe I can't trust YOU alone with HER."
Mom had to be thinking of our conversation in the kitchen. At least, that's what I wanted her to be thinking about. I let my hands roam up the front of Sharon's top, pulling it higher and bunching it up just under her breasts. Mom couldn't seem to take her eyes off the exposed skin of her sister.
I let Sharon's top drop back down, but my hands were inside. I only had to raise them an inch or two to feel the bottom of her breasts. I can't even begin to tell you how exciting that was. My entire body seemed to quiver as my hands rose up and eventually covered her breasts.
Mom's expression didn't tell me a thing. I might have expected disgust, or revulsion, or anger. I got none of it. She sat emotionless, but definitely interested in what I was doing. Maybe she was jealous, I don't know.
I gently massaged Sharon's tits. They felt wonderful, with hard nipples and soft skin that easily molded to my hands. I pressed against her ass and I felt her press back.
After a short time, I got brave and lifted Sharon's top. She didn't object and Mom didn't speak. So, the top came off.
My heart was pounding so hard I couldn't believe it. Mom's eyes were locked onto the luscious breasts and I pulled on just the nipples, not wanting to block the entire view.
Sharon moaned and closed her eyes, her head leaning back onto mine.
"Mom, I think you should help," I said.
My mother stared for just a few seconds, and then rose from her chair and walked over to us. Sharon and Mom exchanged a short glance before Mom's hands were on her sister's tits.
I left them alone for a minute. Mom was very tentative until Sharon said softly, "Mmmmm, yeah. That feels so nice."
When Mom seemed more relaxed, I moved back in behind Sharon and put her in a pretty nice sandwich between me and Mom. I put my hands on Sharon's ass, I'm sure without Mom even knowing it. Then I slid my hands up the legs of Sharon's shorts and felt the supple skin.
Mom had moved closer and I heard Sharon say very softly, "Kiss me."
They started a long, gentle kiss and my right hand moved around to the front of Sharon's shorts. The heat from her pussy penetrated through the thin material and I rubbed her harder. Mom HAD to know what I was doing, but she was too busy kissing her sister. Which, by the way, was becoming a little more intense.
"Her nipples are very sensitive, Mom. Lick them," I whispered in her ear, but I knew Sharon had to hear me, too.
As with every step preceding this one, Mom was cautious at first. She slowly leaned down to Sharon's chest after receiving a smile of confirmation from her sister. Sharon and I watched her very lightly kiss all around the nipple. Finally, the tip of her tongue came out and slid across the erect nub. Sharon did the same thing I would have done: she held my Mom by the back of the head and pulled her closer. I was so wet I couldn't stand it.
Mom's tongue began to lick all around the nipple. She expanded her range and pretty soon was kissing and licking the entire breast.
"Take it, Susan," Sharon said. "Put it in your mouth. Please."
None of this could have been easy for them. Well, OK. It might have been easier for Sharon than Mom. But to do this—and in front of me—must have been hard.
This time Mom didn't hesitate at all. She eagerly opened her mouth and sucked on as much of Sharon's tit as she could fit between her lips. Mom held the other breast in her hand and soon was sucking on that one, too.
I took the opportunity to rub Sharon's pussy a little more, getting a few moans out of her and feeling the warmth increase on my fingers. The more Mom sucked on her tits the hornier I got. I finally opened Sharon's shorts and let them fall to the ground.



Without skipping a beat, Sharon kicked them aside. My hand worked on the front of her tiny panties. Her tiny SOAKED panties. God, I was ready to explode at that point and, apparently, so was my Aunt.
My hand slid inside and began rubbing Sharon's clit. She was rocking her pussy back and forth like she was being fucked. Mom just kept on licking, and sucking, and kissing.
Well, I had to do it. I got Sharon naked and just stood back to marvel at the magnificent body she had. What an ass! I'm still jealous.
Anyway, she and Mom were kissing again and Mom was exploring every inch of Sharon's body that she could touch. I watched and got more desperate by the minute. Sharon had her hands on the outside of Mom's breasts, pushing the material of the sundress aside until Mom's nipples were exposed.
Before long, Sharon was pulling the dress down. It was loose enough that it just fell to the ground on its own and Mom stood in a pair of panties. Sharon looked at her body briefly, then began to give Mom's tits the same treatment she had received herself.
Since I seemed to be in charge of panties, I quickly pulled them off my Mom. Seeing the two of them naked—kissing, hugging, licking, and sucking—was about the neatest thing I'd ever seen in my life. I felt a little uncertain what to do. I wanted to participate, but didn't want to interfere, either. I decided to wait and see what happened.
I didn't have to wait long. Sharon soon said to Mom, "What do you think? Should we let her play, too?"
Mom looked at me and smiled. "Oh, alright. She started all this."
They stripped me in a matter of seconds. I didn't ever remember feeling so hot and lusted after. Trust me. No guy ever made me feel that way and the sex hadn't even started yet.
There was some light kissing and mutual fondling before Sharon said, "I'm the guest. I think it's only appropriate that the hosts go first. Besides, I want to watch for a while."
So it was going to be me and Mom. I could finally bring the kitchen episode to its rightful conclusion. But would she go that far or would she frustrate me, and Sharon, again? I never knew about my Mom and I certainly didn't know how'd she react to this. One thing was certain: we were all naked and pretty damn horny.
I had to be the first one to move. I put my body against Mom's and started to kiss her as enthusiastically as I'd ever kissed anybody in my life. She soon joined in and our hands were clutching each other. My mouth moved down to her tits and I spent several minutes licking and sucking her.
I noticed that Sharon sat in a chair that gave her a perfect view. Her legs were stretched out and wide open. Her hand was beginning to probe her pussy and clit.
I was leaning so hard on Mom that her ass was against the top of a circular glass table.
"Get up on it," I told her.
She questioned if it would hold her, but a quick test proved it more than capable. She leaned back and I followed with my head, landing squarely on top of her beautiful breasts. Mom separated her legs enough for me to slide inside. They felt marvelous as they wrapped around me—so warm and strong.
Mom was moaning pretty loud by the time I got done with her tits. The nipples glowed a bright pink and the moisture on them shimmered in the daylight. Then it was time to get serious.
In the very little amount of time that fell between the decision I made and my next move, I thought about the fact that probably none of us on that patio really had a clue what we were doing. I mean, this was new to all of us. We'd each seen stuff, or heard stuff, and probably had an image in the back of our head of how it should work. But none of us had actually DONE it.
Still, that didn't prevent me from moving down so that my head was between my Mom's legs and my hands were on her hips. I remember thinking, 'Do what you'd want somebody to do to you.'
With that thought in mind, I kissed Mom's thighs and worked my way up to her pussy. I kissed all around it. She kept the hair cut very short and neat. It felt great on my face as I pressed a little harder until my lips clearly made out the major targets: her cunt and clit.
I was fine until I knew it was time to use my tongue. Oh my God! The thought of eating my mother made me nearly die from both nerves and lust. Her body was so incredibly sexy, but shit. This was my Mom!
To my amazement, all fear disappeared when I got the first taste of her sweet juices on my tongue. I'll never forget it. That was the best feeling ever. Knowing that she was wet and I was about to make her cum. I licked her pussy a couple times and then concentrated on finding her clit and sucking on it.
"Oh, Traci. Yes! Yessssss!," Mom cried out.
I did everything to that clit that a mouth and tongue could do. Mom's body shook and quivered. When her ass came off the table I slid my hands underneath and held her pussy up to my face. I may have been a rookie, but I was an enthusiastic one.
Mom was sounding a little desperate. She nearly yelled, "Traci! Stop. Stop! I'm...I'm going to...oh God, stop!"
Of course, that only made me suck on her clit a little harder. I was so intent on making Mom cum that I didn't notice that Sharon had moved behind me. The first thing I felt was her tongue sliding down my ass. I gasped loudly with a mouthful of my mother's pussy muffling most of it.
Sharon's tongue found its way between my spread legs and I felt her begin to lap up the plentiful juices around my pussy. What happened next will forever be in my memory.
I put my tongue at the entrance to Mom's hole and drove it in as far as I could. At the exact same instant, Sharon did the same thing to me. God, that was great. I could actually feel what I was doing to Mom. And it was awesome!
Sharon's face was flat against my ass while she fucked me with her tongue and ate me. I did the same to Mom and both of us were closer and closer to cumming.
"Traci! Traci! No! I'm...cumming!"
My memory of the next couple minutes is fuzzy at best. I felt...and heard...Mom starting to cum. I felt my own body start to shudder inside almost uncontrollably. And then both of us were crying out, begging for more, and cumming like crazy.
I tried to stay on Mom's clit, but my own ecstasy made it difficult. Still, our orgasms came, subsided, and started all over again WAY better than during any masturbation I'd ever tried. And I doubted any man in the world could do to me what my Aunt was doing.
I slumped into a chair when it was over and watched Mom slide off the table and basically fall into her own chair. Sharon had a huge grin on her gorgeous face. If I hadn't just cum harder than ever before in my life, I would have been pretty turned on by looking at her standing naked on that porch.
"That was FUN!" she said.
"I think if you give us a few minutes to recover, Mom and I might be willing to have some fun with YOU," I said.
"I'll wait all day for that if I have to," she said.
It was nearly half an hour later that the three of us moved out onto the grass. Sharon lay on her back and Mom and I took our places on either side of her chest. Both of Sharon's tits became the focus of very direct attention by me and Mom. I absolutely loved the sensation of her tits conforming to the shape of my mouth, and it was fun watching Mom suck on the other nipple at the same time.
Sharon moaned with approval and her body showed all the signs of somebody who had to cum...soon. It almost became a race between me and Mom to see who could get between her legs the fastest. Mom won and I was happy to concentrate on Sharon's clit while Mom licked the rest of her pussy.
I tried to imagine how it must have felt to have two tongues and two sets of lips attacking your pussy at the same time. Especially if you were as horny as it seemed Sharon was. I saw her clutching at the grass with both hands while Mom and I tried to make her cum.
I put my hand under her ass and felt the cool skin shake as she came closer and closer to an orgasm. Mom was fucking her with her tongue and Sharon was crying out with pleasure.
The moment I put her clit between my lips and closed them tightly, Sharon started to cum. She pushed her body against Mom's face and thrust her hips upwards. Mom's tongue plunged in and out of her hole and must have been collecting sweet juices with each new wave of Sharon's orgasm.
I just licked her clit and watched and listened. God, it was awesome!
I wasn't sure Sharon was ever going to stop cumming. When she did, we laid together on the grass kissing and hugging.
August 19th
Well, I think I have my answer. Sharon invited me and Mom over to her place tomorrow. I can't wait. I'm already trying to decide what to wear. My pussy's wet just thinking about it.
That must be a clue.
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Brian pushed against the large revolving doors, his laptop case slung over one shoulder. Coming out the other side, he thought the building was even quieter and emptier than normal. The tiny shops on either side of the wide concourse were closed, as was always the case at seven thirty in the morning. Ahead, the escalator hummed as one unused step after other rose to the second floor.
Beyond that, towering displays and advertisements in the middle of the floor blocked Brian's view of his ultimate goal: the coffee shop that would provide his much needed latte. Soon the distant lights of the shop were visible. Two customers—one coming and one going—were the only other people in sight.
Brian approached the shop with slightly more liveliness than usual because he found it nearly impossible to take his eyes off the customer in line. She had thick, brown hair down to her shoulders. She wore a top that hugged her thin body and a tight skirt that flared out below the knees, flapper-style.
He watched her fumble in her purse while he walked up behind her. The young girl behind the counter was preparing a drink and bagel. Meanwhile, the woman in the tight skirt frantically dug through her purse. She looked up at Brian.
If he was interested before, Brian was now totally entranced. Her large, green eyes were encircled by long, dark lashes, resulting in a doll-like appearance.
"Oh, I'm sorry," she said in an exasperated tone. "Go ahead. I can't find my money."
She waved Brian ahead with one hand. He was tempted to say he'd wait, but she had turned away to put her purse on the counter.
The girl behind the counter looked at Brian. He said, "Large chai latte. And I'll pay for hers."
The woman next to him looked up.
"No. Really. I'll find it...," she said.
"It's OK," Brian said. "It's happened to me."
When the orders were ready, Brian handed the girl a ten dollar bill and waited for change. The green-eyed beauty looked embarrassed as she closed her purse and reached for her food.
"Thank you. But you shouldn't have," she said.
Brian backed away from the counter with his drink. The woman looked at him in earnest for the first time and a faint smile appeared.
"I could buy you lunch to make up for it," she said in a delicate voice.
They began slowly walking toward the same exit. The woman's youthful face once again captured all his attention. After a long pause, he said, "You could. And I'd probably agree."
"The Galleria? At Noon?"
"I can do that," Brian said.
"My name's Emily."
"Brian. Glad to meet you."
With full hands, they exchanged wide grins instead of handshakes.
"Thanks for rescuing me, Brian," Emily said as they continued their walk.
"It was the only way I knew to get my lunch paid for," Brian said.
Emily giggled. "Works every time?"
"Almost. And just so you know, I would have made a man find his money," Brian said.
Again, Emily's light laughter echoed in the nearly empty concourse. Brian watched her hair sway as she walked. He guessed her age to be about thirty. She had already correctly estimated him to be in his late forties. He was easily five inches taller, although she was not short by any means. Emily's entire presence seemed to mesmerize him.
"Well, I do appreciate it. I know I shoved a five in there this morning," she tried to explain.
"Just find it by noon," Brian answered.
They passed through the revolving door and were on the sidewalk when they realized they were going opposite directions.
"See you at the Galleria," she said.
"Noon," he said.
They went their separate ways. But neither of them went very long the rest of the morning without thinking of the other. Emily wondered if she'd just set up a lunch date with a convicted felon. Brian wondered if she only did it because she was embarrassed and felt obligated. They both felt more nervous than expected because of a definite, but unspoken, attraction to each other.
At eleven forty five, Emily was standing in front of a mirror in the ladies room, applying makeup and brushing her hair as if readying for the most important job interview she'd ever had. She found herself frowning at the fact her top had no buttons, denying her one of her favorite pastimes: flashing her ample cleavage.
She ran her hands down the length of her skirt, attempting needlessly to straighten a skirt that was already taut. With one last sideways glance at her ass, she exited the bathroom.
Brian spent considerably less time preparing. He ran his fingers through his hair as he opened the door to the Galleria, a large restaurant with cafeteria-style lines in the middle and seating around the outside.
Emily, and her impish grin, was waiting just inside.
"Hi. I'm glad you decided to come," she said.
Brian looked surprised. "Why wouldn't I?"
"I've been stood up before."
They began walking towards the end of the salad and sandwich line.
"Certainly not when you were buying, I hope," Brian said.
"Well, OK. Never then. But only because I don't do this every day," Emily said. "And is this line OK?"
"Fine with me," Brian agreed. "So, what do you do? For a living, I mean."
"I'm a paralegal."
"Really?" Brian said.
Emily looked up at him. "You're surprised?"
"I would have guessed swimsuit model."
She slapped him on the arm lightly. "Yeah, right."
"One more fantasy down the drain—having lunch bought by a swimsuit model."
"If I don't meet your specifications...," Emily said.
Brian jumped in during her pause. "Oh, you do. I'm sure you're a fine paralegal. But you'd make a better swimsuit model."
Despite her deep tan, Emily's blush was obvious. "How about you?" she asked.
"Well, obviously, I'm a male swimsuit model." He waited for her look of skepticism, and then added, "How about marketing director for a bank?"
Emily looked at him. "OK. Even if it's not true, it's impressive. And I'm surprised you still have a job."
"Yeah. It's been a tough couple years."
It was their time to order. Emily got a large Caesar salad and Brian ordered a Reuben.
"Well, that explains your figure," he said.
Emily scoffed at the remark. "What figure?"
She handed the cashier a debit card—not from Brian's bank—and was handed a number. Together, they sought out a seat to wait delivery of the food. Whether by design or luck, Emily took them to a fairly secluded spot in the corner.
During the ensuing small talk, Brian took another inventory of his new friend's features. Her hair seemed even fuller and more luscious to him than before; her bright eyes were not dimmed by the low light of the corner table; her high cheek bones and thin lips were those of a younger woman; and, the curve of her breasts hinted at a body built for love.
The discussion, and Brian's daydreaming, was cut short momentarily by the arrival of lunch. But before the meal was over, Emily had learned that Brian was divorced for two years. Brian learned that Emily was single and in town for one week while she helped out on a big case.
"I don't suppose you need a condo to stay in while you're here?" Brian asked.
Emily smiled. "Sorry. They put me in a hotel."
"Maybe next time," he offered.
"Maybe."
Emily loved his quick, dry humor, not to mention the rugged maturity of his face. Not once during the hour-long lunch did he make anything close to an inappropriate sexual remark, although the not-so-veiled invitation to stay at his place could have been considered borderline. She found his overall demeanor very refreshing.
So, she was not the least bit taken aback when he said, "If I'm not mistaken, my lunch cost considerably more than your breakfast. I think I owe you dinner to make up for it."
She tried to hide her obvious amusement in his continuation of the game. She said, "OK, but you have to choose. I've been here one day and this is the only place I know."
"Where are you staying?" he asked.
"The Wyndham."
"Very nice," Brian said. He thought for a second. "There's a steak house around the corner from there called Albert's. I'm sure they serve salads. Sound OK?"
Emily likely would have said 'Yes' to Quiznos. "Sounds marvelous."
"What time?" Brian asked.
After only a slight hesitation, Emily said, "Seven?"
"Meet you there?"
"I'll be there," she said. "Bring your credit card."
Brian laughed and felt an excitement he hadn't felt in, well, two years. In just five hours, his world had basically shrunk to the space surrounding the beautiful young woman sitting across from him. All he wanted to think about was her. All he wanted to do was be with her. One more time that day, it would happen.
Time seemed to stand still for both of them as they attempted to work their way through the day with the evening's plans always on their minds. Emily was more experienced in dating than Brian and, therefore, should have been the least anxious. But the age difference between her and Brian could not be discounted. Did he expect more from her because of her youth? Less? Should she act older? Younger?
Brian never sought out women Emily's age. He knew a few at work, but their immaturity put him off. Was it all in his mind? Was he really just too old to understand a thirty year old woman? Why did Emily accept his invitation?
With all the questions still unanswered, the work day came to an end and Emily walked back to the hotel while Brian drove home to change. Emily stopped at the front desk and asked about Albert's. She found out two things: It was expensive and it was a good thing she decided to pack a formal dress.
Emily wasted little time getting in the shower, knowing that it would take her a while to get ready afterwards. Her mind was hard at work as she washed, imagining every possible scenario: from the two of them wishing the meal would quickly end so they could part; to a scene in a darkened room with two bodies under the covers rolling together in ecstasy.
Emily's hand lingered between her legs as the thought of her and Brian making love became clearer and clearer. Only when her body started to react in an all-too-familiar manner did she come back to reality and get out of the shower. She dried in front of the mirror, analyzing every inch of her body as the towel progressed downward.
More questions came to mind: Did he prefer large or small breasts? Was she too short? Were her hips too big? Were her thighs too fat?
Then another question surfaced. Did any of it matter?
Maybe they'd eat, say 'Good night', and it would be over. That idea depressed Emily. Far too often, that was how it ended. But she had a good feeling about this one, for whatever reason. Maybe she was just that desperate.
Brian was changing into a comfortable shirt and sports coat. He showered and dressed in the amount of time it took Emily to shower.
Emily opened the very small hotel room closet and looked at the single formal dress hanging at the end of the rack. She stared at it as if attempting to instill some magical powers in the simple, black garment. Eventually, she pulled it off the hangar and spread it out on top of the bed. Satisfied that there were no wrinkles that needed immediate attention, she walked to the dresser and looked for the bra that went with the dress.
The fairly deep neckline called for a small, but supportive, bra that would finally allow Emily to show off what she considered her best physical attributes. Pantyhose offered the additional support she really didn't need below.
She wasn't a big user of makeup, but this was an occasion where the right combination was essential. She spent twice as much time as usual on her face. When that was done, her hair took several more minutes to get right.
Emily stood in front of the mirror, dressed and made up, with only a few minutes to spare. She adjusted the two inch wide straps on her dress and stood at every conceivable angle to view herself. The gentle curve inwards at her waist and subsequent outward curl of her hips and ass met with her approval. The wide hem of the dress hung elegantly at her knees. Her stylish heeled shoes matched the outfit perfectly.
She was ready.
Emily's first indication that she made the right choice occurred at the front door to the hotel. As she passed through the lobby, every eye was on her. She could almost feel the gazes of the men as she walked through the heavy door held open by the admiring young valet. She let her little purse swing freely as she walked, but that's not what the men were looking at.
Brian didn't expect her to be late. Something about her character made him believe she was a person who showed up on time and expected the same from her date. So, he wasn't surprised when she entered the restaurant at three minutes past seven.
He WAS surprised, pleasantly, by her stunning appearance. She hardly looked like the same woman who couldn't find her money almost twelve hours earlier. It wasn't just the height added by the heels, or the way she had her hair, or the magnificent black dress with the swooping neckline, or the makeup. It was all of those in one package.
Emily smiled at his somewhat perplexed look.
"Hi," she said softly.
"Hi," he answered. Brian's eyes wandered quickly up and down. "You look...incredible."
"Thank you." Her natural shyness surfaced once more. "I wasn't sure what was appropriate."
"Let me tell you. THAT is always appropriate," he said, nodding at her dress.
"Are you hungry?" she asked.
He fought the urge to associate the question with her body. Instead, he turned toward the hostess and said, "Absolutely. I think we're ready."
Brian's ex-wife was not an exceptionally pretty woman. He was not used to walking through a restaurant with the head of every male turning to look at his date. It amused him, in a way, to watch their reaction to her fluid movement. Emily truly seemed to float as she walked.
They were seated. Brian asked Emily if she had a favorite drink. They settled on a pinot grigio wine. Both of them thought, individually, that the last thing they needed was to lose control because of alcohol. They would be sensible, or at least try to be.
Once established into a discussion of how their respective afternoons went, Brian had his first chance to take in the beauty of her body and the tasteful teasing nature of her dress. Clearly, her breasts were more than ample, with that splendid mixture of youthful firmness and mature fullness.
Her skin, from her forehead down to her cleavage, was flawless. A dark, but natural, tan added luster to the already perfect texture. Every inch of her—that he could see—begged to be touched and caressed.
The main course arrived before discussion of personal lives began. Emily admitted to being a fan of all things 'reality', smooth jazz, Wii Fit, and sailing. She left out her love of casinos, fearing a conservative Brian might lecture her in return.
Brian concentrated on books and movies, assuming the younger female probably could care less about sports and his favorite casino slot machines.
"Do you date a lot?" Brian asked.
"Not as much as I'd like to," she declared. "Maybe I'm too picky. Or ugly."
Brian almost choked on his potatoes. "Too picky, perhaps. Don't lose sleep over the looks, OK? But how picky can you be if you go to dinner with me?"
"I let my guard down. If you prefer, I won't let it happen again."
"No. I like you with your guard down," he said. "Please let it happen again."
"Do you pick up women at coffee shops often?"
"Not as often as I'd like," he said, watching for her response. "Most of my dates are friends of friends. It rarely works."
Emily nodded. She could relate to the added pressure of dating somebody who knows somebody you know. Without a doubt, everything that happens...or doesn't happen...makes it back to the mutual friend, with sometimes dire consequences.
"What are you looking for in a woman?" Emily asked to Brian's surprise.
He studied her for a moment, realizing he was staring straight at the correct answer to her question. But he wasn't foolish enough to even try it. Instead, he said, "Maturity; looks; a sense of humor; intelligence."
After a short pause, he added, "Wealth."
Emily giggled. "Then why did you invite me to dinner?"
"Four out of five ain't bad."
She smiled. "This is why I like men your age. Looks are just one of many factors for you."
"I didn't say I listed them in the correct order," Brian said.
"So my intelligence won you over."
"God knows it wasn't your wealth," he said.
Emily laughed.
He said, "Your turn. List all the picky things you look for."
"I like your list. But I would add sincerity. Truthfulness. I'm tired of being lied to."
Her somber expression indicated the seriousness of her statement. A brief silence followed as they ate.
"Would you believe me if I told you you were a strikingly beautiful young woman who is a lot of fun to be around?"
Emily's heart pounded and she had to stop eating. The impact of the sentence caused her to lean back in her chair and look up at Brian. Her wide eyes sparkled.
"That's the nicest thing anybody ever said to me. Thank you, Brian."
He thought he heard her voice trembling. But his intent wasn't to throw her off. He was simply stating the truth, as he saw it. The words were almost as difficult for him to say as they were for Emily to comprehend.
"I can't imagine anybody with an opportunity to be with you blowing the chance by lying," Brian said.
"Well, trust me. I've heard it all."
With each passing minute, the novelty of being with a man like Brian pleased Emily more and more. He spoke frankly. He looked her in the eyes when he talked...and when he didn't talk. He was polite and funny.
She uncrossed her legs to change positions in the seat and accidentally kicked him under the table.
"Oh, I'm sorry," she said, but the brief contact sent a chill through her body. That single touching of her foot on his leg was enough to cause her stomach to jump. Deep inside, she wanted to touch him again; really touch him.
Emily thought for a moment about what would happen after the meal was paid for. She decided to be proactive.
"What are your plans after dinner?" she asked.
"I have none."
"Would you come back to the hotel with me so we can talk some more?" Emily asked shyly.
"Sure, if you think you can stand being with me."
"I can stand it. Thanks."
Both had a strange combination of feelings after that. They were relieved that the uncomfortable situation of what to do as they left the restaurant was resolved. But, the anticipation of what would ultimately happen was palpable. Neither one of them ordered dessert, for fear of not being able to eat it due to nerves.
Brian signed for the meal and put his credit card back in his wallet. Emily watched silently. And then said, "I think you're ahead again. I owe you."
Brian looked up at her. "I think we're out of meals, aren't we?"
Emily smiled. "I'll have to think of something."
Their eyes met and the attraction between them took another giant leap forward. A day's worth of yearning was reaching a critical stage. Emily reached out her shoe and lightly touched Brian's calf. This time, she didn't apologize.
"We better get going," Brian said.
He allowed her to lead the way out of the restaurant, into the darkness of the evening. Once on the sidewalk, she unexpectedly put her arm around his elbow. He squeezed her arm gently.
"Thank you for a wonderful meal. I enjoyed it very much," she said.
"I enjoyed it, too. You really do look incredible," he said, and then paused. "But, that's not a major criteria for me, remember."



She laughed as they quickly approached the hotel. "Men are all the same," she said with fake disgust. "I'll just have to live with it."
"Or date women," Brian suggested.
"Not likely," she assured him.
Her trip through the hotel lobby was met with the same gawking as before, regardless of the man walking next to her. For all the fun she liked to have flashing cleavage, the attention she was receiving because of her dress was almost overwhelming her. She felt very secure once the elevator door closed behind them. She allowed her body to lightly touch Brian's. They both would have killed for that elevator to get stuck halfway.
But the door eventually opened and Emily led the way while pulling out her key card.
"I'm surprised you found it," Brian kidded her.
She looked back over her shoulder. "Don't you have to get home?"
"OK. OK. No more 'Emily can't find anything' jokes."
She unlocked the door. "Good. Now come on in. Please."
Brian couldn't remember the last time he entered a hotel room with a woman who wasn't his wife. He was pretty sure it never happened. If it did, he was too drunk to remember or enjoy it. On this occasion, he had all his faculties and fully intended to enjoy every extra second he had with Emily.
He felt a little bit like he was in an old movie. Bogart and Bacall. Except there was no hazy smoke or bottles of scotch sitting around.
Emily locked the door and laid her purse on the dresser. "I'm afraid I don't have anything to offer you to drink," she said apologetically.
Brian sat on the couch. "That's OK. I'm fine."
Emily joined him, an arm's length away on the other half of the tiny sofa. She crossed her legs and pulled gently on the bottom of her dress. At the restaurant, the table prevented Brian from getting such a look at her slender, yet firm, legs. He made no attempt to hide his short, appreciative glance.
"Between the outfit you wore to work and this dress, I'd say you feel comfortable dressed up. Is that true?" Brian said.
"I prefer jeans and a t-shirt," Emily said truthfully. "I'm a small city girl. Maybe because of that, I enjoy putting on dressier clothes every now and then. It doesn't bother me."
"I'm sure you look good in anything. I'll choose McDonald's if we ever eat out again just to find out."
"Oh, please," she complained. "I'll pay for something better. No matter who owes who. Or is that 'whom'? I never know."
Brian smiled. "I get the idea. You're buying."
After a pause, Emily said, "I'll hate leaving on this trip. I've had fun already."
"I'm glad," Brian said. "But I'm thinking you'd find a way to have fun with or without me."
"That's not necessarily true. I'm not a big flirt," Emily said, knowing she was not being entirely honest.
At the same time she spoke, she turned to face him more directly, causing the dress to ride up her creamy thighs.
"The prettiest women don't have to flirt."
She blushed and looked down at the floor. "You can never be too safe. Sometimes it's better to flirt anyway."
"What's your favorite flirt technique?" Brian asked with a playful grin.
Emily was more than happy to play along. "Unbutton an extra button. Don't wear a bra. Kick the guy under the table and make it sound accidental."
Brian tried not to laugh. "So you didn't get to flirt much tonight, did you? You have no buttons to unbutton. I don't know about the bra, but I would bet you have one on. And the kicking was accidental, wasn't it?"
"The first one was."
She looked at him and leaned back so that she was almost lying on her side. "And it's getting late."
"You can start any time," Brian said quietly. "Give me your best flirt."
Emily lifted her right leg and swung it onto Brian's leg. With a quick jerk of her foot, her shoe fell off. She repeated the process with her other leg, showing plenty of skin in the process. When she let her legs rest near his lap, Brian ran his fingers up and down the hose-covered skin.
"That works," he said.
"So, what's YOUR favorite flirt technique?" she said.
Brian thought for a moment, his hand resting on Emily's calf. He debated just how far he wanted to go with a woman he knew for less than one day. He chose the middle ground.
"I like a slow tease. A gradual buildup to the critical moment," he explained.
Emily put her feet back on the floor and rose from the couch. She moved a couple feet in front of him and faced Brian. Out of her heels, she looked more petite. But still very sexy.
She reached inside the bottom of her dress with both hands and slowly raised them to her waist. Just as she was about to expose herself to him, she began to pull down on her pantyhose. Emily bent at the waist as she lowered the stockings, presenting a silhouette of her curvaceous body. Gingerly, she stepped out of the pantyhose one foot at a time.
Brian didn't know where to look. Her breasts came dangerously close to falling out of her dress. Her ass nearly appeared from under the hem. Her bare legs were tanned and inviting.
Emily momentarily stood before Brian with her hands behind her back and a devilish grin on her face. Then she slowly walked toward him. When she got to his legs, she put her feet outside of his and moved closer. She ended up sitting on top of his knees.
"Something like that?" she asked.
"I think I'm dealing with an expert."
Emily reached down and took hold of Brian's hands. She pulled them across the top of her legs until they were under her dress. Then she let go and allowed Brian to linger wherever he wanted, hoping he'd move them even higher. He did.
Brian soon surmised she did not have panties on. His hands felt the cool skin of her upper legs and the beginning of the gentle curve of her ass. Still no panties.
They were looking into each others eyes. Emily leaned forward and brought her face closer to his. Their lips parted in anticipation of the kiss that was about to happen.
Their lips met and a soft kiss began. Emily nudged herself forward and Brian's hands cupped the top of her ass. The kiss became more passionate. Brian squeezed her soft skin a little harder.
Emily's tongue found Brian's and they moaned softly in unison. The attraction between them had built up over one short day, but both of them felt the outpouring of a long-restrained need for a partner of the opposite sex. Brian pulled her closer, so that Emily's ass was now squarely in his lap. He reached under her to feel her small, but firm, cheeks. She could feel his ever-growing erection.
Emily wrapped her arms around Brian's neck and they were officially in the midst of a long, hard, and fervent embrace. She leaned into him harder. He felt her body on his. The heat became evident through their clothes.
The combination of Brian's hands under her dress and Emily's constant scooting forward caused her bare pussy to finally make contact with the substantial bulge in his pants. For both of them, it was all that was needed to push them over the edge.
A loving embrace turned into foreplay of various means. Brian lifted Emily's dress and let his hands wander over the entirety of her lower body. Emily ground her pussy into his lap, seeking out the hard cock inside his pants.
Emily was the first to cave in to her most natural instincts. She reached down and pulled her dress up, swiftly pulling it over her head and tossing it aside. Once both of them fully realized what had just happened, they slowed down and Brian took a good, long, hard look at the beautiful body that was in front of him.
The tiny bra delicately held her breasts in place, just inches from his face as she sat very upright in his lap. Her bare stomach, hips and legs seemed to crave his touch. The intimate space between her legs displayed just a wisp of closely cut hair.
He was staring at her bra, and breasts.
"Take it off, Brian. Please."
He reached behind her, fumbled for a second, and then found the hook to her bra. He removed it as if something might break if he moved too fast. The bra fell to the floor and his eyes returned to the luscious breasts.
Emily's nipples were hard. He knew he would get to touch them; lick them; whatever she wanted him to do. But he didn't go there, yet. He admired the fullness of her chest first and waited for her to invite him.
Emily welcomed his calm approach. She was ready for him, but was excited even more by his maturity. She began to unbutton his shirt. When it was off, she leaned into him again to kiss, this time feeling his bare skin against hers and the resulting flutter inside her pussy.
She hoped Brian didn't notice how her hands shook when she reached for his belt. She continued to kiss him to try to keep his eyes and mind occupied. Emily had his belt open and his pants unzipped before she backed away.
She looked down at the white shorts that appeared inside his pants. Emily pushed herself off his knees and leaned over, grabbing the top of his pants in the process. She pulled them down, stopping only to take off his shoes and socks. With Brian down to just shorts, she moved up to him again.
Her eyes never seemed to wander from his cock. The outline of the thick, hard shaft was clearly visible and she ran her palm up the entire length one time. The tip was under the waistband of his underwear, so it didn't take much for her to expose it. The swollen head was her first hint at what was to follow. As Emily pulled Brian's shorts down, the size of his cock sent all new shivers through her body.
She got Brian naked before crawling between his legs and looking up at his lustful eyes. He tenderly ran his fingers through her hair.
"Don't do anything you don't want to do," he told her with all sincerity.
"But I want to do it all," she whined.
He smiled nervously. "Then don't let me stop you."
Emily giggled that familiar laugh that Brian was learning to love. He watched her run her fingers up and down his shaft in preparation of what was to come. He hoped...he prayed...that he would last long enough to enjoy it.
Emily kissed the tip of Brian's cock. She licked him one time. And then again, from the base to the top with the widest part of her tongue. She felt the cock twitch and throb a little harder. Emily began to imagine it deep inside her body and she, too, began to throb.
It wasn't long before Emily spread her lips and engulfed the upper half of Brian's cock with her mouth. She focused her tongue on the sensitive underside of the tip, but her lips seemed to be everywhere else. Brian closed his eyes as she applied more and more pressure and began a slow, rhythmic bobbing of her head.
On about the third trip down the cock, Emily's lips came in contact with his balls. She waited for a second, and then pulled back up. Brian had never experienced anything so good. His soft moans urged Emily on.
Brian never put his hand on her head. He didn't have to. She knew what he wanted and she knew how to provide it.
The sweet taste of his precum told Emily it was time to change tactics.
She let the cock slide out of her mouth and she moved forward so her breasts touched it. Emily rubbed him with her tits for a moment, and then held the cock in place in her cleavage as she slid up and down. Another drop of clear fluid appeared and Emily used her nipple to wipe him clean. A short string of precum extended between the cock and her tit before finally breaking.
With a grin on her face, Emily moved up and placed the nipple in front of Brian's lips. He eagerly licked her clean and bit tenderly on the erect nipple.
She was back in his lap, the throbbing cock rubbing against her pussy. Emily and Brian were both ready to end the foreplay.
"I want you, Brian," Emily said softly. "I want you inside me."
"Here, or the bed?" he asked.
Emily gracefully slid off his body and moved to the side of the bed. She lowered herself onto her back, with her legs hanging over the side.
"Right here," she said, looking up at him.
Brian's stiff cock pulsed at the sight of her young, lithe body spread out before him. Her breasts rose from her chest. Her stomach was flat and smooth. Her thighs were silky and soft.
Brian managed to look back up at her face one more time as he approached her. Her hair lay disheveled around her, but those eyes...those magnificent eyes could never look anything but enticing.
Emily spread her legs. Brian stepped between them and ran his fingers up the outside of her thighs. Eventually he was close enough to let his cock rest on top of her exposed pussy. He reached up and dragged the tips of her fingers across her tits, stopping long enough to pinch her nipples and produce a moan of pleasure from Emily.
"Are you ready?" he asked.
She nodded. "More than ready."
With his hands back down on her hips, Brian placed his cock at the entrance to her vagina. Emily was soaking wet and Brian was as hard as he'd ever been. This wasn't going to be difficult.
But he entered her slowly and watched her face. Emily's eyes were closed and her mouth open; her lips rounded into an 'O' of delight as he pushed deeper. By the time he was completely in and his balls were touching her ass, she was beginning to sigh out loud.
Brian put his hands under her ass and held her up as he began to pull his cock out and re-enter her. Emily voluntarily raised her hips another inch or two the faster Brian went. Soon, the sound of their bodies interacting filled the hotel room.
It was calm, cadenced sex at first. They both enjoyed the simple act and the release it was bound to generate. But lust had been building up during the day and it wouldn't take much to move the excitement level up a notch or two.
Emily initiated it with just a few words.
"That feels so good, Brian," she said. "Do it harder, please."
It was spoken as a request, but her voice had a tinge of desperation to it. Brian responded quickly when he felt her body tighten around his cock. He put his hands behind her ass and pulled her closer. He drove his cock into her harder, deeper and faster.
"Yes. Yes!," Emily moaned.
The bed began to shake under her and Emily gripped the covers with both hands, forming two fists to match the tense nature of her legs and stomach. Every muscle in her body was starting to prepare for the inevitable orgasm Brian was leading her to. She was half embarrassed by the fact she was ready to cum so rapidly. But there was no controlling it.
"Oh God, Brian. Just like that! Harder!"
He disregarded any intentions of being gentle with her. She demanded more and he provided it. The sound of his cock sliding in and out of her, combined with their bodies smacking together, was nearly louder than their mutual moans and groans.
He gazed at her breasts as they rolled back and forth as a result of his thrusts. Semi-coherent words of encouragement were haltingly spoken. She continued to squeeze his cock tighter.
"Ohhhh, yes! Yessss! Almost..."
Emily arched her back and tilted her head back.
"Fuck! Now. Now!"
Brian watched the young woman cum. She met every one of his thrusts with her own return push. She moaned, dug at the covers with her fingers, and rolled her head side to side in delight. He felt her juices gathering around his cock and the sound of their sex reached a new level.
Eventually, she finished and opened her eyes to look up at him. She smiled.
"Come here," she said, reaching up with both arms.
Brian dropped his body onto hers, never pulling out. They rolled onto the bed completely and hugged. Emily kissed him longer and harder than she had all night, continuing to push her body onto his and feeling him enter her and pull out at a slow rate. She forced them to roll some more until she was on top.
They settled into a comfortable position.
"That was wonderful," Emily said. "Now I want you to cum inside me."
"This won't take long," Brian warned her with a smile.
"Maybe I'll just have to tease you a bit and see if I can prolong it," she answered.
"Good luck."
She lifted her body until only the head of his cock was inside her. She looked down at him. "Do you want more of me or not?"
"You know I do."
Emily slid down so slowly Brian hardly knew she was moving. She contracted her muscles around him. And then she pulled up again.
He groaned involuntarily.
"Tell me what you want, Brian."
"I want to cum inside you," he said.
"Don't be so nice. Tell me what you really want."
He looked at her tousled hair; her cheeks flushed from sex; her beautiful eyes and lips; her tits as they hung in front of him.
"I want to fuck you, Emily."
She grinned. "That's much better. Now, let's fuck."
Emily lowered her body onto his and leaned forward. She took his hands and placed them on her breasts. Brian massaged her smooth skin, letting the breasts rest in his palms.
"I love to have my nipples squeezed, Brian. Don't be afraid to hurt me," Emily said.
Each new insight into her preferences excited Brian even more, and he eagerly complied with her wishes. He rolled her nipples between his fingers and gripped them until he was sure it was causing pain. Emily's cries were clearly those of someone enjoying every second of what was happening to her. Their fucking increased in speed and intensity. Brian squeezed her tits even harder.
Before long, Brian was holding her by the ass. He told her he was close. She said she was, too. The bed creaked and skin slammed against skin.
"Ohhhhhh fuck, Emily."
"That's it, Brian. Cum for me."
He drove up into her a half dozen more times. "Fuck. Fuck! I'm...almost..."
"C'mon!"
That instant when everything seemed to freeze, when all feeling seemed to leave his body, was always Brian's favorite part of sex. The anticipation of cumming seemed to exclude any of the five senses. Time stood still. His cock was inside Emily from the tip to his balls. And he waited.
One second. Maybe two. It seemed like an eternity before the first blast of cum exploded out of his cock. The sound that he made could only be reproduced at that very instant, when his body gave in to the treatment given it by the beautiful woman in his lap.
The first shot was followed by another, and another. Emily urged him on, but he barely heard her. He just kept cumming and slamming his cock into her harder.
Brian didn't notice Emily's hand on her clit, furiously rubbing her most sensitive area. But he couldn't help but notice, and hear, the result of her masturbation. They came together. The combined juices poured out of Emily and down her thigh. They clung to each other in an attempt to keep the orgasms going all night.
But it was over much too quickly. Still, they were totally satisfied.
Emily fell onto Brian's body and they held each other silently for several minutes, occasionally rolling from side to side. The wetness between their legs was a cool, damp mess that they accepted as the price of successful sex.
The first to speak was Brian.
"You owe me."
Emily looked at him with wide eyes of surprise. "I owe you?"
"You owe me an orgasm."
"The day is getting more expensive by the hour," she said.
Emily wrapped Brian in her arms and rolled the two of them under the covers with a playful giggle. Her head drifted between his legs. Payment would come via her mouth.
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"Jen would really like to go on this cruise with us."
Brian looked up at his wife with an expression of surprise.
"Jen?" he asked.
"Yeah. She's never been anywhere, you know. Paula and Ben can't afford a trip like this," Brooke said.
"Then how could an eighteen year old girl afford it?"
Brooke smiled and inched closer to her husband on the couch. "I've been thinking about ways to make this work."
Brian's look acted as approval for her to go on.
"Either way, we'll pay for her trip," Brooke said. "It's only another fifteen hundred dollars. I'll just spend less time in the casino. But I thought we could, maybe, you know, let her pay for it in other ways."
Brian didn't look convinced. "Like what?"
Brooke put her hand on his leg. "I told her this was our twentieth wedding anniversary cruise and that I wanted to do something special for you."
"You've already talked to her about it? Without even asking me first?"
"Listen to me, will you?" Brooke begged him. "You can be such an asshole sometimes. Anyway, I asked her if she was available that week and if she'd be interested in coming with us. Well, she's always available, of course, because they never go anywhere and she said she'd love to go. I asked her if she'd still want to go knowing she'd be sharing a cabin with us."
She stopped and watched his reaction.
"She'd be sharing a cabin with us?"
Brooke moved her hand up Brian's leg. "You don't want a gorgeous, recently graduated high school cheerleader to share a cabin with us?"
"She's our fucking niece!"
Brooke fingers slid across her husband's cock. "We talked about that, too. She kind of likes the idea."
Brian squirmed. "Cut the crap. Tell me what's going on here."
Brooke rolled over until she was sitting in Brian's lap, facing him.
"I asked Jen if she'd be interested in joining us on the cruise, staying in our cabin, and providing you with a special twentieth wedding anniversary gift," Brooke said in her sexiest voice. "I asked her if she would be willing to pay for her trip by offering special services throughout the week."
After a short pause, Brian repeated, "She's our fucking niece."
"Now you're catching on."
Brooke felt the cock under her hardening. She didn't care if it was because of her stroking it or because of Brian's mental images of their blonde niece.
"Doesn't the fact she's our niece just add to the excitement?" Brooke asked, her hand picking up speed and pressure.
"What about Paula and Ben?" Brian said.
"They'll never know. Jen won't say a word."
Brian stared blankly over Brooke's shoulder into space, deep in thought. He barely noticed it when she opened his zipper and pulled out his long erection. Brooked slid down and licked the underside of the cock from the balls to the tip.
"Just think of it," she whispered before engulfing the cock with her mouth.
###
"Do you still want to go?" Brooke asked Jen over the phone.
"Oh my God!" the teenager screamed. "He agreed? I don't believe it! Oh my God! I'm going on a cruise!"
Brooke let her calm down for a second.
"You remember the conditions, right?"
"Yes, Aunt Brooke. I remember. I'll do everything you said," Jen replied.
"And let's drop the Aunt and Uncle stuff," Brooke told her. "Call us Brooke and Brian."
"OK. I'll try to remember."
"Don't forget, it's not just what I told you, but this is Brian's present. You have to obey him totally. Get it?" Brooke said sternly.
"I'll walk around the entire week butt naked if he wants."
Brooke smiled to herself, thought about saying something, and then talked to Brooke about packing for a cruise. A very special cruise.
###
The moment Brian saw Jen running out of the house the morning they picked her up to go to the airport, he knew he was in for a long week. Her t-shirt barely restrained her full, firm breasts as they bounced with each stride she took. As he helped her put her suitcases into the trunk, he couldn't take his eyes off her ass. The entire way to the airport, he was checking her out in the rearview mirror...his cock reacting with each passing mile.
Luckily, Jen and Brooke never stopped talking during the flight. When, or if, Brian would be forced into chatting with Jen, at least he had picked up on a few topics he knew would allow Jen to carry the conversation. The only thing Brian thought he had in common with the teenager was a deep appreciation of her good looks and luscious body.
Jen had spent the last five years or so being told how beautiful she was. Cheerleading was a legitimate means of displaying her body to the masses. Brooke and Brian were about to find out how much she wanted more.
They arrived at the port and Jen was in awe of the ship. At first, it was simply because of the size of it. But once they got on board she was nearly dizzy from constantly looking around at the splendor of the floating city. When Brian opened the cabin door and let the women in, Jen ran straight for the balcony.
"Oh my God! Look at this!" she exclaimed.
Brian and Brooke had been on many cruises and were used to the standard balcony cabin. Seeing their niece's excitement made it all a little better, though. Brian watched her slide open the door and sprint to the railing. Her ass rose invitingly as she leaned over and looked up and down the length of the ship.
"Unbelievable," she said. "It goes on forever. This is so cool."
Brooke threw all the carry-on luggage on the bed and smiled as Jen flopped onto one of the lounge chairs on the balcony. Two seconds later, she was back in the cabin.
"I'm heading to the pool," Jen said, unzipping her bag and rummaging through it.
As soon as she had her bikini in hand, she turned to head for the bathroom.
"Whoa!" Brooke yelled. "Where are you going?"
"The bathroom," Jen said with surprise.
"Uh uh," Brooke said with her arm acting as a gate blocking Jen's way. "This week you'll do all your changing out here. That goes for all of us."
She looked at Brian, whose faint smile acknowledged the order. Jen also looked at him, but with a more devious grin.
"Sure. Whatever you guys say," Jen conceded.
She kicked off her sandals. Jen grabbed the bottom of her shirt and, at the instant her breasts were about to appear, she turned her back to Brian. The shirt was tossed onto the bed and then she pulled down her shorts, seemingly taking forever to extract her feet while bending over at the waist. Without glancing back, Jen removed her panties the same way and stood naked in the middle of the cabin.
Brian stared at her body without the slightest hint of embarrassment. Brooke watched her husband more than she watched Jen, but appreciated the show her niece was putting on.
Jen took the bottom half of the bikini and slid it on gracefully, making every attempt to prevent Brian from getting a direct view of her breasts. After an erotic tug on the suit that caused it to ride up the crack in her ass, she put everything in place and reached for the bikini top.
She slid it over her head and let it hang in front of her. She gripped the two strings and held them at her side.
"Brian, can you tie this for me, please?" she said.
Just as Brian took hold of the strings, Jen moved backwards until her ass made contact with the front of his pants. Brian moved back just enough to separate from Jen, all the while tying the bikini in a neat bow in the center of her back.
When he was done, Jen quickly turned to face him. She once again bumped against him and reached up with her lips to kiss him on the side of his face. She let her mouth linger while pressing against his obviously hard cock.
"Thanks. This is going to be a GREAT week. Don't you think?" she said with a smile.
"I hope so," Brian said nervously. His desire to take her in his arms was overwhelming, but he didn't want to push it just yet...at least not with Brooke right there.
Jen grabbed her stuff for the pool and headed out in a rush. Before the door was completely closed, Brooke was behind Brian with her hand on his cock.
"Isn't she just the cutest little thing?" she whispered into his ear, rubbing the cock with more and more pressure.
"I guess. If you like gorgeous, blonde, teenage girls."
Brooke squeezed his cock roughly and slapped him on the ass before heading for the balcony.
###
The rest of the luggage was delivered about an hour later. After Brooke unpacked, she and Brian roamed the ship to get their bearings. Eventually, Brooke told him she was going to sit at the pool and then shop. Brian went back to the cabin.
To his surprise, Jen was on the balcony. She was lying on the lounge chair, completely stretched out in the sun...topless. The sliding glass door was closed and Brian quietly stepped up to it, never taking his eyes of his niece's breasts. They rose from her chest with perfection; the pink nipples extended out more like a child's than a woman's, reminding Brian of her age.
His eyes moved down to her flat stomach and then onto the tiny patch of material that covered her pussy. His cock ached at the thought of what must lie underneath. Jen's legs were long and lean with silky smooth thighs.
But his eyes always returned to the breasts.
In the middle of his inspection, Jen suddenly turned over and laid on her stomach with her head tilted away from him. He studied her ass and back and legs. He was getting harder.
Brian built up his courage for a couple minutes, and then slid open the door.
Jen lifted her head to look at him.
"Oh! Brian. Perfect timing," she said. "Can you put lotion on my back and legs?"
She leaned up just enough to offer a hint of her breasts, but not nearly enough to show them.
Brian wouldn't have refused anyway, but her smile convinced him to do it. She pointed to the lotion on the table and Brian walked around her to get to it. She settled back down onto the lounge chair and he put a small amount of lotion on his hand.
He started at her shoulders and slowly worked down to the top of her ass. Another squeeze of the bottle gave him enough to finish her back. He rubbed it into her incredibly soft and warm skin, purposely avoiding any attempts to get his hands anywhere near her breasts or ass.
Then he moved down to her legs and worked the lotion into her thighs and calves. His bravery grew by the minute and he allowed the edge of his hand to lightly touch her bikini at the top of her thighs.
As soon as he lifted his hands, Jen rolled over onto her back. She looked up at him. Unbeknownst to Brian, she knew when he had entered the cabin and how long he had been staring at her. So, she didn't wait long for his reaction.
"Can you do the front, too?"
"I really shouldn't...," Brian started to say.
"Please," she begged.
Jen saw Brian look into the empty cabin. Then he poured lotion in his palm and leaned forward. His hand landed on the top of her stomach first, but quickly moved up towards her breasts. Jen watched as Brian timidly slid his fingers over one breast, down into her cleavage, and then over the other breast. He twirled his palm over each nipple one more time.
Brian didn't want to stop. He wanted to push down and squeeze the firm tits and roll the nipples between his fingers. He wanted to roughly knead them and push them up and suck on the nipples until she begged him to...
He pulled away from her.
"Thanks," she said with a grin.
Without a word, Brian put the lotion back on the table and entered the cabin.
Less than half an hour later, Jen joined him, her bikini top in her hand. She strode past him one time, put her top on the bed, and walked back over to where he sat on the couch. She stood as close as she could without touching his legs.
"You were hard, weren't you?" she asked.
Brian saw her eyes move to his crotch. He didn't answer.
"Weren't you."
It was a statement this time.
"Yes," Brian replied.
Jen smiled. "Stand up."
Brian felt like a fool responding to the demands of his eighteen year old niece, but he couldn't stop himself. She touched him. His erection started once again.
"I hope we get to fuck on this cruise," Jen said softly. "I bet you have a long, thick cock that would feel awesome inside my tight cunt."
Brian felt her fingers wrap around his stiff shaft.
"Would you like that?" she asked.
Brian nodded.
"Do you like my tits?"
He nodded.
"Lick them, Brian."
"No. Brooke might..."
"Lick them. Suck on my tits, Brian."
She pulled on his erection hard enough to pull him to her. Brian leaned down and licked her left tit. He stabbed at the nipple once more and then put a good portion of her breast in his mouth.
"Ohhhhhh, yes. Harder," Jen moaned.
Brian sucked on the tit and rolled the nipple with his tongue. He bit on it lightly and Jen whimpered with pleasure. He moved to the other side and repeated the process until that nipple was twice its normal size. Jen held his head in place until he forced her to let him go.
"Wow. You're good," she smiled. "I bet you're great in bed. Promise me we'll fuck soon."
"We'll see," Brian said as he settled uneasily back onto the couch.
Jen turned away and disappeared into the bathroom. The moment the bathroom door closed, Brooke walked into the cabin.
###
Dinner that evening was more torture for Brian. Jen wore a sundress with a swooping neckline that offered him, and every man near their table, a tempting view of her breasts. Having now seen them up close and personal, it was even harder for Brian to resist them. He could imagine the nipples; taste them; and, feel them on his tongue.
Brian had experienced half of her offerings. He wanted more.
As they finished dessert, Brooke told Jen, "If you hit the lounges after dinner, try to be in at a reasonable time. Like before daylight."
"Don't worry," Jen said.
"Oh, I'll worry," Brooke assured her. "We're supposed to bring you back home."
Jen kissed Brooke on the cheek and left with nearly every male eye in the dining room on her sleek figure. Brian and Brooke relocated to a jazz bar, and then went back to the cabin. Just after midnight, Brian began to undress for bed.
He was down to his boxers when Jen entered the cabin. She instinctively paused when she saw her uncle in his underwear, but quickly closed the door and walked into the room.
"Did you have fun?" Brooke asked.
"Yep. Never had to buy a single drink," Jen beamed. "How about you guys?"
"Listened to a band; had drinks; came back. That's about it."
Brian was climbing into the bed, on top of the covers. Jen was at the couch.
"I may need help pulling this hide-away bed out," she said.
"No you won't," Brooke answered swiftly. "I think you should join us in the bed."
The statement was so matter-of-fact that Jen couldn't reply at first. She looked at Brooke and then at Brian. The cabin was dead silent.
"Well, I...I mean...," Jen stammered. "If that's what you guys want..."
"It's what I want," Brooke said. "Brian? How about you?"
"Fine with me," he replied with a straight face.
Brooke walked behind Jen. "Which means you can't hide those beautiful breasts from Brian anymore," she said.
Brooke unzipped Jen's sundress, thinking she was exposing Jen's breasts to her husband for the very first time. Neither Jen nor Brian were about to ruin her fun. Brooke leisurely slid the straps of the dress down Jen's arms. Inch by inch, Jen's breasts came into view. Brooke held the dress around Jen's waist for a moment, and then let it drop to the floor.
Brian's eyes once again scanned his niece's body. The white panties Jen wore clung tightly to her pussy and ass. Jen kicked the dress aside and ran her fingers across her breasts.
Both women saw the rising erection inside Brian's cock.
"Isn't she beautiful?" Brooke said.
"Gorgeous," Brian said. "Jen, I think you should return the favor."
Jen knew exactly what he wanted. She turned around to face Brooke and undressed her down to her panties. Brooke had fuller breasts than the younger Jen, although not as firm. But for her age, Brooke was a very fit, attractive woman.
They both seemed tempted to do more, but after an awkward few seconds, they turned to the bed and hopped in, one on each side of Brian. Brooke was the first to put her hand on Brian's boxers, encasing his erection in her fist.
"You seem to like it so far," she said, stroking him harder.
"So much that if you keep that up I'm going to cum," he said dryly.
"Then you better get naked."
Brooke pulled down the boxers and dropped them on the floor at the end of the bed. Jen unconsciously slid her tongue along her lips. The few cocks she'd seen in her life were nothing like this. Even when she touched him earlier and let her imagination take over did she picture anything as nice as his rigid penis.
"Still want to stay with us?" Brooke asked Jen.
She giggled nervously. "How many days do we have?"
"Seven," Brooke told her.
"Hmmmmmm," Jen replied.
She reached out and ran her fingers up and down Brian's cock. It twitched at her touch and the vessels along the side grew even more prominent.
"Lick it, Jen," Brooke said softly.
The teenager was well beyond the point of wondering what she could and couldn't do. If Brooke didn't tell her, she would do it anyway. And Jen desperately wanted to suck Brian's cock.
Her tongue slithered up until it reached the tip. There, she circled it and felt the warmth on her tongue.
Brian had kept his hands to himself long enough. He clutched one of Jen's tits and squeezed it. When he pinched the nipple, Jen moaned and simultaneously inserted the entire length of his cock into her mouth. She sucked on it for a second before starting to bob her head up and down.
Jen and Brooke made eye contact and, even though Brooke was smiling, Jen pulled back and said, "C'mon, Brooke. Help me."
Brooke leaned down and both of their tongues worked on Brian's cock. Brian grabbed a breast on each woman while thoroughly enjoying the sensation of two tongues fighting over him. He watched the mouths of the two women come together on several occasions, but they hesitated at extending it into a kiss. Brian appreciated what was happening and decided not to push his luck.
"Why am I the only one naked?" he finally asked.
Brooke and Jen looked at each other, and then at Brian. Brooke acted first—removing her panties while sitting on her knees on the bed next to Brian. He watched every move she made and stared with approval at her pussy.
About the same time Brooke was finishing, Jen began to take off her panties. Brian's eyes moved over to his nude niece. None of the images he'd ever invented of her could match the beauty of her body in real life. Even Brooke was caught gazing at the teenager's curves.
Feeling a little self-conscious, Jen returned to licking Brian's cock and was quickly joined by Brooke. Brian now had bare asses to touch and he took full advantage.
Soon, Brooke slid up her husband's body, rested her head on his chest and said, "I'd really like to watch you and Jen have sex. That would be a great present...for you AND me," she said. "What do you say, Jen?"
Jen pulled his cock out of her mouth and smiled. "As much as I'd like to make him cum in my mouth, I'd love to feel him inside me, too."
"I think that's a yes," Brooke said.
"You'll get no argument from me with either way," Brian admitted.
"Good," Brooke said, rolling off Brian's body.
"Do you have a preference?" Brian asked his niece. "A favorite position?"
A slight blush came over her face. "I want on top."
"Whenever you're ready," Brian told her.
With Brooke lying on her side and her head in her hand watching, Jen swung her leg over Brian and positioned herself above his cock. She was facing him and leaned her breasts toward him. Brian grabbed her by the sides and pulled her down until he could suck on her tits. At first, Jen laughed nervously. But it didn't take long for the giggles to turn into moans. Brian bit lightly on her nipples and Jen pulled away, fearing he would make her cum before she even fucked him.



Jen lowered her pussy until it hit his cock. Brian could feel the moisture rubbing along him as she used his hardness to massage her clit.
"Do it, Jen. Put me inside your cunt," Brian said.
All kinds of thoughts raced through young Jen's head as she prepared to fuck her uncle. Especially, the thought that she was about to fuck her uncle. Not a boyfriend; or casual acquaintance. Her uncle. With her aunt looking on.
Jen reached down and pulled up Brian's cock so the head was at the entrance to her cunt. It was up to her to make it happen and, with one final deep breath, she sank just far enough to let the top third of his cock slide between the damp lips of her pussy. The cock stretched her apart, and Jen slid down. Finally, he was in her.
Brian began to slowly raise and lower his hips while Jen got used to the thickest cock she'd ever experienced. After thirty seconds of settling into a rhythm, they were fucking like they'd done it dozens of times in the past. Brian held Jen's tits or put his hands on the back of her ass.
Brooke found it all a little to stimulating, so she reached between her legs and ran a finger up and down her moist pussy. Soon, she was rubbing her clit harder and using the other hand to roll a nipple between her fingers. She stopped every couple minutes to avoid cumming.
The bed rocked noisily as Brian and Jen picked up the pace. The slapping together of their bodies echoed in the cabin. Both of them urged the other on, mixing moans with instructions and pleadings. Jen's tits bounced wildly as she attempted to make her uncle cum by squeezing her cunt around his cock as tight as she could. He rubbed her clit in return.
That was enough to bring Jen to the edge.
"Oh God. Brian. No! I'm...I'm gonna..."
"It's OK Jen," Brian told her. "I want you to cum."
She closed her eyes and tilted her head back as her orgasm built up inside her. Brian massaged her tits and pounded his cock into her even harder.
"Yes! Yessss!"
Jen's cries of pleasure became less coherent until she shouted: "Oh my God! I'm cumming!"
Jen's blonde hair flailed back and forth as she lost herself in the orgasm. The cock that once seemed too big to fit inside her now seemed barely adequate at filling the cunt that craved physical contact. She rubbed her own clit, causing a second orgasm to start as soon as the first one subsided. Brian held her by the ass and thrust his cock into her as hard and fast as he could. Jen's own juices seeped down the inside of her thigh.
Brian successfully held back his own orgasm until Jen was about done.
"Should I pull out?" he asked in a frantic voice.
"Yes. Yes," Jen urged.
Fortunately, she practically fell onto the bed in exhaustion. Brooke's mouth immediately took Jen's place. The taste of Jen's juices hit Brooke's tongue and she devoured her husband's cock. It didn't take long after that.
Brian grunted loudly, forced his cock against the back of Brooke's throat, and began pouring cum into her mouth. Brooke swallowed what she could, but streams of cum flowed out of both sides of her mouth and down her chin. A half dozen shots later, Brian was done.
The threesome laid on the bed without saying a word. Jen was too overwhelmed to say anything and Brooke was too busy cleaning cum from her face. Brian moved first, crawling between Brooke's legs and pushing them apart gently with his hands.
She knew what to expect. Hundreds of times before, Brian had inserted his tongue into her pussy and probed her wet hole. Then he'd lick his way up to her clit, as he was doing now, and stab at it enough times to make Brooke cum. He held her under her ass and pulled her body up to his face. He licked and sucked the clit until her orgasm was over and she had to pull away from him.
Jen watched it all with amazement. She'd never seen another woman cum in person. She was fascinated by the scene and, later, allowed Brian to fuck her one more time as she thought about Brooke.
###
The next day was 'at sea', meaning the ship didn't dock but kept sailing to the first port. It gave the threesome an opportunity to explore areas of the ship they missed the previous day and make new friends. Jen hung out at the pool and the club reserved for passengers her age. Brian and Brooke each had their own favorite spots and met up only occasionally during the morning.
Brian made a reservation to use the golf simulator at two in the afternoon and, at lunch, informed Brooke of his plans. She planned on heading back to the cabin during the hour he'd be busy, with the intention of perhaps doing some topless sunbathing. Brooke wasn't nearly as brave as Jen when it came to that, and debated with herself the entire time until she reached the cabin.
Her conservative side won out and she voted against it. But it had excited her and she felt the same tingle in her pussy that she had the night before when she watched Jen ride Brian's cock.
In the middle of her daydream, Jen opened the door.
"Whew!" Jen exclaimed as the door closed behind her. "It's almost too hot to be in the sun. I never thought I'd say that."
Brooke admired the already-tan skin of her niece. "You're lucky that you tan so quickly without burning."
"It's the lotion," Jen said, smiling at the thought of Brian spreading it on her the day before. "What are you up to?"
"I was just going to hang out here."
"Where's Brian?"
"He's playing golf," Brooke said.
"Golf?" Jen asked with surprise.
"Don't ask. He'll be an hour. That's all that matters," Brooke replied.
Jen put her stuff on the couch and peered out the sliding glass door. Nothing but open ocean met her eyes in all directions. She thought she could make out another ship far in the distance. After a moment, she began to turn.
She was startled to find Brooke directly behind her. Brooke put her arms around Jen from behind.
"Did you enjoy last night?" Brooke asked.
Once the initial shock wore off, Jen said, "Sure. It was awesome."
Brooke put her face closer to Jen's ear, the soft blonde hair resting on Brooke's cheek. "What did you like the best?"
Jen looked out over the ocean and thought. "Well, Brian was great, of course."
Jen hesitated as if she wanted to go on.
"What else?" Brooke said.
"Well, I kind of, I mean, it was cool...oh shit."
"What?"
Jen said softly, "I liked watching you cum."
Brooke smiled. She let her hands slide up the outside of the long t-shirt Jen wore over her bikini. She stopped at the bottom of Jen's breasts.
"Why do you say that?" Brooke asked.
"I'd never seen that before."
"You've never been with another girl?"
Jen just shook her head. "How about you?"
"Nope," Brooke confided.
They stood together for a moment, Brooke's hands lightly rubbing Jen's stomach.
"Why didn't you kiss me when we were licking Brian's cock?" Brooke said.
"I didn't think it was right."
"Did you want to?"
Jen nodded silently.
"Kiss me now, Jen."
Without hesitation, Jen turned to face her aunt and lightly kissed her lips.
"Now really kiss me," Brooke said. "Like you mean it."
Their mouths opened and their bodies came together as a more adoring kiss began. Soon, their tongues met and they turned their heads to allow the full passion to come out. Brooke slowly lifted Jen's t-shirt, and placed her hands on the girl's back. The kiss got even more fervent with Brooke pushing Jen back against the door.
Brooke moved her hands down to the top of Jen's ass. She felt the light fabric of her bikini, sliding over it until finding the soft mounds of Jen's cheeks. The teenager moaned.
The kiss broke off for a second, and Brooke lifted Jen's t-shirt over her head. She looked at Jen's luscious breasts and firm stomach and curved hips.
"You're so beautiful, Jen."
"You too," the girl replied.
"I want you to be the first," Brooke whispered, her hands moving up Jen's body.
"Now?"
"We have an hour," Brooke said with a smile.
Jen grabbed the bottom of Brooke's shirt and quickly had it off. Jen's hands were all over the bare breasts that were uncovered. The women kissed some more with mutual groping resulting in Brooke untying and removing Jen's top amid giggles and sporadic kissing. Their nipples brushed against each other and hardened under the intense stimulation and pure desire of the couple.
"God, I want you, Jen," Brooke sighed. "I want to make love to you."
Jen eagerly watched as her bikini bottom was removed. Knowing what was about to happen caused Jen's pussy to dampen and ache with the need for sex. This time it wouldn't be Brian's rock hard cock, but Jen still felt the excitement.
She undressed Brooke and the two naked females kissed long and hard in front of the balcony door. Their hands were everywhere. They allowed each other to lick the wet fingers that probed their pussies. They licked and sucked on the hard nipples that never seemed satisfied.
Then Brooke led Jen to the bed. "One last chance to back out," she told Jen.
"Never. I want this."
They fell onto the bed in a heap and rolled together. Eventually, they ended up in a sixty nine and the real sex was about to begin. Neither woman hesitated. Despite the fact neither of them had any experience, they enthusiastically started probing each other.
Brooke was on top. She experimented with different angles until finding a way to lick Jen's clit and pussy. Jen pulled down on Brooke's ass and had a much easier job sliding her tongue inside her aunt's wet hole. The tastes and smells overwhelmed them, with the effect of nearly bringing both of them to an instant orgasm.
But they settled into a less frantic rhythm and simply enjoyed each other.
A realization was rapidly made obvious to Brooke. Jen, in her absolute inexperience with other women, was proving to be better at oral sex than her husband of twenty years. She knew exactly where to put her tongue and for how long and with what pressure. Perhaps the women weren't veterans at lesbian sex, but they were veterans at knowing what they liked. So they provided that to the other.
In short order, they were ready to cum.
Mutual moans grew in number and volume. Their hands gripped more firmly. Their mouths and tongues acted more quickly. Their clits throbbed out of control.
Brooke wrapped her lips around Jen's erect clit and sucked on it. At the same time, her tongue slid back and forth across the tip. Jen's body shook with pre-orgasm shivers. Brooke herself was in the same state and seemed destined to cum at any second.
Jen won the race. Her body tensed up and then exploded with an orgasm like she'd never had in her life. After the initial outburst, she was able to put her lips back around Brooke's clit and bring her to a long-needed orgasm.
The women clung to each other's thighs, holding each other in place the best they could while cumming. The sounds they made were unlike anything they'd heard before, but they knew it was good. For more than two minutes they brought each other to climax after climax.
Finally, by mutual agreement, they rested.
"Oh my God," Jen groaned.
"Jen. I...I can't believe how good that was."
"Fucking awesome," Jen sighed. "Just fucking awesome."
"Almost as good as real sex?" Brooke asked.
Jen laughed. "Way better."
After a short pause, Brooke said, "Did I tell you about the toy I brought with me?"
"Oh fuck, Brooke. You didn't?"
"Yep. We'll try it out, OK?"
Jen put her head between her aunt's legs and kissed her clit in approval.
Meanwhile, three decks above them, Brian's frustration at the lack of reality in the golf simulator caused him to end the game after half an hour. He needed a shower. He headed for the cabin.
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Cheryl loved the Spring. The leaves were just starting to come out and most of the bushes were blooming. The woods around her hummed with life. Add to that the scent of fires and cooking at the campsites and her walk was turning into absolute bliss.
She was deep in the woods near the state park's primitive camping sites, where no water and electricity was provided, but privacy was more likely than in the cramped quarters of the main campground. Cheryl was following a dirt path only used by maintenance vehicles to clear out dead trees in case fire trucks had to get back into the area to put out a fire caused by careless campers.
Cheryl wasn't thinking about such things on this perfect day. Somewhere above her, a woodpecker searched out dinner. On the ground, she snapped twigs with her tennis shoes as she walked. There wasn't another human being in sight.
She fought the urge to let her mind trap her into reflecting on her place in the world after thirty years of life. She didn't want to think about work, or boyfriends, or lack of boyfriends. Cheryl just wanted to walk in the woods.
The end of the path had to be approaching, she thought to herself. This was her first trek down the trail but she'd been walking almost a mile and figured it had to end soon. Perhaps around the bend just ahead.
Then her attention was drawn away by an unexpected sound. It had a definite human element to it, but seemed to come from the middle of the trees to her left. She took a couple more steps and she heard it again. It was high-pitched, like a woman's voice. But the words, if they were words, were not distinguishable.
Cheryl stopped. It was definitely to her left. She looked for people, but saw none. The ground dipped slightly a few dozen yards in front of her so she slipped between the trees until she could see over the small ridge. While standing in the middle of thick underbrush and among large trees, Cheryl finally saw what caused the noise.
She had to look twice before convincing herself she was looking at two people in a remote campsite. A man in just his shorts was pulling the top off a woman, leaving her completely naked. Cheryl was viewing them in silhouette and she could tell, even from a distance, that the woman was close to her own age and with an attractive body. Then the woman pulled off the man's shorts.
His erection was impossible to miss, until the woman kneeled down and put it in her mouth. Cheryl's heart pounded at the sight and at the thought that she was watching this very private act. She wanted to turn and leave; to allow the couple to finish the act in seclusion. But she couldn't move.
Cheryl convinced herself she was well enough hidden by the undergrowth and trees that she could observe the scene unnoticed. She watched the woman's head bob faster and faster on the man's cock. He held the top of her head and occasionally pulled her hair out of the way.
Cheryl could hear herself breathing—short, uneven intakes of breath. She watched the woman's tits bounce in rhythm with her actions. She looked at the man's tight ass and muscular arms and legs.
After a couple minutes, the woman stood up and the man lifted her so she sat on a nearby picnic table, facing him. He kissed her, and then moved down to her tits. His body blocked Cheryl's view slightly, but she saw enough of his licking and sucking that her pussy began to moisten. Soon, the man was moving lower.
The woman spread her legs and let the man put his head between them. She leaned back on the table and he put his hands under her thighs. Cheryl watched his face bury itself in her pussy.
Cheryl instinctively put her hand on the front of her running shorts and rubbed her pussy. The more the man ate his partner, the harder Cheryl rubbed. She found her clit and pressed her panties against it in an effort to pleasure herself without actually reaching inside.
Soon, the man was helping the woman off the table. She turned and put both hands on the edge, her legs spread and her ass pointed invitingly backwards. Cheryl practically held her breath as she watched the cock slowly disappear inside of her.
The man grabbed the woman by the hips and began fucking her, resulting in more moans that were audible to Cheryl. As the seconds past, the moans turned into distinctive cries of 'Yes!' and 'Harder!'.
Cheryl was oblivious to her surroundings, intent on concentrating on the sex in front of her and the aching clit between her legs. She used her free hand to lean against a tree and support her wide stance while she masturbated.
She watched the man hold the woman's tits while they fucked, apparently manipulating her nipples in a way that caused her to shriek with approval. Cheryl began to think that if one of them came, she would too.
She didn't have to wait long. The combined moans, groans, and grunts of the campers signaled their dual orgasms. He pounded into her until Cheryl thought the woman would end up back on the table. But she withstood it, and seemingly begged for more.
Cheryl was on the verge of cumming. She debated about whether to put her hand in her shorts or not. Finally, she began slipping her fingers inside.
"Exciting, isn't it?"
The voice nearly made Cheryl scream with fright. She turned rapidly and stood face to face with a man who looked to be about forty years old.
"Oh my God, you scared me," Cheryl panted.
"Come here often?" he asked with a smile.
"Never. I mean, I, I was just walking and, thought I heard...," Cheryl stammered.
"You thought you heard two people fucking?"
Cheryl frowned. "No! I didn't know."
"But it turned you on," he said.
Cheryl let her blush speak for itself.
"Those two come here all the time," the man said, pointing to the naked couple entering their tent. "You may not realize it, but there are people all through these woods that watched them. And the couple knows that."
"They do?" Cheryl asked.
"Sure. It's kind of like a show," he said. "They get turned you. You get turned on. Nobody gets hurt."
"I wasn't as turned on as you think," Cheryl said seriously. "I was about to leave."
"I've been watching you the whole time. You were about to cum," the man said.
"I was not!"
"If I felt your pussy right now, it would be soaking wet."
Cheryl was not about to fall into the trap of allowing him to test it. Besides, she was soaking wet.
"I need to go," Cheryl said.
The good-looking man blocked her way by simply standing in place. "Are you coming back tomorrow? You seemed to like being the voyeur. Maybe you'd rather be the exhibitionist. Have you ever thought about that?"
"No," she lied. Cheryl was a very pretty, single woman who often wished she had the nerve to dress more provocatively, either at work or in public.
The man scanned her body. "You should show us more of you. It would excite you AND the rest of us."
"I have nothing to show," Cheryl said.
"How do we know?"
She looked at him with sincere curiosity, but hated to let him recognize it.
"Listen. I have an idea," he said. "Are you camping here?"
Cheryl nodded.
"Go for a walk tomorrow. Don't wear a sports bra like you did today. Don't wear panties like you did today. Wear a shirt that shows off your breasts and meet me on this path at noon," he said. "Watch the eyes of the people you pass. Visualize what they are thinking."
"I can't do that," Cheryl replied.
"Yes you can. Try it just once."
She nervously ran her hands up and down the side of her shorts. She looked him in the face, and then down at the ground.
"Try it," he repeated.
"Noon?" Cheryl asked.
"Noon."
He turned and walked away, leaving Cheryl in a state of total confusion and sexual frustration.
###
Cheryl did not sleep well that night. She replayed the campsite scene in her mind a hundred times. Each time, the man appeared behind her at the end and somehow convinced her to meet him on the path at noon. She recalled the routine features of his face. No, he wasn't the best looking man she'd ever seen. But he had made her make a promise out of pure trustworthiness. How and why?
She spent the morning close the tent, dressed 'normally' until around half past eleven. Then she entered the tent and tightly zipped the windows closed. Cheryl pulled off her shirt and took off her bra. She reached in her suitcase and found the lowest cut t-shirt she owned.
Cheryl removed her panties and put her running shorts back on. She felt incredibly exposed and self-conscious. When the windows were opened once more, she found herself looking around to see if anybody was looking. After several seconds of second-guessing, she walked outside.
The cool air hit every inch of her body and caused Cheryl to shudder, as much from trepidation as anything else. She glanced quickly down at the ample cleavage visible under the shirt, and then looked away before anybody saw her. The temptation to return to the safety of the tent and forget the noon meeting was overpowering.
But Cheryl took a couple steps forward and determined to go through with it.
She had to walk past numerous tents and campers just to get to the road that led to the primitive campsites. Just as the man had told her, she watched for the reactions of anybody who noticed her. Whether it was her imagination or not, she couldn't tell; but the glances from the men, especially, seemed to be harder and lasted longer.
Her heart thumped against her chest as she walked faster and detected even more leering. Of course, the quickened pace only heightened the movement of her breasts and ass. Yet, there was something exhilarating about it all. She got the same quiver in her stomach as she had the previous day, and she didn't dislike it.
Finally, she was on the path deep in the woods, away from all the eyes. Cheryl's mind raced with questions about why she was doing this and what would become of it. What did the man really want? Would anybody hear her if she needed to scream?
Despite the dull fear, or maybe because of it, she was nearly breathless as she approached the spot where they met the day before. He wasn't in sight. She slowed her walk until getting to the exact place where she turned into the woods. She looked up and saw him.
His smile was barely discernable as Cheryl entered the underbrush.
"You made it," he said.
"You're surprised?" Cheryl asked.
They stood a few feet apart.
"Somewhat."
She saw his eyes scrutinize her body.
"Did you do as I asked?"
If Cheryl had known him better, she would have joked about having him check for himself. Instead, she said, "Yes."
"And did you pass anybody?"
"A bunch of perverts," Cheryl replied.
The man laughed a very comfortable laugh. "And did you like it?"
Cheryl hated to admit it, but if she was anything, it was honest to a fault. "A little."
He smiled.
"Who are you?" Cheryl asked suddenly.
"My name's Ben."
Cheryl waited for more, but there obviously wouldn't be any more.
"I'm Cheryl."
"Hi, Cheryl."
She looked at him. "Why did you make me do this?"
"To prove a point to yourself," Ben said.
"And the point is?" Cheryl inquired with a slight tilt of her head.
"That you like watching and being watched."
"Is that so unusual?"
Ben's smile broadened. "Not at all. But that's the point. Almost everybody likes it, but few act upon it. You acted upon it."
"You made me," Cheryl quickly retorted.
"No. You chose to do it. And I bet you had thoughts of what else it could lead to."
Cheryl shrugged.
Ben took a step closer to Cheryl and she almost backed away. However, his gentle expression froze her in place.
"Turn around," Ben told her.
Cheryl slowly turned so her back was to him. She saw his large hands coming around her sides before she felt him touch her. At the same time that his hands were on her stomach, she felt him press against her ass. His fingers slid inside her t-shirt and began climbing her body. They were almost on her breasts when she felt the first signs of his erection.
"I need to make sure you didn't lie to me, Cheryl."
Ben's hands touched the bottom of Cheryl's breasts. Soon, his palms were pushing against her nipples and the breasts were half exposed. He massaged her tenderly for a few seconds and Cheryl felt the nipples harden.
"Very good," Ben said softly. "But I asked for one more thing."
His right hand slid down past her navel and stomach and into the very top of her shorts. With his left hand still manipulating her left nipple, Ben slid inside the shorts far enough to find the fringe of a small patch of hair above Cheryl's clit.
She stiffened at his touch and the hardness of his cock forced itself between her ass cheeks. Ben's right hand moved lower until it was more than obvious she did not have panties on. He didn't stop. The fingers found the space between Cheryl's legs and rested on her smooth skin.
"Excellent," he whispered. "Good girl."
He squeezed her breast harder and Cheryl moaned.
"Spread your legs, Cheryl."
She barely inched her feet apart, but it was enough for Ben to slide a single finger over the clit and onto her pussy. He pressed harder and felt the moisture he was looking for. Ben grinned to himself.
When his finger returned to her clit, Ben lifted Cheryl's shirt to fully expose her chest. She arched her back and stifled a louder moan, until he began rubbing the clit in earnest and then she let out an audible gasp.
"No, please," she whined.
Ben did not reply. Nor did he stop. His right hand began a steady stroking of her clit while his left hand cupped her breast. Only then did Cheryl once again realize her place in the woods, so close to the path and well in view of any passersby.
"You have beautiful tits, Cheryl. Don't you want the world to see them?"
Cheryl's eyes danced from side to side, searching out any movement that might indicate somebody was watching. Convinced they were still alone, but petrified at the knowledge that another camper could pass at any moment, Cheryl closed her eyes and focused on Ben's hands. She unconsciously ground her ass into his erection. Her body gave early signs of wanting to cum.
"That's it. Let it happen. Relax."
Ben's words seemed to drag Cheryl closer to an orgasm. She spread her legs farther apart and felt his hand sink to her pussy. Suddenly, two fingers were inside her body and Cheryl squirmed. Ben's wet fingers returned to her clit after a tortuous minute.
"Oh God. Ben, stop. I'm...I'm...oh God, stop."
Ben pulled Cheryl back against himself even tighter. She eagerly accepted the support he provided both with his body and arms. It was as if she was suspended in air, capable now of doing whatever her body demanded and having no fear of the consequences. He could feel her shaking.
"Cum for me, Cheryl. I've got you."
With those reassuring words, Cheryl let out a short shriek and felt her orgasm explode from deep inside her body. Ben used two fingers to stroke her clit and an entire hand to squeeze her breast. She writhed inside his arms, shifting her hips up and down as if fucking an imaginary cock.
"Yes! Yes! Oh fuck! Yesssss!"
Cheryl's shorts were pushed half way down her ass as Ben struggled to keep his hand on her gyrating pussy. Her breasts bounced erratically and her head tilted back in delight. The pained expression on her face belied the fact she was having one of the strongest orgasms she'd ever experienced.
It lasted nearly a full minute and beads of sweat formed on her brow. Afterwards, Ben's strong arms were the only things keeping her upright.
"Now, wasn't that more exciting out here in the great outdoors?" Ben said.
Cheryl frantically pulled up her shorts, pulled down her shirt, and extracted herself from his clutches.
"Is this how you get your kicks?" she asked while turning to face him.
Ben couldn't help but notice the scowl on her face, to go along with the deep blush so common after sex.
"I wasn't the one getting kicks," he replied. "It seems to me YOU were the one that came. And I saw you looking around. Isn't that cool, knowing we might not have been by ourselves?"
"It's perverted."
"When was the last time you came that hard?" Ben asked.
Cheryl turned to walk away. Ben grabbed her arm.
"Let go of me," Cheryl hissed.
"What if you KNEW people were around? Like the couple you saw yesterday. Wouldn't that make it even better?" Ben said.
"I'll never know."
"But you want to," he said with confidence.
"Fuck you."
"Let's meet again tomorrow. In your tent. In daylight, with the windows open."
A much too familiar feeling came back to Cheryl's stomach. Even the words excited her. But where would it end? What was Ben's ultimate plan for them?
The silence was broken by another question from Ben.
"What's your campsite number?"
"Seventy four," Cheryl answered mechanically.
"Noon?"
This time, Ben let Cheryl go when she turned away.
###
Cheryl felt her pussy tingle every time she thought about her orgasm in the woods with Ben. For twenty four hours she thought about it, and him, and the next meeting. She didn't have the nerve to do what he wanted, but doubted her ability to say 'no'. Watching the couple fuck on the picnic table was one thing; being the couple was quite another.
Whenever she convinced herself she could stop him, she thought about his hard cock pushing against her ass. She wasn't sure what a forty year old cock should feel like, but her memory of Ben was very stimulating. Behind closed doors she could be tempted, but in an open tent...?
She sat by the fire and waited. At five minutes to noon she saw him walking towards her campsite. Cheryl glanced around. At least ten people were in sight and her pulse quickened.
Cheryl had purposely set up a second folding chair by the fire. She invited Ben to sit when he arrived.
"Great site," Ben told her. "Lot of trees. Close to everything you need. You must do this a lot."
"Some," she replied. "Not as much as I'd like. This might be the last time, though."
He stared at her, appreciative of her quick, dry humor; or what he hoped was humor.
"Ahh, the week's just started. Who knows what fun lies ahead."
Neither one wanted to be the first to smile. Besides, Ben was too busy inspecting the shirt over Cheryl's obviously braless chest. He wondered about panties.
"Maybe I've had a week's worth of fun already and will just pack up," Cheryl said.
"You don't want to do that."
Cheryl liked her men to be direct and to the point. She was beginning to like Ben more and more for that habit alone. But it was an attraction that was still more than a little discomforting.
"It's getting too crowded around here and it's only April," Cheryl said, deliberately watching for his reaction.
Ben smiled. "Sometimes that's good."
"For what?"
"C'mon. I'll show you."
Ben stood up and took Cheryl's hand, lifting her out of her chair. He opened the front of her tent and led her inside. The windows were already uncovered and he left the front flap open. Once in the middle of the large tent, Ben put his hands on Cheryl's arms and kissed her.
It didn't take long for the kiss to intensify and the couple to embrace. Their tongues explored each other's mouth while their hands roamed freely over flesh and clothing. Just as the day before, Cheryl quickly felt Ben's cock harden and push against her.
Ben had his hands inside Cheryl's shirt, using his forearms to push the shirt higher. Then, in an effortless motion, he had the shirt above her head. Cheryl let him remove it, pressing against his body to hide her breasts from the outside world. They kissed some more.
Ben slid his hands inside the back of Cheryl's shorts. Her bare bottom was cool to his touch, but confirmed she didn't wear panties...again. He squeezed her cheeks tightly until the kiss ended. Then he pushed down the shorts and took them off.



"You look incredible," he told her as he stood up.
"This is crazy, Ben. I don't know if...if I can..."
"Take off my clothes, Cheryl," he interrupted her.
Her eyes peered out the windows and the front of the tent. She saw people. Some were closer than others. None seemed to be watching. She heard voices but couldn't make out the words. Her head was spinning from everything that was happening.
And then she was undressing him. First his shirt to reveal a muscular chest. Then his shorts. He wore no underwear and the cock she'd been feeling for two days sprung free in a semi-erect state. The head was already dark from stimulation and veins protruded up and down the thick shaft.
"Stand up, please," he told her.
Ben began a methodical stroking of her body with the very tips of his fingers; starting with the top of her breasts, down her stomach, and between her legs. He circled her slowly, touching nearly every inch of her body. It struck her that he was showing her off, pointing out her curves and smooth skin to anybody that cared to look. In the process, she was excited to the point of near desperation.
Surely, by now, somebody had seen them.
Ben finished his excursion around Cheryl's body by licking both nipples and then putting one of the breasts inside his mouth. Cheryl closed her eyes as Ben licked and sucked her until the nipples on both breasts threatened to burst from stimulation. Juices accumulated inside her pussy and prepared to flow down her thigh when Ben backed away from her.
Cheryl dropped to her knees—partially to slump below the window level and partially to get closer to Ben's ever-growing cock. Just before reaching out for the cock, Cheryl detected the gap in the flaps at the front of the tent. A bicyclist rode past, followed by a slow moving car. Still, she leaned forward and kissed Ben's cock. Her tongue traced the edge of the large, swollen head.
And then she spread her lips and accepted the tip inside her mouth. Inch by inch she lowered her head until the cock hit the back of her throat. Cheryl pulled back, licked him one time, and repeated the process.
Ben put his hand on top of her head. Unhurriedly, Cheryl started to slide her lips up and down the cock. Within seconds, he was rock hard and Cheryl felt the warmth on her tongue. She sucked him harder and faster, aided by Ben's gentle rocking as if he was fucking her.
He only needed a couple minutes of this treatment to feel the start of his orgasm.
"I'm going to cum, Cheryl."
Despite the warning, she didn't budge. If anything, she accelerated and wrapped her lips around him a little harder. With this apparent sign of consent, Ben put his hand behind her head and fucked her mouth with more vigor.
Two short grunts preceded Ben's eruption. Cheryl held him by the ass and got her first taste of his cum in the form of a long blast against the back of her throat. She swallowed quickly and took several more bursts before the first trickle leaked out the side of her mouth and down her chin. Ben unloaded with louder and louder groans, while Cheryl did her best to keep up.
By the time he was done, both sides of Cheryl's face held the remnants of Ben's extensive orgasm. The cock was still sizable when Ben withdrew it, with a coating of his semen and Cheryl's saliva along the entire length. Cheryl reached for a towel and wiped her face clean while she stood.
"Wow!" Ben exclaimed. "That was great."
He smiled at the sight of Cheryl closing the windows and front flap in her naked perfection.
"Think anybody saw us?" Ben asked.
"You are one sick man," Cheryl replied.
"So. Tomorrow," Ben said.
"What about tomorrow?"
"I think it's time we raise the ante. I talked to Kevin and Susan, the couple you saw at the primitive campsite. I asked if we could use their normal time slot for our own show," Ben said.
"Our own show?"
"Yea. Just like what you saw, or a variation of it, at the same time people are used to seeing them," Ben explained.
"With everybody watching?" Cheryl inquired.
"That's the cool part, Cheryl. People might be watching or maybe nobody's out there. You never know."
"But the chances are good somebody's there," she added.
Ben grinned and nodded.
"I don't know, Ben. That's so...so weird."
"Are you forgetting how horny you got?" Ben said, reaching for Cheryl's pussy but allowing her to back away.
"What time?"
"Two o'clock."
"I'll think about it," Cheryl said.
###
When Cheryl returned from her jog later in the day, a note was on her picnic table with a small rock holding it in place. She opened the once-folded piece of paper and read the short message.
"That was hot. My wife and I both came. We want more."
Cheryl could feel her face turn ten shades of red. She crumpled up the note and threw it in the fire pit. She glanced around as if thinking she'd be able to pick out the author of the message as she entered the safety of here tent...windows and front flap tightly closed behind her. Still, her pussy reacted to the words and what they meant.
She had just under twenty four hours to decide if she'd meet Ben at the primitive campsite. But she had a good idea which way she'd lean.
A little past one o'clock the next day Cheryl was in her tent pulling on a tank top and a pair of shorts over her otherwise naked body. Her mind had been made up when she asked herself how many opportunities like this she might have in her lifetime. Not knowing the answer, she'd decided to go through with it. Her nipples hardened at just the thought of what was about to transpire.
She was at the campsite at one thirty. Ben was waiting.
"Where's the other couple?" she asked.
"Kevin and Susan? They took off," he said. "They said to tell you 'have fun'."
"Will they watch?"
"Don't know. How many times do I have to tell you, that's the neat thing with this. Let's go into the tent until two o'clock," Ben said.
They held as close to a normal conversation as they could, finding out more about each other and where they live and work. Ben found out Cheryl was a paralegal. She found out he owned a construction business. He was divorced. She was unattached with a history of failed relationships. None of the guys were any fun, she explained. Ben asked her what she considered 'fun'. She refused to answer.
"So what are we going to do out there?" she managed to ask Ben.
"Whatever you want. Wherever you want. If you don't initiate anything, I think I know how to get you going," Ben answered.
Cheryl's smirk was her admission that he was probably right. "Do you have any suggestions?"
Ben said, "Relax. Realize what you are doing and what a turn-on it really is. Don't hold back. Be yourself."
Cheryl nodded and glanced at her watch. "It's two."
"You ready?"
She took a deep breath. "I guess."
They stepped out of the tent. Cheryl hadn't paid much attention to the secluded campsite's surroundings. But now she realized it was in a bowl encircled by gently sloping ground that formed a type of amphitheater around them. The trees were more dense in certain areas than others, but in general would be considered thick woods. It was quiet and still, with the sound of a nearby creek clearly audible. As far as she knew, they were totally alone.
Cheryl and Ben stood by the fire pit and picnic table. Ben took Cheryl and pulled her closer, starting a kiss that eventually brought their bodies together. Hands began to wander and Cheryl moaned at Ben's touch. Unlike their other meetings, Cheryl did not wait for Ben to press his cock against her until she couldn't avoid it. This time she put her hand in his crotch and wrapped her fingers around the shaft. It stiffened at first contact and Cheryl used the fabric of his shorts to stroke it harder.
Ben kissed the tops of Cheryl's breasts while sliding his hands inside her tank top. Soon, the top was off and Ben was sucking on her very nice sized tits.
Horniness did a good job of clouding Cheryl's mind from the fact she was topless in the middle of the woods. But the harder Ben bit her nipples and squeezed her ass, the more she realized what they were doing. She suspected, but didn't know, that people were watching. Maybe a hiker was hidden behind a tree by the path, trying to decide whether to leave or stay. Cheryl's pussy was drenched at the prospect.
She pulled off Ben's shirt. He kneeled down and slid her shorts off her legs. They kissed once more before Cheryl crouched down in front of him. Cheryl concluded that being naked and pulling out a man's cock inside a tent—even with open windows—was profoundly different than doing it in public. Yet, there she was; unzipping Ben's shorts and taking them off.
She knew from the day before that he was not fully erect...yet. She stood up and faced him.
"Now what?" she asked quietly, her fingers sliding up and down his cock.
"Wanna fuck?"
She giggled, almost to herself. "Might as well."
"Will you do me a favor?" he asked.
"What's that?"
Ben looked into her eyes. "Suck me, first, like you did yesterday."
Cheryl smiled, wondering if the request was more for him or the 'audience.' Either way, she chose to put on a good show. She spent considerable time licking him before finally sliding the cock inside her mouth and providing the ultimate pleasure. Twice she brought him to the edge of an orgasm, only to stop with just a drop of precum appearing at the tip.
"Now fuck me," she said while standing.
Cheryl leaned on the picnic table, her tight ass close to Ben and her long legs spread wide. She looked straight ahead, waiting for him to begin. It was Ben's turn to tease and he slid his cock up and down the crack of her ass. One of his hands found her tit and clutched it firmly while he put his cock between her legs. Cheryl did everything she could to get the cock to rub her clit. Ben must have read her mind.
He placed the tip against her clit and rocked it back and forth.
"Oh fuck. That's good," Cheryl moaned.
Ben eventually used the entire length of his erection to graze across her clit over and over. He used his free hand to push it against her harder, causing louder whines from Cheryl. Soon, she had to have it.
"Fuck me! Please, fuck me!"
She probably had no idea how loud she said it or how the words echoed in the trees around them. Cheryl just wanted him inside her.
Ben obeyed her command. She was so wet he barely had to push the swollen head of his cock past the opening to her pussy. His body easily moved forward until Cheryl's ass was touching his thighs. He couldn't enter her any farther.
"Oh yes! God, that feels good," Cheryl told him.
The sex started out slow and deliberate. Ben held her by the waist and they settled into a steady rhythm. But when he saw her reach down and put a hand on her clit and he reached up for her tit, the pace quickened. He held her tighter and slammed his cock into her faster. The slapping of his skin against hers came quicker and louder. They urged each other on, knowing the climax would come rapidly.
The breast Ben wasn't fondling rolled wildly under Cheryl's chest. She was being pushed onto the table with ever-increasing pressure from behind. Cheryl pushed back with all her strength and it only heightened the enjoyment of his cock thrusting into her. He was huge and she felt stretched like never before. Her throbbing clit demanded more attention and she provided it.
Cheryl was ready to cum. Maybe it was Ben, or the locale, or the invisible eyes she felt focusing on her every move. Whatever the reason, she was ready to cum long and hard.
"C'mon, babe. I want to hear you cum," Ben told her.
Cheryl leaned forward, clutching the sides of the picnic table instead of the edge. She was spread-eagle, her head turned sideways as she felt her body get ready for the imminent orgasm. She cried out with a sound that could only be made during sex.
Cheryl thrust her ass back to meet Ben's cock and she came. Over and over again her body pulsed with satisfaction as her pent up sexual desire burst through her pussy. She squeezed Ben's cock with her muscles in between orgasms.
Then he came, too. He grunted in a deep voice with each thrust of his cock and each deposit of cum inside her body. Surely, their combined noises could be heard from anywhere within their sight. Who, if anybody, was listening? Who was masturbating behind a tree? Cheryl came again at the thought of it.
She ended up resting on top of the picnic table while Ben finished cumming. The rough wood surface of the table rubbing on her nipples excited Cheryl, but she couldn't cum any more. They were both totally spent by the time he slowly pulled out of her.
"Shit," Cheryl moaned. "What did we just do?"
"We fucked in the open air," Ben said dryly. "Want to do it again?"
"You'd better find another woman."
Cheryl stood up with the help of one hand on the picnic table. Ben kissed her, his wet cock scraping against her thigh.
"You did great," he said. "You're a pro now."
He followed her back towards the tent. Out of the corner of her eye, Cheryl thought she saw movement in the woods. By the time she looked, nobody was there.
###
"How many more days are you going to be here?" Ben asked.
Cheryl said, "Three. Maybe four if I want to."
They sat around the fire at Cheryl's campsite. It had been seven hours since the outdoor 'show'.
"Good. Then you can come to the next party."
"What party?" she said.
"At my cabin. We have a group that meets every few weeks. About a dozen people, usually," Ben said.
She looked at him warily. "Why do I think you aren't telling me everything."
"What? What is there to tell?"
His smirk gave him away.
"And what do you do at these parties?" Cheryl asked.
Ben used a long stick to poke at the fire. Sparks rose several feet before dying out.
"Did you enjoy this afternoon?"
Cheryl nodded. "Yes."
"Why?" Ben inquired.
Cheryl paused and then said, "It was good sex. And I liked being outside."
"You liked the fact people might have been watching."
It was a statement; not a question.
She nodded silently without looking him in the eye.
"How exciting would it be if you watched somebody and they knew you were watching? Or if YOU had sex with people watching?"
She finally looked at him directly. "You have pretty wild parties."
Ben shrugged. "You should try it. I think you'd like these people. They certainly would like you."
"I've never been to an orgy. What do you wear to an orgy, before you get naked?"
He knew she was playing with him from the tone of her voice. Ben desperately wanted to have her agree to come.
"It's not an orgy, Cheryl. Normally just one or two couples are involved. We kind of rotate around. Wear whatever you want. Or nothing at all."
Cheryl was staring into the fire, trying to imagine the scene. She doubted she was picturing it correctly. Her mind was already made up to go, but wanted to make him wonder.
"I don't know," she whined. "I don't want to end up in some leather straps hanging from the ceiling."
"Nothing kinky," Ben quickly assured her. "Straight sex. Either watch or be watched."
"Which do you prefer?" she asked playfully.
"Both."
"No. Pick one."
"Being watched," he admitted. "Especially if it's with a beautiful woman who I know is getting turned on by it."
Cheryl grinned. "Where's your cabin?"
"I'll pick you up if you want. Eight o'clock Friday night."
###
Cheryl wasn't sure why she had packed the denim miniskirt for a camping trip, but it seemed the obvious choice for, well, some kind of a party. She pulled it up over her bikini panties and buttoned her blouse. Ben hadn't told her not to wear a bra, but Cheryl assumed it would be acceptable. When she was done, she looked down at herself one last time and casually undid one more button on her blouse. With ample cleavage showing, she slipped into her shoes.
Ben showed up five minutes late in a small luxury car that looked distinctively out of place in the campground. Cheryl hopped in a pulled on the hem of her skirt as she sat. Ben voiced his approval of her outfit and they were on their way to his cabin.
Darkness was beginning to fall as Ben weaved along the narrow country road in the woods that led them to his summer and weekend getaway. It was a two story, wood structure that could only loosely be called a cabin. Inside, dark woodwork complemented rustic furniture and modern conveniences.
The first floor contained a great room and a sunken living room, highlighted by a massive stone fireplace. Two lofts on either side of the great room overlooked everything.
"Wow. Now this is camping," Cheryl declared.
"Thank you. You'll get plenty of opportunity to see the whole thing before the night is over," Ben said.
Cheryl could only guess at what he meant, considering his preview of what the party would turn into.
"Something to drink?" he asked.
"Wine?"
"Red or white?"
"White, please."
Cheryl walked down into the living room while Ben got their drinks. A fire was already burning, despite the moderate temperature outside. Still, it added a lot to the atmosphere, she decided. She settled onto a couch, crossed her legs, and swore she would stop worrying about the length of her skirt.
"I never asked how old these people will be," Cheryl said after Ben arrived.
"Your age. My age. Some a little younger. Some a little older. How's that?"
"Sometimes I really hate you," Cheryl said, sipping the very expensive tasting wine.
"Listen. If you don't like what you see, it's less than an hour walk back to your tent. OK?"
She frowned, trying not to laugh. Curiosity, and Ben's history of leading her into wildly exciting adventures, persuaded her to stay. Not to mention the wine, fire, and Ben himself.
Shortly after nine, the other guests started to arrive. Couple after couple entered the cabin, each one seemingly more attractive than the last. It was a mixed age crowd, as Ben predicted. But they all looked to be professionals of some type with well-toned bodies—for the most part—and personalities that kept Cheryl captivated during the introductory chatting stage.
She was pleased to find herself appropriately dressed after all. Mildly flirtatious outfits on the women was typical with nothing over the top. And Cheryl could tell some of the half dozen or so women had plenty to flaunt if they wanted to.
The volume rose as more voices, aided by the flow of alcohol, contributed to the din. People were spread throughout the entire first floor in groups of two or three. An occasional loud laugh roared above the other noise.
Ben tried to stay near Cheryl, but they were separated many times and Cheryl accepted that his role as host would cause him to disappear for short periods. She soon found herself talking most often to a man in his thirties named Jeremy who she was attracted to, and vice versa.
Sporadically, his cute wife would join them, only to wander off again. Cheryl put them at the top of her wish list of people she'd like to watch. That's when she knew she was going to thoroughly enjoy the evening.
Ben caught up with her again and they were talking when a cheer went up from the area near the fireplace. They glanced over and Ben said, "Well, the party's about to begin. Follow me."
He led Cheryl up to one of the lofts overlooking the living room. Cheryl leaned on the railing and looked down at the scene. A semi-circle of people were watching a man and woman lying on a large rug. Cheryl recognized the woman as a redhead she had met, somewhere in her early forties, with a luscious body. She was on her back. A man straddled her waist.
"That's Carl and Jan. They're married. This should be good," Ben said quietly.
Cheryl wanted to ask how it was decided, or who decided, who went first and when. But Ben answered it for her.



"Normally around this time somebody prods a couple into doing something. This is not the first time Carl and Jan have gone first. They're good," he explained.
Carl was unbuttoning Jan's blouse. Cheryl could see Jan's black bra and felt only a little embarrassed now at not wearing one. Someone in the crowd urged Carl to open the bra, and he slowly unhooked it in the front. Cheryl felt her pussy react to the sight of Carl's hands sliding back the material and exposing his wife's large breasts.
Cheryl was taken aback by the relative silence of the crowd. They were clearly there to watch and not participate other than the occasional comment or request. When Carl leaned down and put one of Jan's breasts in his mouth, you could hear a pin drop. He moved from one side of her chest to the other, causing each nipple to grow a little longer and a deeper red.
Carl removed the blouse and bra before moving his hands down to the top of Jan's pants.
"I want to go down there," Cheryl whispered. "I want to be closer."
"Let's go," Ben said.
A moment later, they stood on the edge of the crowd, about five or six feet from Jan's head. Carl had taken off Jan's pants and was now teasing his wife's pussy and sliding her panties lower on her hips.
From her new vantage point, Cheryl could easily make out the bulge in Carl's pants. If it was any indication, she was anxious to see the real thing. Cheryl's eyes traveled back to Jan and she watched as the panties slowly got pulled off Jan's long legs.
Jan was known among the crowd for taking extra care in maintaining her body. Cheryl marveled over the sexiness of her mature curves and lines. Women didn't usually turn her on, but this one was special.
It also worked for Carl, because as he stood over Jan and stripped, it soon became obvious that the bulge in his pants was just a precursor to the very large erection he sported when he took off his boxers. A couple of the women voiced their approval to break the silence. Cheryl saw a few pairs of hands begin to travel over partners' bodies in the crowd.
Carl laid on top of Jan and they kissed. They rolled back and forth and Carl's cock slid across Jan's smooth skin. He sucked on her breasts once more and Jan moaned with joy. Cheryl tried to imagine how she would respond to his massive cock entering her.
As if on cue, Jan reached down and positioned Carl's cock where she wanted it. The room was hushed as everybody watched and waited. Carl was very deliberate in his actions. Rather than simply plunging his cock inside Jan, he let the head disappear before stopping to let everybody see. Then another inch or two, until finally the cock vanished from sight.
"Oh God, yes," Jan muttered.
Cheryl could almost feel the cock inside her own body as her pussy contracted. Watching the campers from afar was vastly different than being a few feet away in the cabin. Her body told her she liked this much better.
Carl pulled out and reinserted the cock in slow motion. Jan lifted her legs and wrapped them around his waist. Carl pulled her closer and they began to fuck in earnest.
Unbeknownst to her, Jeremy and his wife had walked behind Cheryl and Ben. Cheryl flinched at the unexpected feel of Jeremy's hands on her waist.
"Like it so far?" he whispered in her ear.
"Love it," Cheryl replied.
"Is it OK if I watch with you?" Jeremy asked.
Cheryl nodded.
His hands slid down the outside of her legs until reaching the bottom of her skirt. Cheryl never took her eyes off the couple on the rug while Jeremy ran his fingers up the inside of her thighs. He got to her pussy and felt the wetness seeping through her panties.
Jeremy massaged her ass with one hand and began rubbing her pussy and clit with the other.
Carl and Jan were picking up the pace with each of them saying they were getting closer. Carl lifted Jan's ass off the floor and thrust his cock into her at a new angle—one that evidently pleased Jan very much. She clutched at the rug and held it tight in her fists. Her eyes were closed and her expression indicated that an orgasm wasn't far off.
Cheryl only spent a few seconds wondering if Jeremy had talked to Ben about what he was doing, or to his wife, or if everything in the cabin was just spontaneous. The harder Jeremy rubbed her clit, the less she worried about it.
Jan's cries were getting louder and more frequent. Her breasts swayed with each shove of Carl's cock into her pussy. The cries became moans and the moans became incoherent sounds.
Cheryl fidgeted as Jeremy played with her pussy and ass. She hoped she could avoid cumming until the couple on the floor were done.
Finally, Jan screamed out and began an orgasm to the delight of the crowd. Carl slammed into her with greater force and each grunt seemed to push Jan even farther into ecstasy. She lasted nearly a full minute before showing signs of collapsing onto the carpet.
Carl let her down and pulled out his cock to Cheryl's surprise and disappointment. But as soon as he began stroking it, aimed directly at Jan's chest, she knew what was next. The room seemed to freeze in anticipation. And then it started.
With a loud groan, Carl poured shot after shot of warm cum onto Jan's stomach and tits. The crowd roared its approval in unison, the loudest outburst of the evening so far. Applause mixed in with shouts and pleadings for more even while a pool of white semen collected between Jan's breasts. Eventually, Carl finished and Jan playfully ran a finger across her chest before sliding it between her lips.
Cheryl could feel her heart thumping and her breath coming in shallow puffs. Jeremy withdrew his hands just as she threatened to cum and she watched Jan clean up with a towel supplied by somebody in the crowd. Gazing at the towel wiping off Jan's large breasts did little to calm Cheryl down.
Jeremy whispered into Cheryl's ear: "Want to be next?"
She did, but was too shy to admit it. She shook her head.
"It's kind of tradition that the new person gets involved the first night," Jeremy said.
"That's a lie," Cheryl quickly responded. "And what about your wife?"
"She much prefers watching."
And Cheryl much preferred to be fucked by this sexy guy, in front of a bunch of strangers. They weren't hiding in the woods this time or watching her inside a tent. They were ten feet away.
"OK. Just tell me what to do," Cheryl managed to say amid her anxiety.
Jeremy grinned and said, "I'll lead."
Jan was being helped to her feet when Jeremy started to unbutton Cheryl's blouse. Soon, every set of eyes in the cabin were on the young woman in the denim miniskirt. Jeremy lifted the blouse out of the skirt to open the last button. He let the shirt dangle on her for a moment before pulling back on it and sliding it down Cheryl's arms.
Expressions of appreciation from both men and women accompanied the unveiling of Cheryl's near-perfect breasts. She timidly glanced around the room, practically able to feel the intensity of the stares. But nothing could have made her stop now.
Jeremy unzipped the skirt and let it fall to the floor on its own. Cheryl felt his hands on her waist, and then her panties were being removed. The only sound this time was Jeremy pushing her clothes aside.
Finally, somebody in the room whistled softly. Murmurs started as Jeremy ran his hands up and down Cheryl's naked body. She thought she would explode from excitement and stimulation as she looked around the room and saw a couple men begin to fondle their partners. The combination of being naked and watching the beginnings of sex by others was exactly what Cheryl had been dreaming of.
She turned to face Jeremy, who already had his shirt off and was removing his pants. Inside his shorts Cheryl could clearly make out his erection. When he was naked, Cheryl's pulse accelerated even more. He had a lean body, if not overly muscular. But that cock was...magnificent.
They came together and Cheryl held him in her hand. They kissed lightly and Jeremy cupped one of her breasts.
"Lie on the couch," he told her.
She eagerly obeyed and watched him move beside the couch. His cock had grown another inch or two, sticking straight out now in menacing hardness. But rather than get between her legs, he climbed onto the couch and straddled her waist with his knees. The cock hung inches above Cheryl's mouth as he leaned forward.
Instinctively, her lips parted and she licked them nervously. A second later, the bulging head of Jeremy's cock made contact with her mouth. She reached up and held the throbbing, warm shaft while licking all around the tip. Cheryl closed her lips around it and Jeremy gradually pushed it, inch by inch, inside her mouth. He didn't stop until Cheryl's lips were flat against his body.
Cheryl pulled back and then willingly took in all of his cock once more. Soon, Jeremy was fucking her mouth while the crowd formed a circle around the couch. If Cheryl was going to have any second thoughts, they would be now. Instead, she felt her pussy throb even harder and her desire to please Jeremy, and the crowd, grew stronger.
Jeremy played with Cheryl's tits and she responded by licking and sucking him more intensely. Next to her, she saw a man's stiff cock in the hand of a woman. Behind Jeremy she saw a man sucking a woman's breast. She assumed the party was just getting started.
Being the main attraction, Jeremy knew what the crowd wanted. He pulled out of Cheryl's mouth and worked his way down the couch. Cheryl watched the cock pass over her pussy, and then keep going as Jeremy backed up. To her surprise, he separated her legs with his hands and lowered his face. After kissing her thighs for a second, he licked all around her pussy and then quickly found her clit.
Cheryl's moan indicated to everyone that Jeremy's tongue had found the spot. He licked harder and closed his lips around her swollen clit.
"Oh fuck, yes!" she cried out. "Right there."
Cheryl lifted one leg so it rested on the back of the couch while the other one dangled over the edge. Jeremy held her under the thighs and buried her head deeper. His tongue worked over the clit and occasionally found its way inside her soaking wet pussy. Cheryl wriggled her hips as she came closer and closer to cumming.
When Jeremy sensed she was close, he moved up and finally let the head of his cock rest at her opening. Cheryl grabbed him by the ass and practically forced him inside her. He easily slid in and filled her to the delight of the onlookers...and Cheryl.
Her legs were around his waist and he fucked her a little faster. The couch creaked from the force of his thrusts, but Cheryl wanted more. She saw everybody watching them, many of the people either masturbating or fondling somebody else. She never felt as excited as she did right then. No fantasy could possibly match what she was actually experiencing in the cabin.
All the while, Jeremy's cock was providing more than she could dream of in terms of sexual pleasure. He certainly knew how to use it and had Cheryl on the verge of a giant orgasm. She clung to him as the pace quickened and the sound of their sex filled the room.
Much too quickly, Cheryl knew she was about to cum. She barely had enough time to consider her surroundings one last time before letting out a shriek and feeling her pussy contract around the cock inside her.
The next couple minutes were just a blur. She started to cum. Numerous waves flowed through her body as Jeremy squeezed her nipples and continued to pound his cock into her cunt. Cheryl clutched at the edge of the couch, then held Jeremy by the ass, and then played with her clit. More orgasms came and went. In the middle of it all, Jeremy asked her if he could cum inside her. Cheryl squeaked out a 'Yes' and she felt his warm semen added to the accumulation of her own juices.
Her mind scarcely picked up the sounds of the other people in the room. She was totally locked into her own pleasure and Jeremy's elongated orgasm. Cheryl felt the excess juices flow down the inside of her thighs. She never wanted the session to end.
But it did, and she found Jeremy on top of her, kissing her passionately with a semi-erect cock still inside her. When he finally rose from the couch, Cheryl's hair was tousled and her face a bright crimson. However, the smile on that face told the whole story.
###
"When will I see you again?" Ben asked when he dropped her off back at her campsite.
"Oh, who knows," she replied. "Maybe you'll be walking in the woods one day and you'll look over and there I'll be. On top of a picnic table with some dude I just met."
"That would be cool," he said. "Should I watch?"
"You better."
She blew him a kiss and closed the door. Ben watched her walk inside her tent. The windows were still wide open as he pulled away.
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"OK. I'm in."
Kevin looked over his friend's shoulder. "Who's e-mail account is that?"
"Simmons. The assistant superintendent," Tom replied.
"Why did you choose him?" Kevin asked.
"He's in charge of all the hiring and firing in the schools," Tom said. "Teachers. Principals. Everybody."
Tom was one of the school district's computer technicians. As such, he had access to the passwords of all employees. He, of all people, knew the consequences of his actions if he got caught. But Tom also knew he could easily get a another job tomorrow if he had to, probably for more money than the school district was paying him.
His friend Kevin was just along for the ride. They met in college and now, in their mid-twenties, spent their free time hacking and gaming.
"You have a plan, I assume," Kevin said.
"Oh, yeah," Tom said smugly. "My target is Michelle Adams, the new principal at Bates Elementary. She can't be much more than thirty one or thirty two. Her first year as principal was pretty rough, but she survived."
Tom opened up the assistant superintendent's calendar.
"See this meeting?" he asked Kevin, clicking on Tuesday of the following week. "That's with Michelle. It's to review the past year. Could be a little precarious for her. She doesn't know it yet, but Simmons is going to give her an opportunity to 'redeem' herself."
"How?" Kevin wanted to know.
"You've never seen her, have you?" Tom said.
Kevin shook his head.
"Blonde with a model's body. Gorgeous face. Any straight man would fuck her in the middle of Main Street if they had a chance."
Kevin watched Tom start a new e-mail message from Simmons' account. He addressed it to Michelle, put 'Year-end review' in the subject line, and dropped down to the body of the message.
Tom typed: 'Michelle, On Tuesday we will meet to review the past year at Bates. The superintendent and I have watched your progress closely. Needless to say, there were bumps along the road. I know you can do better. Tuesday is your opportunity to show me what you've got.'
Tom inserted a smiley emoticon, despite Kevin's pleading not to do it.
He continued: 'Come prepared to demonstrate your desire to succeed as a principal. More than anybody, I want this to work.'
Tom reviewed the e-mail one more time before clicking the Send button.
"God, Tom. That's bribery. There's only one way for Michelle to read that," Kevin said. "And what if she replies to him?"
"No problem," Tom said calmly. "I've set up a rule in the system that any e-mail from her to him goes into a special folder first. I'll capture those, weed out the replies I don't want him to see, and go from there."
Kevin shook his head in disbelief.
Then Tom told him, "And we'll see everything that happens during the meeting?"
Kevin looked puzzled. "We will?"
"Last weekend I installed a miniature security camera in the corner of Simmons' office. Whatever happens, we'll catch it on the live feed."
Kevin's mouth fell open. "With audio?"
Tom chuckled. "No. But who needs audio if we get what I think we'll get. No matter what happens Tuesday, there will be further communication between these two. Eventually, we'll be seeing a lot of the lovely Ms. Adams."
###
Michelle could feel her blood pressure rise while she read the e-mail from Bill Simmons for the second time. 'Show me what you've got.' Was he serious? She stared at the little smiley face. Bill had always been nice to her and, yes, she thought he had mildly flirted with her at times. But the tone of this message could hardly be mistaken. It sounded to her as if her future in the district depended on more than just her goals for the elementary school in the coming year.
She had learned in her teenage and early adult years to use her looks advantageously. But she always stopped short of sexual favors. Maybe this situation called for more. She had the weekend to think about it.
By the time Tuesday rolled around, Michelle decided to take the high road with Simmons, at least until she felt the situation warranted more drastic actions. She sprinkled in a little playfulness by wearing a provocative outfit, including a sheer, white cotton shirt under a loose jacket. The shirt had a plunging U-shaped neck that showed plenty of cleavage and did little to hide her nipples. A pair of tight pants completed the ensemble. Maybe that would be enough to sway her boss.
Bill looked forward to the meeting with one of his favorite principals. Not only did he think she was attractive, but the energy she put into her work convinced him they could correct any deficiencies that surfaced during her first year on the job. And if he was lucky, maybe she'd wear something that highlighted that perfect body of hers. He was fifteen years older than Michelle, but he wasn't so old he didn't have fantasies about her.
His biggest fear was allowing his attraction toward her to overshadow his need to get her on track professionally. He made up his mind to focus on her faults a little more than he wanted to, just to even things out.
When Michelle showed up for the meeting, he welcomed her into his office. Unbeknownst to either of them, a camera began to capture their every move.
Bill spent ten or fifteen minutes chatting pleasantly with Michelle and trying hard to keep his eyes off her chest. Finally, he got around to the serious subject of her job appraisal. Item by item, he laid out those areas where Michelle needed to improve her administrative skills. Michelle never took criticism very well and fought back the urge to argue every point. Bill could sense her mounting anxiety, and thought it was time to try a more positive approach.
"Michelle, I know you can do this job," Bill said. "It was your first year as principal and I'm sure you learned a lot. Now it comes down to how much you want it. You probably understand that there are dozens of people who would love that job. I gave it to you because I had confidence in you."
Michelle was thinking about the e-mail and his request for her to 'Come prepared to demonstrate your desire to succeed as a principal.' Was this her cue?
She nodded. "I know I can do better."
"Me, too," Bill said with a smile. "I think you have skills that will keep you in your job, or even higher positions, for a long time to come."
That was it. Michelle knew she couldn't leave the office without 'demonstrating her desire.' She took a deep breath, then slowly stood and faced him. She slid the jacket off her shoulders and down her arms before laying it across her chair. Then she leisurely walked around the side of Bill's desk, a look of bewilderment crossing his face.
"I'll do anything, Bill," she said nervously. Michelle couldn't help but notice his eyes as they rose from her breasts to her face. She took the arms of his chair and turned it so they were facing each other. Then she leaned forward until it felt like her breasts would fall from the shirt.
"I have skills you may have only dreamed of," she said in a near whisper.
Bill watched her gradually sink to her knees, between his legs. She reached for his belt and Bill peered deep inside her shirt, gazing at the gentle slope of the inside of her breasts. Michelle was methodical in her movements, seeming to take pleasure in the deliberate pace. Bill felt his cock twitch as she unbuttoned his pants and pulled on the zipper.
She never took her eyes off his crotch as she spread the pants open and ran her hand over the stiffening cock inside his boxers. Bill was hard enough for her to wrap her fingers around the boxers and cock and stroke him. Only then did she look up to his face.
Bill's expression was emotionless, successfully hiding his disbelief. A dozen strokes by Michelle's gentle hand had him fully erect.
She reached inside the opening of the boxers and pulled out Bill's rigid cock.
"Michelle, you don't have to...," he began to say.
"Relax," she said, moving her lips down to the swollen tip of the long, thick shaft.
Bill watched her kiss it twice. His eyes flew from her face, to his cock, and down to her chest. The sight made him even harder, just in time to feel her tongue.
Michelle licked the cock from the base back up to the tip. She cradled it in her palm and ran her tongue around the most sensitive area just under the head. Her husband didn't demand much from her sexually, and as much as she felt compelled to service Bill to aid her employment, she was beginning to enjoy the experience.
It only took a moment for her to slide him between her lips. At first it was just the head, but then Michelle began descending on the cock until her lips touched his skin and the cock hit the back of her throat. With long, teasing movements, she took him into her mouth and extended his erection by pulling firmly with her lips.
Bill was over the initial shock of having the beautiful young woman between his legs. Convinced that she was intent on sucking his cock, he tried to take her advice and relax. But her technique was too good. As the seconds passed, Bill got more and more stimulated. He squirmed in his chair and found himself raising and lowering his hips as if he was fucking her face.
Michelle felt his increased involvement and intensified her own efforts. She used one hand to hold his cock while sucking him wildly with her mouth. She instinctively put her other hand on the bottom of her breast, a bad habit she couldn't break while masturbating. Bill saw it and nearly came instantly. But he wanted this to last, so he watched for a few seconds, looked away, and then gazed down at her breast again. She was gripping it tighter each time he looked.
Bill was the first to moan, but Michelle answered him soon afterwards as her fingers squeezed her nipple through her shirt a little harder. Soon, she tasted the first few drops of his precum. Her hand started pumping him faster and her tongue seemed to be everywhere. Bill muttered another unintelligible word or two and Michelle knew he was close.
"Oh God, Michelle," Bill said. "You'll make me cum."
She lifted her head momentarily and said, "I want to. Now just lighten up and let me finish."
No more words were said, but Bill's moans couldn't be stopped. His chair squeaked as his body reacted to Michelle's licking and sucking. Bill put his hands on the back of her head, unable to stop himself from essentially forcing her to stay in place when he came. He didn't realize Michelle wouldn't have wanted it any other way.
Bill grunted one last 'Oh fuck' when he felt his balls contracting. He threw his head back, his hips forward, and prepared to empty himself into Michelle's mouth.
She had his cock against the back of her throat when the first blast came out. Michelle pulled back a little, took another couple of shots, and began swallowing as fast as she could. Load after load landed on her tongue and trickled down her throat. When the initial orgasm seemed to subside, she stroked him harder with her hand and managed to suck out a few more drops.
As Bill collapsed in the chair, Michelle wiped her chin, kissed the head of his wet cock, and leaned back.
###
"Oh my God!" Kevin exclaimed. "She isn't really going to..."
"Watch this," Tom assured him.
As the video continued on the computer monitor, the men watched Michelle pull out Bill's cock.
"Fuck," Kevin said quietly.
In silence, they watched the remainder of the video. The bulges in their shorts attested to the quality of Michelle's blowjob.
"Go back to where she plays with her nipple again," Kevin insisted.
They once again watched Bill's climax from that point forward.
"God, she's gorgeous," Tom said. "We need to see all of her."
"So," Kevin asked. "How are you going to do it?"
Tom leaned back. "She works in her office almost every Saturday morning for at least an hour or two. She's going to invite Simmons to visit her and she's going to leave no doubt what she wants."
"I suppose we'll get to see this one, too," Kevin said.
"Of course. The camera's already in place," Tom said with a sly smile.
Kevin grinned. "Play it again," he said, turning back to the computer monitor.
###
Bill opened the e-mail from Michelle.
'Bill, I enjoyed our meeting. :-) I'll be in my office Saturday morning from about nine to eleven. Want to stop by? I think you owe me one. Michelle'
He felt his cock twitch as he read the e-mail for a second and third time. Visions of what might transpire began floating through his head. Under the desk, he rubbed his throbbing cock until having to pull away from the computer before cumming.
Bill had no way of knowing the e-mail wasn't from her or that there was only a possibility that Michelle would be in her office when he got there. But if everything worked out right, Tom and Kevin would have a new video for the collection.
Things worked out perfectly. Michelle pulled up to the school around nine twenty on Saturday and Bill arrived less than half an hour later. Michelle was staring intently into her laptop screen when she jumped at the sound of a light tap on the office door.
She swiveled in her chair and was surprised to see her boss.
"Bill. What's up?" she said, still a little shaken by his appearance.
Bill walked into the office and closed the door. "You should keep your door locked," he said with a faint smile.
"Oh? Do I have a reason to be afraid?"
"People with debts to owe might come to visit," he said.
The puzzled look on her face did not prevent Bill from approaching her desk. He got his first good look at her body, dressed casually in a loose fitting t-shirt and shorts. Her silky thighs were tanned and tempting. The gentle curve of her breasts made the t-shirt appear to flow across her body.
"Debts?" she asked.
"I thought I owed you one."
Her expression changed from puzzlement to concern. Michelle struggled to quickly find the right words.
"Bill, I think the other day was...well, uh, maybe we should just move on," she stammered.
"But I would never want you to think your job depended on something like that, Michelle. You're going to be the principal at this school for a long time, I hope. Nothing we do together should impact on that."
Michelle crossed her legs and tugged on the bottom of her shorts. She was a student of body language and instantly scolded herself for showing such blatant signs of his intimidation of her. She decided that standing next to him might equal things out a little. If she had had time to think things out, she would have realized it was a mistake.
As she rounded the corner of her desk and saw Bill's eyes traveling up and down her body, she knew she was in trouble. She seriously thought about walking straight to the door. But he moved a half step to the side and effectively blocked her path.
"Bill, whatever it was you came here to talk about...," Michelle started to say.
"I didn't come here to talk, Michelle."
He reached out and took her by the top of her arm. They moved together and his mouth was rapidly on top of hers. Michelle whimpered as the prolonged kiss continued. She attempted to back away, but his grip was solid. She felt her ass hit the desk.
Bill moved in front of her and pressed his body against hers. His cock hardened and her breasts flattened under the pressure of his chest. Finally, she managed to free her mouth from his.
"Bill! This isn't right."
"Relax." Bill's attempt to mock Michelle's own instructions to him didn't go unrecognized. The fright on her face was evident. She felt trapped, both physically and professionally.
Bill's hands slid up over the beltline of her shorts and under the bottom of her shirt. The feel of her soft skin on his fingertips forced his cock against the inside of his shorts with agonizing effects. Their eyes met as the hands progressed up her chest.
She opened her mouth to speak, but his hands reaching the bottoms of her bare breasts prevented her from talking.
"Naughty girl," Bill said. "No bra in school. Makes me think you were expecting somebody."
She wanted to kick him; scream; or run. Anything except what she expected to happen next.
Bill's fingers spread out as they covered her tits. Soon, his palms were flat against her nipples and he was kneading her supple flesh. He pressed his entire body forward until Michelle was afraid she'd fall straight onto the desk. Whatever his intention, she would not allow THAT to happen.
"I watched you the other day, Michelle. You like your nipples squeezed, don't you?"
As he spoke, he rolled her nipples between his fingers and instantly felt them harden. Michelle wanted to cry when she felt her pussy react with a familiar tingle. If she didn't stop him now, she either wouldn't be able to or wouldn't want to.
"Bill..."
As soon as he heard her speak, Bill pinched both nipples as hard as he could. Michelle's squeal pierced the silence of the office and her body exploded with shivers of stimulation. Her mouth was open but the only sound was her struggle for breath.
Bill raised her shirt until both breasts were exposed. He marveled at the perfection of their size and shape, gazing at the dark areolas surrounding the erect nipples. He leaned forward and lightly licked all around one of them. Michelle did not move. He kissed the nipple. Then he slipped it between his lips.
Michelle gasped again when his tongue slid across her skin. More and more of the breast entered his mouth and the intensity of his sucking increased. Bill tilted his head slightly and used one hand to hold up the tit. He practically devoured her over the next thirty seconds.
Bill took his mouth off her for just a second and said, "Take off your shirt, Michelle."
Like a robot, the young principal pulled the shirt over her head and laid it on the desk. Bill switched to the other breast and sucked on it for a minute. Michelle could feel the moisture collecting in her pussy as he skillfully played with her chest, and wondered if she was past the point of no return.
"Bill, the door," she murmured.
"I locked it. Don't worry."
"We shouldn't be...I mean, I think we should...stop," she pleaded.
Bill held her breasts in her hands and looked into her eyes. "I'm returning a favor. Just this once."
His tongue was back on her tit at the same time his hands moved down to the front of her shorts. Michelle resigned herself to the fact he wasn't going to stop. Her biggest worry now was someone unexpectedly arriving at the school. Thankfully, the curtains were pulled to block the glare of the morning sun.
Bill opened her shorts and slid his hands inside. He felt the soft fabric of her panties and, then, the damp heat emanating from between her legs.
"Ahhh, so you DO like your nipples played with," Bill said scornfully. "I'll try to remember that."
He moved his hands around her waist and onto the top of her ass, still outside her panties. Bill pulled her towards him as he felt the soft bulge of her ass. As he did, the shorts began to drop down her legs. Michelle could only let them collect at her ankles while Bill began to kiss her.
She reluctantly allowed the kiss to persist at the same time Bill was slipping his fingers inside the back of her panties. After a couple mild clenches of her cheeks, Bill started to push down on the panties. The kiss ended and Bill kneeled down to remove Michelle's underwear.
He stood back up and moved back one large step, the farthest he had been away from her since she moved around the desk. His eyes scanned her nudity for what seemed an eternity to Michelle.
"Lovely," he said softly. "Very nice."
After a short pause, he said, "Turn around, please."
Michelle pivoted until her ass faced him. She felt vulnerable and insecure and naked. Her entire body twitched when Bill's hand slid across her bare ass, between her legs, and onto her thigh. She felt him stand directly behind her and then his hands were moving up to her breasts again. He held her tightly from behind, squeezing the tits in his hands.



"You're so wet, Michelle," he nearly whispered. "You want to cum, don't you? Tell me you do."
She nodded, her career options first most on her mind.
"Tell me."
"Yes," Michelle answered.
She heard the zipper on Bill's pants. He fumbled behind her but she didn't look back. Long seconds passed and she wondered what he was doing. Then an empty condom packet was placed on her desk and her heart pounded harder.
"Lean on the desk," Bill told her calmly.
Michelle placed her palms on the top of the wood desk.
"Spread your legs."
She separated her feet a few more inches, just as Bill's hands gripped her by the waist and pulled her back a little. Michelle was now nearly doubled over at the waist and spread more than wide enough for him to enter her. Almost immediately, she felt the tip of his cock at the entrance to her pussy.
Bill gawked at the incredible sight of the young woman sprawled out in front of him only long enough to get in place. Then he eased his cock forward and sensed her body stretching to accept his hard, thick shaft. The lubricated condom, and lubricated pussy, made the rest simple. Soon, his balls were resting on her warm skin.
As much as Michelle was dismayed by Bill's actions, the sensation of his cock sliding inside her from behind was undeniably good. She'd never had sex this way and was soon over her anxiety. Bill held her by the hips and began a slow, rhythmic fucking that allowed both of them sufficient time to get used to it.
At first, the only sound was that of Bill's body lightly smacking into Michelle's. Then he broke the relative silence.
"You feel so good, Michelle. So tight."
His hands moved to her tits as they hung below her. When the nipples were pressed between his fingers, she constricted her pussy around his cock. They both moaned quietly and Bill picked up the pace. Michelle gripped the edge of the desk, obtaining a more secure hold to counteract his force, and both of them recognized that their bodies were inching closer and closer to orgasms.
The next couple minutes were taken up by harder and faster fucking. Michelle could only bear the brunt of it, unable to offer much beyond an occasional squeeze of Bill's cock by her pussy. Bill, however, had access to her entire body and left very little of it untouched.
His groans came faster and louder. He was very close and wanted Michelle to know it.
"C'mon, Michelle. Let yourself cum," he told her.
Bill put a finger on her clit and rubbed frantically. Michelle tilted her head back and moaned noisily, feeling all new surges of excitement shoot through her stomach.
She repeatedly cried out "Yes!" with Bill rubbing harder each time she said it. Beads of perspiration collected under her blonde bangs as an orgasm grew deep inside her body. Bill felt her body quiver and he used two fingers to massage her clit.
"That's it," he whispered. "Cum for me. Cum hard for me."
His words were enough to put Michelle over the edge.
"Oh God! I'm cumming, Bill. Now!"
Michelle clutched at the desk and steadied herself as her body gave in. Incoherent sounds of lust filled the office as the orgasm started, and grew. The slapping of their bodies coming together quickened and Bill announced his own orgasm.
"Yes! Yesssss!"
He firmly held Michelle in place and slammed into her as hard as he could, producing the first of several long blasts of cum inside the condom. They came together in noisy, chaotic bliss, totally oblivious to anything except their own need to cum. Thirty seconds later, Michelle was collapsed on the desk with Bill still inside her and leaning against her bare ass.
###
"Damn," Kevin declared. "Are they done?"
"Yeah," Tom said sadly. "The rest is just her getting dressed and Bill trying to figure out what to do with the condom."
Eventually, both of the people in the video left the office and the lights went out. Tom and Kevin watched the screen go black.
"Wow," Kevin said. "That's a keeper."
Both men needed to relieve the immense pressure inside their shorts, but wouldn't do it until they were alone.
"I think we're almost done with these two," Tom said. "We've caused enough mayhem. Maybe it's time to let them decide their own fates now. What do you think?"
"Keep your eyes on the e-mail flow," Kevin told his friend. "I'm anxious to find out where this goes."
Michelle was anxious to put the entire episode behind her and, at the same time, keep her career on course. She decided to give Bill an ultimatum, via e-mail.
'Bill, I've done everything I can think of to convince you of my wish to remain principal at Bates. Is there anything more I can do? If so, it must be your final request or I will resign. Michelle'
His reply came a day later.
'Michelle, You've been more than amenable. I do have one final appeal. As you know, the superintendent's summer picnic is coming up in two weeks. It would be great if I had a chance to meet Kelli Cline that day. Perhaps you could arrange a private 'get together' for the three of us away from the other guests. I'll leave the particulars up to you. Bill'
Kelli Cline was the youngest teacher at Bates Elementary. She would be starting her second year, having been hired straight out of college. A former cheerleader, Kelli might have been the only teacher in the district more attractive than Michelle herself. She was single and entertained the other staff members with her dating exploits. Kelli never hid her love for flirting. Michelle rightfully assumed that getting her to spend some time at a picnic with Bill would be easy.
The other thing working in Michelle's favor was Kelli's apparent willingness to experiment with other women. It was a frequent private discussion among some of the teachers and Michelle became aware of it in more than one conversation. She never thought the information would become useful...until now.
So with a plan in mind and Kelli in her sights, Michelle arrived at the picnic. It was a blistering hot day and informal attire was encouraged. Thus, Michelle was pleased to finally run into Kelli a half hour after arriving and VERY pleased to see the sexy little shirt and shorts Kelli wore. Bill would be delighted.
"Hi, Kelli. You look great. Very cool," Michelle said with a smile.
"Thanks. I had trouble finding something for this hot weather and still be decent," Kelli said. "I'm not sure I met the decent requirement."
"No. You're fine," Michelle assured her. "By the way, remind me to introduce you to Bill Simmons, the assistant superintendent. He's in charge of all the elementaries, so he's a good guy to know."
"OK. Whatever you say, boss."
They chatted for a few more minutes before going their separate ways in the back yard of the gorgeous house. It was what most average people would consider a mansion, sitting on five acres of land. A multi-level deck looked out over the yard and distant pond. Inside, room after room lined the hallways on two floors, with an equally nice basement. Michelle staked out a small den on the second floor as a possible meeting place for her, Bill and Kelli.
Once Michelle verified that Bill had arrived, she started looking for the best opportunity to get the three of them together. She allowed an hour to pass so Bill and Kelli could get settled into the party, have a drink or two, and talk to whomever they needed to talk to.
Finally, she saw Bill and Kelli on the same level of the deck at the same time. She made her move.
Michelle took Bill by the arm and said, "C'mon. I'll introduce you to Kelli."
Bill accepted with a knowing smile and allowed Michelle to lead the way. They came up behind Kelli and Michelle tapped the young teacher on the shoulder.
"Kelli," she said. "I want you to meet Bill Simmons."
Bill extended a hand and made small talk while trying not to stare at Kelli's scanty outfit. Then Michelle interrupted them by saying, "Let's go inside and talk. It's a little hot and noisy out here. I know a room that's much more pleasant."
Bill, of course, knew the incentive behind Michelle's recommendation. Kelli simply tagged along, wondering to herself, but not willing to ask her two bosses what was up. They proceeded up the steps and into the den. Michelle closed the door and quietly locked it.
The room reminded Kelli of an old English library in a black and white Sherlock Holmes movie. Except the book cases, couch, and chairs were very modern.
"So, how do you like Bates so far?" Bill asked as he settled into one of the high back, overstuffed chairs.
"Oh, it's awesome," Kelli said. She and Michelle sat side-by-side on the couch. "The staff's great."
"And Michelle?" Bill said.
"She's a great principal," Kelli said, looking over at her boss. "She'll do anything for us to make the job easier."
"I try to meet separately with all of our new teachers at functions like this, so don't feel uncomfortable," Bill stated. "It's good to know the most I can about each of the staff. We want you to feel like you're part of the team."
"I do," Kelli assured him. "Everybody's been great."
Bill asked about her background and hobbies and generally kept the conversation informal. But knowing their time was limited, he wanted to quickly get to the point of their 'meeting.'
Kelli unwittingly made it easy for him when she said, "I hope I didn't dress too casually today."
Bill chuckled. "This is a casual picnic. We want everybody to be relaxed. You look very nice."
Michelle stood up and faced Kelli. With a small grin on her face, she extended both hands toward the teacher. "Stand up, Kelli."
The surprised look on Kelli's face did not stop her from holding onto Michelle's hands and rising to her feet. Michelle turned her so that her back was to Bill for a moment, and then the two women stood so he saw their silhouettes.
"I think you look very nice, too, Kelli. But I'm sure Bill would like to see more. I know I do," Michelle said.
Two beers were enough to slow Kelli's reactions, but not deaden them. Michelle's words caused plenty of alarms to go off inside her head, but she also felt a sudden sense of excitement. Her very pretty boss sounded as though she was coming on to her and a not bad looking man was watching. The stimulation it caused overshadowed any doubts Kelli may have had.
"Is that why you picked this room?" Kelli asked. "So we could all be alone? What's next?"
The sultry look in Kelli's eyes made Michelle consider wanting another woman for the first time in her life. She was going to hate turning Kelli over to Bill. But first, she'd have some fun.
"Maybe I want to kiss you," Michelle said.
"Maybe you should," Kelli replied.
What started out as Michelle's attempt to meet Bill's demand was quickly turning into an experiment she never anticipated. Her answer to Kelli was to lean forward and lightly bring their lips together. Kelli had enough of her senses in place to know better than to push things too fast. She let the kiss continue for a couple seconds before spreading her lips and letting her tongue brush across Michelle's mouth.
At the same time that Kelli first felt Michelle's tongue, Kelli put her hands on Michelle's waist. The women moved closer together. The kiss intensified and Kelli's hands slid higher on the outside of Michelle's shirt. Bill watched with interest, his cock slowly coming to life.
Michelle completely lost awareness of her surroundings in the brief second it took for the kiss to reach its climax. When she pulled her tongue out of Kelli's mouth and opened her eyes, Michelle realized Kelli had her hands on top of her breasts.
"God, Kelli. I'm...I'm...," Michelle stammered.
"You're what, Michelle? I think you liked that."
"I think Bill would like it better," Michelle said. "I don't want to be the only one who gets to taste it."
Kelli leisurely moved her hands back down. At the same time, Michelle moved behind Kelli and turned her slightly to face Bill directly. Then Michelle put her hands at the bottom of Kelli's shirt.
"But first," Michelle said, "he and I both want to see more of this lovely body."
Kelli didn't respond as she felt the shirt begin to rise, exposing the smooth, tanned skin of her waist and stomach. The grin that crossed her face the higher the shirt got convinced everybody, including herself, that it was OK.
In fact, Kelli would have been fine even if Michelle had kept going. But, she didn't. Michelle stopped just below Kelli's breasts and said, "You do it, Kelli."
The young teacher took hold of the bottom of the shirt while Michelle let go. As Michelle headed for the couch, Kelli lifted the shirt over her bare breasts and exposed them to Bill. After a slight pause, she pulled the shirt over her head. Shaking her head to put her hair back in place, Kelli held the shirt at her side.
Bill openly gazed at the topless woman and her perfect, round breasts. Kelli looked incredibly sexy holding the shirt in a pose worthy of any magazine. Even from behind, on the couch, Michelle thought Kelli looked fantastic with her tiny, tight ass and bronze legs.
Kelli twirled the shirt one time and let it fall to the floor.
"Want more?" she asked Bill in a tempting voice.
"It's up to you," Bill tried to convince her. "But if the rest is as good as this, the answer is yes."
Kelli unbuttoned her shorts and pulled down the zipper. She allowed the pants to hang open just enough to reveal the start of simple white panties. But as the shorts sank lower and lower on her thighs, Bill and Michelle could tell the panties were anything but simple. By the time Kelli's shorts were below her ass, the tiny panties that clung to her skin like paint were in full view.
Neither Bill nor Michelle paid much attention to the shorts hitting the floor with the view they had of Kelli's ass and pussy. Each movement Kelli made was accentuated by the tight fitting panties. The cheeks of her ass spilled out on either side of the back while, in front, the outline of her slit pressed against the fabric.
Kelli did her own staring. The bulge in Bill's pants seemed to be growing, which only served to validate in her mind the extreme measures she was going to. Kelli's pussy tingled as she reached for her panties. She stood so that both Bill and Michelle had side-on views of her as she bent at the waist and took off the last piece of clothing.
A nervous smile crossed her face as Kelli stood back up, completely naked.
"Turn around," Bill said calmly.
Michelle thought back to when she received the same orders from Bill, and how frightening the words were. And stimulating. Kelli slowly rotated in the middle of the room, providing both witnesses a full view front and back of her gorgeous naked body.
"Well?" Kelli asked when she faced Bill again. "Do I pass?"
"A-plus," he replied.
"How do I know?" she said, her eyes squarely planted on his crotch.
"Want proof?"
"I do."
Bill grinned. "Come over and take a closer look."
Without pause, Kelli moved between Bill's legs and started to open his shorts. When she pulled them down his legs, she got on her knees. Her hands moved quickly back up to the top of his briefs and she had them around his ankles in just seconds.
Bill's cock sprung upward in semi-erection while Kelli removed his shorts and underwear and laid them beside the chair. She inched forward until her breasts hung just inches above the tip of his cock. Kelli looked up at Bill and smiled.
"Rub my tits with it, Bill."
Surprised at her demand, but not disappointed, Bill put his hand on the cock and guided it to one of her nipples. With increasing pressure, he rubbed the tit and felt the blood surge through his shaft. Thirty seconds later, he was completely hard and had the cock between her tits while squeezing them together.
"That's it. Fuck my tits. I want you good and hard," Kelli said quietly.
Michelle watched intently, spreading her legs and unashamedly rubbing her pussy through her shorts. Even when Bill looked over, she didn't stop. She couldn't stop.
Bill more than met Kelli's requirement of being hard. The sensation of her round, soft tits massaging both sides of his cock at the same time had him ready to cum very quickly. When she sensed that, Kelli said, "I want you inside me, Mr. Simmons."
She didn't wait for an answer. Kelli stood up and turned so her ass was facing Bill. She carefully moved back until her pussy was directly over his cock and then looked over her shoulder.
"Are you ready?" she asked.
"Whenever you are."
"Let me help," Kelli said, her hand reaching between her legs.
With his cock between her fingers, Kelli began to lower herself until the swollen head separated her pink skin. Bill held her by the waist and leaned back while Kelli slid her cunt down over the entire length of his cock. She was tight and wet and warm. Bill groaned his approval.
"My God, that feels good," Kelli sighed. "Now fuck me."
Their combined movements quickly resulted in perfect rhythm and angle of attack. Kelli could feel every inch of Bill's long cock inside her and Bill could feel the firm perimeter of Kelli's cunt wrap around him. She sat in his lap and enjoyed the ride.
Michelle, meanwhile, couldn't sit back and watch any longer. She rose from the couch and walked over to the chair. Her eyes must have given her away, because Kelli promptly pushed out her chest and ran her hands over her tits. Kelli rested them in her palms while Michelle got into position in front of her. Then Michelle took over, putting one tit and then the other in her mouth until the nipples were stiff and bright pink. She sucked on them noisily and bit down, causing Kelli to squeal with pleasure.
Bill continued driving his cock up into Kelli's cunt while Michelle worked on her tits. Kelli repeatedly asked for Michelle to suck her harder and Michelle eagerly obeyed. For nearly five minutes, the threesome turned the chair into a sex machine.
With two people servicing her, it came as no surprise that Kelli was the first to cum. She cried out as the orgasm burst through her body. Bill rammed her as hard and fast as he could and Michelle teased her tits with flicks of her tongue. When the first orgasm was over, a quick massaging of her clit brought on a second one.
Bill was ready to cum now. His indecision about cumming inside Kelli was alleviated when she lifted herself off him, getting on her knees alongside Michelle.
"Let's do him together," Kelli suggested.
Their mouths convened on the rigid cock still covered with Kelli's sweet juices. They licked it feverishly and alternated taking it deep inside their mouths. Kelli managed to sneak a kiss in every now and then with Michelle, but her main focus was on Bill's cock.
Bill thought to himself that if this was going to be the last of his 'dealings' with Michelle, it was a fabulous way to end it. He wasn't exactly sure how they got to this point, but he loved every second of it. With two tongues sliding up and down his cock, his mind was quickly brought back to the reality of the moment. He was about to cum.
"It won't be long, ladies," he moaned.
"Let's have it," Kelli told him. "I'm ready."
Michelle was the first to taste his precum. "Ummmm, sweet. Where's the rest?"
Bill gripped the arms of the chair. "Now. Now!"
The women both had their lips around various portions of the cock when Bill started to cum. A long stream of semen burst out and landed on Kelli's nose and cheek. The next shot was taken directly in Michelle's mouth, while Kelli captured the next couple. Soon, their sucking produced only tiny spurts of cum that was quickly lapped up by their tongues.
Bill's groans subsided until all the licking in the world couldn't produce anything more. Michelle giggled as she looked over at Kelli's face and the cum clinging to the tip of her nose.



"Wait until he watches me use my panties to clean this up," Kelli said with a wry smile. "I bet he gets hard again."
Ten minutes later when Bill, Kelli and Michelle reappeared on the deck, the only person in the crowd who might have had a clue as to what just happened was a young man sitting in the corner. Tom smiled to himself and thought of all the possibilities.



        

  
    A Daughter's Fantasy
  
  A Daughter's Fantasy

        Father and daughter discover each other.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/a-daughters-fantasy-1

Title: A Daughter's Fantasy

Author: eroslit

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Father and daughter discover each other.

Tags: daughter, father




My daughter was driving me crazy. She had enrolled in, and dropped out of, three colleges in three years. At the age of twenty five, she worked a minimum wage job and lived in an extra bedroom of the house I shared with my wife. There honestly didn't appear to be any hope that she would EVER move out permanently.
I didn't dislike my daughter. She had a playful personality and wasn't bad looking. Luckily, she took after her mother with short blonde hair and a fabulous figure. It was just that, after thirty years of marriage, Traci and I were ready to live a life without Carly.
Carly dated, but never seriously. I went through the phase of wondering if she was a lesbian, but decided somehow that she wasn't. Maybe it was wishful thinking. Anyway, there was no future husband in sight. I would have paid the right guy to take her.
It was the summer after she turned twenty five that things began to change. Carly started acting civilly towards me, even holding complete conversations that didn't have to do with her borrowing money. When my wife was gone—which was frequent because of her sales job—Carly began to hang around the house instead of disappearing like she used to.
Soon, it wasn't all that bad having her around when I was alone. It was about this time that scary thoughts entered my mind. I wondered if she wore her small tops or running shorts just for me. I was spending considerable time scolding myself for watching her as much as I did as she moved around the house.
On one hot afternoon, Carly was outside sunbathing. Our neighbors lived a quarter mile away on either side so privacy was not an issue. But Carly never took advantage of it by sunbathing topless, as she did on this day. If she had ever done it before, it was never while I was around. I was upstairs when I looked out the bedroom window and peered down on the wonderful vision of my daughter in a bikini bottom and nothing else.
Looking straight down on her, the perfection of the size and shape of Carly's tits was evident. I couldn't help myself. I put my hand on the outside of my shorts and began rubbing my ever-hardening cock. Within seconds, I was erect to the point where I could wrap my hand around the cock.
Carly spread her legs slightly as she relaxed on the lounge chair. I saw her hand slide up her body to swat something away. Her pink nipples stood out unmistakably against the darker areolas surrounding them and I stroked myself faster, using my shorts and boxers as a cushion around my cock. I was throbbing.
Then Carly turned over so her ass was visible. She used two fingers to pull on the bikini bottom around her cheeks and I stared at her like I was in a trance. Fifteen more seconds and I would cum.
That's when I stopped. I nearly ran away from the window so I wouldn't have an orgasm inside my shorts. My cock jutted forward to produce a large tent between my legs, which took several minutes to subside while I sat on the bed thinking about what almost happened.
It would have been fine with me if I'd had that momentary lapse and never had another erection because of my daughter. However, the image of her under my window wouldn't go away and, as the hot summer wore on, neither would Carly. We still had our arguments over seemingly trivial stuff. Carly still used me as her personal bank account. And she got tanner and tanner, sexier and sexier with each passing day.
The next interaction between us that I wish hadn't happened was inadvertently caused by me. I had a bad habit of sleeping in the nude. Sometimes it was because my wife and I had plans, and sometimes it was because I just wanted to. On a night that I just wanted to, I got thirsty in the middle of the night and decided a trip to the kitchen was in order. I got lazy and didn't put anything on.
I knew Carly often chatted with friends online until late into the night. But that room was down a long hallway downstairs and I was confident I could sneak into the kitchen, get my drink, and get out without her ever knowing it. My silent trip to the kitchen was successful, despite the darkness. The refrigerator door opened without a sound and I allowed only the smallest amount of light to escape.
With a bottle of water in hand, I closed the door.
"Thirsty or hungry? Or both?"
The voice jolted me and I stood frozen in place. My eyes adjusted quickly and I saw Carly standing in the entrance to the kitchen, leaning against the doorway.
Then my nudity became the only thing I could think about. I quickly re-opened the refrigerator door and hid behind it.
"God, Carly. A little warning would be nice," I said.
"I could have assumed you were an intruder and tried to kill you. You shouldn't walk around in the middle of the night. Especially naked," Carly said with a smirk. "And don't stand there with the door open. How does it sound to hear that coming from ME for a change?"
I wasn't in the mood for attempts at humor from my daughter.
"Can I go back to bed now, Carly?"
She stood to the side of the doorway and swung her arm as if to let me pass.
"As you already know," I said, "I'm naked. Scram."
"Oh. So it's OK for you to see me naked, but it's not OK for me to see you."
Without thinking, I blurted out, "You weren't naked."
She grinned. "So you DID watch."
I knew then that I was trapped. "I didn't WATCH. I just happened to see you."
"And?" she asked.
"And what?"
"Did you like it?"
I frowned. "You're my daughter."
"Answer the question," she demanded.
"Carly. I'm going to bed."
I felt my cock beginning to respond just from the THOUGHT of her sunbathing. I slammed the door shut, held the bottle strategically in front of me, and walked towards her.
Carly's eyes never left my cock as I walked past. At the last moment, I felt her hand slap my ass. I never looked back.
That episode was seldom far from my mind for several days. In the near pitch darkness of the kitchen, I didn't know what she had actually seen, but I had to assume it was everything. My problem was that the idea of that excited me. A lot.
One thought that never crossed my mind was the fact Carly might pay me back. If it was to happen, I'd never stoop to her depths and trap her in a dark room with no clothes on. Nor would I know when and how to do that if I wanted to. So when it happened, nobody was more surprised than me.
We were on a trip to my in-laws for a big family reunion. My wife's family is huge so most of us ended up staying in motels in the area. That was fine with me, except Carly would be staying in our room and that put a quick stop to any thought of Traci and I doing anything fun.
The first day of the long weekend was moving along as I predicted: tedious and full of new stories from in-laws I never liked in the first place and disliked more each time I saw them. Luckily, by late afternoon, Traci decided to take off with some of her sisters and Carly and I were free to go back to the motel until dinner.
As soon as we got inside the room I asked Carly what she was going to do in the couple hours we probably had before her Mom got back.
"Probably swim. Want to join me?" she asked.
"No thanks."
Carly walked over until she was right next to me. "Maybe this could be my opportunity to return a favor."
"What do you mean?" I asked, truly perplexed.
"You were nice enough to let me see you, finally," she said. "I owe you."
She didn't need to explain what she meant. "You trapped me," I replied.
Carly feigned an offended look. "I did not!"
"Then it was a pure accident?"
She shrugged. "Perhaps. But this time it won't be."
Carly walked over to her suitcase and quickly pulled out both pieces of a bikini. She laid them on the bed and came back over to me. Without saying a word, she put her hands on the bottom of her t-shirt and began to lift it. As quickly as I could grasp what was happening, she had the shirt over her head and was taking it off.
I couldn't keep from staring at her perfect tits, and Carly gave me plenty of opportunity. She tossed the shirt on the bed and allowed me to finish my gawking.
"Carly, you shouldn't..."
She was opening her shorts and pulling down the zipper. Carly wiggled out of them and kicked the pants aside, leaving me to gaze at the tiny panties that clung to her skin. After a short pause, Carly leaned over and pulled them off, too.
My eyes jumped back and forth from her tits, as they hung down, to the gentle curve of her ass. Soon, Carly was standing back up just inches in front of me.
"We're even," she said.
"Not quite," I answered.
She looked at me with questioning eyes.
"Turn around, I said.
She did and I slapped her lightly on one of her gorgeous cheeks. Carly shrieked and grabbed her bikini. I watched as she put it on and tied it in place. My cock throbbed and I suspected she knew it.
"So now there's no reason I can't walk around naked, just like you. Either here or at home," Carly said with a tone of having won.
I looked at her luscious body and said, "No, I guess not. Just don't do it in front of your mother."
With an agreement in place, Carly left for the pool and I finally moved my hard cock into a more comfortable position inside my shorts. I laid down on the bed and evoked all the images of my naked daughter that I could remember. Then I touched my rock hard cock and swore at her under my breath.
I'm sure she knew exactly what she was doing when Carly wore her most revealing dress at dinner. I spent two hours trying not to stare at her half-exposed tits or the tan legs extending under the table. She smiled at me throughout the meal, but never went beyond that. I knew then it was going to be a long weekend.
It was probably fortunate we were not alone again until the final morning of the trip when my wife was out with her family. I had exercised in the small gym before returning to the room for a shower. Carly appeared to still be asleep as I entered the bathroom. I locked the door.
When I was done and had my boxers on, I opened the bathroom door. Carly was waiting for me, naked. I froze and she entered the bathroom, closing the door and locking it behind her. When she turned around to face me again, I had to back up a half step to keep from having our bodies touch.
"I thought you'd never get done. Why'd you lock the door?" she asked.
"Because you might try to get in."
"I did. And now I'm in," she said with a sly smile. "I wanted to help you shower."
"That's what I was afraid of," I told her.
"So now you can help me."
I shook my head slowly. "No, Carly. I won't help you shower."
She pouted. "Why not? Wouldn't it be fun if I let you rub me all over with soap?"
Carly grabbed my wrists and pulled my hands up to her body. She guided them over her flat stomach and abs until reaching the middle of her chest.
"You could have cleaned my boobs and watched the soap drip off my nipples."
She had moved my hands up to her tits and onto the incredibly soft skin before I could react. Or did I even want to react? The suppleness of her tits in my hands nearly made me lose control. I wanted desperately to squeeze them and pull on the nipples.
"Imagine sliding the soap over me; watching the water pour down my body; between my legs."
She moved my hands back down across her body until there was no doubt where she was headed.
"Carly, no! Your mother might come back," I said.
"You know she won't for a couple more hours. That's plenty of time," Carly answered.
I resisted with enough pressure to avoid having her place my hands on her pussy. But I didn't take them off her body, either. My cock wouldn't let me.
"Oh my," Carly said, her eyes on my boxers. "I think you would have liked helping me wash."
She let go of my wrists and swiftly took hold of my cock, which was still inside my boxers but making a bulge nobody could miss. For the first time ever, my daughter stroked me with long, slow movements. Instantly, I was fully erect.
"Carly, stop it."
"Just think of us in the shower, Dad. Naked. You washing my back and my ass and my legs. Then I could wash you, all over," Carly said.
Of course the mental image was flashing in my brain as she spoke and the result was an even harder flow of blood through my cock. Carly had to feel it.
"It will never happen, Carly. So don't get your hopes up."
"We'll see," she said, as she took hold of the top of my boxers.
Then she was pushing them down my legs, releasing my pulsating cock. She bent down to pull them off and then got on her knees in front of me. Carly held my cock for a few more seconds before kissing the tip.
"Just think of what we could have done." With those words, she spread her lips and slid the head of my cock inside my mouth.
I was afraid, ashamed, and exceedingly horny. The beauty of my young daughter beginning to suck on my cock as she kneeled on the bathroom floor couldn't be described. I watched her blonde hair sway back and forth as her head bobbed up and down my shaft. I watched her tits bounce in rhythm. I got harder and harder.
Carly tightened her lips around my cock and increased the pressure applied by her tongue. That put an end to any thoughts I had of stopping her. At that instant, I pretty much knew I was going to cum. Or at least, wanted to and needed to.
Carly seemed to be of the same mindset. She showed no signs of letting up and, if anything, intensified her sucking. It seemed obvious to me I was not the first man she had ever done this to. Nor would I be the last. She was loving every second of it.
When I thought I sensed the first drops of precum making their way through my cock, I said, "Carly, you have to stop. I...I...might cum."
She wrapped her hand around the base of my cock, took it out of her mouth, and replied, "Good. I want you to."
Then my cock disappeared and I was on the verge of an orgasm. This was the type of treatment I had not received in many, many years and the sensation of my cock being buried in a woman's mouth was overwhelming. It was beginning to not matter that the woman was my daughter.
I looked across the bathroom and in the mirror was a view of Carly's ass. That was all I needed to go over the edge.
I knew it was a matter of seconds before I would cum.
"Carly. Oh fuck!"
I put two hands on the back of Carly's head and drove my cock into her mouth until I felt it hit the back of her throat. I quickly let go, realizing this was not Traci I was dealing with.
Then, as cum began to reach the tip of my cock, Carly pulled it out and aimed it straight at her tits. After a half dozen fast strokes of her hand, I groaned loudly and shot the first long stream of cum onto her body. I couldn't take my eyes off her tits as the cum covered them, slowly dripping down the sides and over her nipples the more I came.
The smile on her face is still etched in my mind. She seemed to revel in being completely covered in my semen. But eventually I was done.
She looked up at me after licking the last drop from the head of my cock.
"Mmmmmm, nice," she sighed. "I think I need a shower. Care to join me?"
Without saying a word, I picked up my boxers and exited the bathroom. So many emotions were flowing through me I didn't know what to say or do. As much as I wanted to, I couldn't stop imagining Carly in the shower cleaning the last of my cum from her tits. It felt like an image of her naked body was permanently etched in my mind.
We came home from that weekend without further incident, but I knew something had to be done. Either I ended it, or it would continue to escalate to a frightening conclusion. The problem was: I didn't know what I wanted more.
My wife had another short business trip planned a week later. That would be my opportunity. But my opportunity for what? I had every intention of taking the initiative this time. Carly, as always, beat me to it.
I had a habit of falling asleep on the couch watching TV when my wife was gone. I'd often wake up in the middle of the night and make my way to bed. Usually, I just had underwear on and maybe a blanket over me.
One night during Traci's trip, I was awoken by a body joining me on the couch. In my semi-conscious state, I instinctively put my arm around her. I felt nothing but skin and didn't think twice about it. Then I felt a hand push my boxers against my cock. Now I was awake.
I opened my eyes and saw Carly's face. The TV was off and the only light was coming from another room somewhere. In the dimness I saw that she was naked. Carly slid down the couch and slipped my underwear down my legs. When I was naked, she climbed on top of me and I settled onto my back.
She lowered her face to mine and said, "Hi."
Before I could speak, her mouth was on mine and we were kissing. It started out innocent enough, but soon her tongue was sliding across my lips. My natural response was to do the same to her and the kiss quickly became more passionate.
Carly was lying flat on top of me and when she started grinding her pussy against my cock I lost control. All the flashbacks of my previous views of her body combined into one big picture that caused my cock to stiffen. My hands slid down to her bare ass and soon we were kissing, groaning, and all but fucking. The blanket fell to the floor and we rolled as much as we could on the couch without falling off.
Our hands were everywhere. I clutched at her ass, her tits, and her waist. Carly felt my chest before searching out my cock. I didn't think the kiss would ever end. When it did, I was as hard as a rock.
"Don't fight this, Dad," Carly said softly. "I've seen you look at me. I've watched your cock grow every time you do. I've tasted you when you need to cum. Tonight we're going to fuck."
I took in a breath to speak.
"No," she demanded. "Don't say anything. Just relax and enjoy this. You want to, and I want to. Next time you can be in charge."
Every single thing she said was correct. She knew me better than I did and she was about to give me what I'd wanted most all summer. If she'd had to work on my cock for half an hour to get a response it would be one thing. But she only had to show up naked and I was erect. That's all we both needed to know.
Carly lifted herself just enough to slide her pussy over top of my cock. The urge to stop her was tremendous. The need to fuck her was even greater.
We made eye contact one last time before my daughter took hold of me and placed the tip of my cock at the entrance to her cunt. As she requested, nothing was said. I felt her hole open up as she lowered herself onto me in slow motion. I thought I was dreaming for the next few seconds as I felt her body take me in. Carly was tight, wet, and clearly experienced in fucking a man.
Once I was over the shock of being inside my daughter, I tried to concentrate on the sex act alone. I reached up and cupped Carly's tits in my hands, massaging them over and over and pulling on the nipples until she moaned. I squeezed the nipples between my fingers and each time I did, I felt her cunt tighten around my cock.
"Oh God, Dad. Harder. Squeeze them harder," she begged.
I complied with her wishes and was rewarded with a tighter cunt and faster rhythm. I could feel her juices lubricating both of us and the sound of our sex began to fill the room.
"Yesssss," she sighed. "Fuck me, Dad."
I grabbed her by the ass and thrust my cock into her as far as I could. Her shrieks of pleasure grew louder and longer. She leaned forward and her tits were just inches from my face as she bounced up and down. I was close to cumming, and figured she was too. But I wanted this to last forever, if I could.
I managed to delay my orgasm a little bit by watching Carly play with her clit. I studied her hand movements—how she moved aside the protective flaps and methodically rubbed up and down. I thought about my tongue doing the same thing.



That only brought me closer to cumming, so I took hold of Carly and rolled her onto her side. She smiled as she let me reposition our bodies, our legs intertwined and my cock still acting like a piston in her cunt.
"Oh yes," she moaned. "That feels so good. Now cum for me. Please."
Her ass was right on the edge of the couch, but I held her in place and we fucked harder. I finally got to suck on her tits and nibble on her erect nipples. The tender bites I took seemed to really excite Carly and I could feel her pussy respond.
Much more quickly than I wanted, I felt my orgasm reaching the point of no return.
"Now, Carly. Now! I'm gonna cum."
"It's OK, Dad. It's OK."
Three or four more deep thrusts and my cock opened up to let out stream after stream of cum.
"Oh fuck," I cried out. "Yes. Yessss!"
Any sounds I made after that weren't really words, just sounds. My cock poured more cum into Carly and I sucked on a tit until I heard her squeal with delight as her own orgasm began.
She begged me to keep fucking her and I prayed I could stay hard enough, long enough to let her finish cumming. Those couple of minutes when we were cumming together were the best couple minutes of my life. We were totally lost in each other and in our own pleasures. It didn't matter at that instant that we were father and daughter.
In the end, we just laid on the couch in silence, holding each other tightly.
"Are you happy now?" I asked after a while.
"Kind of."
"It wasn't good?"
She grinned. "It was fucking great. But next time I want YOU to pick the time and place. Surprise me. It'll be fun."
I almost told her, 'IF there's a next time.' But I knew there would be, and already I was thinking of a time and place.
The next time I saw Carly was the afternoon of the following day. We didn't talk about the night before, but each of us could sense that the excitement of what happened was still there.
I casually asked her, "Carly, what's your favorite sexual fantasy?"
She was truly surprised by my question, but gave it some thought. "God, Dad. That's a really personal question. But I guess it would be having sex in front of a whole bunch of people. You know, in public."
I smiled and felt somewhat relieved it was something I could most likely provide.
"Are you busy tomorrow evening?" I asked Carly.
She shook her head. "No. Why?"
"Can you be at my office around six?"
"Sure. Are we going somewhere?" she wanted to know.
"Kind of. Just be there, OK? Oh, and wear something nice."
She looked puzzled. "Like a dress?"
"That would be great," I smiled.
She had to know this was the beginning of my plan, but I didn't want to give the entire thing away. As she herself had said, 'It'll be fun.'
My office was downtown, on the twenty first floor, with one wall consisting of floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the entire city. The closest building was across the street and it was possible, if you looked close enough, to see inside the offices. I always assumed they could do the same, but never felt like I was being spied upon.
I never thought it was something that might come in handy, either.
Carly didn't particularly like to wear dresses. She was a jeans and t-shirt type of person her whole life. However, just like her mother, she looked fantastic in a dress that accentuated her curves and long legs. I was certain she would thoroughly enjoy the looks, and comments, she got as she walked down the busy city streets to my office, as well as the stares she would get from the few guys remaining in my building.
The smile on her face when she knocked on the door and entered proved me right.
She had to see my eyes scan her entire body before I said, "Wow, you look great, Carly."
"Thanks. All the perverts you work with think so, too," she replied.
The grin on her face assured me she didn't mind. "You're an exhibitionist at heart. Don't try to fool me."
"Will they give you a hard time? I mean, about me coming in here like this."
"Probably. The single guys will want your number. Actually, maybe some of the married guys, too," I said.
She giggled. "So, what's up?"
I walked around her, made sure the door was closed, and locked it. I knew at this time of night nobody would bother us.
"You were so nice to me the other night I thought I owed you one," I said. "When you said you wanted to have sex in public I wanted to make you happy. I might not be able to take you down onto the sidewalk, but I can do almost as good."
Carly was truly mystified. She had it in her mind from the beginning we were going somewhere. I didn't think we needed to.
I took her by the hand and walked with her to the windows. "How about having sex in front of one million people, Carly?"
I stepped behind her and wrapped my arms around my daughter. I could actually feel her heart pounding through the thin material of the dress.
"Do you mean...right here? Now?"
I kissed one of her ears through the silky blonde hair that covered it.
"Right here. Right now," I whispered.
"Oh, Daddy," she nearly gasped. "I'm getting wet just thinking about it."
"Then why don't we do it?"
She nodded.
"Tell me what you want, honey."
"I want you to fuck me, Dad. In front of this window."
With both of us on the same page, I set out to fulfill Carly's fantasy. I continued kissing her neck and running my hands up and down her dress, stopping only to feel her soft breasts and ass. Luckily, the sun was on the other side of the building and we had a glare-free look out over the city. Hopefully, anybody watching had a clear view of us.
My hands were on the back of Carly's thighs, just under the hem of her fairly short dress. I caressed her skin as I slid my hands up until I felt the bottom of her panties. I kept on going and my fingers hit her ass cheeks. That's when I leaned into her and moved my hands around her body until they rested on the front of her panties.
Carly pushed her ass into me as I pressed harder on her pussy, finally finding the outline of her cunt. Indeed, she was wet and the panties clung to her body as I rubbed her. Carly was arching her back to accept my hand. I moved my other hand up to her tit and squeezed it as hard as I could.
"Oh, Daddy. Yes! I want you so bad."
Now that she was wet and I was hard, I found the zipper on the back of her dress and pulled it down. The soft skin I'd seen before came into view as I pushed aside the top of her dress and let it begin to fall over her shoulders. It felt like Carly was holding her breath as the dress sank down her body towards the floor. When it collected around her feet, I ran my fingers over her skin.
The reflection of her body, with the bright white bra and panties against her tanned skin, made me even harder.
"Do you think anybody can see?" she asked quietly.
"I hope so. I want everybody to see you."
"Us," she corrected me. "See US."
Carly kicked the dress aside and I reached for the hook in the front of her bra. The cups separated and I let them hang loosely.
"Last chance to back out," I told her.
"Never."
I pulled the bra off and quickly had my hands on top of her lovely tits. I pushed my cock against her ass and teased her mercilessly with my fingers. She moaned loudly as I tugged on the nipples and kneaded her tits roughly. Her ass rocked back and forth across my cock, which was rock hard despite the confinement of my pants.
"Take off my panties, Dad. I want to be naked," Carly said.
It only took a few seconds to meet her demand. Then I took hold of her wrists and lifted her arms slightly above her head.
"There," I said. "Look at my gorgeous daughter while I fuck her."
Carly giggled and put her fingers in her hair, pulling it up in a sexy show. Then she reached back and put her arm around my neck while I kissed her. Next, she turned to face me, her ass nearly touching the window.
I smiled and we kissed long and hard. Carly thrust her ass out as if to say, 'Look at this, too.' If she was half as horny as I was, this WAS going to be fun.
My daughter began to undress me, eagerly working her way down to my boxers and, finally, my cock. I had loved stripping Carly for the public to see, but found it incredibly intimidating to be the one naked in front of the city. We turned so both of us had our side toward the windows. Then Carly kneeled down and took my rigid cock between her lips. I tried not to look out at the building across the street, for fear of seeing somebody watching as she gave me a blowjob. This was her fantasy, not mine. But, yes, it was very stimulating.
I couldn't get any harder as I drove my cock into Carly's mouth. She did her usual fantastic job of applying just the right amount of pressure to keep bringing me closer to an orgasm, then backing off. Finally, I had to fuck her.
"Are you ready, hon?" I asked her.
"Absolutely. Let's do it."
She left it up to me and there was no doubt in my mind what I wanted.
"Lean against the window," I told her. "Both hands."
She smiled and laid her palms flush against the glass.
"Spread your legs."
She complied and I pulled her by the waist so her ass stuck out at me and her tits hung low from her chest. I saw the wet, pink opening to her cunt and I placed the tip of my cock at the entrance.
"Oh my God, Dad. This is going to be so fucking fantastic," she said with excitement.
The only warning I gave her was a tug on her waist. Then my throbbing cock thrust into her with one, violent push.
"Ahhhhhh fuck," she groaned.
I drove my cock deeper, faster, and harder. She cried out louder and I felt the juices inside her body begin to line my cock. She was really, really stimulated and I intended to make her cum several times if I could.
I reached up and held her tits.
"They're all watching, Carly. The entire city is watching you having sex. Give them a good show," I said.
She leaned up slightly and thrust out her chest as if to give a better view of her body. Below us, cars and buses, cabs and pedestrians streamed past our building. Somebody had to see us. And Carly reveled in it.
At times she was flattened against the window. Other times, she pushed back with her hands and was bent at the waist. Each new position allowed my cock to enter her a new way and excite her a little more. I knew I couldn't wait much longer.
"Carly, is it alright to cum...uh, inside you?" I asked.
"Yes. Please. Don't worry," she assured me. "Just cum for me, Dad."
Thirty seconds later, she shrieked, "Oh God. Yesssss! Yessssss!"
With my hand frantically rubbing her clit, Carly came for the first of what would be many long orgasms. Somewhere in the middle, my cock exploded with several shots of warm cum. Our groans echoed in the office as the sex reached a zenith and then slowly tapered off. Even the last of my desperate thrusts into Carly's cunt forced her against the window and caused her to cry out with pleasure. The glass was streaked with her perspiration and hand prints and, a little lower, remnants of the juices flowing down the inside of her thighs.
I pulled out reluctantly and held her in my arms, her ass against my cock and my hands on her tits.
"God, that was good. Thank you, Daddy."
"My pleasure."
After a long pause, Carly asked me, "Daddy, do you have any fantasies?"
I smiled, wondering where this would lead us.
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"Tomorrow's the big day, right Mom?"
"Absolutely, Megan. We need to get these two guys on our side regarding the Bankhead drilling project. They're the last two pieces of the puzzle as far as I'm concerned. You know what to do?"
"Anything they say. Or want," Megan replied.
Amanda smiled. She was the thirty nine year old CEO of GIC Corporation, an energy supplier throughout the northern United States. Their scientists recently discovered an oil and natural gas supply that would keep them in business for decades.
Her daughter Megan, eighteen, was not officially employed by the company. But Amanda brought her along on 'crucial' trips to the hunting and fishing lodge in remote Alberta, Canada when they were entertaining important clients.
The guests this week were Mark, a former congressman turned lobbyist, and Jerry, a state legislator who would have a major say in the company getting drilling rights.
Amanda and Megan sat on the balcony of their room at the lodge, looking out over the incredible sunset behind the Canadian Rockies. Amanda looked over at her beautiful, blonde daughter and understood entirely why the older men she brought to the lodge drooled over the teenager. The sun sparkled in her eyes and shimmered in her wind-blown hair.
"We're going to go fishing in the morning after they arrive," Amanda said. "Wear that white bikini and keep Mark and Jerry well supplied with beer. Give them another show at dinner, hon. And then we'll all meet up in the large suite. At that point, anything goes. Just follow my lead."
"Got it," Megan confirmed with a grin. "I sure hope this works."
"Me, too. I'm glad you're here."
###
Early the next morning, a luxury SUV bounced along the remote road leading to the lodge. In the back seat, Mark and Jerry shared laughs about their experiences in government and the stories they had heard about the beautiful, ambitious CEO of GIC Corporation. Like some of the fish stories in the region, the men didn't know how much could be believed about Amanda's tactics in winning over lobbyists and legislators. They decided if only half of it was true, they could be in for an eventful few days.
Mark was a very fit fifty six year old who had the energy of a man half his age. He was rugged, handsome, and accustomed to getting what he wanted. Mark was particularly fond of young, female interns in Washington.
Jerry was one of the few forty five year old legislators who already had ten years of experience. An Ivy League graduate, he was on the fast track to bigger and better things, either in government or industry. He was an expert on drilling rights and the laws governing them. Jerry had found out early on that his combined knowledge and power gave him indisputable clout.
The men marveled at the splendor of the multi-level lodge as they approached. Tall pines stood around the rim of a large, blue lake that reflected snow capped mountains. It would be their first of many eyefuls on this day.
The SUV drove up to the front door and the driver quickly jumped out to assist Mark and Jerry with their luggage. They were all joined by a bellhop pushing a luggage carrier and the men were escorted inside.
Amanda met them in the lobby, dressed in a summery outfit consisting of a low-cut, knit top and shorts that gave the initial impression of being a very short skirt.
"Welcome, gentlemen," she said, extending a hand to each of them. "I'm so glad you could make it. Isn't the weather wonderful?"
"It's perfect, Amanda," Mark replied. "You ordered it, right?"
She rolled her eyes. "It's one of the few things out of my control, I'm afraid."
"This is quite a place," Jerry said, still surveying the inside of the lodge.
"Thank you. We love it here," Amanda said. "And it's all yours for the next few days. Please take advantage of it."
"What's on the agenda?" Mark asked.
Amanda smiled. "Once you get settled into your rooms and have something to eat, I thought we'd try out the fishing. Pike and walleye are supposed to be out there right now on both the lakes and rivers. It's up to you."
"Sure beats working," Jerry said. "We'll leave it up to the guide."
Oh, by the way," Amanda added. "My daughter's with me this week. I hope it's OK if she tags along."
She said it in such a matter-of-fact manner that both men simply shrugged their approval. Neither had the nerve to ask how old the daughter might be, although both pictured a younger girl. They would learn soon enough that Megan was no child.
###
A couple hours later, Mark and Jerry were sitting in the lobby waiting for their hostess. It promised to be an exceptionally warm day for this part of the country and both men wore shorts and t-shirts. Amanda had recommended they bring backpacks with extra clothing and water, just in case. Everything else would be provided by the lodge.
They heard the women's voices before Amanda and Megan appeared from around the corner. Both men found themselves unconsciously staring at the surprising sight. Amanda was dressed in the same clothes she wore earlier, but walking next to her was one of the most attractive females either man had ever seen.
Megan was nearly an inch taller than her mother, but with the same infectious smile and confident strut. She wore a one piece swimsuit cover that hung halfway down her thighs. It was just sheer enough to show the outline of Megan's bikini.
Mark and Jerry rose to greet them, more than pleased that Amanda's 'little girl' was with her.
"Hello again," Amanda said. "I'd like you to meet my daughter Megan. She'll be joining us today...if she behaves."
Megan welcomed the men after giving her mother a frown of feigned offense. Mark and Jerry found opportunities to sneak in quick glances of Megan's well-curved body as the foursome chatted and reviewed the plans for the fishing trip. As they headed outside and climbed into the SUV for the short ride to the lake, the importance for the men of catching a prize string of pike was somewhat lessened by the presence of the two gorgeous women.
Megan purposely sat between the men with her legs crossed and the swimsuit cover pulled high. She was determined to perform her assigned tasks with flair and distinction. Mark and Jerry spent the entire ride fighting the urge to touch the teenager's flawless, tanned skin.
They finally arrived at the boat dock and quickly made their way onto the luxurious fishing charter. This was not your typical fishing boat. Amanda had a unique craft designed that incorporated the best of two worlds: sport fishing and opulent cruising. The fishing equipment was top of the line. In addition, the boat contained extras like a large platform for sunbathing, wood trimmed cabin with built-in bar, and a back deck that was lined on three sides with ultra-wide benches.
As the boat motored out onto the pristine lake, Mark and Jerry settled in. They watched two male crew members prepare their rods and reels. They also watched Amanda clamber around the decks in her revealing top and shorts. Each bend at the waist brought a new view of her ample tits and smooth upper thighs. Meanwhile, Megan emerged from the cabin with two cans of premium beer.
"Just an appetizer," Megan said as she handed over the drinks. "There's plenty more."
She was still in her swimsuit cover, but it did little to conceal the fullness of her young tits as she reached out to the men. Both of them felt their cocks beginning to respond to the constant onslaught of erotic visions and wondered what 'more' she had in mind for them.
The first hour of fishing brought mixed results, with Mark and Jerry each catching at least one keeper and a couple small fish. But as noon approached and the temperature rose, the real catch became apparent. Megan took off her swimsuit cover and laid on a towel stretched out on the sun deck. The tiny bikini barely contained her full breasts or covered her pussy. When she rolled over, the thin strip of material that did little more than conceal the crack in her ass had their full attention. Only the occasional bite on the line took their eyes away for a short time.
About once an hour Megan would fetch another round of beers for the guests. Amanda kept them stocked in snacks and generally just made sure the trip was going as planned.
Then Megan took over for good.
While the men were occupied with landing a particularly large walleye, Megan took off the top of her bikini. Soon afterward, the boat headed to a new location and, during this break, Megan approached Mark and Jerry.
Their stares of appreciation pleased her. Megan routinely sunbathed topless and the difference in shading between her tits and the rest of her body was not that great. But still, the faint outline of her bikini and the overall shape and size of her breasts definitely caught the men's attention.
She reached out her hand, containing a bottle of sunscreen, and asked, "Who would like to volunteer? I need somebody to get my back."
The men smiled at each other and Jerry finally spoke up first.
"I'll do it...if you insist," he said.
Megan walked up to him, handed him the sunscreen, and sat sideways on his knees facing Mark. Jerry squeezed a little bit of the sunscreen into his palm and gently placed it on her upper back. With small circles, he covered Megan's shoulders under her blonde hair. Megan arched her back as he put more cream on her back, all the way to the top of her ass.
The scene caused both men to fight awkward erections and they hoped they wouldn't have to stand up soon. Just when it appeared Jerry was finished, Megan said, "Mark, can you get my legs."
The bottle of cream was handed over to him and Megan stretched out her luscious legs in his direction. Mark was quick in his spreading of the sunscreen over her shins and calves. But when he moved up to her thighs, his pace slowed and the movements of his hand became much more measured. Mark slid his fingers inside one thigh and Megan spread her legs slightly. He moved higher. One finger lightly slid across the bikini, barely noticeable even to Megan. But the sight of it was enough to quicken the pulses of both men.
By the time Mark was done, the tension could be cut with a knife. Sensing one more occasion to tease the men, Megan put some lotion on her own hand and sensually spread it over her breasts. Each pass of her hand over her tits caused the nipples to stiffen a little bit more. She gently massaged the supple skin, leaving just enough cream to let the breasts shimmer in the bright sun.
Finally, Megan gracefully rolled off Jerry's knees, making sure to plant her hand in his crotch in the process. His hard cock was more than evident.
"Thanks, guys."
Megan turned and walked towards the sun deck, two sets of eyes plastered on her ass as it swayed.
"God damn," Jerry murmured. "This is going to be a fun couple of days."
###
Amanda and Megan were getting dressed in preparation for the early evening meal. When Megan heard her Mom tell her to 'put on a show', Megan knew Amanda meant one of Megan's little summer dresses. She pulled down the red one and slipped it on. The spaghetti straps settled over her shoulders and Megan looked in the mirror.
The dress was tastefully revealing. It highlighted every aspect of Megan's youth AND maturity. It was obvious at first glance that she wasn't wearing a bra, exactly what she wanted Mark and Jerry to see. A little flaring at the bottom emphasized her thin waist and long legs. Megan did a quick turn to smooth out the material across her ass, and then headed for Amanda's room.
Her Mom opted for a lightweight blouse, unbuttoned just enough to show plenty of cleavage. Designer slacks allowed the rest of her figure to speak for itself. Together, the two women were once again going to be nearly impossible for the men to resist. Only time would tell if they could.
Mark stood in the shower with images of a topless Megan floating through his brain. His fingers wrapped around his cock and he slowly stroked it as he recalled the firmness of Megan's tits and the slight upward curvature leading to her nipples. He imagined his mouth engulfing the end of a tit, sucking on it and feeling the nipple on his tongue. Then he realized his cock was rock hard and within seconds of erupting. He finished showering and dressed, sure that he could only dream of being with a teenager like Megan.
Amanda let the dinner progress for nearly half an hour, during which time she and her daughter entertained the men both verbally and visually. The atmosphere was light and cheerful with plenty of flirting done by all four. Then Amanda turned the discussion to the subject of her company's drilling project and the true purpose of the week's meeting took precedence. With great skill, Amanda got the closest thing she could hope for to definite commitments from Mark and Jerry to support her. Handshakes informally sealed the deal.
"Well, gentlemen, I think we should tie up any loose ends in the suite after dinner," Amanda told them. "Agreed?"
"Perfect," Jerry said.
"Agreed," Mark added.
Megan had been a spectator during the business aspect of the meal, but now her heart raced as she realized her involvement would again be needed and the long-term success of the reason Amanda brought the men to the lodge rested in the balance. She found herself surprisingly anxious to do whatever it took. Amanda secretly hoped her daughter was ready and willing to take things to the next level.
###
The suite where they agreed to meet was a massive mixture of rooms with the total square footage of a good size house. It had a living room, office, kitchen, dining room, two bathrooms and two bedrooms on opposite sides of the suite. All in all, a respectable place to entertain guests in luxury.
Amanda and Megan were already in the suite when Mark and Jerry arrived. The women wore the same outfits as at dinner and the men had simply changed into more comfortable shirts.
"I'm taking drink orders," Megan announced with pleasure.
"Beer for me," Jerry told her.
"Same here," Mark replied.
Both men thought about, but didn't have to nerve to ask, if she would deliver them topless. Besides, her dress provided nearly the same experience.
Amanda sat across from the men and started the conversation. Jerry wasn't sure, but he suspected she had undone one additional button on her blouse since dinner. Instead, he decided it was wishful thinking on his part and he simply took every opportunity he had to admire her partially exposed breasts.
Megan re-entered the room with the drinks and, after passing them around, sat next to her mother on the couch.
"I must say," Mark said. "You two are perhaps the most attractive mother and daughter combination I've ever seen. What do you think, Jerry?"
"Hard to argue with that," Jerry admitted. "The hospitality has been wonderful and you two have made the day very memorable. I hope we can continue to do business with each other."
Amanda beamed. "I'm glad you're enjoying it. If there's anything Megan and I can do for you, please let us know."
She intended for the statement to be taken any number of ways and that's exactly what the men did. A momentary silence convinced her they were thoughtfully considering their replies. Before they could answer, Megan slid over until she was almost touching Amanda.
"Mom knows I'd do anything to help her and the company," Megan said. "I want you both to know the same thing. No requests are out of bounds, as far as we're concerned."
Amanda hoped the nervousness in her smile wasn't too obvious to the men. She had told Megan to follow her lead, and now it was time to act.
"Maybe we can prove it to you," Amanda said.
She turned to face Megan. With one hand on Megan's bare leg, Amanda leaned over and lightly kissed her daughter on the cheek. Megan faced her Mom and their lips touched. The kiss lingered for a few seconds. Then the women moved closer and the kiss became more intense. Their mouths opened and their tongues came together.
Mark and Jerry watched in stunned silence as the mother and daughter entered into a prolonged, sensuous kiss. They saw Amanda's hand slide up Megan's leg and under the bottom of her dress. Megan put her hand on her mother's side.
Something about the kiss seemed natural. Neither woman had the urge to instantly stop it and it lasted another dozen seconds.
When they finally separated, Jerry said softly, "Wow. You WILL do anything, won't you."
"No requests are out of bounds?" Mark repeated Megan's words.
Megan smiled. "Nope."
"Then how about more?" Mark asked.
Megan faced Amanda and restarted the kiss. This time they embraced. Megan flung one leg over Amanda's and her hand slid up to the middle of Amanda's blouse. After a momentary grasping at the material, she found the first unopened button and worked it with one hand until it, too, was free. Now the majority of both tits were visible. At least, until Megan's hand slipped inside the blouse.
At this point, Mark and Jerry were beginning to believe anything was possible. Their cocks reacted positively to what was happening on the couch and ideas of what might come next began to emerge. Then things occurred so rapidly they had little time to do anything except watch the show.
Megan was somewhat stunned by the fact her hand met a bare, braless breast. She hadn't expected her mother to wear the blouse without a bra, even on this occasion. So when her hand landed on an exposed nipple, she hesitated.
Amanda wanted to express her approval without having to speak, so she moaned very quietly. Megan heard it. The men never knew. And Megan's hand continued its exploration of Amanda's chest.
The men watched Megan slowly open one more button. There were only two left and they both wondered if she would...
Megan did. The last two buttons were undone in a matter of seconds. The blouse hung open and Megan's hand was moving up and down her mother's stomach and chest. They kissed once more and Megan pushed one side of the blouse aside while massaging a tit.
Mark was the first to reposition his erect cock inside his pants. Jerry followed suit as slyly as he could without being obvious. Of course, there was no need to hide it as neither woman was paying attention. They were in their own new world.
"Kiss it," Amanda whispered. "Lick it."
Megan was nearly shaking. Could she make herself do it? Or could she prevent herself from doing it? She was feeling sexual excitement she had never felt before and, strangely, had a deep, deep desire to suck on her mother's beautiful tit.
Megan leaned down and put her lips on the top of the breast. Inch by inch her mouth came closer to the nipple. And then, as Amanda had told her, Megan put her tongue on the swollen tip and lightly licked it. Both men saw Amanda stiffen at the sensation of her daughter's tongue on her nipple. A couple of licks ensued, followed by Megan opening her mouth and taking the end of the tit between her lips.
Mark and Jerry sat with aching cocks pressed firmly against their pants as they watched the women on the couch. They would have given anything to be able to release their erections. But they waited to see what the women did next before making total fools of themselves.
Amanda said in a shaky voice, "Stand up, honey. I think it's time to offer our guests some dessert."
Megan obeyed, not sure what her mother had in mind but always willing to trust her. Amanda stood directly in front of her daughter.
"Undress me, hon," Amanda said over her shoulder.
The smiles on Mark and Jerry's faces convinced Amanda she was on the right track. This was the most important deal she was ever involved in and it required the most dramatic action. As long as Megan hung in there, she felt confident.
Megan put her hands on the top of Amanda's blouse and pulled it off her shoulders. Soon, Megan held the shirt in her hand and Amanda stood topless in front of the men. She had nothing to be ashamed of. Her tits had maintained their natural shape and form and, for two men ten and twenty years older than her, they presented an exquisite view.



When Amanda didn't feel Megan continue, she reached for her daughter's hands, grabbed them, and moved them to the top of Amanda's pants. Megan didn't need any further help. She unzipped the pants and began pulling them down her mother's hips. Small, plain panties came into view as Megan kneeled down to remove the pants.
Mark and Jerry stared at the unmistakable outline of Amanda's pussy under the thin material. They gazed at her hips and thighs, amazingly well-toned for a woman her age. By the time Megan was done, they were more than ready for the finale of the striptease.
Their eyes never left the closely trimmed area around Amanda's pussy when the panties were removed. In the nude, she presented one of the most beautiful packages either one of them had ever seen in real life and her pussy was the bow.
"Well?" Amanda asked. "Should we continue?"
"Doesn't this bulge in my pants answer that?" Jerry replied.
Both women giggled nervously, having noticed both erections minutes ago.
"Megan? Do you mind?" Amanda said.
Megan shook her head. "Not at all. Just as long as they get some 'relief' soon."
They were the words Amanda most wanted to hear. Megan was in for the long haul. This might work after all, she thought.
Amanda turned Megan so they faced each other and Mark and Jerry could see both of them from the side. Very slowly, Amanda moved her hands down the front of Megan's body starting at her neck. Her fingers skated down the tops of Megan's tits and along the edge of the dress. Then Amanda pushed the straps aside until they fell off Megan's shoulders. Little by little, she exposed the teenager's tits.
Despite the episode on the fishing boat, Mark and Jerry still found themselves ogling the girl's perfect breasts. And as Amanda allowed the dress to drop lower and lower, they knew that new wonders were about to be unveiled. A tiny thong was all that covered Megan's pussy. A few seconds later, that also was gone.
Now Amanda and Megan faced each other naked. Amanda's hands went straight to Megan's tits as they began to kiss. Megan held her mother's ass and pulled her closer. Mark and Jerry fought the urge to yank out their cocks as the kiss went on and on. The women groped each other for nearly two minutes before Amanda broke off the embrace.
"Megan, why don't you take Mark and 'relieve' him," Amanda said. "Jerry and I will meet you in the other bedroom when you're done."
Megan smiled broadly at the older of the two men, and then held out her hand. "C'mon, Mark. Mom has me all excited. Maybe you can help."
Mark rose from the couch on unsteady legs and with an embarrassing tent in the front of his pants. When he got close enough to Megan, her hand dropped to his crotch and quickly wrapped around the stiff cock. They kissed.
Amanda did the same to Jerry and the two couples headed toward opposite ends of the suite.
###
In the few years since leaving Congress, Mark's power over subordinate women greatly waned. He no longer had a steady supply of young girls with wide eyes and hopes of someday making it big in national political affairs. So, as he walked into the bedroom led by a gorgeous, naked teenager, he felt the old familiar rush of adrenalin kick in.
Mark didn't know how many more opportunities like this he'd ever have. His eyes were locked onto Megan's incredible ass while the door to the bedroom was closed and latched. When she turned to face him, he peered at her thin waist, flat stomach, and ample tits. He didn't think it was possible, but he got harder as she approached.
Megan stood inches in front of him. "Now we're alone," she said in a near whisper. "Just you and me. We have as long as you want to do whatever you want."
Her hand rested on his cock.
"Take off my clothes," Mark said.
Megan smiled and started with his shirt. She was methodical and tender. She lingered occasionally when new skin was revealed, allowing her fingers and manicured nails to slide across his body in pleasurable motions. She kissed his nipples and pulled lightly on his chest hair.
Mark found himself breathing irregularly while Megan delayed any contact with his pants. He desperately wanted his cock to be free; to be available to Megan's lips and tongue and mouth. Then she pressed her body against his and they kissed, long and hard. All his years of being with women didn't prepare him for Megan's intensity. She was taking over his ability to think and move.
Finally, her fingers fumbled with his pants and they dropped to the floor. Mark's cock strained against his underwear, waiting for that one last step before it was liberated. However, Megan was going to take full advantage of her control over Mark. She stroked the cock through the material and tugged on it with her hand. A tiny drop of precum stained the fabric.
Megan smiled to herself and got on her knees. A few seconds later, the underwear was pulled over the erection and down Mark's legs. Once he was naked, she put her face directly in front of the cock.
"Tell me what you want, Mark," Megan said.
"Take it. In your mouth, Megan."
As was her style, Megan didn't immediately put the cock between her lips. Instead, she slowly licked it from the base to the tip, allowing her tongue to taunt the large head with delicate swirls. She was pleasantly surprised by the size of the cock and secretly wanted it inside her as quickly as possible. But not this time...not with this man. Her mother was expecting bigger and better things from Megan than a quick fuck.
If it was her job to make Mark happy, she was succeeding in just the first few minutes of their being together. Mark fought the urge to grab the back of Megan's head and ram his cock into her mouth. He may have done that in the past with other young women, but tonight he wanted to take his time. This was going to be good.
Mark moaned at the sensation of Megan's tongue enveloping his cock. She licked every inch of it and he felt like he would explode. Then, as he peered down on her golden blonde hair, Mark watched her open her mouth and move forward until her bottom lip hit his balls.
She hesitated for a second, sucked him harder, and then pulled away. Megan never let the cock leave her mouth, but quickly permitted it to slide back in. After that, she applied full pressure with her lips and began bobbing her head up and down on the shaft.
Of all the blowjobs Mark had received, from all the woman of all ages, none could compare to Megan. She was making his cock throb at a rate that approached painful. It was as if the cock was trying to force itself to grow another inch that simply wasn't there, and Megan's lips were trying to help.
He watched her tits sway back and forth. Her ass jutted out slightly. Mark had to have her.
As if reading his mind, Megan backed away and looked up at him.
"What else do you want, Mark?"
"I'd like to have sex with you," he replied.
With a wide grin, Megan said, "Me, too. You choose how and where."
Mark had already thought about it. "Oh, nothing fancy, Megan. The bed is fine. Do you mind being on top?"
"I'd love to."
She stood up and they moved to the bed together. Mark rolled onto it and settled onto his back, watching every move Megan made. Like before, she was deliberate and calculated, knowing that the show she put on was nearly as important as the act itself. She brushed back her hair, put on knee on the edge of the bed, and climbed in. As gracefully as possible, she swung one leg on the opposite side of Mark's body and moved forward. Her pussy was almost directly over his cock.
It didn't shock him in the least that Megan didn't instantly sit on his erection. He watched her lean forward, allowing her tits to travel closer to his face. Then her hands reached out for the headboard and she was leaning on it, offering both tits for his oral pleasure.
Mark couldn't resist reaching up for one of the luscious breasts and guiding it into his mouth. He licked and sucked that tit while another hand played with her other breast. Before long, Megan was sighing with delight.
"Bite it, Mark. Harder," she begged.
He complied and her moans grew louder. As he moved from one tit to the other, his hands reached back for her soft, smooth ass. He squeezed the cheeks and pulled her down until her skin rubbed against his pulsing cock. Neither of them would be able to hold back for much longer.
"Let me taste you," Mark said. "I want to lick your beautiful pussy."
Megan eagerly pulled herself up so he had access to her warm, wet cunt. The first few swipes of his tongue collected the plentiful, sweet juices, but then he moved up and began to lick her clit. He felt her body tense up with each pass of his tongue. When he enclosed his lips around the clit, Megan nearly screamed with pleasure. He sucked on it and listened to her struggle to control herself.
"Yes. Oh God, yessss!," she murmured. "Right there!"
Mark pulled her closer by placing his hands back on her ass. He continued to eat her until he was sure she would cum.
"Let me fuck you, please," Megan cried out.
Mark smiled and let her go. This time she seemed desperate. She was on top of him before he knew it, placing his rigid cock at the entrance to her cunt. When she was ready, she looked down at him one time, beamed her sexiest grin, and lowered herself onto him.
Between her wetness and his firmness, Mark was inside her far too easily. Mark looked up at Megan and saw a new look on her face. It was no longer the look of a seductress, but rather a young woman in need of sexual fulfillment. He would need all of his experience to make her happy.
The pace of their sex quickened. Mark put his hands on Megan's tits and massaged them, pulling on the nipples and rolling them with his fingers. She muttered her approval and squeezed his cock with her cunt. Her entire body shook as she bounced on his cock more rapidly. She reached down and cupped his balls in her hands.
"This is SO good," Megan said. "I want to do this all night."
"I won't last," Mark warned her.
Megan smiled. "I won't either. I want us to cum together."
The words alone almost sent Mark over the edge. But he concentrated on her tits, her ass, her lithe legs and little waist. Everywhere he touched her sent waves of pleasure through her body. She played with her tits for him and Mark watched closely. They drove each other to the brink in about ten minutes.
Then Megan gave in.
"Mark, I'm...I'm gonna cum," she whimpered.
He drove his cock into her harder.
"Oh, God. Yesssss! Yesssss!"
Mark felt her cunt contract around his cock. Megan's eyes were clamped shut and her lips parted, but no sound came out for a few seconds. Then, in an explosion of sound and motion, Megan started her orgasm.
She sprang up and down on his erection and shrieked with the onset of each new wave of satisfaction. Mark realized that he, too, was about to cum and grabbed her waist. With a loud groan as his only warning, Mark initiated a succession of long, powerful shots of cum up into Megan's cunt.
"That's it. Cum inside me, Mark. C'mon. Fuck, yesss!"
By the time the orgasms subsided, a mixture of Megan's juices and Mark's semen ran down the inside of Megan's thigh. She fell forward and collapsed on his chest. Mark hugged her and they rolled onto their sides, his cock still inside her.
###
Jerry and Amanda were on the balcony of their bedroom. The only light came from inside the room. Jerry looked down on Amanda, who was bent over with her hands firmly gripping the wood railing and her legs spread. Jerry had his cock at the entrance to her cunt, prepared to enter her from behind.
"You ready?" Jerry asked.
"I'm ready. Now fuck me," Amanda replied. "And if we timed this right, you'll get your wish about being watched."
Jerry had divulged a fantasy to Amanda when she first began undressing him. His desire to have sex with her in 'public' couldn't be met exactly at the moment, but they left the bedroom door open for Megan and Mark to enter if they wished. And they both suspected they would. So with those thoughts in Jerry's head, he got ready to fuck Amanda. The worse thing that could happen is the other couple didn't show up and he STILL fucked Amanda.
The cool air brushed against Amanda's face and tits as she felt Jerry's cock spread apart her damp pussy. Then the incredible awareness of his thick cock thrusting into her body caused her to cry out. Her voice echoed back to them in the stillness of the night and the session began in earnest.
In the hallway, Megan and Mark saw the open door. Megan smiled.
"Let's go. This might be good," she said.
Dressed in white bathrobes, Megan and Mark walked through the bedroom and toward the balcony, the sight and sounds of what was happening becoming clearer and clearer with each step. They were at the sliding glass door before anybody else noticed them.
Jerry looked over his shoulder and beamed. Could the night get any better?
"Don't let us interrupt," Megan told him.
"Oh. I won't," he answered.
Amanda was happy for him, but was quickly getting more engrossed in the sex and paying more attention to her body's reaction to his cock. She wasn't as much into being the subject of voyeurism as Jerry, but it was undeniable how much she was enjoying being fucked by him in this manner. They continued for another minute or two. Then Amanda noticed Mark standing by her side.
He reached under her and gripped one of her tits. She instantly felt new sensations flow through her. Mark, also, felt renewed life between his legs at the sight of the lovely lady leaning over and being fucked with such intensity. No, Amanda wasn't eighteen. But she was still younger than him and in fantastic shape. His cock confirmed it.
Megan moved behind Mark and untied his robe. She pulled it open and allowed her mother to see the beginning of his erection. Even in the dim light she was impressed.
"He loves to have it sucked, Mom," Megan said. "Do you think you and Jerry can swing around to permit that?"
Jerry and Amanda easily made the transition so that Amanda could lean over and take Mark into her mouth. It took very little time for Amanda's skillful efforts to return Mark to a fully erect state. Megan moved over to Jerry's side and opened her bathrobe so he could play with her tits. He never missed a beat, continuing to fuck her mother while playing with the teenager's body.
Five minutes of nonstop sex went past. Megan made herself available to anybody who had a free hand, or two. It was a race to see who would cum first.
Jerry was intent on making sure he outlasted Amanda. And Mark was still recovering from his time with Megan. So that left Amanda and she had no reason to hold back.
Between her erotic foreplay with Megan and what Jerry had done to her while she stripped him, Amanda was ready to cum. Only the cock in her mouth prevented her from screaming out as the first wave of her orgasm overtook her. Jerry held her tight as her body rocked from the joy of pure sex. She loved the way he drove his cock into her, right on the brink of being too aggressive. Plus, he was thick and long. The truth was, she needed a good fuck and he more than provided it.
After that, there was a sudden flood of semen with Amanda being the recipient...from both ends.
Jerry pulled out and began masturbating above Amanda's ass. Megan looked on with glee as Jerry stroked his cock faster and faster. Finally, white cum shot onto Amanda's back, followed by stream after stream that landed on her ass. Jerry's moans combined with Megan's pleadings for him to keep going.
At the same time, Mark started to deposit several loads into Amanda's mouth, onto her face, and down her neck. It was the first time in her life she'd ever allowed two men to have her at the same time, and she promised herself it wouldn't be the last. Maybe not even the last time that night.
The smile on Megan's face was only surpassed by the satisfaction the men felt.
"God damn," Megan sighed. "That was awesome."
Amanda turned to her and took her hand. "I need a shower. You can help."
As the sliding glass door closed behind the foursome after entering the bedroom, Mark and Jerry tried to imagine what laid ahead of them the remainder of the trip.
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Brad felt his heart pound as he stared at the photo. After seeing so many faces and bodies of so many women, it was an incredible feeling to actually find the 'perfect' one.
"That's her! That's the one," he exclaimed.
Sitting next to him, Jim smiled. "I can't believe it. Eileen is my favorite. But the guys all seem to pass on her because she's not busty enough."
"But that's what I want," Brad said with enthusiasm. "About thirty, thin, average tits and ass and fucking sexy as hell."
He turned the page to see a couple more photos of her in various outfits and poses.
Eileen looked like she could have come straight from the Hollywood set of an Irish movie. Faint freckles dotted her face. A tint of burgundy mixed in with her brown hair. She was an adult with a touch of innocence.
"That's the one."
"She's available," Jim said, taking notes as they spoke. "Let me get the paperwork and you'll be all set."
Jim ran an escort service, specializing in women who accompanied men, or other women, on business trips and vacations. In this case, Brad was going on a cruise. Jim would arrange for Eileen to meet up with him on the cruise ship and the rest would be up to Brad. Jim WAS happy for Eileen, who rarely had this type of an opportunity for a week-long cruise with a class guy. He considered her sophisticated and elegant, but her girl-next-door body made her a less attractive pick for most men looking for the otherwise unattainable woman.
Brad was a good-looking forty two year old corporate executive who preferred going to his old friend Jim for a no-strings-attached week of companionship and sex with a woman he could trust, as long as she agreed to all 'terms and conditions.' Primarily, that meant do what Brad, the client, told her to do.
Little did Brad know that Eileen was capable of far more than that.
###
Eileen could barely contain herself when she got the text from Jim about her 'assignment.'
"A cruise. A fucking week-long Caribbean cruise!" Eileen shouted.
She was alone in her condo, but that didn't matter. Jim had told her this was a perfect guy for her and he loved her photos. She rolled off the couch and jumped in the air like a kid at Christmas.
"Finally," she said. "I'll make this guy the happiest man on the face of the Earth if it kills me. I'll fuck him until his cock falls off if he wants."
She skipped down the hall and into her bedroom, anxious to pack enough clothes for a week of sun, sand, and sex.
###
A long time ago, Brad quit beating himself up over the fact he had to use Jim to find dates like this. In fact, he now chose to take this route every time. He decided his position in the corporate world, once it became known by the women he met, simply made him the target of money hungry bimbos. Nothing against arm candy, he told himself, but long-term relationships with such females did not excite him.
Eileen excited him.
For the first time on one of these vacations, he truly felt nervous. In a strange role reversal, he wondered if HE could satisfy Eileen. He laughed to himself at the thought. Still, he wondered.
She looked too perfect with her flowing brown hair, tan skin, dark eyes and small, turned up nose. Her mouth was thin and sensual. Her breasts hinted at being firm and round. She never appeared nude in the photos, but he liked the way she used her body to tease him with her attributes. Her waist was small and her hips perfectly curved. Her ass was tight; her legs smooth and firm.
Even without a picture before him, he felt his cock react.
Eileen never got to see the man she would be with until the day they were to meet. On that morning, Jim would e-mail her a picture. All Jim told her now was that he was forty two, twelve years her elder. He said she would not be disappointed and Eileen trusted Jim completely.
She filled her suitcase with the 'special' outfits she had reserved for an occasion like this, even though one had never occurred before. She held certain things in front of her as she looked in the mirror, hoping beyond hope this man would appreciate her selections. Or was he more concerned with how she looked WITHOUT them on?
She smiled at that prospect, too.
Brad and Eileen were to meet at a designated spot inside the Miami airport around noon of the day the cruise began. Both flights arrived on time and Eileen instantly checked her e-mail upon landing. The picture Jim promised was there. She smiled with nervous approval when she opened it and felt, at last, that the trip was really going to happen.
Eileen made a quick stop at a restroom to check her hair. A quick glance in the mirror at the deep cut of her v-neck top and exposed cleavage—what little there was—convinced her she made the right choice for this first meeting. She checked the back of her shorts one time and walked out to head for baggage claim.
Fifteen minutes after Eileen was in her designated spot, Brad was approaching. He recognized her instantly, even from three gates away. She was prettier than in her pictures and presented a stunning figure as she sat with her legs crossed. As often as he had met Jim's girls, the process still scared him. But never had he longed to meet somebody as much as he wanted to meet Eileen.
Their eyes met.
"Eileen?"
"Hi, Brad."
Brad reached out his hand and Eileen held it lightly.
"Good flight?" he asked.
"Uneventful. My kind of flight," she replied.
"Ready to go, or do you need more time?" he asked.
Eileen sprang to her feet. "I'm ready."
The ensuing conversations while the couple traveled to the port, embarked onto the ship, and waited for their cabin to be ready persuaded both of them that their personalities matched fairly well. Indeed, Brad was not paying for Eileen's great personality, but it certainly didn't hurt. By the time the cabin was prepared for them, Brad and Eileen were comfortable enough around each other to enter their home for the next week with relative ease.
"When the luggage arrives, you can have first choice on any closets and drawers," Brad said. "I'll take whatever is left over."
"Oh, you don't have to do that, Brad. I won't take...," Eileen said.
"No. It's alright. Take whatever you want."
"Thanks," she said with a grin. "I didn't pack as much as you might expect."
"How about a swimsuit?" he asked. Brad's wicked smile assured that she took it in the playful way he intended.
Eileen patted her carry-on. "Right here. I thought we might have time for the pool before the luggage arrived."
"Can I see it?"
Eileen unzipped the bag and pulled out both pieces of the light blue bikini. She held them up for his assessment.
"Put it on, please."
Eileen's heart thumped rapidly. This was it; the first step. For right or wrong, so much of the success of the rest of the week rested on how she handled this moment. Eileen was prepared.
She laid the bikini on the bed and turned to face Brad. With full confidence, Eileen grabbed the bottom of her shirt and pulled it up. When it cleared her head, she shook her hair back into place and tossed the shirt aside. Brad openly stared at her bare breasts, marveling in the perfection of their size and shape.
Eileen gave him a second to look, then opened her shorts and gently let them slide down the top of her legs. Small, white panties covered her pussy and ass. The shorts slid down her legs and Eileen bent over to pick them up. After another short delay, she took off the panties. When she bent over again, she made sure to give Brad a complete show without being too blatant.
This time she offered her body to him for a complete viewing.
"Beautiful," he said softly. "Very nice."
Eileen slid on the bottom of the bikini, pulling the material tight against her pussy and ass. Then she put on the top, turning her back to Brad, saying, "Tie it, please."
Brad eagerly complied, glad to see that Eileen had the self-assurance to ask him to do it. He let his fingers slide down her bare arms, across her back, and down the outside of her legs.
"You're very beautiful, Eileen."
"Thank you. I hope I can make you happy," she answered.
"Oh, I think you'll do just fine," he assured her. "Now turn around."
She didn't know what to expect, but was pleasantly surprised when he took her face in his hands and kissed her. At first, it was a gentle kiss on the lips. Then their mouths opened and their tongues met. Soon, he was hugging her tight and the kiss was passionate. Immediately, Eileen felt the stiffness of Brad's cock against her body. She sighed at the suddenness of the embrace.
"It's going to be a fun week," Brad said when they separated.
Eileen grinned. "I think so, too."
It wasn't a total coincidence that her hand was lingering on the outline of his cock when she said it. But she got the impression this was not going to be their first sexual encounter. Brad alone would determine when that occurred.
"Want to head for the pool now?" Brad asked her.
"Sure. Let me get a shirt out," Eileen said, digging in her carry-on for the top that went over her bikini.
Once that was on, they were ready and the couple spent more than an hour sitting at the pool talking and drinking sodas. Brad apologized to Eileen for making her go on a cruise with somebody who didn't drink much, but it suited Eileen perfectly fine. She'd had more than her share of bad experiences with drunks. If Brad treated her well, she didn't care what else he did.
They each learned a little about the person they would be with for a week, but neither divulged any secrets they didn't want out. Eileen admitted to being divorced and a former flight attendant. Brad told her he was engaged once, but it broke off at her request. Ever since, he was married to his job.
They talked briefly about what shore excursions they might want to sign up for, but Eileen deferred to Brad. He half-joked about a clothing optional beach he knew about and Eileen enthusiastically agreed to 'try anything once.'
Brad promised to find out if she really meant it.
When they returned to the cabin, the luggage was waiting. Brad tossed Eileen's suitcase onto the bed and put his own on the couch. When he turned around, Eileen was standing close to him in her bikini, having taken off her shirt.
"Maybe I should start practicing going topless for that beach," she said.
Brad didn't press his luck by telling her that clothing optional meant nude. Instead, he said, "I'd like that."
Eileen leisurely untied her bikini top and pulled it off. With a mischievous look over her shoulder, she walked back over to the bed and began unpacking. The next several minutes were ecstasy for Brad as they unpacked, often brushing against one another while they moved about the cramped cabin.
The only interruption was a knock on the door which caused Eileen to make a hasty retreat into the bathroom. Brad spent a minute or two being greeted by the room attendant, after which he announced to Eileen it was safe to come out.
A moment later, Eileen's empty suitcase was under the bed. Then Brad watched her fall onto her back on the bed, reaching out to him with her arms.
"Come here and do that thing with your tongue again," she begged him.
The sight of her spread out on the bed, topless, was too much for him to resist. He climbed on top of her and started a long, hard kiss. She wrapped her legs around him for the first of many times in the coming days. Brad ran his fingers through her flowing hair and ground his erection into her stomach.
"Lick my tits, Brad. Suck on them," Eileen pleaded.
"Not until you undress me, Eileen. I need to feel your skin on mine."
She tried not to act like a crazed teenager having her first sexual experience. Eileen took off Brad's shirt and spent a minute playing with his chest and nipples. Then she rolled onto her side and began taking off his shorts. He wore boxers and Eileen rubbed his hard cock through the material before reaching inside and wrapping her fingers around his cock. Eventually, the boxers came off, too.
Brad was on his back. Eileen slid up his body, more than complying with his request for their skin to touch. She ran her tits over his cock and didn't stop until they hung just inches above his face.
"Now?" she asked.
Brad reached up and put both hands around her tits. Eileen leaned down and allowed one of the nipples to enter his mouth. After a couple licks, Brad sucked on as much of the tit as he could, lightly biting the nipple.
"Oh my God. Yes!" Eileen sighed.
Brad's zeal increased with each passing second until he was sucking on one tit, then the other, with intensity that excited Eileen like never before. Any questions either of them had about their compatibility in bed were quickly being answered. But Eileen's job wasn't just to get Brad hard.
Eileen kissed her way down his body until coming to the stiff cock she passed earlier. This time it would be her tongue that slithered across the warm skin. She licked him several times before kissing the tip of the cock and then inserting it inside her mouth. Eileen clamped her lips around it and began a prolonged, sensual blowjob that Brad wished would never end.
She used her hand, tongue, and lips to make contact with every inch of the erection while Brad watched her breasts roll along with the bobbing of her head. Eileen tucked her hair behind her ears and sucked on the cock until she knew he was almost ready to cum.
Brad's muscles contracted in anticipation of his orgasm. He clutched at the bed covers. Then he put his hands on the back of her head and told her, "Now, Eileen. Now!"
A drop of precum was the only other warning she had. Immediately afterwards, at the same time as his loudest groan, a shot of cum hit the back of her throat. More cum followed and she struggled to swallow it all. Brad thrust his hips up, grunted louder, and deposited the rest of his cum in her mouth. Through it all, Eileen attempted to suck him dry.
Finally, he had to tell her, "That's all, Eileen. God that was good."
She crawled back up to his face and they kissed and rolled on the bed. Brad's hands slid inside the bottom of her bikini and clutched at the soft skin of her ass. He rolled on top of her.
"Tonight we'll fuck until I make you scream," he said.
"Oh my!" she replied. "We have to wait?"
Brad laughed. "Yes. But in return you get to choose how we do it."
She smiled. "You know what I'll be thinking about at dinner."
###
Eileen did her best to keep Brad's mind on sex by wearing a summery dress to dinner. The top criss-crossed her chest, leaving plenty of opportunity for sideways glimpses of her breasts, and the hem stopped well above her knees. Brad was more than proud to have her by his side.
They shared a table with two other couples, one of which immediately caught the eyes of both Brad and Eileen. Their names were Jill and Evan, and it wasn't Evan that attracted their attention. In fact, he was singularly unfriendly and aloof. But Jill was radiant in a colorful, tropical patterned blouse. Between the plentiful opening she left at the top and the gentle flow of the fabric across her breasts, it seemed certain to Brad she did not wear a bra. His kind of woman, and her personality matched her outfit.
Even Eileen was tuned into her as the discussions continued during the meal. Eileen guessed Jill's age to be around forty five, give or take a couple years. As time went on, she didn't know if Jill was more interested in her or Brad. Either way, she could sense Brad's awareness of Jill growing beyond her nice body. Eileen began to consider the various ways to exploit this unexpected meeting.
She put the first plan in motion when she and Brad returned to the cabin after the dinner and a brief stop at a lounge. Eileen walked out onto the balcony and allowed the warm air to flow through her hair and across her body. It was pitch dark as the ship carved its way through the smooth water. She leaned on the railing just enough to look left and right, making sure nobody else was in sight.
Brad watched from just inside the cabin, mainly paying attention to the effect the wind had on the bottom of Eileen's short dress. Whether Eileen intended it or not, she was tempting him almost as much as the strip she performed in the afternoon. Of course, she DID intend exactly that and it worked.
Brad joined her on the balcony and pressed his body against hers, wrapping his arms around her waist.
"This is my choice," Eileen said over her shoulder. "I want to have sex on this balcony."
"With me?" Brad asked with a grin.
"Of course with you. You can pretend I'm Jill if you want."
Brad chuckled. "What makes you think I'd do that?"
Eileen felt his hands approaching her breasts. "Because I saw how you looked at her. You'd probably give anything to trade my tits for hers."
Brad reached inside one side of her dress and wrapped his fingers around her tit. He pulled on the nipple and felt her body react under him.
"Nope. I want yours," he said.
It had been a long day for Eileen, filled with a little fright at first, then excitement, some sexual build-up that never got released in the afternoon, and finally the meeting of Jill. Now she wanted nothing more than Brad's thick cock inside her cunt so she could have an orgasm, or two, and get on with the night.
Brad, however, was in the mood for foreplay in the darkness of the balcony. He kneaded both of Eileen's breasts, never letting the dress actually fall off her shoulders. As her nipples hardened, so did his cock. The more she pressed back against his body, the more he pushed his erection into her ass. As silently as possible, they teased each other until sex was impossible to delay.
Brad used one hand to reach under the bottom of her dress and find the cheeks of her ass. All he felt was skin at first, until he realized she wore only a thong. His fingers had to search inside and above her crack to find the thinnest string.
"You ARE nasty," Brad told her.
Eileen giggled and felt her dress being lifted. When Brad finally had a view of her luscious ass, he understood how easy this would be. He cupped both cheeks in his hands and squeezed them gently. With the dress securely lying on top of Eileen's ass, Brad unzipped his pants and took out his cock.
He let it rest in her crack, slowly sliding it up and down. Both of them enjoyed the sensation, knowing that the best was yet to come. Then Brad reached around and put a hand on top of Eileen's pussy. He pushed in on the thong and used it to rub her clit. Eileen stifled a moan, but it was obvious she was very excited. Brad's fingers moved inside the thong, collected the moisture from her cunt, and used it to directly rub her clit.
"Damn it, Brad. Fuck me before I go crazy."
Brad pulled the thong aside.
"Spread your legs," he told her.
Eileen eagerly complied and Brad put his cock at the entrance to her pussy. With his hands resting on her hips, Brad gradually pushed the head of his cock inside her hole. Eileen was wet, making the rest of the trip very easy. Brad inserted the cock until he slapped against her bare ass.
He heard Eileen whimper with consent when he started to fuck her faster and harder. The only other sounds were the wind and the wake created by the ship. They seemed to be in their own world, in spite of the very public nature of the setting.
Brad continued to grope Eileen's tits, sometimes directly on the skin and sometimes through her dress. She didn't seem to care how it happened, as long as he kept it up. Five minutes passed blissfully.
Even though Brad was the one paying for the experience, he always preferred to wait for his companion to cum first. Usually he was able to hold out. And this time he had little trouble outlasting the very horny Eileen. Her increased volume and frequency of moans told him she was close.



All of a sudden, he felt her little body convulse in a series of shudders, each one accompanied by a distinctive sound that is only heard when a woman cums. Eileen lowered her head onto the top of her hands and resisted the real need to cry out with joy. Brad squeezed a nipple with one hand and a new wave of orgasms overtook her.
Somewhere in the middle of the last wave, Brad started to cum. Eileen recognized it when he thrust his cock into her, stopped for a moment, grunted loudly and then rammed his cock in again, this time unloading the first of many shots of cum inside her pussy. It seemed to Eileen that Brad was intent on shoving her over the railing, but she clung with clenched fists and accepted everything he had. Eventually, his thrusts lessened in intensity and she felt him collapse on top of her ass.
"Wow," she muttered.
"Good choice," Brad said after catching his breath.
He felt her pussy constrict around his cock just like her mouth had done earlier in the day. He groaned and slowly withdrew it.
"Ahhh, can I have more later?" she asked.
"Only if you promise to sleep naked."
Eileen turned to face him, fixing her dress in the process. She kissed him and said, "Let's go."
###
Brad woke up in the middle of the night with his arm draped across Eileen's nude body. For a few seconds, he was able to run his fingers over her hip and ass. As she awoke, he enjoyed the smooth perfection of her skin. He caressed her thigh before moving up to her stomach and, finally, her breasts. She allowed him access to every inch of her body. His intention was not sexual. Brad simply wanted to appreciate what he had. He had seen her and had her, but now he studied her body with his hands...and he liked everything he learned.
Afterwards, Eileen returned the favor. She stroked his arms and felt the gentle bulge of his muscles. Brad was easily the most athletic man she'd been with, although nothing bordering on body-builder material. There wasn't a single ounce of fat on his body and she proved it over the remainder of the night by constantly snuggling against him and holding him closely.
By morning they had slept just enough to be rested and fondled each other just enough to be horny.
Brad was the first to get up. He rolled out of the bed and trudged into the bathroom, which he considered large by cruise ship standards. The shower was actually big enough to stand AND turn around in without doing permanent damage to any body parts. He turned on the water and got ready to step in.
Just then, the door opened and Eileen walked in.
"Should I close the curtain behind me?" he asked.
"Can't I join you?"
He grinned and said, "Think we'll fit?"
"Let's find out," she answered.
Brad stepped in first, followed closely by Eileen. And close was the key word. Now the shower seemed far less spacious, but the advantages were obvious. The couple embraced and began a long, fervent kiss. They held each other and talked about how nice it was to sleep together. Water poured over them and each passing second added to the sensuality of the moment. With their bodies in constant contact, Brad soon began to feel his cock react.
But he had a different desire that he almost acted upon during the night. Now was the perfect time.
He kissed Eileen down to her tits, lingering there enough to stiffen her nipples with his tongue. Then he continued on his path, passed her navel and stomach to the top of her pussy. As he kneeled in front of her, Eileen comprehended what his goal was.
"Brad, you don't have to..."
"Shhhhh. Just enjoy this," he told her.
His hands were flat against her ass when his mouth first made contact with her clit. Eileen gasped. Brad kissed the area, licked it twice, and then put the already budding nub between his lips. For the next couple minutes, he drove her crazy with assault after assault with his mouth and tongue. Water added to the intense sensations and Eileen found herself having to lean back against the wall of the shower to maintain her balance.
Brad pulled her pussy closer and his angle improved the more Eileen leaned back. He ate her for a little while longer, and then moved down. Quickly, his mouth found the hole it was after and he began fucking her with his tongue.
"Oh my God, Brad. Don't ever stop."
He had no intention of doing that until she came. And this time she could make as much noise as she wanted. His tongue sought out every sensitive spot it could find and Eileen jerked each time he hit one. She relied on him to hold her up as the orgasm approached and her ability to stand faded. Brad stabbed her with his tongue, licked her pussy and clit, ate her with his lips, and generally did everything she could have possibly asked for.
He tasted her juices and smelled her sex, even with the torrent of water continuing to flow over them. His own urges grew to the point where he dug his fingers into her ass without realizing it. She shrieked with delight and begged him to keep going.
It only took a handful of seconds for Eileen to feel her orgasm begin. She slapped her hands against the wet wall of the shower and stifled a scream. Then her body exploded in a series of quakes that caused her to cry out with delight. Brad never let his mouth leave her clit the entire time she came.
Only when she squirmed in desperate attempts to escape did he back off. Brad stood and took her into his arms under the shower.
###
'I've got to find a way to pay him back,' Eileen thought to herself as she sat by the pool in the early afternoon sun.
Just thinking about the episode in the shower caused her pussy to tingle and get wet. Eileen felt as though she was more than an escort for Brad now. She felt obligated to do something special for him.
She looked across the pool area and noticed a woman laying a towel along the length of her lounge chair. At first it was just the woman's cute ass that caught Eileen's attention. Then she thought she recognized the figure. Eileen pulled her sunglasses down for a better view.
Yes. It WAS Jill.
Eileen watched Jill stretch out on the chair in her conservative, yet flattering, two piece bathing suit. Instantly, a plan formulated in Eileen's mind. Another minute or two of preparation convinced her she would approach their dinner companion and take a chance.
Jill didn't see Eileen approaching and was surprised to feel a hand on her shoulder.
"Eileen. Hi," Jill said after looking up.
"Hi, Jill. Was it hard finding an empty chair?"
Jill smiled. "Yeah. A little. That's to be expected on these days when we don't stop at a port."
"I know," Eileen said. "Where's Evan?"
"Oh, I'm sure he found a bar somewhere. I won't see him the rest of the afternoon," Jill said with apparent disregard.
Eileen silently rejoiced that her plan might still work.
"Well, I'm right on the other side of the pool," she said. "If you want to get a snack together later, just come get me."
"I will," Jill said. "Thanks for offering."
"No problem. See you later," Eileen said, turning to walk away.
Jill never took her eyes off the young woman until she was almost back to her chair. 'Now THAT would be a nice snack,' she contemplated.
Almost ninety minutes passed and Eileen was concerned Jill wouldn't take her up on her offer. Then Eileen saw Jill stand, stretch, and gather up her belongings. Was she going back to her cabin? Eileen stared at her as if her gaze alone would bring her over.
Then Jill was walking her way. Eileen's pulse quickened. They made eye contact and Jill smiled.
"Still want that snack?" Jill asked.
"Sure." Eileen tried to sound as composed as possible. "Let me get my stuff."
Soon, the pair was ready to leave.
"Mind if we stop off at my cabin first?" Jill asked.
"Not at all," Eileen assured her.
"No use carrying these bags all around," Jill said. "As long as you don't mind a messy cabin."
"You're on vacation. It's alright."
In fact, Jill and Evan's cabin was far neater than Eileen and Brad's. Eileen even found room on the couch to sit down while Jill pulled items out of her beach bag.
"Are you having a good trip so far?" Jill asked.
"Great," Eileen said enthusiastically. "I'm afraid it will go past too fast."
"They always do," Jill answered, strolling closer to the couch. "I like your cover-up, by the way."
Both women had put on swimsuit covers that buttoned down the front. Eileen's was especially colorful.
"Oh, thanks. You, too."
"Ready?" Jill said.
Eileen stood up, but Jill gave no indication of heading for the door. Instead, her eyes traveled completely down Eileen's body and back up...slowly.
"What sounds good?" Jill asked.
"I don't care," Eileen said softly. She felt frozen in place.
Jill reached out and put a hand on the outside of Eileen's arm. She ran her fingers down the arm, until it passed the end of the sleeve on the cover-up and onto Eileen's bare skin.
They looked at each other.
"Or we can stay here?" Jill suggested.
Before Eileen could answer, Jill was opening the top button of Eileen's shirt. With no indication of protest from Eileen, Jill unbuttoned the remaining two.
Eileen's original plan was to try to offer Jill as a 'gift' to Brad. Now it seemed Jill was more interested in HER. Eileen's mind spun with options, one of which was allowing Jill to continue her aggressive teasing. Jill didn't wait for consent.
She pulled the flimsy top off Eileen's shoulders and let it fall on the couch.
"You are VERY pretty, Eileen. Can I kiss you?"
All Eileen could do was nod and watch Jill lean closer.
It had been a long, long time since Eileen kissed another woman and that was just part of her job. This was going to be different.
Their lips touched lightly and quickly parted. Jill moved closer. They kissed again and this time it lasted long enough for their mouths to open and their tongues to meet. Jill's hands roamed the sides of Eileen's body, slowly but surely working their way around to her chest. Just as Jill's fingers hit the outside of Eileen's breasts, the kiss ended.
No words were spoken as Jill ran her fingertips along the inner edge of Eileen's bikini, upward across her breasts, and then back down.
Finally, Eileen said in a near whisper, "What about Evan?"
"Trust me, he won't be back for a long time," Jill said, never lifting her eyes from Eileen's chest.
When she did look up, they kissed again, their bodies now in full contact with each other. Touches became a firm embrace and the kiss was accompanied by soft moans. Eileen nearly ripped open the buttons of Jill's shirt and yanked it off, never stopping the kiss. They hugged some more and pressed their tits and pussies together. Jill's hand slid inside the back of Eileen's bikini onto her ass. She pulled Eileen even closer to her.
"I want you, Eileen. I want you NOW," Jill sighed.
"Quickly," Eileen told her. "Then I have a proposal."
Jill was too excited to ask any questions. She found the tie at the back of Eileen's bikini top, pulled it open, and lifted the top over Eileen's head. Jill's hands immediately swathed the exposed tits in loving caresses and firmer grips of passion.
Eileen watched Jill place her lips on a nipple, lick it, and then take a large portion of the tit in her mouth. Now Eileen remembered; the tenderness with which another woman could suck on a tit and manipulate the nipple like no man could. Her entire body shuddered as Jill moved from one tit to the other. Eileen instinctively reached out for Jill's own chest and clutched at the bikini-covered breasts.
Jill did the honor of taking off her top. With a smile of appreciation, Eileen took her back into her arms and they kissed while rubbing together with pleasure. Eileen's hand managed to squeeze between them and find its way onto Jill's pussy. She pressed the material of the bikini against Jill's skin, feeling the moisture soak through.
"I want to make you cum," Eileen said.
"But what's your proposal?" Jill finally asked.
Eileen continued rubbing Jill's clit and listened to her groan.
"I want you to meet me and Brad in our cabin." Jill took a deep breath. "And I want you to have sex with Brad."
The hush that followed scared Eileen. Then Jill said, "My God, Eileen. And I was spending all my time trying to figure out how to make that happen. Of course I'll do it."
Eileen giggled and dropped to her knees. Jill was naked in a matter of seconds and Eileen was licking her way up the inside of Jill's thigh with one goal in mind—the clit she was rubbing a moment ago. Eileen slid her tongue across Jill's pussy, gathering sweet juices along the way. When she reached the clit, she spent considerable time simply licking it and making sure Jill was more than ready for the final stage.
"Quit teasing and fucking eat me," Jill demanded.
With a big smile, Eileen complied. Just as Brad had done to her earlier in the day, Eileen put Jill's clit in her mouth and started to lick it. She held her new friend by the ass and buried her face against Jill's warm skin. Jill spread her legs to help steady herself and give Eileen better access. Both proved successful.
Jill rested her hand on top of Eileen's head, applying just enough pressure to assure Eileen wouldn't lose contact with the clit. Jill's free hand began playing with one of her nipples. That was enough to put her on the brink of an orgasm.
"Yessssss, Eileen. Yes! Oh God."
Eileen put more force behind her tongue and pulled on the clit with her lips.
"Fuck, yes! I'm...I'm...oh my God!"
Jill had to lean on the head between her legs to prevent her legs from completely buckling under the intensity of her orgasm. She cried out as one orgasm ended and another began. Twice more she moaned with bliss as orgasms came and went. A trickle of juices flowed down her thigh, past Eileen's already damp chin.
Neither of the women could have cared less if Evan had walked into the cabin. They were lost in their lust for each other.
When it was over, Jill dragged a laughing Eileen with her as they fell onto the bed. They kissed and interlocked their legs. Eileen was thrilled to feel Jill's warm fluid on her own thigh.
"That was incredible," Jill exclaimed. "I'll do anything you fucking want."
"I'll set it up," Eileen said with satisfaction.
###
Brad never did understand why women had to go to the restroom together during meals, but he didn't think twice about Jill and Eileen doing it during dinner. The last thing he imagined was the fact the discussion they had would benefit him so much in just a few hours. Not even the smiles on their faces when they returned gave away their secret.
But close to eleven that night, when Brad and Eileen were alone in their cabin and a knock on the door interrupted their snuggling on the couch, everything came together.
Eileen acted suitably surprised to find Jill in the hallway and then invited her in. Brad couldn't help but stare at the extremely tight and low cut top that Jill wore. Her shorts were a little more conservative, but still allowed a pleasant inspection of her ass. Brad's erection, initiated by Eileen on the couch, only grew stiffer as Jill got closer.
"Hi, Brad," Jill said. "Eileen told me at dinner that it would be OK to stop in later if I wanted. Hope you don't mind."
"Not at all," Brad said.
Jill's eyes were on his crotch. "Sorry if I interrupted anything..."
"Don't be silly," Eileen said, putting her arm around Jill's back. "Have a seat."
Eileen plopped down on the end of the bed and watched Jill sit next to Brad on the couch. Brad looked at Eileen with suspicion, but only got a wide grin in return. Both Brad and Eileen had changed into more comfortable clothes at Eileen's urging, and Brad was now very grateful. His attention turned back to Jill.
"Just roaming the hallways?" Brad asked her in jest.
Jill giggled. "Yes. And just happened upon the cabin of my favorite beautiful couple. I was hoping I'd catch you naked in bed, but I guess I got here too early."
"Guess so. Want a drink?" Brad asked.
"Are you trying to get me drunk?"
"For some reason I think you don't need to get drunk to have a good time," Brad said.
Jill smiled and looked at Eileen. "Is he safe to be around after you've had a few drinks?"
"He's never safe to be around," Eileen replied.
Jill raised her eyebrows and returned her gaze to Brad. "My kind of man. OK. I'll take a drink. Besides, it will give me another chance to look at your cute ass."
Brad made sure she got her wish as he moved to the table containing the ice bucket and wine bottle. He poured all three of them a small glass and returned to his spot on the couch.
"Cheers," Jill said, offering her glass to Brad for a toast.
"Cheers."
Their eyes never left each other as they sipped. Brad was the first to flinch with a quick peek at her breasts.
"So," he said, leaning back, "When was the last time you actually caught a couple naked in bed?"
"Never. It's just a fantasy of mine."
Brad paused. Eileen was obviously going to let him run this conversation. "Tell me about it."
Jill pivoted so she faced him almost directly. Her look was serious and thoughtful. "I think the idea of two women sharing one man in bed is the sexiest thing I can imagine. Taking turns. One sucking his cock while the other lets him do whatever he wants with her body. Trading places. Getting him harder and harder."
And he was. Brad knew he would have to move his cock soon if she kept it up.
"Would the two women let him watch them?" he asked.
"He would have no choice," Jill continued. "The women would be so horny they would be all over each other. Sucking tits and touching each other and feeling the moisture collecting in their pussies. They would kiss and hold each other on top of him and demand that he pay attention."
"Fuck," Brad said, grabbing his cock and giving it the room it needed inside his shorts.
Jill smiled wide and leaned towards him. Her tits pressed against her shirt. "Then they would service him some more until it was time."
Her hand reached out and landed on top of his leg. It slid to his thigh and under the leg of his shorts. Brad didn't budge as Jill came closer and closer to his rock hard cock.
"Time for what?" he said.
The first contact of her fingers on his cock made it jerk. Jill gently reached higher and finally had it in her grasp. "For whatever he wanted."
She barely had enough room to slide her hand up and down the shaft. Still, she could feel the heat it was generating as it pulsed in her palm.
"He would probably want more than a hand job," Brad said.
"Tell me, then."
"He would want one of them to let him slide his cock inside her wet cunt and fuck her," he said.
Jill gripped him a little harder and waited a few seconds. "That would be nice. I hope I'm first."
Jill was too engrossed in Brad to notice Eileen approaching her from behind. Eileen wrapped her arms around Jill and placed her hands just under her breasts. Jill never took her hand off Brad's cock as Eileen began to move up and gently massage Jill's tits through her shirt. Brad watched the large, but firm, breasts roll back and forth. The shirt was stretched and more of Jill's cleavage became visible.
Brad watched Eileen pull up on the shirt and slowly lift if over Jill's tits. It was clear she wanted to remove it, so Jill let go of Brad and allowed her arms to rise so the shirt could be taken off. She smiled as Brad surveyed the lovely, topless woman in front of him.
Then Eileen began a prolonged massage of Jill's tits from behind. It was a sensuous kneading and manipulation of the nipples that made Brad's cock, and Jill's nipples, much harder.
"I think we should make her fantasy come true, don't you Brad?" Eileen said.
"She wants to be first. Is that OK?" he replied.



"As long as I'm second."
Brad thought he would cum in his shorts. "Maybe we can find a way to let you cum together. Be creative."
"Stand up, Jill," Eileen told her. "I can't wait any longer."
Thirty seconds later, Brad was staring at Jill's naked body after Eileen finished stripping her. What came next shocked him a little. The women turned to face each other and entered into an embrace accompanied by a long, lustful kiss. Jill's hands began to wander up and down Eileen's chest, dragging Eileen's t-shirt with her and, eventually, pulling it over her head.
Brad watched their tits squeeze against each other. He grabbed his cock through his shorts and stroked it while he viewed the ever-intensifying scene before him. A minute later, Jill was removing the remainder of Eileen's clothes.
Brad only let go of his throbbing cock when both women approached him.
"I'll take the pants, Eileen. You get the shirt," Jill said.
Together, they undressed him. Brad and Eileen were kissing when he felt Jill's mouth close around the entire length of his erection. He moaned as she sucked harder and moved her lips up and down his shaft. He tried to envision what was about to happen, but knew the reality would surely be better.
"Well, you made a promise to Jill," Eileen told Brad. "It's time to pay up."
"Don't go anywhere," Brad replied.
"Oh, I wouldn't miss it."
Jill stood up and moved back to the end of the bed. Very slowly, she leaned back until she was lying down, her legs slightly spread as they hung over the edge. Brad looked at her large breasts as they settled on her chest. He stared at her pussy and the moist, pink skin below her clit.
"Fuck me, Brad," Jill said in the sexiest voice he'd ever heard.
Brad moved between her legs, his erection leading the way. He playfully let it rest on top of Jill's body and she used her palm to rub it against her skin. When he couldn't resist any longer, Brad placed the tip at the entrance to her cunt. Eileen looked on with delight as she watched the cock begin to disappear inside Jill's pussy. Brad was holding Jill under her thighs and the legs slowly rose and separated the deeper Brad plunged.
Finally, his cock was completely wrapped in the soft warmth of Jill's pussy. Brad pulled back slightly, and then leaned into the beautiful woman on the bed and shoved his cock even deeper.
"Oh fuck," Jill moaned.
Brad started a slow, rhythmic fucking.
"God, don't ever stop," Jill sighed.
Brad watched Eileen move to the side of the bed and then crawl onto it, next to Jill. Eileen's mouth immediately dropped to Jill's tits and she began sucking on them and pushing them up with her hands. Brad fucked a little harder and faster and he felt Jill's ass voluntarily lift off the bed. He put his hands under it and held her up, hearing louder and more urgent moans from Jill as the minutes passed.
The sound of Brad's cock ramming into Jill's wet cunt and his body slapping against hers filled the cabin. All three participants were adding their moans and whimpers as the sex intensified. The bed rocked and Brad had to repeatedly pull Jill closer to him to keep fucking her. The contractions of her pussy around his throbbing cock convinced him she was close.
Eileen continued her attack on Jill's tits and, soon enough, Jill announced she was about to cum. Brad tried to hold off his own orgasm just long enough to allow Jill to have an orgasm. And it worked.
Jill shrieked as her body stiffened and one orgasm after another flowed through her. She put a hand on her clit and rubbed it furiously as Brad's cock kept sliding in and out of her cunt. Eileen lightly bit a nipple and Jill cried out with pleasure with what little breath she had left.
At that point, Brad couldn't wait any longer. He pulled his cock out of Jill.
"Lean back, Eileen," he said.
Both women watched intently as he began masturbating, his cock aimed directly at Jill's face, neck, and chest. Only time would tell what the ultimate target was.
They didn't have to wait long. With a loud grunt, Brad held his cock in place and shot out the first long stream of white cum. It landed just above Jill's left tit and stretched over the nipple. Another groan was followed by another shot and, soon, both tits were covered with streaks of his semen.
When he was done, Eileen leaned down and eagerly licked cum from Jill's chest, bringing a broad smile to Jill's face. Brad joined the women on the bed and settled in next to Jill.
"Still glad you stopped in?" he asked.
"Very glad. And very glad I didn't interrupt anything," Jill replied.
"Will you be available all week to interrupt us some more?" Eileen asked.
"Yes. And I may even have a friend or two willing to join me."
Brad and Eileen looked at her with wide eyes. How much better could it get?
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"The instructor for your new hire training will be Tori," Tom said. "She's our newest trainer, but everybody seems to like her; especially the guys."
Scott looked at his new boss to make sure his grin implied what he thought it did.
"She's really cute, but kind of shy for being a trainer," Tom added.
"How old is she?" Scott asked.
"Twenty five or twenty six. I think this is her second full time job out of college."
Scott thought back to five years earlier when he would have been the same age as Tori. He understood her feelings of insecurity in a corporate setting at such a young age. He'd been lucky and worked his way up through the field of product design and development until he felt somewhat secure. Maybe he could offer some words of encouragement for her.
And maybe she was single, like himself. Maybe...training wouldn't be so boring after all.
Tori looked at her calendar and opened the appointments for her new hire training the next two days.
"Damn. Just one guy," she said to herself.
She hated one-on-one training the most when she didn't already know the student. If he didn't talk, didn't participate, the day seemed to drag on forever. She always felt self-conscious in those settings and she knew it came across in her presentations.
She looked at the appointment details. Scott Daley. Product D/D. So he'd be a nerd on top of it all.
"Great. Maybe I can call in sick," she thought.
Tori showed up for work the next day, as always, and made her way to the tiny, isolated training room. It bothered her that the company put so little importance on training that the only space they provided was a window-less converted storage room in the deep recesses of an otherwise nearly empty floor of the company's annex. Tori convinced herself on day one that she would change the firm's attitude about training. For now, she used what they gave her.
She arrived at 8 AM for her 9 AM training with Scott. The agenda included a history of the company, the computer applications he would be using, safety rules and regulations, and assorted stuff she could teach in her sleep. Most of the hour was spent filling the refreshment tray, getting ice, and stocking up on coffee.
Scott was in the parking lot at 8:45, but it took him ten minutes to actually find the training room, roaming up and down hallways like a freshman in high school. When he finally found it, he knocked softly on the open door and entered.
Tori had previously trained secretaries, janitors, vice presidents and accountants for the company. She used to make up mental images of the men in her classes before they showed up. They would always be young, handsome guys with athletic bodies. The reality was never as good as her dreams.
Then she saw Scott.
He was young and handsome with an athletic body and she stood frozen in the center of the room as she stared.
"Hi," he said. "Are you Tori?"
"Uh, yeah. Hi."
In those few seconds, Scott determined he might be looking at the sexiest woman he'd ever seen. Beautiful dark blonde hair framed a gorgeous face that looked much younger than she really was. A delicate blouse clung to her body just enough to reveal ample breasts and a small waist. Dress slacks highlighted her long, lean legs.
"I'm Scott. Hope I'm not late."
"Not at all," Tori said, extending a hand to take his. "Come on in."
"At least we shouldn't have to worry too much about being interrupted," Scott said. "They hid you very well."
Tori laughed nervously. "It's part of the on-boarding process. See if you can find the training room."
"I'm glad I did," he said, catching Tori's eye as she looked back over her shoulder while leading him toward the snack table.
"This is the best we could do as far as food for you. And some juice, pop, and coffee. Help yourself."
Scott eyed the choices. "Thanks. Maybe later in the morning."
"That's fine," Tori said. "It will be here all day."
He'd now seen her from every angle and was no less convinced she was a beauty. The blouse hung open sufficiently to hint at her cleavage and he tried not to stare. If his schedule was correct, he'd have all day to take in her attractiveness.
"So, am I going to be the only one?" Scott asked.
"Yep. You get my personal attention for two days."
His eyes widened with interest. "Does that make for a better or worse class?"
Tori shrugged. "Depends. I'll try not to bore you."
She brushed the hair away from the side of her face. Scott was finding every move she made to be sensuous.
"I'm sure you won't."
"Ready to get started?" Tori asked.
"Let's do it."
Scott chose a seat near the front of the room, on the center aisle. It was a simple computer station with a comfortable chair and plenty of leg room. When Tori asked him to tell her a little about himself, he stuck to the basic educational background and work experiences. She asked about hobbies and he replied honestly with references to sports and traveling.
All he learned about her was that she graduated three years earlier and loved her job. Scott selected to hold off on more probing questions until later in the day. With that, Tori dove straight into her prepared material.
There was nothing she was saying that impeded Scott from paying attention only to the way she moved. Tori drifted with ease from one side of the giant whiteboard to the other, providing her student with a panorama of front, back and side views. Light from the overhead projector flashed on her blouse as she walked through it, casting all new shadows around her curves.
Her voice was steady, belying the anxiety she always felt at the beginning of a new session. Scott seemed quiet and she dreaded a potential two days of pure lecture and little interaction. But about one hour into the class, he began inquiring about available computer programs and how the company did certain things. The rest of the morning breezed by quickly.
When it was time to break for lunch, Tori made it clear without actually stating it that they would not be eating together. Scott didn't push it and came back at one o'clock for the continuation of the training. But, he had decided it was time to liven things up.
His first comment, when she asked if he was ready to start, was: "Do you ever come into this room just to get away? I mean, it's so out of the way and secluded."
Tori shrugged with the same tilt of the head Scott was getting used to from her. "Sometimes. I don't always feel all that safe coming back here by myself."
"It would be a great place to bring your boyfriend," Scott said with a straight face.
"If I had one," Tori replied with equal seriousness.
Scott grinned. "Girlfriend?"
"No!" Tori snapped back, much to Scott's delight.
"So, tell me," Scott said before an elongated pause. "You teach the same thing every week. Over and over. You could do it blindfolded. Do you ever let your mind wander. Maybe think about what the guys in your class would look like naked?"
"Scott!" After allowing her surprise to show, Tori added, "I'm not sure I've ever had anybody that good looking."
"Oh, c'mon. There had to have been at least one dude you thought about. Maybe when you got home, by yourself..."
"Stop it," she demanded playfully. "And no doubt you've done it with instructors, right?"
"Of course," Scott answered immediately. "I mean, there's only so much attention I can pay to how Outlook works. So I think about her on a beach in the Caribbean, laying on a towel. Maybe it's a topless beach. Or she's in the cabin of a cruise ship changing into a summery dress for dinner."
Tori couldn't believe he was delving so closely into how her own mind worked. Naturally, she had done the same thing with guys in the class. Before the day was done, she was likely to do it with Scott and somehow he knew.
"Well, I can't say I do the same," she said.
"I think you're lying. You're an attractive, single, young woman and I assume you have the same fantasies as the rest of us," Scott told her. "Tell me what you thought about with the best looking guy you've ever had in a class."
"No."
Scott smiled. "Did you start with his shirt or his pants?"
Tori feigned disgust at the line of questioning, but inside her heart was pounding and she refused to acknowledge the feeling between her legs. Suddenly, the room seemed even smaller than it was and she was cut off from the outside world, trapped with Scott. Like a prisoner, she felt helpless. Her mind was blank.
"His shirt."
The words were out of her mouth before she even realized it. A strange sense of excitement overwhelmed her.
"Was he muscular. Do you like that?" Scott asked.
"He doesn't need to be. I like muscular arms," Tori explained.
"Then what?"
Tori could feel the flush on her face. "I think about what he's wearing under his pants."
"Do you prefer briefs or boxers?" Scott said with seemingly authentic interest.
Tori giggled and considered ending the whole discussion. Instead, she answered, "Briefs."
"And do you take them off him or have him do it?"
"Scott, I think it's time we get back to our training," Tori said.
"Tori, we have plenty of time for that. I just want to get to understand you better. Find out what goes through that pretty head," Scott said.
"For some reason I'm not sure I want to know the same about you."
Her look conveyed true apprehension, but Scott wasn't concerned.
"I think you do."
They stared at each other for a long, long moment. The silence was deafening.
"Go ahead," Tori finally said in a near whisper.
Scott leaned forward and made sure he had her full attention. "I think about you in that blouse, wondering what type of bra you wear. And does it hook in the front or back. Then I wonder what it holds; what your breasts look like."
He saw the astonishment on her face. But Tori didn't speak, despite the body language that displayed her discomfort. Scott believed, but couldn't prove the fact, that the young instructor was turned on by his little speech.
"I think about what your panties might look like or what color they are. And I wonder how much of your cute ass they cover. I picture you in your bra and panties, slowly removing them for me so I can see you naked. Then I wait for your instructions."
Tori stared at him as if in a trance even after he was done speaking. She put a hand out to lean against the instructor's podium and Scott smiled. Tori said, "Well. I'm sorry I asked."
Scott laughed. "No you're not. I just convinced you that you're normal after all. We all do it, Tori. But how many times have you acted upon it?"
"What do you mean?" she asked.
"How many times have you approached a guy in your class and tried to answer the questions you had about him?" Scott said. "How many times have you found out if he wore briefs or boxers?"
"Never."
"Why?"
"It's not...I mean...it wouldn't be...," Tori stammered.
"Does your bra hook in the front or back, Tori?"
Scott saw her hand shake as she shifted positions. Her eyes avoided his.
"Well?" he inquired.
Tori was gazing down at her shoes with a bewildered look on her face.
"Back."
"Show me. Unhook it," Scott said. "You can do it through your blouse, can't you?"
Now she looked at him the way a scared child would look at an adult. As if in slow motion, her right hand moved behind her back and fumbled for the hook. Scott watched her movements until, finally, the hand returned to her side.
He stood up and approached her. Scott circled around her and Tori watched every step he took. He stopped when he was behind her, Tori still looking back over her shoulder. Scott put his hand in the center of her back where the bra would have connected.
He slid the fabric of the blouse back and forth until he could tell the bra was unhooked. He pressed his fingers against her body and lightly rubbed, separating the bra straps a little bit more. Tori was looking straight ahead again and Scott sensed the tension in her back.
"You're missing out on life, Tori, if you keep suppressing all the good things you like to do. There's absolutely nothing wrong with fantasizing. It won't hurt you," Scott told her.
He was all but massaging her back, spreading out his fingers and stroking a wider area.
"You have the right to wonder what's inside a guy's pants. Take it upon yourself to find out," he said.
They stood for a moment, the only sound breaking the silence being the silky sound of Tori's blouse sliding back and forth.
"Do it," Scott said, hoping she knew what he meant.
Soon, her hand was sliding backwards until it hit his pants. A slight shifting put it squarely on his crotch. She stopped at the feel of his semi-erection under her fingers.
"It's OK, Tori."
She barely heard his words, and started to slide her palm up and down.
"What's your guess? Briefs or boxers?"
"Briefs."
"Very good," Scott said with a wide grin.
His hand started gliding down her back, all the way to the top of her pants. At the same time, Tori's fingers tightened their grip on Scott's cock. Scott let his hand continue past her waist and onto the top of her ass. He felt Tori inch forward slightly, but not enough to escape him.
"What's your guess?" Tori said.
He suspected she was referring to her panties. He searched out the outline of them through her pants and massaged her ass tenderly.
"Conservative. Simple. Not as small as I'd prefer."
Tori tried desperately to restrain her giggle, but it got out.
"You're awful," she replied.
"Then why are you squeezing my cock?"
With that, she pulled away quickly and turned to face him. She was redder than ever and more beautiful than Scott could imagine.
"We need to finish training," she said.
"Kiss me first."
Tori couldn't have stopped herself if she tried. She moved to him and they embraced, started a deep, long kiss with tongues fighting for space and a few moans added for good measure. His cock pressed against her throbbing pussy and he felt her breasts against his chest.
When it was over, Tori took a deep breath and turned away. Scott grabbed her arm, but not in a threatening manner.
"Tori, I want you to do something else."
"What."
"Do you own a dress?"
She nodded.
"Wear it tomorrow. No bra. No panties. I want you to teach in the morning like that. After lunch we'll talk about how you feel. Can you do that?"
Scott felt the muscles in her arm twitching from nervousness. Again, she didn't answer; just nodded.
"Good girl."
He watched her fasten her bra as he sat down.
###
Tori was never as happy to get home as she was that night. Two different times she nearly crashed while deep in thought about what had occurred at work. She remembered the sensation of Scott's hardening cock in her hand, and his fingers on her back and ass. She remembered how her bra loosened around her breasts and the erotic feeling of being even slightly undressed for him.
Under any other circumstances, she would have ran to her bedroom, stripped, and masturbated until she came with loud moans of pleasure. But she couldn't. She had to wait for tomorrow, when she would teach him in a dress with nothing on underneath. Her horniness would increase by the hour until after lunch. And then...what? What then?
She didn't know. But she wanted to find out.
The dress she chose for the next day was not, of course, what she would typically think of wearing to work. It was fairly short, body-hugging, and low cut. She hoped Scott liked it, and that none of her bosses showed up. But she knew they wouldn't and right now Scott was more important, anyway. Never, in her short career, did she ever want to go to work as much as she did at that moment.
After a fitful night of sleep, Tori showered and slid on the dress, feeling sinfully naked as she drove to work. She imagined every person in every car she passed staring at her, knowing she had no underwear on. She tugged on the hem of the dress at every stop light and made sure nobody was in sight when she exited the car in the parking lot. For once, she was glad her building was empty.
At five minutes to nine, Scott entered the training room. He greeted Tori and smiled his approval at her dress. Nothing was said about it and training started as if nothing was different. The few times Tori leaned in to assist Scott with something on his computer, she saw his eyes travel to her breasts. Minute by minute, she was getting more excited and finding it more difficult to concentrate on the lessons.
Around eleven, Tori turned from the whiteboard to find Scott slowly stroking an obvious erection through his pants.
"Scott, how am I supposed to teach with you doing that?" she said.
"You're supposed to be doing the same thing as me. Wondering what we'd be doing right now if we were naked," he answered.
"Who says I haven't been?"
He laughed. "Then you have more self-restraint than me."
"Not much," she admitted. "Now let's do the last exercise before lunch."
Mercifully, lunch time arrived and they agreed to meet back in the room at one. Tori couldn't eat and Scott had trouble controlling his erection at the restaurant he went to. As he re-entered the training room, he knew his agony would soon be over. Tori waited for him anxiously by his desk.
"How was lunch?" he asked.
"Too long," she said. "How about you?"
"I thought about you."
"Oh no," Tori said with a grin.
"Yes, it made me hard. And I considered all the options. I came to one conclusion," Scott said.
"Yes?"
"You haven't fulfilled that one, big fantasy yet, Tori. All those times you thought about teaching a class of guys while naked. Now you have a chance."
He was seated and looking up at her cute face. She played with her hair in nervous, little movements. She looked away.
"I don't know, Scott."
"Do it, Tori. You'll regret it if you don't," he said. "Go lock the door and come back. Please, Tori."
She walked slowly to the classroom door and turned the lock in the door knob. Tori stood for an instant before starting back. She wasn't sure her legs would support her.
Tori stood next to Scott's desk.
"Take off your dress, Tori."
In the face of all of her doubt and fear, Tori was excited by the opportunity to live out one of the darkest fantasies she had. Scott was right; she'd regret it if she didn't. Teaching in the dress without a bra or panties had been a thrill. Being nude in front of him was something she could only dream about before yesterday.
Scott watched attentively as the young instructor reached behind her neck for the top of the dress' zipper. He heard it open and Tori lightly held the dress in place for a few seconds. Then the straps were lowered from her shoulders and, inch by inch, her body was revealed from the neck down.
His first glance at her firm, full breasts caused his cock to twitch with anticipation. Her flat stomach and tiny waist were flawless. As the dress sank lower, he got his first look at her pussy. Tori's legs were close enough together to only give him a hint of the neatly trimmed hair and pink lips, but as the dress fell to the floor and she kicked it off, the youthful perfection came into view.
She stood straight and did not move, her face clearly showing the anxiety she felt inside. Scott inspected her from head to toe.
"Turn around, Tori."
"God, Scott. I can barely move I'm so nervous," Tori said.
Scott smiled. "You're doing fine."
Tori made the half turn he wanted and stood stiffer than before. With her legs tightly together, her small, tight ass was even more beautiful and inviting. Scott fought the urge to rub his cock, knowing the best was yet to come.
"Beautiful," he said. "Now teach me the next lesson."
Tori turned back around, awkwardly crossing her arms in front of her.
"I'll make it a short one," she said with a tone of defiance.



"I might have lots of questions."
Tori grimaced and quickly moved behind the podium, which at least provided coverage for the bottom half of her naked body. Soon, she was into the lesson and moving from the podium to her computer to the whiteboard. Scott watched every step she took with an ever-growing erection between his legs. Tori was able to make sense of her lecture, but her mind was clearly more focused on the fact she was teaching without a shred of clothing on. And she was in ecstasy.
Scott could no longer resist the urge and began stroking the hard cock inside his pants. Tori caught him as she stood by the whiteboard and she had conflicting feelings of childish embarrassment and adult lust. Soon afterwards, she needed to move to his computer to show him something. It was the closest they'd been since she stripped off her dress and it was with considerable reluctance that she bent over to point something out to him.
Scott's eyes never once left her breasts and he barely heard what she was saying.
"Are you paying attention, Mr. Daley?" she asked.
"You are incredibly sexy," he replied.
She stood upright, feeling the blush return to her face. After a short pause, she said, "I think it's incredibly unfair I'm the only one without clothes on. If you're as horny as you appear to be, you should let me see it."
"It's YOUR fantasy, Tori. Do what you want to do."
Almost immediately, she bent down and unbuckled Scott's pants. Slowly, she opened them and pulled down the zipper.
"Take it out," she demanded. "Stroke it where I can see it."
Scott gladly took the throbbing cock in his hand after pushing down his underwear. Once Tori had a good look at it, she turned and resumed the lesson. But in just a couple minutes, she was back at his desk.
Scott said, "When you imagine yourself and your student naked, what happens?"
Tori stared at the bright pink head of Scott's cock as he continued a methodical masturbation.
"We fuck."
The words were as calmly stated as anything she'd said all day.
"How?" he asked.
"I sit in his lap."
Scott said a small prayer of thanks that the chair he was in had no arms. Nothing would prevent her from doing just that.
"Do it, Tori. Just like you imagine it."
Her eyes traveled from his face to his lap and back again. She felt her pussy get wetter as the seconds passed. Then she stepped between his legs.
Instead of straddling him like Scott expected, Tori sank to her knees and took his cock in her hand. Holding it upright against her palm, Tori leisurely licked it from his balls to the tip. Only then did she put her lips on it, gradually opening her mouth and lowering her head until the entire, long shaft disappeared. She bobbed up and down, sucking a little harder each time. Scott leaned back with his eyes closed.
He would have been disappointed when she quit, except for the fact he knew what it meant. This time Tori did straddle his legs and move her pussy directly over his erection. Scott put his hands on her waist to steady her and Tori leaned forward. Her tits were offered to him and he eagerly took one in his mouth. Scott sucked on it loudly, rolling the nipple with his tongue and biting on it gently. Tori moaned and lowered her pussy until it contacted his cock.
With Scott still sucking on her tit, Tori reached under her body and guided his cock to the entrance to her pussy. Her own juices and his stiffness made the rest easy. Tori gradually lowered herself onto the cock and took a deep breath when she was settled in his lap. Scott looked up, and they kissed.
Tori repositioned herself during the kiss so that she could raise and lower her body with just the right pressure on Scott's cock. Then she leaned back and began the pleasant task of fucking him. Scott's hands were all over her ample breasts, kneading them and squeezing them with enthusiasm as his cock slid in and out of Tori's cunt. Both of them quickly forgot their surroundings or why they were there.
Tori allowed Scott to suck on her tits from time to time, sending quivers through her body each time. He gripped her by the ass and clutched at the supple skin with his fingers. The entire time, they kept up a steady fucking that could have gone on all day, as far as they were concerned.
Tori's moans grew louder and more frequent. She begged Scott to fuck her harder and he willingly complied. The chair they were on struggled to maintain its spot between the desk in front and behind Scott, but as long as his cock remained inside Tori it didn't matter. Their orgasms got closer and closer.
"Oh God, Scott. I think I'm gonna cum," Tori warned him.
"It's OK. Me, too. Just tell me if I shouldn't..."
"Hell no! Don't you dare pull out of me," she whined.
So he didn't and Tori continued feeling his huge cock fill her pussy, and Scott continued feeling her pussy constrict around him. The secluded training room became a sensuous cauldron and the sexual tension that built up during the morning rapidly boiled over.
"Oh my God. Yes!" Tori cried out.
She threw herself down onto Scott's cock as her orgasm grew stronger and stronger. He clung to her body and thrust his cock into her pussy.
"Now, Tori. Now," he told her.
Together they came in a thunderous series of grunts, groans, moans, and cries of pleasure. Tori wrapped her arms around Scott's neck and held onto him for stability. The tiny chair was pushed to the edge of its strength, but luckily the encounter ended with no harm done to the participants or the equipment. When it was over, Tori simple clutched her new favorite student and allowed her pulse to return to normal. Scott remained inside her, letting every last drop of cum ooze out of his cock.
"Wow," Tori sighed.
"Is that how you imagined it?" Scott asked.
"Much better."
Tori slowly lifted herself from his lap and walked towards her dress. As she put it on and Scott pulled up his pants, he said, "Any other fantasies you have?"
Tori pulled up the zipper in the back of the dress and smiled at him.
"Sometimes, we fuck against the classroom door, with my legs wrapped around his waist," she answered.
Scott looked at his watch.
"When's the next break?"
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"Hello, Nicole. What can I do for you?"
"Hi, Mr. Jones. I'm taking Carol's place today. Here's last week's report."
The pretty, twenty five year old brunette handed a thin stack of papers to the corporate vice president. She appreciated his smile, but would have valued a look in the eyes even more. As usual, Kevin Jones was only aware that the top of her blouse gave him a fleeting glance at her abundant breasts.
Nicole hated Kevin. Sort of. Yes, he was an egotistical, sexist, maybe even perverted, forty five year old man. But, God, he was handsome and broad-shouldered and, well, hung like a horse.
Nicole had worked for the company for eleven months. She'd fucked Kevin Jones nine times; no, make that ten. There was the incident in the parking garage when he asked her to work late.
Had she ever received anything in the form of compensation other than his substantial cock time and again drilling her until she came so hard she was turned inside out? Not once.
And she was getting annoyed.
"Thanks, Nicole. You look especially fine today."
She grinned. "Thank you. I'm glad you approve. Hey, while I'm here, I wondered if we could talk about something."
Kevin's stomach tightened. "Sure. What?"
"Next month is my one year anniversary here," she said. "I'm ready for a new challenge. A promotion, if you know of anything that's open."
A rush of relief burst through the VP's muscular frame, as well as a multitude of possibilities. "There might be. I'd have to think about it," he said. "Why don't you come back at noon, after Helen is gone, and we can talk."
Nicole despised his mole-like secretary as much as Kevin did. Helen was a meddlesome, vindictive old woman who only had her job because she was the president's sister-in-law. You could set your watch by Helen leaving her desk at noon and not a second later.
"OK," Nicole replied, already suspicious of Kevin's timing. "Should I bring anything?"
His eyes were locked hard on her ass as she walked towards the door. "Uh, no."
Nicole always debated with herself as to what persona she should exhibit at work. She had a college degree. She was not stupid. But her physical assets were not to be discarded, either. To that end, she was known for wearing clothes considered totally inappropriate by Helen, but only mildly out of place by others. On this day, knowing she might meet with Kevin, she chose a sheer blouse and short, tight skirt. So the debate raged on: depend on her education and wait forever, or use her body and risk the wrath of other women in the company while she advanced.
Nicole didn't need much in the way of a hair stylist or makeup artist. Her brunette hair was short, naturally wavy, and extremely sexy with the simplest cut. Her tan complexion and fascinating eyes didn't need much help. Her hourglass figure required minimum maintenance.
Thus, she entered Kevin's office at one minute past noon...and locked the door behind her.
"I know this will be hard for you Kevin, but I'd like this to be a serious discussion," Nicole said as she sauntered toward a chair.
"Then why did you lock the door?"
"Because I know you."
She sat down and Kevin took in every inch of her exposed thighs. Nicole leisurely crossed her legs and tugged on her little skirt.
"So you want a promotion," he said, leaning back in his massive chair and putting his hands behind his head. "Justify it, Nicole."
"Well, I've completed every single assignment given to me on time, or early," she said. "I've volunteered for..."
And Nicole went on for two or three minutes listing significant accomplishments during the past year. Kevin listened intently, or at least he appeared to.
When she was finished, he hesitated, sighed deeply, and slid off his chair. He walked around his desk to where Nicole sat. She watched him vanish briefly behind her. Then his hands were on her shoulders.
"Nicole. Nicole. Nicole," he said, starting a tender massage. "All those things are in your job description. You've proven to be a competent employee who meets all expectations."
She could feel her blood pressure rising. "Competent? You fuck me while tossing me around like a rag doll and I'm just 'competent'? Apparently I'm a little more 'competent' than that teenager you call a girlfriend."
"She's twenty three, Nicole. And I'm not sure maligning your boss' girlfriend is good for career advancement," Kevin said calmly.
"What more do I have to do!?"
Kevin slid his hands down Nicole's neck and inside the collar of her blouse. Her angst mixed with stimulation and her pulse rate soared. She felt his fingers slide along the straps of her bra towards her breast.
Nicole nearly jumped out of her chair, with Kevin removing his hands just in time.
"Quit it, Kevin. You're a pig!"
She spun to face him and attempted a slap. He caught it easily and pushed her backwards. Nicole stumbled sideways and used one hand to prop herself against his desk. Kevin was upon her before she could react.
Kevin turned her so she faced the desk and he wrapped his arms around her body. His fingers clutched at the buttons of her blouse and popped them open in no particular order. Nicole struggled with louder and louder whimpers as her bra-covered tits were exposed. Kevin yanked the blouse out of her skirt and hurriedly unhooked her bra, applying enough pressure with his lower body to keep her from turning around.
His hands were back on her tits, pushing the bra aside and kneading the skin roughly. He pulled on the nipples and Nicole whined.
"Stop it, Kevin!"
"I'm going to give you your usual choice, Nicole," he said, panting. "Take off your panties or let me rip them off."
"Not this time, you asshole!"
Kevin rolled the nipples between his fingers and pressed his rigid cock against her ass. She felt the familiar shudders flow down to her pussy. She felt the thick cock in her crack.
"Do it!" he demanded.
One of his hands moved between her legs and pulled on her silk panties, seeking out her pussy at the same time. A couple fingers slid under the fabric and tried to invade her cunt.
Then Nicole did it. Like clockwork, she pulled on the panties. Kevin backed away and watched her slide them off before tossing them aside. He pushed her against the desk once more and lifted the skirt. Her beautiful bare ass was staring back at him.
As he pulled out his cock, he said to her, "THIS will get you more promotions than anything else you do, Nicole. Don't ever forget that."
He spread her legs with his hands and pulled back on her hips. He didn't need to wonder what it would feel like. He already knew she had the tightest cunt he'd ever felt. She would be wet and warm. Her muscles would envelop his cock and work on it the entire time they fucked. He was never disappointed.
"At least give me an office," she said.
Before answering, he thrust into her and exhaled a deep groan. Nicole muffled her cries the best she could, but she, too, knew what to expect. He was huge. He was wonderful. And they would cum in torrents.
"Which one?" Kevin puffed.
He pulled on her bra and blouse until her tits were easily accessible. Their bodies smacked together in a constant rhythm and their moans combined into one steady stream of noise. Nicole leaned on the desk, shoving her ass back at Kevin. He pounded her harder and faster.
"The one Wilson is scheduled to move into," Nicole gasped.
It rarely took very long for them to cum. They'd never really made love. They fucked. And their orgasms were long and loud. Nicole's feet were nearly off the ground by the time they were done. She rested on the desk and heard Kevin's zipper. Nicole pushed her skirt down.
"I don't think I can do that," Kevin said nonchalantly.
"Then I will," she muttered, reaching down for her panties.
###
Mark Wilson could have been a cartoon character. He was an accountant; in his late forties, early fifties; thick glasses. At some time in the not-too-distant past he had finally removed his pocket protector. Introverted to an extreme, Mark had nobody in the office he could call a real friend. He spent most of his eight hours at work hunched over his paperwork or squinting at the computer screen.
Most people believed he was married, but nobody had ever seen the lucky woman. The only time Nicole was forced to talk to him, Mark had not once looked up at her.
Now she was faced with the task of single-handedly convincing him she was better suited for his new office than he was. Perhaps, she thought, it would take both hands.
Mark was well known for getting to work early. Nicole wasn't. But she made an exception one day and, as luck had it, she found him inside the empty office he was to occupy. She knew right away destiny was on her side.
"Hi, Mark," Nicole said while leaning on the doorframe.
Mark jumped at the unexpected sound of her voice. "Oh, hi...uh...Nicole."
"Checking out the new pad?"
He grinned shyly. "Kind of."
"I love the window. Great view," she said.
"Yep."
She purposely had worn her v-neck sweater without a bra for the occasion. Her dress slacks were the tightest she owned. Nicole stood with her arms crossed under her tits, pushing them up against the soft material of the sweater. For the first time, Mark seemed to notice.
"So when do you move in?"
"Next week, I think," Mark answered.
Nicole took a quick peek down the hallway and slid inside the office, closing the door behind her. The befuddled look on Mark's face grew more pronounced.
"A lot of us sure would like to work in here," she said, swaying her hips the best she could on the short walk over to him. "What would it take to let me have it instead, Mark?
The tone of her voice and the smile on her face were intentionally tempting. Nicole arched her back slightly and pushed out her chest. Mark's discomfort was palpable.
"I don't think...I mean, I don't know that I can."
Nicole put her hand on his arm, very lightly. "Oh, c'mon, Mark. You can do anything if you really want it bad enough."
She could feel him try to escape her touch without showing it. She wouldn't let him.
She nearly whispered, "Do you really want it, Mark?"
He had no clue how to answer her. He wanted to get away from her...fast. Mark took a step back. Nicole took one forward.
"I need to get to work, Nicole."
"You haven't heard my proposition yet," she said.
"I really don't..."
Her hand moved from his arm to his crotch. The look on his face nearly made Nicole break out in hysterical laughter.
"I'll make a down payment today," she said, grasping at his cock. "And if you agree to let me have the office, the balance will be due."
She didn't wait for an answer, and it's a good thing. One wasn't coming. Nicole found Mark's zipper and pulled it down. He tried to move and she put both hands on his legs. Once Mark was still, she reached inside his pants, muddled through his boxers, and found his cock.
Nicole leaned forward and threatened to kiss him.
"Touch me, Mark," she murmured. "Touch my tits."
He shook his head and mumbled 'No.' Nicole stroked his cock with more authority.
"Touch them."
He looked down at the firmest, fullest pair of tits he'd ever seen in person. His cock hardened. His heart raced. Then one hand moved and brushed along the bottom of one tit. Nicole smiled her approval and the hand moved up the side of the tit. Soon, he was cupping it with the sweater acting as a buffer.
"Touch it, Mark. Inside the sweater. I want to feel your hand on my nipple."
She pulled the cock out of his pants while she spoke. It was semi-erect and getting harder by the second. Mark felt her skin and pushed the sweater down with his hand while slowly exposing more and more of the breast. Finally, his fingers were inside, touching all around the nipple.
"Right there," Nicole whispered.
Mark touched it. Two fingers slid back and forth across the erect nub of skin. He clutched at her entire breast with his hand, a little more urgency in his actions as his erection grew.
"Lick it, Mark."
He was beyond refusing her demands no matter how wicked she got. The opportunity before him overruled any and all common sense he fought to use. It wasn't a matter of how long it had been since he had sucked on tits like Nicole's. It had NEVER happened. And this might be his only shot at it.
He tugged on the sweater until her nipple came into view. He tilted his head down and began sucking on the end of the tit with surprising vigor. Nicole had to moan, despite her belief the little twerp couldn't make her. Soon, he had most of it in his mouth.
Nicole let him play for a moment, and then kneeled down in front of him. Mark watched in astonishment as the gorgeous, young woman, one tit hanging out of her sweater, opened her mouth and slid the tip of his cock inside. Her lips closed and clung to him tightly as she slid down the entire length of his shaft.
Mark didn't know it, but he was getting the best Nicole had. This was important to her; it meant getting the office if she did this right, and God did she do it right. Her mouth and tongue were magical the way they coaxed every inch out of Mark's little-used cock. Her hands worked over his balls and the base of the cock. Her lips tried to rip the head right off.
Soon, Mark had a hand on the top of Nicole's head; half as a means of staying upright on his wobbly legs and half to encourage her not to stop. She didn't intend to stop until every single drop of cum was drained from his penis.
That came a minute later. With a dramatic grunt, his orgasm started. It ended soon enough, with only a small drip of cum escaping onto Nicole's chin. Mark's head was still spinning when he watched her wipe it off with the back of her hand.
She stood up, put her tit back inside her sweater, and said, "That's the deposit. Let me have the office, Mark, and we'll close the deal."
She took his hand and ran it over her pussy. She thought he would collapse.
He nodded weakly. "It's yours."
Nicole kissed him. "We'll talk again after I'm settled in."
###
Three days later, much to the surprise of almost everybody in the company, Nicole had a new office. She was rearranging pictures on the top of the bookshelf that afternoon when her phone rang.
She punched the speaker button and said, "This is Nicole."
"Pick up, Nicole. This is Kevin."
Nicole whined as she circled the desk, plopped into the large chair, and picked up the receiver.
"Yes?"
"I've got an assignment for you," he said.
"Do you know you have not come down to visit me in my office yet? Does it piss you off so much that..."
"Listen to me Nicole. This is important."
"So's my office. You have to come see it," she insisted.
"If I promise to, will you listen to me?"
"Go ahead, Mr. Vice President."
"I'm going to be walking a prospective client around tomorrow. This guy is BIG," Kevin said.
"I don't do fat dudes."
"Shut up, Nicole, for just one minute. Please," Kevin pleaded.
"Alright. Alright."
"If we get this guy's business, we'll be set for a decade. This is huge for us, understand?"
"Huh huh," she acknowledged, exerting more interest inspecting her fingernails than listening to Kevin.
"Not that it probably matters to you, but he's not some old fart. I'd guess he's younger than me and..."
"Who isn't?" Nicole interrupted.
"And not bad looking," Kevin finished without comment. "And single. I want him to meet you. He'll be here a couple days. You might want to offer to show him some places for lunch."
After a short pause, Kevin said, "There might be a promotion in this for you, Nicole."
"Let me get this straight," she said, resting her feet on the desk. "Fucking you doesn't get me a promotion. Fucking a prospective client does."
"Depends on the client," Kevin replied. "And I didn't say anything about fucking him."
"You implied it."
"If you take him to lunch, maybe he'll take you to dinner. Who knows what'll happen," Kevin said. "Worst case scenario for you, Nicole—two meals with a good looking guy. What harm was done?"
"Worst case scenario for me—he's gay."
She heard Kevin trying to conceal his chuckle. "We don't discriminate at this company, Nicole."
"I do," she retorted quickly. "I need your word on this one, Kevin. No fucking around. If I do this and we get the deal, I want the paperwork signed on my promotion the next day. If not, I'll rip your scrawny little balls right out of your body. Understood?"
"Will you use your teeth?"
"Fuck you!"
Kevin heard the dial tone, but knew he had a deal.
Michael Teal was Australian. He owned a distribution firm that could get the product Kevin and Nicole's company produced into the entire southeast Asia and Malaysia markets cheaper than anybody. Profits would soar overnight.
Michael needed more North American made goods to expand. Tons of them existed, with each manufacturer more anxious than the next to get their goods overseas. Michael was in the driver's seat when it came to bargaining.
He was offered kickbacks, bribes, incentives, and other illegal gifts by almost everybody he talked to. He accepted some; refused others.
Michael was thirty nine. His light brown hair, deep tan, and sturdy features made him the target of many fortune-seeking females back home. But Michael didn't have time for a wife. He got his sex from an on-again, off-again girlfriend in Brisbane or an occasional acquaintance on the road.
He was about to meet his biggest challenge yet.
Nicole lightly rapped on the door to Kevin's office.
"Come in," she heard him say.
Michael was sitting on the couch, an iPad resting on his knees. He looked up and stared fixedly at the young woman who entered. Nicole smiled back and looked at Kevin.
"Hi, Nicole," he said. "I'd like you to meet Michael Teal. He's visiting us from Australia and I was hoping you'd be willing to take him to lunch. Maybe show him what's in the neighborhood of the Hyatt where he's staying."
Michael had risen from the couch and she offered him her hand. His grip was gentle and lingering.
"Sure. Love to," she replied while she and Michael gazed at each other. He motioned for her to join him on the couch.
"Thank you," Michael said. "I trust your taste."
"I'm not a connoisseur," she said. "I hope you like greasy American."
"Love it," he said, knowing she didn't believe him. "Although it looks like you don't indulge in much of it."
She wore a simple top tucked into another pair of form hugging pants. As always, she looked good enough to eat.
"Thanks."
Kevin was encouraged by Michael's apparent approval of the arranged date. He'd find out soon enough if Nicole endorsed it. But in the end, her opinion really didn't matter that much to him.
They chatted informally for another fifteen minutes and then the time was arranged for Nicole to come back and accompany Michael to lunch. She left the office with four eyes on her ass. She could feel them.
Nicole was glad she wasn't instantly repulsed by Michael, but only time together would tell if he was truly the leech she thought he was. It alarmed her that the fact he might be excited her. She loved challenges. She loved guys in charge that she could wrap around her little finger. Life was a game for Nicole and she hated to lose.
Nicole and Michael headed out into the city streets at the appointed time. It was already extremely warm for the time of year and Nicole recommended one of the first places they came to, just to get back into air conditioning. Michael agreed, as he would have done to any recommendation, and they were soon seated and served.
She found him surprisingly refreshing with his great accent and quick, dry wit. Sure, his eyes wandered...like all men. But if she was going to win this game, it was a necessity that they do. Nicole went out of her way to ask about his private life and flirt even a little more than she normally would with a new guy.



By the time lunch was over, meeting again was almost a certainty.
"I assume you are doing this at Kevin's request," Michael said to Nicole as they were about to leave.
She shrugged. "Perhaps. But that doesn't mean I didn't enjoy it."
"Enough to do again?"
"Absolutely," she said.
"Tomorrow? For dinner?"
She wondered why not tonight for dinner? She nodded. "It doesn't have to be greasy American."
Michael laughed. "Walk me around a few blocks and pick out a spot."
She gladly escorted him past a steakhouse she knew was good. "It's nice and dark in there at night. That way you won't be embarrassed being seen with me."
"I thought you were going to say you like it nice and dark."
Nicole tilted her head to the side. "Depends on what I'm doing at the time." After a pause, she added, "I do like to see what I'm putting in my mouth."
Her tongue ran over her lips. Even if it was unconsciously done, it was brilliant. Michael wanted to fuck her against the outside of the building, in broad daylight.
He gathered himself and said, "I'm not sure I can wait."
"It'll be fun," Nicole said with confidence.
###
Michael had no particular reason for waiting an extra day to have dinner with Nicole other than not wanting to appear overly anxious. If Kevin was going to offer her up as a gift, Michael would accept graciously. But he didn't want to look greedy.
Thus, as he undressed in his hotel room that night, Michael could think of nothing but Nicole. He recalled every inch of her body, from the luscious curves of her breasts, to the tiny waist, to her beautiful ass. He rubbed his cock through his boxers while walking from the bathroom to the couch in the large room. The TV was off. He sat and closed his eyes.
Michael thought about what it would be like to touch her wavy hair, and then her tits. His cock grew thicker and he put a hand around it, using his shorts as a buffer. He imagined lifting her shirt and seeing the stiff nipples begging for his lips and tongue.
Michael slipped his erection out the opening of his boxers and pulled on it more vigorously. He slouched down and thought some more—about pushing her pants down and seeing the round cheeks of her ass and the lush lips of her pussy.
He was masturbating at full speed when the imaginary Nicole stripped for him. Her nudity was indescribable. She turned around for him and bent over to reveal her ass and cunt.
Precum dripped out the top of his rigid cock. Nicole was coming to him and straddling his lap. She was lowering her body onto his cock and...
Michael shoved the cock inside his shorts just in time. Gush after gush of warm cum gathered on the thin material as he rubbed himself frantically. His moans were lengthy and loud and his palm was sticky wet from the accumulated semen.
He rested his head on the cushion when it was over. He had to have her, no matter what it cost him.
With a similar thought in mind, Nicole wore a stunning summer dress to dinner the next day. It was perfect on her youthful frame, yet mature enough for an evening out. The neckline plunged to the point of making a bra useless and the hem flowed when she walked. Even in the dimly lit restaurant, she was the focus of attention of many men that night.
Not the least of which sat across from her, trying to concentrate as they spoke and laughed and ate.
"What do you want to be doing in five years?" Michael asked his date.
"Is this an interview?" Nicole queried.
Michael smiled. "No. Not at all. I'm just interested."
"I'm going to marry a filthy rich old man. So I won't be doing much besides laying out in the sun, sipping fruity drinks."
"Admirable," he said between bites, clearly in sarcasm.
"How about you?"
He looked up at Nicole. "I'll be mixing your drinks."
She nearly choked in her attempt to withhold her laughter. With a hand over her mouth, she swallowed what she could. After a moment, she said, "I'll need help with lotion sometimes."
"At your service, madam."
"Actually, we have this reversed," Nicole said seriously. "I'm more the submissive type."
With raised eyebrows, Michael replied, "Really. How interesting. I would have never guessed that."
He took a bite. "You like being ordered around?"
"Within reason."
"And if you don't obey?"
Nicole stared into his eyes. "Oh, spanking. For sure."
Michael's cock strained against his pants. Thank God for fancy restaurants with tablecloths. He watched Nicole's tits as she reached for a roll. They tilted in the direction of her outstretched arm, pushing against the dress in a futile effort to escape. As she leaned back, the cleavage returned to normal, which for Nicole meant a dazzling display of soft skin.
"Have you ever tried domination?" she asked casually.
Michael shook his head. "No. You?"
"Nope. Never had a guy I trusted."
"That's too bad."
"It is, isn't it," she said with regret in her voice. "But who CAN you trust these days?"
There was a moment's silence as they came down from their short-lived fantasy. Unbeknownst to Michael, Nicole's body was reverberating with stimulation. She wondered if the whole restaurant could see her throbbing, erect nipples. Or if they knew her pussy was soaking wet.
"It might not be fruity, but can I pour you a drink at the hotel before you go home?" Michael asked.
"You can," Nicole replied, her heart racing.
She thought to herself, 'How am I ever going to make it sound to Kevin as though I only did this for him?'
Michael asked himself if he was misreading her intent. It had happened to him before. But not with somebody as lovely as Nicole. He prayed he was right.
His hotel room was elegant by Nicole's inexperienced standards. It was a small suite with a separate bedroom, living room and kitchenette. He led her to the living room and asked her to sit while he got them each a glass of wine.
Their conversation was relaxed and enjoyable. There weren't any more innuendos and both seemed to be fine with that. Eventually, Nicole placed her near-empty glass on the table and Michael said, "Let me know when you need to get back."
"Thanks. I think I'll stay a while if that's OK with you," Nicole said, rising from the couch.
"Certainly," Michael said, watching her walk past with interest.
She turned the corner out of sight in the direction of the bedroom. Silence followed in the thirty seconds or so that she was gone. Then she reappeared.
Michael couldn't tell at first what she held in her hands. As soon as Nicole stretched it out, she knew. She had one of his ties.
Nicole lifted it to her face and slowly wrapped it around so that it covered her eyes. A few seconds later, it was tightly tied behind her head.
Michael stood up. Standing directly in front of Nicole, he asked, "Do you trust me?"
"Completely."
"Unzip your dress, Nicole."
She grinned. "No."
"Are you disobeying me?"
"You heard me," she replied.
Michael put his arm around Nicole and she shrieked with surprise. He lifted the young woman a few inches off her feet and took her the short distance to the couch. Once back on her feet, she felt and heard him sit down. The next thing she knew, she was bent over his knees.
"Don't you dare," she protested.
"Unzip your dress."
"No!"
Nicole's heart pounded with excitement at the prospect of what they were doing. It was like a dream, and she didn't want to wake up.
Michael ran his hand along Nicole's calf, past her knees, and under the bottom of her dress. Soon, it was being pulled higher and her creamy thighs were visible. Nicole squirmed mightily, but Michael never wavered. Her panties came into sight.
"I'll give you one last chance, Nicole."
"Never," she countered.
The dress was pushed with both hands above her waist. The tiny, light blue panties stretched across her delicious ass and disappeared inside the short crack. That was when Michael felt the beginning of his erection. Soon, Nicole would feel it, too.
Michael's hand came down with a smack on top of one of Nicole's cheeks.
"Hey!"
Another slap on the opposite side got a louder 'Ouch!' out of his victim.
"It's not wise to disobey a potential client, Nicole. Didn't Kevin ever tell you that?"
"I'm just a stupid little girl, Michael."
"A bad one at that."
Two more spanks and her cheeks were turning a soft pink. Then Michael used both hands to pull down on the waistband of the panties.
"No! Don't," Nicole begged him.
But the panties were around the bottom of her ass by the time the next strike occurred. The new feeling of his hand on her bare skin sent shockwaves through Nicole's body. She felt her pussy begin to quiver. Michael felt his cock stiffen.
Between spanks, he caressed her ass. Nicole was still squirming, but it was different now. Not an attempt to escape, but an attempt to soothe something. And he knew what it was.
Michael tugged on the panties and got them to her ankles. With a few flicks of his hand, her shoes and the panties were gone. He took a few seconds to stare at her incredible, round bottom. Then one more hard slap.
"Owwwww!"
He reached under her with one hand and found her tit. It was barely inside her dress and it was simple for Michael to knead the entire thing. He pulled on the nipple and got another response from Nicole. At the same time, his other hand was between her legs, searching out her clit. He felt the moisture around her cunt and got two fingers wet before finding the swollen clit.
"Stop, Michael," she pleaded. "Oh God, stop."
He was through asking her to unzip the dress. He did it himself. Her bare back was just as flawless as her legs and ass and he wasn't going to wait to see it all. His movements were fast. The dress was pulled up and over her head and arms in an instant and Nicole lay naked across Michael's lap.
Nicole had never felt so aroused in her life, and her 'blindness' only inflamed her desires.
"Now you have a choice, my dear," Michael said. "Either submit to more spankings or turn over."
The choice was easy. Nicole began to turn over. Michael assisted her and kept her from falling off his legs. When she was facing up at him, he used an arm to keep her upper body in place. The other hand skimmed over her from her thighs to her neck. He explored every inch of her and Nicole gasped with each special touch.
Suddenly, he was lifting her into his arms and rising from the couch with startling strength. He heard her intake of breath and grinned. Without saying a word, he carried her into the bedroom.
Nicole was tense during the short trip. Her self-imposed darkness added to the suspense even though she was quite certain where they were heading. It was a matter of WHAT they were headed for that made her shiver.
All of a sudden, she was dropping, free of his arms. Then she hit the bed and bounced up as the mattress recoiled.
"Don't move," Michael ordered.
She heard him open the closet. A moment later, the bed moved and a hand was around her wrist. Then the other wrist. And something was tying them together above her head. Another tie? It felt like it.
"Very bad girls deserve special punishment," he said, leaning near her face.
"I'm sorry," Nicole whined. "I won't disobey again."
"The consequences would be painful," he said. "More than a little slap on the behind."
"That was already more than a..."
"Uh uh," he said, putting a finger to her lips. "No talking back. It's time to just listen, Nicole. When I ask you a question, you can speak."
She heard a rustling. Was he undressing? She heard a zipper. And shoes hitting the floor. A short period of relative quiet and then the bed moved again. Something hit her leg. And the other one. He was straddling her body.
"Open your mouth, Nicole."
The cock hit her lips first and she poked at it with her tongue. The head seemed gigantic without being able to see it. Only the sensation of her tongue and lips let her judge it and she was thrilled. More of the shaft entered her mouth and she wrapped her lips around the hard, warm skin. He was very, very hard. And long. By the time she felt his balls on her lower lip, the tip of the cock was touching the back of her throat.
She wanted desperately to wrap her fingers around it, but they were secured above her head and she was reliant on Michael's movements. He began to slowly fuck her mouth and Nicole gladly complied.
"Isn't it much more fun to do as you're told?" he asked, not expecting a reply.
Nicole wasn't going to lose contact with his cock just to give a smart ass answer. So she continued sucking on him, wondering what he had in mind. Part of the puzzle was solved when his hands moved to her tits. He played with them tenderly and said, "If you behave, what would you like me to do?"
He pulled his cock out of her mouth and rested it on her tits.
Nicole licked her lips and said, "I'd love for you to lick my tits. And the nipples."
"That's all?"
"For now."
Michael smiled. "Greedy little girl."
But he leaned down and quickly began giving her what she wanted. He licked and sucked and bit the nipples until she was moaning loudly and arching her back up to get even more. She felt his cock on her leg now, still damp from her mouth and still very, very hard.
"What else?" Michael asked.
"Do the same thing to my clit."
Michael did. And Nicole thrashed on the bed as he expertly manipulated her to the brink of an orgasm. She'd never had a man do what he did to her with just his mouth. Then he stopped.
He crawled up and laid on her. He whispered, "My turn to choose, Nicole. I'm going to fuck you. Long and hard. Until you cum and scream for me to stop."
As he spoke he positioned his cock between her legs, which she willingly spread for him. The head split her wet skin just enough to penetrate for one inch. Then another. And he slipped inside her without effort.
"Oh my God," Nicole sighed.
He began to fuck her. No, she thought. He began to make love to her. Nothing like what Kevin did to her. This was tender and caring and considerate of her desires. He squeezed her nipples, knowing it pleased her. She tightened her cunt around him, the only response she could give. He fell back down on her and they kissed passionately; a lingering exchange of tongues. Nicole wrapped her legs around him and Michael lifted her off the bed.
Nicole brought her restrained arms down onto his back and the couple rolled onto their sides. Michael's cock pounded into her continually and Nicole muttered her approval. They rolled the opposite direction and new angles caused new sensations to shoot through Nicole's pussy. Not being able to see let her concentrate on the sensations like she never had before. She knew she wouldn't last much longer.
But then Michael got her on her back and nearly pulled out of her completely. He waited an agonizingly long time and then re-entered her at a snail's pace. He was driving her crazy.
"If your hands were free, what would they be doing?" he asked.
"My clit," she said breathlessly.
Michael put his hand there; rubbing it. Harder. Faster, with his cock plunged inside her up to his balls. He wasn't moving anything except his hand. Nicole's mouth opened, but nothing came out. Her breathing was erratic and quick. Her body twitched.
"Oh, Michael. I'm...I'm...oh God."
"That's it, Nicole. Cum for me."
"Ahhhhhhh," she cried out.
He fucked her again. Harder than before. Nicole howled with pleasure as her orgasm exploded inside her and Michael urged her on. She waited for him to cum, but he kept thrusting that huge cock without signs of stopping. Nicole had a second orgasm. Still, Michael fucked her. He stroked her clit some more and finally Nicole begged him.
"Stop! Michael! Stop! Please!"
"I told you," he said calmly, pulling out at the same time.
Then there was silence. But she felt the bed shaking. A steady, rhythmic shaking and she knew what she couldn't see. He was pumping his cock in one hand and she was the intended target of the result. His groans grew louder. They turned into deep grunts.
Then a loud groan and the first shot of cum hit her chest. Soon, a small pool of cum lay between her tits. Each breast was covered with skinny strips of white cum until she looked like a half dozen men had masturbated over her.
Michael squeezed out the last drop and leaned down to kiss his young date.
"Good girl," he said. "I think we have a deal."
(To be continued...)
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"Well, now what are you going to do?" I asked.
Emma shrugged and pulled her knees up to her chest as if to hide behind them.
"You quit college," I reminded her. "Filming for the new flick doesn't start for a month. Lancome doesn't need you for several weeks. You can't just hibernate. You're Emma Watson, for God's sake."
"Can't I just take a break, Traci? I'm being pulled in too many directions," Emma whined.
"You're a frickin' movie queen, Emma. You can't take a break. If anything you need to be pushing harder."
She frowned and rested her chin on her knees. "Some friend YOU are," she said. "If I can't get pity from you, I'm doomed."
"Don't be so gloomy. Look for a positive."
"Like what?" she asked without hope.
I paused. "Well...what have you done lately about preparing for the day a producer says, 'There's a nude scene in this one.'? Now that you have some down time, you could work on that."
I had known Emma Watson for five years and was one of her closest friends. I believed she considered me one of the few people, outside her family, who could ask her that question. The look on her face convinced me she took it seriously.
"That doesn't sound like a positive to me," she moaned.
"You keep putting this off, Emma," I said. "You know as well as me that it's going to take breaking through that barrier to get to the next level in your career. If you want to keep doing movies, you're going to have to persuade producers and directors that you'll do it."
"That's just it," she said, stretching her legs out and rolling onto her side on the couch. "I don't want to 'do it' with them."
"I didn't say WITH them. I meant FOR them."
"Same thing," she replied.
Watching her on the couch was all it took to remind me what promise she had as a leading actress. With her short hair allowing the petite features of her face to shine through, and her ever-burgeoning body displaying more and more adult characteristics, she was quickly shedding the Hermione image.
I had always been attracted to her, primarily because of her personality and no-nonsense approach. But as she passed her eighteenth birthday, and was now into her twenties, the attraction was more mature. I was a couple years older and that may have allowed me to act like a big sister to Emma. Like a sister, she often either disagreed with me or ignored me. On this subject, however, she seemed eager to listen as long as she could still appear disgruntled.
"And just how do you propose I 'prepare' for THAT?" she asked in a pronounced English accent.
"I've been thinking about this," I said, leaning forward in my chair for emphasis. "I think it needs to be done in a group setting. I'm not sure it will help at all if you just got naked for somebody in a room with the door closed. You're going to have an entire crew around you on the movie set and just a few gazillion people watching in the theater. So you need to do this in front of people."
She stared at me blankly. "You mean an orgy?"
I laughed out loud. "No! No! No! Not necessarily an orgy. Just..."
"Not necessarily? What else do you call sex with a group of people, Traci?"
"Quit putting words in my mouth, Emma. I didn't say WITH. I said in front of."
"No you didn't," she answered sharply. "Anyway, you inferred an orgy."
"Don't get hung up on the terminology," I said. "It's the concept."
She rolled onto her back. "OK. I'm conceptualizing me getting naked in a room full of people. Some of them get naked, too. We begin to have sex...just for practice, of course. Some participate. Some watch. Now tell me that isn't a fucking orgy, Traci."
I tried to conceal my giggle. "That's career enhancement."
"And what if one of them is a girl?" she pondered.
I'm not really sure what made me get out of my chair. Maybe it was the picture we both had in our mind of the scene and I was just playing out a role. But I walked over to the couch, looked down, and then climbed on top of her.
"Traci!"
I smiled. "What WOULD you do, Emma?"
"Die," she quickly replied.
"Not good."
"So, what would YOU do, Miss Know-It-All?"
"I'd think: 'This is a once in a lifetime opportunity to make out with the sexiest actress in the world. If I don't take advantage of this I'll hate myself forever.'"
Emma glared back at me. "That sounds like what a typical dude would think. I expected better from a female."
Words weren't going to do it. It was time for action. I leaned down and planted my lips on hers before she could move. When she began to resist, I put my hands on either side of her face and held it in place while I intensified the kiss. Soon, our tongues met and even I was surprised by the passion displayed. For the next several seconds we were lost in each other.
When it was over, I said softly, "Was that better?"
"Oh my God, Traci. What happened?"
The sensation of her little body under me, our breasts touching and our pussies side-by-side, was becoming overwhelming. I didn't exactly intend for it to become sexual, but any more contact like the kiss and anything could happen.
"Practice, Emma. Practice. I think you, um, wouldn't have much trouble with, uh, another girl if it came down to it," I stammered.
"But we're not naked," she reminded me.
I looked at her. "Is that an invitation?"
"No!" she said loudly, pushing me with both arms. "Now get off!"
I laughed and rolled off the couch. Sitting on the floor, I said, "Well. What do you think? Should I arrange the party?"
"Would they know I was going to be there?" she asked.
"Probably."
I could see Emma's brain working hard. Her mouth twisted in a sign of anguish. "Oh, OK."
"Yea!" I cried out, getting up and hugging her.
Getting a dozen people to a party with Emma Watson was no problem. Getting them to promise to leave their cell phones or anything that took pictures in their cars was much more difficult. But I didn't need this all over the Internet and it was made clear it was the only way they could get in. I tried to guarantee them, without giving anything away, that it would be well worth the inconvenience.
I chose about ten guys and three or four girls that I thought Emma would like. She already knew half of them. So it was a good mix; as close to the situation on a movie set as I could pull off. And, if Emma wimped out at the end and nothing happened, it would still be a party. No big deal.
"What are you going to wear?" Emma asked me when the final plans were made and relayed to her.
"Nothing," I said.
"Damn it, Traci. I need to know."
"You're the big, high price fashion maven," I said. "You tell me. But don't make it too formal."
"OK. A blouse and pants it is," she sighed. "How boring."
"Don't wear a bra and show some skin. Remember what the goal is," I said.
"The goal, apparently, is for you to get your kicks at my expense. There better be some hot guys at this thing. I mean, an orgy with geeks is not going to endear me to you," she warned.
"You'll have your pick of beautiful men and women. A plethora of potential mates."
"I'm not sure there's enough alcohol to make me do this," she said.
"Ten years from now when your shelves are lined with Academy Awards, I hope you remember little Traci," I said.
The day of the party, I placed the odds of her having sex with anybody at no more than fifty-fifty. Having sex in front of a crowd was twenty five-seventy five. I only went as high as twenty five because it was all going to remain private. Having her walk out entirely was not out of the question.
"Damn," I uttered when she appeared at my door two hours before the party. "It's going to be a shame to see that outfit on the floor."
She wore a short sleeve, gold top that zipped down the front and stopped a couple inches above her very snug jeans. It was casual, stylish, and undeniably sexy. Her makeup was sparse, but she glowed as always.
I stared at the substantial opening created by the zipper being pulled down to the middle of her cleavage.
"I said 'show some skin', not 'show your tits'."
"There's nothing to show," she argued. "And make up your mind. Am I going to be a slut or not?"
We walked into the kitchen. "You're going to be the most sought after actress in Hollywood if you listen to me. I realize there's a thin line between that and a slut. But if you do this right, you'll be able to buy Hollywood when you're done."
"You mean when I'm too old to be a slut."
"Emma, quit it," I scolded her. "This is serious, and how many opportunities like this are you going to get to simulate what you're going to be asked to do on a set?"
"Daniel Radcliffe told me once that guys wear some kind of sock when they do love scenes," Emma said, crunching on a carrot stick. "That would be weird. 'Course, I doubt if he'd get hard anyway."
I grinned. "Did he ever try to, uh, do you?"
"Nope," she said. "He knew I would have laid him out flat with one punch if he tried it."
"Rupert?"
"Nope. Don't believe what you read," Emma said.
I picked up a long stick of celery and slowly slid it in and out of my mouth. "Not even..."
"You're sick, Traci."
Guests started trickling in a few hours later. All the food, snacks, and drinks were set. Before long, people were spread out through the condo in groups of two and three.
I paid particular attention to my friends Eric and Chris. They were not only two of the best looking guys in attendance, but also the two most likely to make a move on Emma. They were in their early twenties and former classmates of mine. They were freshmen when I was a senior and I acted as a mentor in some of their classes.
I knew from personal experience that Eric, especially, could make a woman cum several different ways. If Emma didn't have him, I hoped he wouldn't leave without at least a short trip to my bedroom.
Sure enough, I eventually saw a small group huddled in one corner that consisted of Emma, Eric, Chris and two others. The conversation seemed to be going well as I saw and heard Emma laughing several times. Each time I looked over she and Eric seemed to be closer to each other. My optimism grew and I expected Eric's wonderful cock was doing the same.
I let another twenty minutes pass before wandering over to join the co-ed cluster. I made eye contact with Emma and she assured me with her look that everything was fine. I was glad to hear that they were discussing everyday stuff and not just Emma's movies. I knew she tired of it all the time and her laughs signaled a comfort level with this group.
"I love those new shops in Clearview," Emma was saying. "But I practically have to go in a disguise to get in and out without a mob gathering."
"What IS it like to have every man, and half the women, look at you as a sex object?" my friend Marie asked.
"Half the women? You think?" Emma said with a chuckle. "I doubt that."
"She's right about the men, though," Chris countered, getting a laugh out of everybody.
Emma blushed. "I hardly think playing a nerdy little girl qualifies me as a sex object."
"You're definitely not a little girl anymore," Eric said. "What do you want to do next?"
I was afraid the change in subject to her career might cause Emma to retreat, but she didn't seem to mind.
"I want to be a super-model," she said with a straight face, but I knew she was kidding. "The next Twiggy. And for those of you too young to know about her, she was the first British superstar model. She looked like her name and had real short hair. Imagine that. She was sexy."
"Today they would call her sick," Marie said.
"So did she ever do nudes?" Chris asked.
"I don't think so," Emma said.
"Would you?" Eric said.
Emma turned her head and stared at him. During the ensuing silence, you could cut the tension with a knife. Then with a wry grin, she answered, "Depends on who the photographer is."
She said it with such a sexy voice that the only response from those around her was a muffled groan.
"I volunteer," Eric replied.
"Do you even know what an f-stop is?"
Eric thought for a second. "It's what you say when a dude starts groping you."
Everybody roared with laughter, including Emma. She put her arm around Eric in a sign of support and said, "I'm not sure you got the job."
"Maybe I'd do better at the groping part."
Emma raised her eyebrows. "Somehow I believe that is true."
He twirled her around so that they were facing each other with their arms wrapped in a hug.
"Definitely not a nerdy little girl anymore," Eric said. "But you still know how to put a spell on guys. And I'm a firm believer that all leading ladies should do a nude scene."
"I think the only firm thing is between your legs," Emma said, to a chorus of snickers.
Eric looked down at her. "Imagine what it would be like if we saw you naked."
By now, some additional people mingled around, spurred on by the laughter and banter between Emma and Eric. The dark, handsome man held the actress tighter, allowing his hands to rest on the bare skin of her back just above her jeans. She would be the only one for now who could verify his firmness, but I suspected there was little doubt.
"You just might have to imagine it," Emma said.
"Ahhh, c'mon. Just a hint?"
Eric boldly took the zipper to Emma's top and pulled it down about an inch; far enough to reveal a good portion of the inside of her tits. When Emma didn't resist, he opened another inch. Now the zipper was below her breasts and he was more than halfway to the bottom.
"That's more than a hint," Emma said. After a pause, she added, "Well? Which way are you going to go with it?"
Eric would have never lived it down if he returned the zipper to its original spot. So with steady hands, he held Emma's top and pulled the zipper all the way down. To his surprise, the top came apart much easier that he expected.
The crowd was hushed, intently watching the couple just a few feet away from them in this open display of foreplay. There was still very little space separating Emma from Eric, but everybody could see her shirt as it hung open, barely covering her tits.
Eric was afraid to move. His hands rested on the top of her ass. Then Emma pulled him closer and put her lips on his. Instantly, they began a long, deep kiss. At that point I would have put all my money on Emma flashing a brief view of her tits and, perhaps, allowing Eric to touch them.
Emma had other plans.
Her hand slithered onto his crotch and rubbed Eric's plainly obvious erection through his jeans. Continuing to kiss, Eric finally moved his hands onto Emma's bare chest. Tentatively at first, and then more boldly, he wrapped his fingers around her tits. His big hands all but made her petite tits disappear inside his palms.
"Take off my top," she whispered into his ear.
Eric was temporarily stunned by the demand, but then took the shirt and pulled it down her arms. A murmur in the audience was a mixture of voices, sounds, and faint whistles of approval. Seeing Emma topless in this situation made me happy, proud of her, and extremely horny.
It must have worked for Eric because the outline of his stiff cock straining against his jeans caught the eye of every female, including Emma. She unbuttoned the top of his pants and squeezed her hand inside. Soon, she was grinning widely. We all watched her fingers manipulate the cock the best they could in the tight confines.
"Take it out!" a female voice rang out amid laughter and cheers. The people around me were now beyond the shock of seeing what they were seeing and wanted more.
"May I?" we heard Emma ask quietly.
"You better," Eric told her.
His zipper was pulled down and a pair of white briefs were visible. Emma held the pants open and put her thumbs inside the waistband of the underwear. In one quick motion, she had everything down far enough to reveal his thick, rigid penis. The room was filled with oohs and ahhs, similar to the sound I made the first time I ever saw Eric's cock.
Then Emma looked over at me and, to my surprise, said, "Well, are you going to help me or just stand there?"
I didn't know exactly what she meant by help, so I weaved my way around people to get to her. She was already on her way to her knees, so I got my answer. Sure, I'd be more than glad to help her if this is what she had in mind.
I joined her just as she was lowering his pants far enough for both of us to have free access to Eric's cock and balls. Emma put her hand around the shaft, then offered it to me. I eagerly put it in my palm and ran my tongue up and down the entire length. Soon, I had one side and Emma had the other. By now, the cock was rock hard and pointing at the ceiling.
It was difficult for me to decide what to watch: Eric's penis or Emma's tits. I suspect most of the crowd was with me and went for Emma's tits. They appeared bigger now as she leaned over. They swayed along with her body as she began taking Eric into her mouth and bobbing her head up and down. Between the cock and her tits, my pussy was turning into a throbbing, soaking mess. It desperately needed attention.
Help wasn't far away. Somebody in the room said loudly, "C'mon, Traci. Let's see some skin."
I told myself I was doing it for Emma's sake; to make her feel less insecure. But I pulled off my t-shirt and bra with such zeal that it undoubtedly gave away my ever-increasing lust. Then I returned to Eric's cock, which now leaked pre-cum from the tip thanks to Emma's great work.
It was obvious he could cum at any second. Was that what we wanted? Would it end there? The answer to both questions, in my mind, was 'No.'
I looked at Emma. "Do it," I said. "Do it now or you might never get another chance."
"Don't leave me," she said.
"I'll be here."
Emma's eyes rose to Eric's face. "Get on the couch," Emma said more calmly than I would have expected.
Eric walked the few steps over to the couch and took off his pants and shoes before lying down. He was naked except for a t-shirt. Emma was close behind him, but still had her jeans on. Every guest was congregated around the couch in a semi-circle, some looking down at Eric and his erection and some watching Emma.
It didn't take long for Emma to capture all eyes as she unsnapped her jeans, pulled down the zipper, and began pushing the pants down her legs. She looked incredibly sexy in her tiny panties as she wriggled out of the jeans. Then, as if nobody else was in the room, she removed the panties, too.
It probably took all of us a few seconds to realize we were actually staring at a nude Emma Watson. Her youthful breasts and ass were flawless. Her stomach was flat and hard; her thighs creamy and smooth. Then we saw her neatly trimmed pussy as she approached Eric. There wasn't a man, or woman, in the room that didn't want her to themselves.
But the honor would go to Eric and his cock was more than ready. First, however, he said to her, "Come up here so I can taste the famous Emma Watson."
She grinned and slid up the couch so her pussy was directly over Eric's mouth. He reached up with both hands and held her by the ass, gently pulling her down. The sight of his face slowly disappearing between Emma's legs caused another hush to fall over the room. From where I was standing, I could see his mouth open and his tongue come out. Then I heard a muted moan and saw Emma tilt her head backwards. Eventually, the indisputable sounds of Eric's mouth could be heard as it attacked her pussy and clit.
Eric's hands moved to her tits and he played with them roughly as the oral sex intensified. He had her nipples hard within seconds and rolled them between his thumbs and forefingers. She moaned louder and winced with each lick and pinch.
Emma reached behind her and found his cock. Blindly, she stroked it the best she could without letting Eric lose contact with her pussy.



Then, to my surprise, Eric paused his licking and said to me, "Traci, I think she likes having her tits worked on. Do me a favor and suck on them a while until we have her ready to cum."
My initial signal of disapproval was met with such vocal outcry from all sides that I had to comply. Besides, somebody was pushing me from behind until I was standing just inches from my best friend. I was already self-conscious of my topless state. Now I had to suck on Emma's tits in front of everybody. I was extremely glad I was horny beyond belief. It made it SO much easier.
For her part, I think Emma was thankful to have a third party involved, taking at least some of the focus off her. I put it right back on her by leaning in and lightly licking the edge of one of her precious tits. I used my hand to lift it slightly and put my tongue on the nipple. Then it was between my lips and a few seconds later, inside my mouth as I sucked frantically on nearly the entire tit.
I faintly paid attention to the noise surrounding me. Amid the hoots and cheers, I moved from one side of Emma's chest to the other, using my hands to massage her tits when they were engulfed by my mouth. Emma held my head in place as she got closer and closer to cumming.
Finally, my job was done and Emma slid back down Eric's body so that his cock was placed at the entrance to her cunt. As if in slow motion, we all watched her slide down on the shaft and settle into his lap. She pushed up on his t-shirt to expose his muscular chest. Then they began to fuck on the couch.
The next five minutes were magical—better than anything Emma ever put on the big screen. She and Eric fit together perfectly and their mutual enjoyment of the short session was obvious. Meanwhile, a pair of hands reached around me from behind and began kneading my sensitive tits. They belonged to Chris and I had no intention of stopping him.
Everybody in the room was probably on the verge of their own orgasm when Emma cried out, "Oh God. Eric! I'm...I'm...oh fuck!"
We saw her body stiffen and then release.
"Yessssss!" she howled as the orgasm began.
Emma's short hair thrashed back and forth on her head as she came uncontrollably. Her tits swayed freely, except for when Eric clutched at them. Soon, his grunts and moans signaled Eric's orgasm. I imagined Emma's cunt squeezing his cock harder and harder as his cum filled her. I remembered the feeling of that same cock seemingly touching every inch of my cunt, touching off the most satisfying climax I ever had. I was glad for Emma.
When they were done, Emma's face was blushed and perspiration shimmered on her brow. She crumpled into Eric's arms.
"I think you should be next," Chris whispered into my ear.
I shook my head. "I don't think so."
Chris' hand slid inside my jeans and I pushed my ass against his body, easily feeling his hard cock on my cheek. He found my clit and began rubbing it.
"Oh God, stop," I moaned.
He did, only to open my pants and lower the zipper. Then his hand was on top of my wet panties, rubbing me some more. I tried in vain to escape, but it was a weak attempt at best. If he didn't stop soon...
My pants were around my ankle and Chris was taking off my panties. My head was spinning as he got me naked. I wanted to cum so bad, but I was in the middle of all my friends. Now I really felt Emma's fright.
Maybe she realized it, because I saw her roll off the couch and come over.
"It's alright, Traci. Let me take over," Emma said.
She told me to sit in a nearby chair. I was barely settled before she was on her knees, between my legs and pulling on my ass to bring me closer to her face. The realization of what was about to happen hit me like a brick. And there was no stopping her.
I was spread open, slouching back in the large chair with my hands gripping the arms of the chair. I watched her smiling face move closer and then...
"Oh shit," I mumbled unconsciously.
Emma's lips were on my pussy. Her tongue was sliding up. I arched my back. She licked my clit.
"Ohhhhh," I moaned.
I don't know how many times she'd ever done this. Maybe I was the first. I'd ask her later. But at that moment, she was the best thing I'd ever had between my legs. Her mouth worked me over until I was a quivering mess. My eyes were closed and my mouth was open. I was lost in the most intensely pleasurable place I'd ever been.
I have no clue how long it lasted. I only know that at some point, my body simply exploded. My ass was off the chair with Emma's hands under them. I was squealing sounds that meant nothing, but were clearly understood by anybody in the room. I felt her tongue sliding in and out of my cunt, and then moving up to my clit. Each time she repeated that, I came. Three times? Four? I didn't know.
Over and over again I felt the delight flow through my body and out into Emma's mouth. I played with my tits without any embarrassment, totally lost in the sex.
It wasn't until near the end that I saw Chris kneeling behind Emma. So, for the next couple minutes I had a close-up view of them while Emma leaned up to lick my tits. About the time she was ready to cum again, we were kissing and it was fantastic to feel and hear her start to cum while we were together.
Emma and I were done after that. Various couples or small groups were spread around the condo in an assortment of acts to ease each of their pent up sexual tensions. But we had accomplished what we set out to accomplish. Emma was happy. I was happy. We were still friends. In fact, we might have become more than that.
She could thank me later.
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Kelli enjoyed the perks of being the wife of a professional golfer. His multi-million dollar annual earnings afforded her all the luxuries. What she disliked the most was the travel and time away from him. The normal tour stop was a boring five day cycle of get up, eat, kill time while he played golf, eat, spend time in the hotel room, sleep.
But this week was special. This week the tour stopped in the city where her older sister Erin lived; and, Erin lived on the golf course. It was the perfect scenario.
Kelli and Erin were separated in age by fifteen years. Despite the difference, twenty six year old Kelli remained close enough to her forty-something sister to comfortably spend nearly a week in Erin's home during the tournament.
They were as close to twins as sisters could get that many years apart in age. Both were petite blondes with stunningly good looks and hourglass figures that they fought desperately to maintain. Kelli, because of her constant travels to tournaments, was deeply tanned. The result was a vibrant, young woman who caused men of all ages to stare at her incessantly.
One of those men was Erin's eighteen year old son Justin. A lacrosse player with an athletic scholarship to a college he would be starting in the fall, Justin was feeling good about just graduating from high school and having a couple months of freedom. Besides, Aunt Kelli was coming to stay for a few days.
He couldn't count the number of times he'd masturbated to her Facebook photos, or after seeing her in person. He swore she dressed in her short shorts and tiny shirts with the plunging necklines just for him. He knew every feature on her face; how she did her makeup; how her wispy shoulder length hair acted in the wind.
Kelli wasn't totally innocent. She had watched Justin grow up and would admit, secretly, to having a special place in her heart for the good-looking kid. Only now he wasn't a kid, and it wasn't that long ago that Kelli was his age; with the same thoughts and desires he was now having. She wondered how their relationship would change with the passing of another year. She questioned her own self-control if they found themselves alone.
'Stop it, Kelli,' she scolded herself. 'It won't happen. So just quit thinking about it. And he's your fucking nephew, for God's sake.'
But the first time she saw him, when Kelli and her husband entered the luxurious house and she hugged her nephew, she could feel something change. She was holding a man. It would take every ounce of willpower to not cave in to her natural instincts.
Justin hovered over his diminutive aunt as they briefly embraced. He could smell her hair and feel her soft skin. He could feel her ample breasts against his chest. God, she was gorgeous.
Nobody else in the room sensed it, but Kelli and Justin knew. Perhaps the forbidden nature of their emotions heightened their stimulation. Or maybe it was just two adults deeply attracted to each other. Whatever the case, there was a palpable connection between them.
Erin's large, two-story home had four bedrooms. She never gave a second thought to putting Kelli and her husband in a room on the same floor as Justin. The consequences of that choice became clear on the morning of the next day, a couple hours after Kelli's husband had left the house to play in the pro-am tournament.
Kelli was wearing a short robe, standing in the hallway searching a closet for bath towels. Down the hall, Justin stood in his doorway watching. He saw his aunt reach for the top shelf, the bottom of her robe inching its way closer and closer to her ass. Standing on her tiptoes, Kelli managed to barely grasp the bottom towel from a tall stack. Almost immediately, the entire pile came tumbling down around her.
Justin looked on as Kelli got on her hands and knees to reassemble the stack. A fleeting glimpse of one ass cheek caused the cock inside his jogging shorts to twitch. Another glance at a breast attempting to escape the robe made him throb a little harder.
He walked towards her, nearly getting to her side before she looked up.
"Oh, Justin. I'm such a klutz," Kelli said in her distinctly feminine voice.
"I'll get them," he said, beginning to complete the pile.
Kelli sat on her knees, adjusting the robe between her legs the best she could, but making no effort to secure the robe as it fell farther open at the top. Justin forced himself not to look, at least directly. Soon enough, he was easily putting the towels back in the closet. Then he turned to face Kelli and offered her a single towel.
"Thank you," she replied, stepping closer. "Did you need the shower?"
Her eyes wandered down his body until locking onto his shorts without shame. Justin was peering at the substantial cleavage she still showed.
"No. That's OK," he said.
Kelli looked back up at him. "Did your parents go to the course yet?"
"Yeah."
The gleam in her eyes was hypnotic. She allowed the towel to touch his leg.
"Then we could share the shower."
Even at eighteen, Justin knew the meaning of her words. He didn't answer. Kelli ran the back of her hand with the towel across his crotch. She could feel his hardness and see the tent in his shorts.
"Nobody will ever know, Justin," she said in a near whisper.
"I shouldn't..."
Kelli's other hand touched his cock, not quite holding it.
"This might be our only chance. I've waited so long for you, Justin. Please come with me."
She turned towards the bathroom, taking two steps before looking back over her shoulder. Justin followed her. They entered the bathroom and Kelli locked the door.
"Turn on the water, please," she said.
Justin's hands were shaking as he opened the glass door and adjusted the water to a reasonable temperature. He took an extra few seconds to collect himself. When he turned around, Kelli was naked with the robe lying in a heap at her feet.
Justin's initial shock gave way to concentrated scrutiny of the body he had dreamed about for so long. The breasts were even more magnificent than he imagined. The waist and hips more rounded and smooth. The pussy more exquisite. The thighs and legs more enticing.
Nothing was said. Their eyes finally met and Kelli stepped forward. Her hands took hold of his shorts and she pulled them down, crouching in front of him to take them off. Before standing back up, she stared at the semi-erect cock inches from her face. But she wouldn't take it...yet.
Kelli moved to Justin and let their bodies touch. She made sure her breasts were against his chest and his cock was touching her.
"Now, let's take a shower," she said softly.
Kelli led the way into the shower, suspecting she would have to do a lot of the leading if she wanted to achieve her ultimate goal. What she didn't know was that Justin was more than willing, and certainly able, to take charge. He followed her in and closed the door to the shower.
Kelli wasted no time in getting under the water and letting it flow over her hair and body. Using both hands to draw back her hair gave Justin a wonderful view of her full breasts pulled high on her chest. Water cascaded over her nipples and between her legs, falling to the floor in erotic streams.
Then she drew Justin towards her and Kelli started a long, deep, sensuous kiss. Years of hidden lust for each other poured out in the form of frantic groping and the exchange of tongues. Justin grew harder and harder as the seconds passed. His cock slid between them and rested near his aunt's navel as it reached total erection. While still kissing, she reached down and stroked it with water acting as lubricant.
Kelli waited as long as she could before squatting down and kissing the tip of Justin's thick cock. She licked it a couple times and grinned at the reaction she got. The cock jerked each time her tongue touched it, straining to add length despite being rock hard.
Slowly, she wrapped her lips around it and began to lower her head until the entire length was inside her mouth. Justin could feel the back of her throat for an instant before Kelli pulled back. The next time she gripped it harder with her lips. Then she speeded up with the same tight clench. He watched her head bob up and down for at least sixty seconds of frenzied action.
She knew when to stop. Justin was temporarily frustrated, until Kelli stood up and said, "I want you inside me, Justin. I want you to fuck me."
Every cell in his brain was screaming 'No!'. The rest of his body begged him to do it. It was no contest.
"How do you, I mean, do you want me to...," Justin stammered.
"Can you hold me? Can you hold me against the wall?"
Justin nodded. He had no doubt he could hold her all day if it meant getting a chance to fuck her. Kelli turned so her back was against the side wall and then she spread her legs. Justin moved in front of her and lowered himself until his cock was in place. Another small adjustment by both of them had his cock ready to enter her. With that, Justin put his hands under Kelli's ass, began to insert his cock, and pick her up at the same time.
Kelli wrapped her legs around his waist and her arms around his neck.
"Oh God, Justin! Yes! Yes!" Kelli said as he entered her and she was firmly in his grasp. They settled against the wall and Justin began a steady, rhythmic pounding of Kelli's cunt.
If there had been any doubt in Kelli's mind about Justin being a man or a child, his massive cock eliminated any uncertainty. He filled her completely and held her up with the strength of three men. Her tight cunt was stretched to the limit and, as a result, Justin was getting the same pressure on his cock that her lips had applied earlier.
Neither of them would last long under the circumstances. Just the sensation of his aunt's little round ass in the palm of his hands was enough to make Justin want to cum. Seeing the water splash over her tits put him over the edge.
"I'm...I'm gonna cum soon," he warned her.
"It's OK, Justin," Kelli panted. "It's OK."
She listened to his fretful groans. She felt the intensity of his thrusts increasing. Her body slapped against the wall a little louder.
"Now! Now!" he cried out.
Kelli closed her eyes and waited. Justin grunted even louder and slammed into her with a force that she'd never felt before. A warm shot of cum hit the back of her cunt. Then another. And another. Justin exhaled with each plunge of his cock and each shot of his semen.
Only then did Kelli allow herself to cum. She tried to muffle her cries, but Justin knew. He desperately wanted to stay inside her until she was done, but one orgasm followed another and it seemed Kelli would never stop. Just as he was about to pull out, she was done.
"Hold me, Justin. Don't let me down."
The words alone made him hard enough to stay inside her as they came down from their highs. Justin moved them directly under the shower and Kelli giggled, watching the water flow between them.
"How long are you staying?" Justin asked, knowing the answer.
"Long enough to do this again," was her answer.
###
In the pitch blackness of night, Erin silently opened the door to her son's bedroom and entered like a ghost. She crept across the floor in her bare feet and stopped near the side of his bed. Justin was on his side, facing away from her. Only a sheet covered him.
Erin lifted up her nightshirt and pulled it off, dropping it to the floor without a sound. She felt the familiar tingle rush through her body as she stood naked, looking down on her handsome son. Erin climbed into the bed and pushed herself against Justin's back with the sheet between them. Her hand was almost between his legs when she felt him move.
"It's me, honey," she whispered.
He murmured his acknowledgement and began to turn onto his back. Erin lifted the sheet and tossed it to the end of the bed. She ran her fingers over his muscular chest, circling his nipples before sliding her hand down to the top of his boxer shorts. Erin put her lips on his at the same time the palm of her hand rubbed the shorts against his cock.
"I'm sorry I couldn't come in the last couple nights. With Sis here I didn't want to risk it," Erin said softly. "But I couldn't wait any longer."
"It's OK, Mom."
Justin felt his cock react quickly to his mother's soft touch. She knew exactly what he liked. Before long, he'd be rock hard and they could enjoy any number of things they had secretly experimented with for nearly a year.
Erin's hand slid inside the shorts and found the hard, warm shaft she desperately needed. She stroked it while Justin began a thorough inspection of his mother's naked body with his hands. Every inch of her was familiar—from the firm fullness of her tits to the gentle curves of her hips to the soft batch of short hair around her pussy.
Justin thought of Kelli as he molded Erin's tits in his hands. They were so much like Kelli's. His erection grew harder as images of his time in the shower came to mind. Erin was pulling off his boxers while Justin thought about thrusting himself into her sister, feeling her cunt squeeze him even tighter.
Erin had no clue of the 'competition' she was now in for Justin's attention. For her, this was just one more night with her favorite lover. If anything, the excitement was more intense because of the proximity down the hall of her sister and brother-in-law. She would fuck Justin just the same, but she'd be a little more subdued when she came.
They were both naked and Erin rolled on top of Justin in their customary prelude to sex. No words were spoken as they kissed. Then Erin moved up and Justin took her tits in his hands while she put one on his lips. He kissed and licked the nipple before eagerly sucking on the end of her tit. Erin closed her eyes and moaned in delight, rubbing her pussy against Justin's body to heighten the pleasure she was feeling.
Erin would let her son suck on her for only a moment before moving down the bed, between his legs. She caressed his cock and held his balls in her palm for a second. Then Erin leaned down and ran her tongue up the entire length a couple of times. Justin couldn't get any harder and he knew the next several minutes would be filled with incredible delight as his Mom worshiped his cock before putting it inside her.
He felt her lips around the head, first. She stabbed at it with her tongue before pushing her lips down the shaft. Erin was not as tentative as Kelli had been, but both treatments had their advantages. Erin was much quicker in aggressively sucking on the cock and seemingly attempting to pull the cum right out of his balls.
Justin played with his mother's tits, pulling on the nipples and hearing her moan with his cock deep in her mouth. He knew it wouldn't be long.
As always, Erin was anxious to feel Justin inside her cunt. She lifted her head off his cock and moved up so her pussy was in place. Using one hand, she put the head of his cock at her hole and looked down at the face on the pillow. Silently, she lowered herself onto him.
Justin always flashed back to the first time they did this; the incredible sensation of his throbbing cock being engulfed by the warm, wetness of his mother's body. He understood a lot of things and questioned his own actions. But the joy they brought each other outweighed everything else. Erin was loving. Justin tried to reward her the way she needed. He always succeeded.
Tonight Erin was restrained. They would fuck as quietly as possible, allowing their hands to grope each other and find all the spots they knew would heighten the pleasure. She rose and fell on Justin's cock in a steady rhythm sure to bring them both to the inevitable climax. But it would be done without the fervor they were known to exhibit on other nights.
Erin quickly felt her orgasm building, as did Justin. They would both attempt to extend the session as long as they could. They were all alone in their forbidden world.
Or so they thought. Kelli had risen from her bed and entered the hallway for a quick trip to the bathroom. A whispered word or two caught her ear from the direction of Justin's room. She walked as if on air the last few feet to the bedroom door that Erin left open a crack, out of habit. Kelli stood against the wall, and leaned her head around until she could peek in.
Kelli prevented the gasp from escaping her mouth. The silhouette against the window behind Justin's bed could only be one person—her sister. And she was clearly about to let Justin's cock enter her. As Erin settled onto her son's lap, Kelli put a hand over her mouth to assure continued silence.
She watched the couple have sex in the dark calm. There was nothing frantic about it. To Kelli, it looked as if they had been doing it forever and this was just one more meeting. She saw Justin reach up for Erin's tits, but still there wasn't a sound except for just one, faint squeak of the bed springs.
For nearly five minutes—which seemed like an eternity from the hallway—Kelli watched. Only a whimper from Erin and a thrashing of her head indicated the start of her orgasm. Likewise, a dim groan from Justin hinted at the fact he was cumming inside his mother. This lasted several, long seconds before Erin leaned down to passionately kiss Justin.
Kelli turned back towards her bedroom and walked as fast as she could, shaking like a leaf at what she just witnessed. It would be more than an hour before she fell back asleep.
###
"Are you going to miss having Justin around when he goes to college?" Kelli asked her sister at breakfast the next morning.
"Absolutely," Erin said. "He helps around here more than you would think."
"Like how?"
Erin shrugged. "Oh, you know, just picking up and doing yard work and stuff."
"Are you two very close?"
Erin looked at her sister with a bit of suspicion. "I'd say we're no different than any mother and son. Why?"
Kelli took a bite of fruit before answering. "Because I think you're closer than you care to admit."
"Well, I do love him, if that's what you mean."
"Love? Is that why you do it?" Kelli asked bluntly.
Erin's look was half fright, half confusion. "Do what?"
They were alone in the house and Kelli knew it. The men were at the golf course and she had this one opportunity to confront her sister.
"Do you fuck Justin because you love him?"
Kelli had never seen her sister's face look the way it did just then. If Erin tried to leave, she would pursue her. But it wasn't necessary.
"Kelli! How could you say that!"
"Because I saw you," Kelli said nonchalantly.
All efforts to refute it were gone. Resignation filled Erin's eyes.
"You saw us?"
"The door was open."
Erin's long exhale was audible.
"I DO love him," she said softly.
"But that doesn't make it right," Kelli told her.
Tears welled up in Erin's eyes. "I know it. I know it."
"Does Doug know?" Kelli asked, referring to Erin's husband.
Erin could only shake her head in denial.
"How long has it been?"
Erin sighed, "Almost a year."
Kelli paused for a long time, giving her sister time to collect herself and realize the predicament she was in. Erin looked at her in desperation and begged, "You can't tell anybody. Please, Kelli. You can't!"
"I think I can be convinced not to," Kelli replied.
"How? Just tell me. I'll do anything."
Kelli tried not to grin. She said, "Keeping this secret deserves a substantial payment, I would think. But I don't want your money, Erin. I want something better than that."
Erin waited for the axe to fall.
Kelli said, "I want equal time. I want Justin. But the first time, I want you there, too. I want you both, Erin."
Erin could not envision that half of what her sister was asking for—sex with her son—she'd already partaken in a couple days earlier. Erin considered it a fairly small payment to make. But, including Erin in the package was another story.



"You mean...you want to...you want me and you to...," Erin stuttered.
"Yes," Kelli said calmly. "I want you, and Justin, and me...together."
Erin fidgeted with her silverware. "I don't know if..."
"It's my only offer. Take it or leave it."
Erin had no real choice. She just nodded.
"Good," Kelli said. "Set it up and let me know where to be and when."
###
"You want me to have sex with Aunt Kelli?"
The words made Erin cringe. "Yes."
So many thoughts were going through his mind that Justin couldn't answer. He certainly couldn't let his mother know the truth. Then Erin added, "There's one other thing."
"What?"
Erin looked down at the floor. "I'll be there, too."
Justin's eyes widened. "Watching?"
"Participating."
"What!?" Justin blurted out. "What do you mean, 'participating?'"
"Kelli wants to have sex with both of us," Erin said. "If we don't, she'll tell everybody what we've been doing."
If Erin's disclosure was supposed to upset or frighten Justin, it didn't. He did everything he could not to kiss her and thank her. He assumed he'd go through his whole life and never have this opportunity. Here it was, being 'forced' upon him at eighteen.
"Well, we can't have that," Justin answered, trying to sound sincere. "I guess we'll have to do it."
"I thought tomorrow afternoon would be the only time, while the guys are at the tournament," Erin said. "You could go in the morning and come back after lunch. Or just not go."
Justin waited a minute, and said, "I'll come back."
"Thanks, hon. I'm sorry."
"Don't be sorry, Mom. Everything will be fine."
Which left Erin as the only participant in the planned threesome that felt less than totally elated over the situation. Justin got to have sex with two of the sexiest women he knew. Kelli got Justin one more time and got to fulfill a lifelong dream of having sex with her beautiful sister. Her curiosity about lesbian sex could never safely be realized with any of her friends. So, this worked out perfectly.
Erin told Kelli of the arrangements and they anxiously waited for the tryst. Following lunch, Kelli and Erin put on bathing suits and sat around the pool until Justin arrived. It was a tense few hours for Erin. It was agony for Kelli, having to wait so long for the afternoon of a lifetime.
Erin wore a one piece suit that had a very high cut at the legs. Kelli went with her traditional two piece suit; not quite a bikini, but certainly revealing in all the right places. The top, especially, clung to her like a second layer of skin.
At long last, Justin came out to the pool and Erin suggested he change into his bathing suit. Soon, he re-emerged in baggy trunks that would have really disappointed Kelli if she didn't already know what was planned. She wasn't sure, but suspected she saw a hint of an erection already between Justin's legs.
He sat in a chair near Kelli and Erin and they chatted for a short time about what had happened on the course in the morning. Kelli's husband was probably going to make the cut, which was more good news. That meant an additional two days with Erin and Justin.
Then, Kelli said the words Erin had been dreading: "Should we go inside?"
"OK," was all Erin could say.
The threesome walked through the sliding glass door that led to the dining room. From there, it was a short distance to the family room. Once they arrived, Erin turned to Kelli as if awaiting orders.
"I must admit, I was quite surprised to find you two together in bed," Kelli said. "But it was also one of the hottest things I'd ever seen—the two of you fucking silently in the dark. Very sexy. I want to see more. In the daylight. But this time I'm joining in. I don't think refusal is an option because the consequences would be very bad. Do we all agree?"
Justin and Erin nodded.
"Good," Kelli continued. "If we do this right, nobody should get hurt. In fact, we should all be very, very satisfied. Should we get started?"
Again, nods of concurrence.
"Erin, I'm trusting you with giving us the heads up if you hear anybody coming, OK?"
"We'll hear the garage door," she assured everybody.
"Good. Now...," Kelli said, looking at Justin. She didn't finish the sentence. She only walked over to her nephew.
Erin's heart pounded from the multitude of emotions she was feeling. There was the excitement of once again seeing her son naked. There was the uncertainty and jealousy of her sister being the one to undress him. There was the instinctive desire to protect her son.
But protect him from what? If she only knew the history between Justin and Kelli.
Kelli skimmed her hand across his crotch. Yes, he was getting hard. She was intent on making sure, when it was over, that it was her that Justin remembered...and would want again. She reached around for his ass, all the while starting to press her body against his. Kelli slid her hands inside the back of his trunks and clutched at his sleek ass.
Justin felt his cock throb faster and grow longer. He felt Kelli begin to slide the trunks down. His cock sprang free and Kelli backed away just enough to let it stick out between them.
"Oh my," Kelli exclaimed. "Now I see why your mother sneaks around at night."
She pulled the bathing suit down his legs and took them off before standing back up. Kelli slid one hand up the cock and gently placed the head in her palm for a second before letting it go. He was so hard it barely moved.
"Now get your Mom naked so I can see you both," Kelli told Justin.
He walked behind Erin and paused for a second before taking hold of the straps to her bathing suit and lowering them off her shoulders. Kelli watched as the large tits were exposed inch by inch. Soon, the suit was around Erin's waist and Justin was bending down to remove it.
He stood slightly behind her when he was through, his cock still stiff and just inches from Erin's ass. Kelli scanned both bodies and grinned her approval.
"Yes. This is going to work just fine," she said. "Erin, come take off my suit, please."
Erin was not about to do it by standing in front of her sister. She was much too uncomfortable for that. At the same time, it would give Justin a direct view if she stood behind Kelli. She quickly realized her apprehension was useless considering what would soon happen.
Erin removed Kelli's top and, sure enough, Erin saw Justin staring unashamedly at the luscious tits. She was convinced his erection was complete even before she pulled off the bottom of Kelli's suit.
Erin had to admit one thing: Kelli was gorgeous without clothes on. She'd never yearned to have sex with another woman, but this wasn't going to be as difficult as she thought. Having Justin involved might even make it worthwhile.
Kelli turned to face her sister. She moved closer and lightly kissed her. They didn't touch at first, but a few seconds into the second kiss their hands began to wander up and down each other's bare skin. Neither one touched the other in a sexual way, but it was obvious to Justin as he watched that it would happen soon enough.
It was essential that the initial qualms about having sex be put aside and Kelli did an excellent job. Her tender treatment of Erin soon caused both women to be on the verge of attacking the other. Then Kelli placed a hand on the side of her sister's breast.
To Kelli's surprise, Erin took the hand and moved it on top of the tit. Kelli instantly took advantage and began massaging the tit and rolling the nipple between her fingers.
Justin had waited patiently, but watching the women exchange kisses and caresses of their breasts forced him to take his cock in his hand and stroke it. Erin was the first to notice.
"We better help poor Justin before he cums all over his hand," Erin told Kelli.
Kelli smiled and they both kneeled in front of Justin. Two mouths converged on the thick cock and Justin watched the women's tongues swathe his dick in enthusiastic licks. The sisters alternated taking him into her mouth and sucking on the warm, pulsating cock. They continued for several minutes with Justin desperately trying to withhold his orgasm.
Fortunately, Kelli wanted more. She backed away and sat on the carpeted floor. Then she laid on her back.
"C'mon, Justin. I need you inside me," she said.
He was more than happy to comply, but looked at his Mom first.
"There's no need for you to wait," Justin told her.
"What do you mean?" Erin said with a perplexed expression.
"I just found out what a great tongue she has. You should do the same," Justin said. "Let her eat you."
Erin shook her head. "No. I don't think..."
"C'mon," Justin urged.
Erin looked at Kelli, who grinned and nodded her agreement.
"How should I...where do you want me," Erin asked awkwardly.
"Sit on her face, facing me," Justin said quickly. "I want to watch you cum."
Erin warily moved into place with Kelli's hands guiding her perfectly. Before long, Erin was kneeling over her sister's face, unsure she could follow through with it. But the instant she felt Kelli's tongue sliding up the entire length of her pussy, she knew she wouldn't leave.
That's when Justin put his hands under his aunt's thighs and got ready to push his cock inside her. His face was just inches from his mother's body as he entered Kelli. They each heard her moan with satisfaction as the cock slowly disappeared. Justin leaned forward, inserting himself even farther and getting close enough to put his lips on his mother's tit.
Erin was already feeling the delight of Kelli's tongue on her clit when Justin first sucked on her tit. The combination produced the most pleasurable feeling she'd ever had. Her entire body reacted to the multiple flashes of ecstasy that her sister and son were causing.
Kelli was delighted to have Justin's big cock back inside her cunt and she pushed her body up to meet his in a rapid succession of thrusts. She was glad to have Erin's pussy to concentrate on. Otherwise, Justin would have made her cum almost instantly.
The same was true with Justin. He loved the feel of Kelli's tight cunt around his cock, but was just as interested in devouring his mother's breasts and clinging to her ass while he fucked Kelli.
Moans grew in number and volume. All three added their own distinctive sounds of bliss and pending orgasms. They begged each other to keep going. They offered encouragement. They proclaimed how close they were to cumming. Then the room was filled with indistinguishable sounds of pure lust.
It was Erin, the person least enthusiastic about the threesome, who came first. Her squeals rang out amid cries of 'Yes, yes, yes!'. Kelli licked and sucked on Erin's clit with ever-increasing fervor. She felt her sister's juices flow onto her chin as Erin bucked on top of her in orgasm after orgasm.
Justin was next. The sight and sound of his mother cumming forced his cock to explode in a series of long spurts that filled Kelli's cunt. He rammed into her repeatedly, with a loud grunt accompanying each one. Kelli wrapped her legs around his waist, as she had done in the shower, and joined him in an orgasm that seemingly lasted forever. Only Erin's pussy muffled her piercing shrieks of joy. For the second time, she enjoyed the feel of Justin's cock unloading inside her while completely filling her cunt and stretching it to the limit.
The aftermath convinced Kelli she had done the right thing. There were kisses and licks and groping. Promises of future encounters, in various combinations, were met with unanimous approval.
But surprisingly, it was Erin who asked the question Kelli least expected to hear.
"Would you consider a husband exchange for a few hours?"
Kelli's beaming face provided the answer even before she said, "We should ask them."
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Laura knew from the beginning that her scheme was risky. But Laura had always been about risk. As a teenager, she longed to date the 'dangerous' guys that people warned her about. She teased them with her exquisite body and then refused to submit, just to see their reaction.
She entered the most difficult college that would take her because friends and family said not to. And in a decision that would change her life forever, Laura majored in International Finance because it was dominated by males. Unlike the immature guys she dated in high school, college professors loved Laura because of her exquisite body AND her sharp mind.
She was a prodigy by the time she graduated with honors. The rumors of sexual favors having taken her so far were only partially true. But for those who had partaken, Laura would never be forgotten.
A five foot six inch brunette with Barbie-esque figure, Laura was generally soft spoken. Which meant: when she spoke, people listened. When she walked into a room, people noticed. When she wanted something, she got it.
Thus, the recipe for her downfall.
Laura's career in business began with a flurry of successes. She had mentors who, of course, were more than happy to spend extra time with her to teach Laura the ins and outs of international finance. In return, they hoped Laura taught them the ins and outs of great sex. Some got an education, some didn't.
One who didn't was Malcolm O'Toole. Malcolm was practically forced into a life of achievement and fame by his parents' unfortunate choice of names. At thirty years old he was a guru in the area of foreign stock exchanges and saw in Laura a potential protégé, not to mention wife. Within three years, Laura could count Malcolm among those victims she had teased incessantly for the sole purpose of sucking all of the knowledge out of him.
Now she was thirty two and Malcolm was approaching forty. He had not forgotten Laura, long after she went her separate way as the new expert in the field. Each time he saw her on the cable news network predicting the future of the overseas money market, Malcolm vowed revenge. He didn't know how or when, but she would pay.
At about this same time, Laura began playing with something besides men's minds. It was an extremely risky form of investment that paid handsomely when the stars aligned, but was ripe for total collapse under a rare combination of situations—like a crumbling of the US housing market, rising oil prices, and a tsunami in Japan that put their economy on the brink of failure.
Nearly a billion dollars in investments that Laura managed for several important and wealthy clients was at risk. Some of the clients had relied on advice from Malcolm O'Toole, who had led them to Laura before their relationship soured. If Laura went down, she was liable to drag Malcolm with her.
He was not about to have her ruin his life...again.
Malcolm didn't want Laura dead. That would be too simple. He wanted her to experience some of the same physical and emotional grief that she put men through for all those years. Ideally, he wanted her to beg for mercy before it was over. That was a long shot, but Malcolm was intent on trying.
His first objective was to get her attention; make her realize that he was annoyed with her and that he wasn't going to ignore the situation. Malcolm would not do this personally. He would save that until the time was right. For now, he would send a surrogate; one with an attitude.
Malcolm's proxy, a former bodyguard and petty criminal named Zach, caught up with Laura at a major economics conference in New York. Laura didn't know him from the man in the moon, but Zach certainly recognized Laura immediately and began trailing her. His mission: find out who she socialized with during the three day symposium.
It meant long, boring hours during the day while Laura went from one session to another, but the evening made up for it when Laura went into full seductress mode. She used all of her skills to associate with as many global power brokers as she possibly could. After the first night alone, Zach had more than enough candidates to fulfill Malcolm's plot against Laura.
It was a matter, now, of determining which of the several men hanging around Laura knew each other and were staying in the same hotel. Another couple hours of work provided Zach with that information. He was all set.
The following day was especially long as Zach really had no new information to gather. He just had to wait until the last session and dinner were over. Then he needed to wait for Laura and the two men he targeted from her hotel to be out of their rooms.
Laura was normally getting back before 11 PM. Zach slid notes under the door of the two gentlemen, seemingly in Laura's handwriting, advising them to jointly visit Laura's room at midnight, and that Laura's door would be left open for them.
Then Zach broke into Laura's room and waited.
At 10:45 he heard her come in. From his closet hideout, he watched her toss her purse on the bed and head for the bathroom. Soon, she was back at the bed with her back towards him. Zach pounced.
Laura couldn't even fully turn around before the hulking intruder was crashing her onto the bed. His weight forced all the air out of her and Laura's attempted scream was futile. She lay face down with Zach's powerful hand over her mouth.
"Don't make a sound, bitch," he warned her. "If I hear one peep out of you I will break your neck. Understand?"
Laura nodded.
"Your good buddy Malcolm sent me. You remember him, don't you?"
Zach didn't expect a response and he didn't get one.
"He's really distraught over your latest scheme and thought maybe he could convince you to make sure all his clients' money is safe," Zach said. "Tonight he wants you to think about the consequences of losing a single dime of their investments."
Laura continued to struggle and the movement of her ass caused his cock to react. She wore a silky blouse and a skirt. Luckily, the skirt was preventing her from using her legs as weapons against him. But the excitement of the capture was catching up with Zach, and he had limited time to prepare her for her visitors.
"I'm going to remove my hand. Scream and you die," he told her.
With his hands on her neck, he waited for Laura to settle down. Then he said, "Roll over."
Zach got off her just enough for her to get on her back, but not so far away he couldn't silence her quickly if necessary. Once she was facing him, he straddled her at the waist.
"Good girl. Now pay attention and nobody will get hurt," Zach said calmly. "You're going to have guests at midnight. You know them. You will not have to let them in. When they arrive, you will act as if everything is normal. You will let them do whatever they want and you won't say a word about me. Got it?"
Laura nodded.
"I'll be nearby," Zach continued. "If I hear ANYTHING that sounds like a struggle in here, I can't guarantee your safety. I suggest you act as thought everything was planned."
"But who...," Laura started to say.
"Shut up! I don't want to hear a word the rest of the night. Got it?"
Laura's fearful expression gave him his answer.
"Now, let's get you ready," he said.
Zach began to unbutton Laura's blouse. He watched her large, brown eyes widen as he undressed her. Her long hair was strewn around her head in a wild, sexy way and Zach felt himself getting harder and harder. Laura's tan skin contrasted with the sleek, pale bra that covered her full tits. He pulled the blouse out of her skirt and opened the last button.
Zach tossed the sides of the blouse to the side and exposed her chest. He ran his fingers over her bra and tits, crumpling them up in his massive hands during rough squeezes. Then he tugged on the blouse and pulled it off her arms, tossing it onto the floor. After one more fondling of her tits, he reached under her and unhooked the bra. It joined the blouse on the floor and Zach stared at Laura's beautiful tits.
"So this is what all those guys were after," he said with admiration.
Zach leaned down and took one in his mouth. His tongue ran over the nipple and his lips closed around the smooth skin. Laura could only wait for him to finish.
That's when Zach slid farther down Laura's body.
"No. Please," Laura cried.
"Ah! What did I say?" Zach warned her with a point of his finger.
Laura fell silent as Zach's hands found the inside of her legs at the bottom of her skirt. The fingers rose up her thighs until finding her panties. He briefly touched her pussy, then pulled the hands out and started to remove the skirt. Quickly, Laura was on the bed in only her panties.
Zach wasted no time in removing them, as well.
He stood beside the bed, peering down at the magnificent naked body of Malcolm's adversary. Every inch of her oozed sex and Zach's cock was proof of Laura's effect.
He pulled down his zipper and took it out.
"Sit up," he demanded.
With Laura positioned directly in front of him, Zach said, "Perhaps later we will meet again. For now, a quickie will have to do."
He grabbed the back of her head and forced her mouth onto his long, thick erection. Laura spread her lips and took the shaft inside. Zach immediately started to fuck her mouth with rapid, forceful thrusts that left Laura gasping for air. They settled into a rhythm and Laura felt the throbbing cock reach what she thought had to be full erection. Two minutes became three and Zach's groans grew louder. His grip on her hair tightened and Laura knew it would be over soon.
Zach grunted, held the cock against the back of her throat, and unleashed the first of many shots of cum. He started fucking her mouth again and each thrust was accompanied by a new load of warm semen. Laura swallowed as quickly as she could, but a stream of cum still leaked down her chin.
When it was over, Zach simply put the cock back in his pants and told Laura to lie down. She saw him reach into his back pocket. Laura recognized the object he pulled out as handcuffs and Zach yanked on her arm until her wrist was near the headboard. A few seconds later, she was cuffed to it.
"You'll be having guests around midnight. Enjoy," he said.
Zach gathered up Laura's discarded clothes and shoved them into a dresser. Then he took one of her shoes and used it to barely prop open the door to her room.
With that, Laura was left alone in the silent gloom. She tried in vain to get out of the cuffs or slide the cuffs off the headboard. But it was useless and she settled into a frightful wait for...what? She didn't know.
The next two men she saw would be Andre and Peter, South American and English financial consultants who only knew of Laura by reputation until earlier in the conference. A few chats and an hour or two at the bar had brought them closer. Now the men were holding direct invitations from Laura to visit her room at midnight. They were to come together, and neither was willing to question such an intriguing summons.
So at twelve, they found each other and took the elevator to Laura's room. As they expected, the door was open. They quietly entered, moved the shoe aside, closed and locked the door. They walked the few steps it took to get past the entranceway and allowed their eyes to focus on the dimly lit bed.
"Well, well, well," Peter exclaimed. "What do we have here?"
Andre flicked on a light above the dresser. Laura's nude body, fastened securely to the headboard, was now plainly visible and both men inspected it from afar, inch by inch.
"My God, Laura," Andre said. "Somebody's liable to come in here and take advantage of you. If I didn't know better, I'd say you actually wanted it to be us."
"Just don't hurt me," Laura begged in a shaky voice.
"Depends on how you define 'hurt,'" Peter said, approaching the side of the bed.
Andre was close behind him and Laura instinctively slid her body farther away from them.
"Oh, you can try to escape," Peter told her. "But I suspect you don't want to get away."
He reached for the cuffs and made sure they were secure by tugging on them. Laura pulled her legs up almost into a fetal position, her free arm draped across her breasts.
"Where's my camera when I need it," Andre said. "I don't think my cell phone would do this justice."
Both men were in their mid to late forties. Both were average looking, but athletically built, which was what made Laura pay attention to them in the first place. If this encounter turned sexual, which she assumed it would, at least she wouldn't be revolted by their bodies.
They certainly were not revolted by hers.
"Move your arm, sweetheart. And roll flat on your back. Let's have a good look at you," Peter said.
Laura gradually uncovered herself and stretched out on the bed. As frightening as it was to have Zach on top of her, this unveiling of her body to the two bystanders was even worse. She was helpless and vulnerable. Their eyes were piercing; their expressions wicked.
"Beautiful," Andre proclaimed. "So, tell us, Laura. Do you want it rough? Is that the purpose of the handcuffs?"
She shook her head. "No! I...I...no, please. Don't hurt me."
Peter smiled. "Quite the actress, isn't she, Andre. Begging very much like a woman about to be raped. I think that's the fantasy she'd rather play out."
Andre nodded. "Sounds like it to me. Who goes first?"
Peter reached into his pocket for a coin. "Call it," he said.
The coin was in the air as Andre announced, "Tails, of course."
Peter caught the quarter and showed it in his palm.
"Heads! It's my lucky night," he said with glee.
Andre groaned and watched Peter take off his shoes. Andre walked over to a chair and sat down until his turn came. Being a spectator wasn't going to be that bad, either, he said to himself.
Peter undressed at an unhurried pace with Laura watching every move he made. The bulge in front of his boxers gave away his stimulated state long before he was pushing them down his legs. When he stood at the side of the bed naked, Laura was taking fleeting glimpses of his ever-hardening cock. It wasn't as big as Zach's, for sure, but was still substantial with its thick head starting to point upwards.
Peter promptly climbed onto the bed and moved between Laura's legs, which he spread wider by grabbing her ankles and gently pulling. Laura's heart raced at the prospect of being taken by Peter, and then Andre, without any means of resisting. It was not the usual excitement she got before sex. This had a tinge of apprehension mixed in. Laura wasn't used to having somebody else in control.
Peter took a second to look at her neatly trimmed pussy, with the dark hair barely inside the outline of her very small bathing suit. The lush lips around her cunt and clit were pink and moist. His cock ached to be inside her.
Laura looked up at the man as he hovered over her and then aggressively lowered his body onto hers.
"Is it rape you want?"
Peter gripped her free wrist and forced it above her head. Laura claimed it wasn't.
"Hard, violent sex. Is that it?"
"No," she whined.
Peter's cock was on her pussy, sliding up and down in a preview of what he had in store for her. He shifted down so it was closer to her cunt, but he never let go of her arms. The tip of the cock spread her fleshy lips apart and found the opening to her cunt as if drawn by a magnet.
"I think you're lying, Laura. I think you've been waiting all night for this."
Before she could say anything else, Laura felt the cock split her open and drive deep into her cunt in a single, vicious thrust.
"Ahhhhh!" she cried out.
Peter's groans were joined by powerful tugs on her arms as he used her for leverage.
"God! No!" Laura sobbed, remembering Zach's warning about being too loud.
Peter ignored her. He drove his cock into her faster and harder, spreading her legs with his knees and reveling in the surprising tightness of her cunt. After a dozen or so thrusts, he moved down and sucked on her tits, biting at the nipples and producing more muffled shrieks from Laura.
Andre watched intently, occasionally rubbing his cock through his pants, knowing his time would come. He considered the many options he would have in taking her, trying to pick from several favorable choices.
Meanwhile, Peter continued to rock Laura and the bed with his intense fucking. What he would miss in longevity he would make up for in vigor. Laura may not have been playing out the rape role, but Peter certainly was, and with great pleasure.
He put his hands under her ass and tilted her at an angle that resulted in the best friction against his cock. Laura clung to the handcuff during the pounding, uneasy with the knowledge that her own body was responding to Peter's fucking. The last thing she wanted to do was have an orgasm and let the damn intruders, and Malcolm, think that they won.
Luckily, Peter couldn't hold out that long.
"Ohhh, yeah," he moaned. "Almost there, honey."
Andre had taken out his cock and was stroking it with long, slow tugs in anticipation of his turn. He was convinced he would take a more prolonged approach than Peter. But then, who knew what would happen once he was on top of the lovely Laura.
"Fuck, yes! Yes! Get ready," Peter told Laura.
In the midst of animalistic grunts, Laura felt her cunt being filled with Peter's cum. His cock was covered in it, and she felt a small amount drip between her legs towards her ass. Peter drove into her with slower, harder thrusts, each one depositing more semen in and around her pussy. His hulking body eventually settled down on top of Laura and his semi-erect cock dripped more cum on the inside of her thigh.
"Oh my God. That was awesome," he said. "Thanks for the invite, sweetheart."
He rolled off her and gave one last bite of her nipple. Meanwhile, Andre had undressed and stood at the end of the bed with his long, hard cock pointing at the intended victim.
"Your turn," Peter told him. "Enjoy."
Andre walked next to Laura.
"Roll over," he told her. "Get on your knees and let me see that ass."
###
One week later, Laura was scheduled to meet with a half dozen high rollers to calm their investment fears. There was, of course, great cause for their concerns. Truth be told—and only Laura knew the truth—the gentlemen only had about twenty percent of the money they thought they had. If any or all of them attempted to cash in at that moment, Laura was going down.
Four of the investors were friends of Malcolm. Very good friends. Good enough that Malcolm was comfortable in holding a conference call with them a couple days before the meeting.
"Don't let her BS you," Malcolm warned them. "Push her to show the earnings statements. If she does, don't believe what you see. Tell her you want the real thing, not a spreadsheet she made from numbers pulled out of the air. And she'll try to impress you with all the buzz words and slang. Don't buy into it."
"How far can we go with the threats?" one of the men asked.
Malcolm hesitated before saying, "All the way, within reason. I mean, don't get yourself thrown in jail for threatening murder. But I know this bitch. You can go a long way. For years she used her body to get places. There's no reason you can't use it back."
"She wouldn't quarrel over a little physical exploitation?" another investor asked.
Malcolm laughed. "I know from recent experience that she'll put up a fight, but she'll understand why it happened. I encourage you to rough her up if necessary."
The men had all the information they needed to assure a fruitful meeting with Laura. They would get what they wanted one way or another; either answers from Laura about their investments or payment of another kind.
Laura's first line of defense, as always, was with a dress that would take most men's minds off anything else. It was a form fitting dress that stopped well above the knees and had a plunging neckline. Any attempts to lean over or stretch out her arms caused her breasts to nearly burst out. And if she reached far above her head, there was no guarantee it would cover her ass. It would do perfectly for this audience.



The meeting began quietly enough. The men watched Laura's PowerPoint presentation and listened attentively to her description of the current market conditions and how it affected them. Unfortunately, one of Malcolm's buddies—an MBA that taught accounting on the side—questioned a figure that Laura was using.
"That number assumes a five percent growth in the gross domestic product," Laura assured him.
"You should run for president," the man said. "Quite a promise considering this country has never achieved that rate, let alone sustained it."
"Certainly you don't foresee this downturn lasting much longer, do you?" Laura countered.
"I do," he said. "And go back one slide."
Laura brought up the slide in question. The man held his iPhone in front of him, comparing numbers.
"You said that the earnings for these five companies was a combined twenty three billion dollars," he said. "I believe the real number is closer to six hundred and fifty MILLION dollars, with only one of them turning a profit. Can you explain that difference, Laura."
Laura was a master at never looking flustered. It was born from many, many TV interviews. She responded quickly, "Those are likely write-offs that don't reflect the real income of the companies."
"So we should ignore modern accounting procedures," the man asked in the form of a statement.
"A disaster like what BP faced in the Gulf doesn't accurately reflect the overall value of the company," Laura answered.
She saw the skepticism on every face in the room.
Another man inquired: "If we withdrew our funds today, what would they be worth?"
"You have varying portfolios," Laura said. "It would differ investor to investor."
"In percentages," another man said. "Estimates will do."
"I'd have to calculate that individually."
The oldest gentleman, a man in his late fifties, spoke for the first time: "I have serious concerns, Laura. I think some proof of our continued trust in you is warranted. Are you prepared to offer that today, and in what form?"
"Let me finish the slideshow and...," she began to say.
One of Malcolm's friends stood up and strode towards her.
"No, Laura. That won't be necessary. Adam requested proof, not more slides."
This time, with a rather large man hovering over her, it was impossible for Laura to hide her trepidation. He sensed her fear.
"What are you hiding from us, Laura?" he asked, standing close enough to force her to unconsciously lean back.
"Nothing," she insisted.
He took a step forward, causing her to step back, her hand on the edge of the table for support.
"Every man in this room has been lied to in their careers," he said. "Each of us has succeeded by dealing with liars in a very definitive manner. We don't like liars. We rid our staffs of liars. Do you understand, Laura?"
"Nothing I've told you is untrue," she claimed.
"Then answer Adam's question truthfully. Are you prepared to offer proof that we can trust you, Laura?"
Her back was against the screen. Half of her face was lit up by the light from the projector. Her already alarmed expression took on an eerie appearance.
"Yes," she managed to say.
"Show me."
"Let me bring up the numbers from..."
"No," the man said roughly. "No more numbers. We want proof we can trust you."
Every eye in the room was on her. Laura realized there was no escaping. It was only a matter of how much she'd have to do to keep them as customers, at least temporarily. She could see the men growing more impatient. Finally, a second friend of Malcolm moved to her side.
He said, "I believed a woman like you would do anything to keep clients like us. Don't disappoint me."
"I'm a professional and I..."
"You're a whore," the first man interrupted. "And I'll prove it."
He took hold of the shoulder straps of Laura's dress and yanked them onto the top of her arms. Thin bra straps remained in place. Then he jerked the straps lower until the dress hung at Laura's waist. The tiny, white bra barely covered her nipples. Her cleavage, already visible even with the dress in place, was now in full view.
The man's hands engulfed the bra and her tits. There wasn't a sound in the room except for Laura's occasional gasp.
"Take it off," the man ordered.
"Not here. Please," Laura pleaded.
"It's all about trust, Laura."
She reluctantly reached behind her back and unhooked the bra. She held it in place as the straps fell down. A couple seconds later, Laura slowly let the bra fall into her hand.
The perfect breasts surprised even the most experienced of the men. Some had trophy wives. Some had trophy mistresses. None of them had seen anything like Laura and she was only topless.
"Good start," the man giving the orders said. "Now get naked."
They gave her room and Laura began the unpleasant process of removing her dress and shoes, followed by her bikini panties. In less than a minute, she stood naked in front of them all.
A dozen cocks responded simultaneously.
"Turn around," she was told.
Laura's ass was displayed to the mainly silent group. Every subtle curve was inspected, and re-examined.
"Now, my dear," the man closest to her said. "We will determine just how committed you are to serving us fairly and truthfully. You will submit to the demand of everyone in this room without question. When it's over, we'll decide as a group whether to continue our relationship with you...or whether we feel it's necessary to bring in an auditor."
He told the others to clear the chairs away from one side of the table. With nearly one half of the room now an open space, Laura was led into the center. The man who just spoke opened his pants and pulled out his cock.
"Bend over and start sucking," he said.
Laura's suspicion of why he gave the order were confirmed when a pair of hands were quickly on her hips and a second cock was rubbing against her ass. She took one cock in her mouth and waited for the other.
"Spread your legs, sweetheart."
She obeyed and she felt a cock at the entrance to her cunt. The only thing that kept her from squealing when it violently entered her was the thick cock between her lips. A pair of hands began to fondle her tits and Laura lost track of who was where. Somebody spanked her ass while her head was pulled closer to the man in front of her, until his cock hit the back of her throat.
Laura heard and saw men, out of the corner of her eye, beginning to move about the room in various stages of undress. If a cock wasn't already hard, it was being stroked. The two inside her were definitely hard, especially the one being driven into her cunt with a loud smack each time the man pushed against her ass.
Her nipples were tugged and twisted. Her clit was rubbed. Laura would never last the entire session without cumming if they continued to play with her in this way. Maybe it's what they wanted. It was all out of her control.
The man fucking her mouth seemed to be the closest to cumming. Laura could taste his sweet precum as his cock slid in and out across her tongue and lips. His audible groans and murmurings indicated it wouldn't take long for him to finish and Laura prepared herself.
Then, the first of what was certainly going to be a succession of orgasms by the men erupted in Laura's mouth. The first two blasts of cum she had to swallow. But after that, the man pulled out, masturbated directly in front of her face, and deposited several more shots on her chin, neck and tits to the delight of the others.
He had Laura lick him clean. That's when the second climax began from behind. She felt his hands firmly on her hips at the same time that his cock began to pour load after load into her cunt. Laura steadied herself by grabbing the edge of the conference table until he was done and she felt the huge cock pull out of her.
If she thought she would have time to rest or recover, she was wrong. Almost immediately, she was told to climb onto the table. Somebody gripped her ankles and pulled her down until her ass was right at the edge. The older man who questioned her earlier was standing between her legs, his erection poised to enter her. Then he was fucking her.
Another man leaned over and began sucking on her tit. Some of the original cum was still lingering in the area, but Laura was about to find out that was only the beginning. Those men who chose not to wait for their turn at her pussy took turns assaulting her tits and masturbating at the side of the table.
One by one they came in torrents, leaving streams of semen across both tits and a pool of cum on her chest and stomach. It was towards the beginning of the third man who fucked her that Laura lost control of her own body. Her fingers clutched at the corner of the table as her orgasm built to a peak, exploded, and seemed to go on forever. Her shrieks were unmistakable and the men urged her on. Her clit was massaged and her nipples were tugged on, bringing on a non-stop string of orgasms.
Two more men had her even after Laura was done cumming. They may not have felt any more secure about their investments, but they were satisfied that they had her attention.
###
A month passed and Laura realized the bottom had fallen out of her scheme and there was no easy, legal means of recovering the money lost in all the accounts. Yes, if an investor was inclined to wait five to ten years for the economy to fully recover, they would be fine. But these men were going to want to do other things with their money besides watch it sit.
Laura couldn't wait for the hammer to fall or she would either be in jail or dead. It was desperation time.
She needed an immediate, huge influx of assets, the sources of which could be counted on one hand. The source she knew best? Malcolm.
"Rumor has it you've been struggling?" Malcolm said, leaning back in his chair with the speaker phone on.
"I wouldn't call it struggling," Laura replied. "More like a short term slump. Hardly one that required you to send that thug to my hotel room."
She had despised the thought of calling him, but hard times meant having to make hard choices.
"Zach was just a warning. He didn't harm you, I hope?"
Laura laughed mockingly. "Oh, no. Not at all. It was the other two assholes that did that."
"I'm sure you did nothing to provoke them earlier," Malcolm told her. "You would never tease a man, would you? Or manipulate them to get a few billion dollars and then leave them hanging?"
"I don't have your guys' money. That's the problem, Malcolm," Laura whined. "I need a quick infusion to cover this recession, just in case they cash in. You know how it is. I'll pay it back with interest."
"Yes. It's the interest I wanted to talk about," Malcolm said. "Rates are high these days. You know how it is."
Laura winced. She considered hanging up, but thought better of it. She had dug her own grave and now she was relying on the devil himself to save her.
"Alright, Malcolm. Name your price," Laura finally declared.
Malcolm leaned forward, excited about the prospects of one last exploitation of his adversary turned beggar.
"Thursday night, I want you to go to 123 West Oak Street," he said. "You'll see an elevator. Take it to the top floor. I'll meet you there."
Laura repeated back the address. "What time?"
"Eight. Oh, and dress casually. It's just us."
Laura sneered. "I'll be there. Keep your hired help away or there's no deal."
"Promise," Malcolm said.
###
From the outside, 123 West Oak Street looked like a warehouse amid an entire block of warehouses. Parking spaces on the street were sparse despite the lack of any other pedestrian traffic besides Laura. Upon approaching the front door, she tried the doorknob and the door opened without effort.
Laura entered the immense empty space, bathed in near total darkness. The only light was above a closed elevator door on the opposite end of the room. Her shoes echoed with each step. As her eyes adjusted, Laura could make out the steel beams along the high ceiling. No other furniture or structures existed except walls. Not even windows.
She reached the elevator and hit the up button. Instantly, the doors opened. She stepped in and pressed the button for the fourth floor—the top floor. The doors closed and the elevator began to sink.
'Hey!'
But Laura's surprised yelp and repeated pressing of the fourth floor button did not prevent the elevator from slowly descending. It seemed to go one floor at the most before jolting to a stop. With a loud creak, the door opened.
The space outside the elevator that Laura stepped into was just as stark as the floor above, but much smaller and slightly brighter.
"Good evening, ma'am. We've been expecting you."
Laura spun around to face the man with the deep, elegant voice. He wore a tuxedo and appeared to be in his mid to late forties.
"Who are you? Why did the elevator bring me down here?" Laura asked anxiously.
"Do not be alarmed, ma'am. My name is Arnold. I'll be escorting you tonight."
"Where's Malcolm? I'm here to meet Malcolm," Laura insisted.
"You will see him soon enough. Shall we go now?"
Arnold lightly touched Laura's elbow and led her into a narrow hallway. She could barely make out what looked like light shining above and below a closed door to her left, about halfway down the hall. They were silently heading in that direction.
"We're here, ma'am," Arnold said. "Have a pleasant evening."
Arnold opened the door and Laura was struck by the intense brightness of the light. Arnold gently nudged her through the door and closed it behind her. Laura attempted to shield her eyes and make out anything in front of her. The best she could make out was that she stood on a wide stage and, perhaps, there were tables and chairs in the large space in front of the stage. Were there people in the chairs? The lights were simply too overwhelming to tell.
Then she began to notice the various items on the stage itself: a padded bench; a locker; a chair.
As Laura began to turn, the door behind her opened once more and two people—a man and a woman—emerged. Quiet applause rose from the area in front of the stage. Laura's head spun from the multitude of thoughts flowing through it.
The woman wore a tight leather bustier with garter straps and matching leather panties. Black silk stocking rose to the top of her thighs. She was about thirty, dark haired, tall, and very attractive. A quick glance at her body convinced Laura she was well endowed in all areas. The man was about the same age and dressed in a bathrobe. He, too, was fairly handsome with a dark goatee.
Without uttering a word, the woman approached Laura and slowly circled her, never taking her eyes off Laura's body. As directed by Malcolm, Laura was dressed casually: jeans and a comfortable top.
"What is this?" Laura finally said.
The woman slapped Laura loud enough for the sound to echo on the stage.
"Owwww!"
"You will not speak until told to," the woman demanded. "You MUST remain quiet."
"I want somebody to...," Laura said.
The slap that followed was harder than before. Laura put her hand on the part of her face that had taken the blow and glared into the eyes of her attacker.
"Silence!" the woman said forcefully.
Laura watched the woman move behind her.
"You will call me Adrianna from this point forward. And only when you are spoken to," she said. "Any further outbursts will have dire consequences."
Laura attempted one more time to make out shapes beyond the blinding lights. It was useless. She and the two people with her seemed isolated on the stage, although she knew others were watching.
Then Laura felt Adrianna's hands on her waist. Laura stood stiffly as the hands caressed her body, inching their way up her ribcage toward her breasts. They stopped just short and then moved back down. This time they proceeded past her waist and onto her jeans at the hips. Adrianna moved her fingers onto the flowing curves of Laura's ass.
Laura felt her body shudder from fear and...something. The hands were tender, almost loving. Then Adrianna was lifting Laura's top, exposing more and more of Laura's skin. She didn't stop until the shirt was above Laura's bra and tits. Helpless, Laura raised her arms and let Adrianna remove the top.
The silence in the large room was eerie. Only an occasional muffled cough or scratching of a chair on the floor could be heard. There was no talking.
Adrianna reached around and put her palms on the top of Laura's tits. She embraced them and squeezed a little harder, but nothing hurtful. Next, she began to open Laura's jeans and unhurriedly push them down her legs. Laura allowed Adrianna to remove her shoes and the jeans, knowing that disobedience was not an option.
Now, a few very hushed murmurs came from the audience. How many people were there? Were they all men? Was Malcolm one of them? Laura was afraid she may never know.
Adrianna's companion—the man in the bathrobe—remained off to the side, slightly behind Laura and Adrianna. His involvement was a mystery to Laura, but she suspected the onlookers knew his role. As her own disrobing continued, Laura's speculation about him grew more certain in her mind.
Adrianna was playing with Laura's bra straps, stretching them and eventually pulling them off her shoulders. A single attempt was all it took to unhook the bra. Adrianna held it in place for a moment before letting it fall off and into one of her hands.
The buzz of the audience grew louder. Still, no distinct words were heard. But there was definitely an ever-growing hum.
Adrianna's hands were all over Laura's tits, even though the leather-clad woman was still behind Laura. Their bodies were closer now and Laura felt the leather on her back and ass. Laura gasped when Adrianna pulled roughly on her nipples, the first thing she'd done to show physical aggression.
Then Laura's panties were being pulled down. She stood naked, not knowing who was watching or for what purpose. All the other incidents—the hotel room and the conference room—involved foes she could see and touch. This was a remoteness that Laura had trouble comprehending. She didn't like being out of control.
Adrianna had left her side for a moment. Laura thought she heard a rustling in the area of the locker, but she didn't look back. Soon, Adrianna was standing beside her. In her hand was the largest, thickest, most realistic looking vibrator Laura had ever seen. It turned on with a nasty hum that did not bode well for wherever it was placed.
Adrianna rested it on the inside of Laura's right thigh. Laura immediately flinched and unconsciously spread her legs a few more inches apart, trying to evade the object. Adrianna slid it higher and around the outer edges of Laura's pussy. Laura bit her lip and felt her entire body grow tense.
Adrianna purposely avoided touching Laura's clit, but Laura could still feel the vibration of the device. She only looked down once. After that, she followed the vibrator by the trail of taught nerves it left inside her body. Adrianna moved it over Laura's stomach and straight up towards her tits.
The nipples started to grow long before the vibrator entered the space between the tits. Adrianna slowed the pace to a crawl, allowing it to make contact with as much skin as possible on either side of Laura's cleavage. By the time the vibrator made contact with a nipple, Laura was ready to beg for it.
Laura exhaled an audible moan and Adrianna whispered a long 'Shhhhhhh', all the while applying more pressure on Laura's tit. The vibrator scraped back and forth with the ridges forcing the erect nipple to bend before springing back into place. Then Adrianna switched tits and caused more shocks to flow through Laura's body.
Mercifully, Adrianna moved on, taking the device onto Laura's back and ending up on her ass. But the drama had only begun. Laura felt it slither up and down her crack and then stop at a point where it could have easily gone into either her ass or cunt. Laura was prepared to risk punishment by objecting to any attempt to enter her ass.



Adrianna teased her for a moment, and then brought the vibrator back around to the front of her pussy.
"Spread your legs," Adrianna ordered.
Laura obeyed. She felt the pulsating get closer and closer to her clit. She closed her eyes when she knew it was about to hit it. Then it happened.
"Ohhhhh!"
"Shhhh. Quiet," Adrianna said.
Laura moaned as her clit exploded under the stimulation being applied. Deep inside her body Laura felt tremors that were new to her. Her cunt was dripping wet and screaming for something to enter it.
Adrianna moved the vibrator lower. Then she leaned over and began to lick one of Laura's tits. At the same time, Laura felt the bulbous head of the device spread her pussy lips apart and settle at the entrance to her cunt. Adrianna sucked on her nipple and bit her tit a little harder.
The tip of the vibrator threatened to penetrate. Adrianna's mouth and tongue worked on her tit with greater intensity. Laura was squirming.
"Do you want it to fuck you, Laura?"
She knew her name. Something about that eased some of Laura's fears and she hesitated.
"Do you?" Adrianna asked again.
Laura could only nod.
"Beg me."
"Please."
"Say my name, Laura."
"Please, Adrianna."
"Please what?"
"Please fuck me."
"Get on the bench," Adrianna told her. "With your head at this end."
In such a position, Laura's pussy would be pointing to the audience. The bench was barely wide enough to comfortably hold an average person. It was covered in thick padding and stood at a height that Laura would soon learn was for a purpose.
Once Laura was settled, Adrianna returned to her side, close to her pussy. The vibrator quickly took its place once more between Laura's legs, which were spread wide enough to almost hang off the sides of the bench. As before, Laura felt that penetration was imminent.
That's when the man came up to Laura's side and took over the job of licking and sucking on her tits. Lost in the delight of his ministrations was the fact the vibrator was ready to fulfill its real purpose.
Adrianna watched the head vanish. Laura screeched and was immediately warned to be quiet. Another half inch of the vibrator entered her and Laura gripped the sides of the bench. Adrianna applied more pressure and slowly but surely a full three inches was inside Laura's cunt. She stopped for a moment and then pushed again.
Laura could not possibly withhold the squeals of pain and pleasure that overtook her. Adrianna seemed to ignore them, making sure the vibrator was hitting every corner of the victim's cunt. The man bit her nipples harder, a seemingly minor act to Laura considering what was taking place around her pussy.
Soon, the man left her, only to return from the locker with a leather whip that he began to use on her tits. After a few light slaps, he moved down and aimed the tentacles at Laura's clit. That got her attention and new screams rang out.
Laura started to wriggle back and forth, nearly falling off the bench at least twice.
"We need volunteers," she heard Adrianna call out to the audience.
Within seconds, a middle-aged man and woman were standing next to Laura's head, reaching for her arms. They gripped the wrists and pulled them up so that Laura was fully stretched out. She struggled without any effect.
Laura felt an orgasm build. At least she could cry out without...
"From this point on, Laura, you will remain completely silent. Any sound will be dealt with harshly," Adrianna told her.
With those words, Adrianna and her companion began to strip. For the man, it was simple. He took off the bathrobe to reveal a raging erection. Adrianna was soon naked except for her stockings. The vibrator was left on its own inside Laura's cunt, continuing to arouse every nerve around it.
It was with considerable relief that Adrianna slowly withdrew it. Laura felt empty, but far less likely to cum in the next few seconds. Then the man moved between her legs.
"Your first partner tonight is Randall," Adrianna told Laura. "Do NOT cum under any circumstances."
It was the word 'first' that got Laura's attention. Then the sight of his cock heading for her cunt caught her eye and she tried to imagine how she would not cum. Her arms were still being held and Laura was powerless in any attempt to avoid what was being done to her.
Randall didn't waste much time. He spread Laura's legs and drove his cock into her with sudden and swift efficiency. Laura stifled as many whimpers as she could while Randall began to methodically fuck her.
Adrianna moved to Laura's side and leaned over the bench so that Laura had a tit at her mouth.
"You can let her go now," Adrianna told the other couple. "And please join us."
Laura put her arms at her side while Adrianna lowered her tit into Laura's mouth.
"Take it, Laura. Hold it in your hand."
Laura complied with the order and squeezed the tit, sucking on the large nipple and stroking it with her tongue. Out of the corner of her eye she could see the two audience members taking off the last of their clothes. How many more would there be? When could she finally cum?
Randall continued pounding into her, his hands gripping Laura's ass the entire time. Laura had to wrap her legs around his waist just to relieve the pressure on her leg muscles, and it only heightened the friction she was already feeling. Sucking on Adrianna's tit was actually a good distraction from the desperate need to cum.
Then the man who had been holding her arm was masturbating a very hard cock on the other side of the bench. At one point, Adrianna withdrew her tit and allowed the man to force Laura to take the cock into her mouth. A minute later, Laura turned to head only to find the man's female partner presenting her tit for Laura's attention.
The small orgy was interrupted a few minutes later for all to watch Randall pull out his cock and stroke it furiously. It was aimed directly at Laura's stomach. Randall's loud, guttural grunts and groans announced the inevitable. Long streams of white cum began to shoot out, landing in a wide swath from just below Laura's tits to her pussy.
Then all eyes switched to the other man, who came in torrents from beside Laura, covering her tits in more cum. In the end, he moved the cock to her mouth and made her lick the last few drops from the tip.
"Get up," Adrianna ordered.
Laura slid her legs off the bench, uncertain how much of the sticky cum would stay on her if she stood.
"Over here."
Laura hesitantly walked across the stage to where Adrianna stood. There appeared to be a drain in the floor at the spot where Adrianna had her stop. Adrianna reached behind a curtain and Laura waited. Then she felt the water; a few drips at first immediately followed by a steady shower of warm water from above.
"Clean up and we will continue," Adrianna told her.
Laura didn't know if the shower was for her convenience or a show for the crowd, or both. Either way, she pulled her damp hair back and started to wipe any remaining cum from her tits and stomach and pussy. She expected that the simple act of wiping equated to a good show, and she didn't out of her way to exaggerate her actions.
Before she was done, and without any verbal invitation, the remainder of the audience came onto the stage. There were perhaps twenty people, ranging in age from their twenties to fifties. All of them were handsome men and women in decent to good shape and, as they began to strip as a group, Laura could not find a single one that disgusted her.
Adrianna did not turn off the water until everyone on the stage was naked. One of the youngest women was handed a towel and she eagerly began to dry off Laura. Considerable attention was paid to Laura's tits, pussy, and ass, apparently to the delight of the men who sprouted early stages of erections after watching. The woman finished her task by taking a lusty mouthful of Laura's tit while planting her hand on top of Laura's pussy. It reminded Laura of how badly she still needed to have an orgasm.
The group stood in a semicircle around Laura, who waited for the next move. It came unexpectedly and from behind. A pair of hands were on her tits. Then a cock was pressed against her ass.
"Good evening, Laura."
She recognized the voice immediately. It was Malcolm.
"Are you ready for the real show to begin?" he asked, massaging her tits a little rougher.
Real show? Everything else had been preliminaries?
Malcolm took hold of Laura's arms and lifted them at the same time that she heard a rattling of chains, or something, from above. She looked up and could only watch in despair as Malcolm inserted her wrists into the shackles. Once secured, he let go and walked around to stand in front of her.
"The repayment plan starts tonight, Laura...with interest," Malcolm said. "I would be very disappointed in the position you've put yourself in with my investor friends if it wasn't for the fact you came crawling back to me on your hands and knees begging for help. And speaking of begging..."
He rubbed her clit and saw the agony on her face.
"When you are ready to cum, just let me know," he said. "Ask me nice and I'll consider it. But first, some more retribution for your unwise exploits."
Malcolm turned to face the others on the stage. "Ladies first," he said. "Don't hold back."
Like a swarm, the seven or eight ladies present surrounded Laura and assaulted every inch of her body. Hands, tongues and lips were everywhere. Two were between her legs. Three more were at her tits. A couple more were behind her exploring her ass. The more Laura twisted and struggled, the harder they held her in place and brought her closer and closer to cumming.
"Oh God, stop. Please stop!" she moaned.
Adrianna was between Laura's legs. She allowed the pleadings to go on, knowing that Malcolm was in control now.
Laura's shackles contained enough slack to let her bend over quite a way. As a result, several of the women forced Laura to suck on their tits. Some of them masturbated while being licked by Laura and she knew at least one of them had cum during the process.
Meanwhile, men had raided the locker and were using various items to flog and penetrate Laura as the ladies gave way.
"No! Please," Laura cried out as an object entered her pussy.
Malcolm knew it was almost time. Men began to take turns substituting their cocks for vibrators and dildos. Sometimes they entered from in front; sometimes from behind; sometimes in her cunt and sometimes in her ass. One by one they came in or on Laura.
Then Malcolm was standing in front of her. Laura looked dazed.
"Are you ready to cum?"
"Yes," Laura said.
Malcolm's hand was on her clit. Then his cock was ready to enter her and he was holding her by the ass. Without further warning, he violently thrust into her and Laura screamed out.
"Tell me you want to cum, Laura."
"Yes. Please let me."
He fucked her harder and faster. Laura winced from pain and the need to climax.
"Beg me to let you cum."
"God, please Malcolm. Please let me cum now."
She wasn't sure another fifteen seconds would pass before she came.
"You lying, cheating bitch," Malcolm growled. "You don't deserve this. But cum for your audience. Cum hard, Laura."
She yelled out from all of her pent up frustration and started to orgasm. The only sounds were her and Malcolm. The entire audience was standing a few feet away, watching in awe as Laura writhed under the shackles. A few people masturbated. The rest watched.
Malcolm soon joined Laura in a long, loud orgasm. He held her tightly and slammed his cock into her faster and faster. Their bodies slapped together for another sixty seconds before it was almost over. Laura's face was flushed and ringlets of hair on her forehead showed the effects of perspiration. In the end she just hung from the chains, limp and exhausted.
The final acts were a few more men stroking their cocks until cum spewed over her body in both the front and back.
Malcolm's point had been made. Mess with him or his friends and there would be consequences. Might she benefit in some way? Perhaps. Might she have to pay more interest in the long run? Perhaps.
It was a risk Laura had always taken.
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My name is Megan and I love to make dreams come true. Sometimes they are my dreams, but like the old saying goes, it is better to give than to receive. On rare occasions when things fall into place perfectly, everybody gets what they dream of.
I'm twenty eight and live in the Midwest. Someday I'll figure out what to do with my life. I did the mandatory (in my family, anyway) college routine, majoring in parties. I've worked on and off as a legal secretary, but it generally bores me. Besides, most of the attorneys strictly follow their firms' rules of 'hands off the secretaries.'
I mean, why be a legal secretary if you can't find a rich, single attorney?
So I agreed to work in the deli owned by my on-again, off-again boyfriend, Rick. He's about ten years older than me, but doesn't look it. I've always liked older guys; especially good looking, well built ones who love to fuck. Using those criteria, Rick is the best guy I've ever known.
But no matter how satisfied he keeps me, my longstanding love of flirting has never faded. Part of the allure of flirting is knowing that the guy you are flirting with has a dream. I enjoy giving the right guy reason to believe his dream could come true.
The opportunities I have to flirt are endless because Rick has me work the counter and cash register at the deli. Each day, hundreds of people come in during breakfast and lunch. The counter is not one of those shoulder high things you see in New York. It comes up to about my waist, so I'm constantly leaning over to write orders.
You're probably already envisioning the scene. I wear lots of t-shirts and tank tops. I have very average breasts that would nicely fill a B-cup if I ever bothered to buy a bra. I hate bras.
I love looking up at a male customer and finding his eyes squarely planted on my semi-exposed tits. As long as it doesn't interfere with taking the order and getting his money, it doesn't bother me. In fact, I like it. Call me an exhibitionist. I've been called worse.
My second favorite task at work is cleaning the tables. That gives me an opportunity to flash tits AND ass as I quickly move from one table to the next, bending over as I spray them and wipe them down. I can feel my shirt rise up and my jeans or shorts ride a little lower on my ass. I can also feel the eyes of the men around me.
We have regular customers—ones that come in several times a week. I know most of them by name and they appreciate the fact that I know their orders; who wants hot mustard or no onions or rye bread.
Brian is one of my favorite regulars.
Brian is probably in his early forties; very professional; very striking, and a little shy. He orders the daily special, no matter what it is. I've been attracted to him from the start and had to be extra attentive to get him to acknowledge me over a period of time. He's one who is a little more discreet in his efforts to catch a fleeting glimpse of my breasts. I think it's cute.
Recently, he even mentioned a slight change in the way I styled my shoulder length brown hair. So, I knew then that he was ripe for further flirting and teasing.
He kind of became a target for me. The poor man never knew what hit him.
I have to admit that I never intended for things to go as far as they did, but at the same time I never tried very hard to prevent it, either. It was one of those snowball effects that kept going and going and going. The initial push down the hill occurred one day after work, in the middle of the afternoon, as I was walking down the sidewalk on the way to a bus stop.
"Hey, Megan. Need a ride?"
I turned to face the car that pulled up next to me. Brian was driving.
"Oh, hi. No. That's OK. I'm taking a bus. My car is in the shop...again," I told him.
It was oppressively hot outside and I could feel the air conditioning from the car hit my face as I leaned closer.
"You sure?" he asked. "I have plenty of time, wherever you need to go."
I was still inclined to decline, but the cool air and the thought of riding with him changed my mind. It wasn't like I was getting into the car of a total stranger. Kind of.
"Oh...OK," I finally said.
I quickly jogged around the back of the car and jumped in the front seat. He was pulling back into traffic as I pulled the seat belt across my chest and lap. I saw him watching me.
"Where to?" he asked.
"Uh, Victorian Village area. High and Fifth. I can walk the rest of the way."
It was a twenty minute drive at the most. How much trouble could I get into in that short amount of time, right?
In the couple of minutes that it took me to explain my car problems, Brian inspected every inch of my legs up to the bottom of my shorts and the enticing view created by the seat belt slanting between my breasts. I didn't react, but as each mile passed it became harder and harder not to. I turned so I was facing him a little bit more, causing the seat belt to tug on my t-shirt and offer more cleavage than before. I curled one leg under me and went into full flirt mode.
We were only about five minutes away from my place when I finally undid the seat belt and scooted over on the seat. Traffic was almost nonexistent as we were now in a neighborhood and off the main streets. I put a hand on the top of Brian's right leg.
"Thanks for the ride, Brian," I said with a slight movement of my hand up and down his leg. "I owe you a free Coke at lunch...or something."
His nervous grin proved to me I was having the desired effect. "Anytime, Megan."
"It's right up here," I said. "At the next stop sign, turn right. Then pull into the first alley on the right."
My hand was on the inside of his thigh by the time we were in the alley that led behind my house. As normal, there wasn't a soul in sight.
"Right here. Just pull over," I told him.
Brian pulled into a spot behind the garage and put the car in park.
I was already leaning over to him. My lips touched the side of his face at the same time that my fingers slid up the outside of his pants to his crotch. He smiled and turned to face me with the intent of saying something, but my mouth was on top of his before he could speak. The kiss and my hand's contact with his cock were simultaneous.
The results were predictable. He grew harder by the second as my tongue slid inside his mouth and my hand clutched at his cock. Brian's kiss was tentative, but his erection was definite. Even through his pants I felt him grow longer and longer, harder and harder.
I ended the kiss and used both hands to quickly open and unzip his pants. I saw him look around the deserted alley.
"Megan. I don't think you..."
"Shhhhhhh," I replied. "Relax."
By then I had his throbbing penis out of his pants and in my right hand. I had to admit that I was pleasantly surprised at the size of the thing and somewhat disappointed that I knew I wouldn't be able to do much with it under the circumstances. Still, I stroked it a couple times and then lowered my head.
"Megan!"
This time my response was a long lick from the base to the tip of his cock. I heard him moan as I circled the huge head with my tongue. I put it between my lips and waited. A couple seconds later, I started down.
Brian's entire body stiffened. I saw him do another reconnaissance of the neighborhood and then I concentrated on giving him the quickest, but best, blowjob of his life. The entire time, I tried to imagine his cock splitting open my pussy while I squeezed him with my warm, moist hole. I was probably closer to cumming than he was when he said with alarm, "Megan! Stop!"
I only opened my mouth wide enough to say, "Why?"
"Somebody's coming," he said in a hushed tone.
"Yeah. You are."
"Get up," he said, pushing my head away and at the same time frantically trying to get his huge, wet cock back inside his pants.
I smiled at the scene as I sat up, not even looking around to determine if the offending passerby was on foot or in a car. It didn't matter to me. My point had been made.
"You're no fun," I said mockingly.
"Do you think I WANTED you to stop?"
"Sounded like it," I said. "Anyway, thanks for the ride, Brian. Have a fun ride home."
I made sure my eyes were locked firmly on his crotch as I spoke. After getting out of the car, I looked at him and licked my lips. The look on his face was priceless: half desperation; half panic. He sped away kicking up gravel in his haste.
Brian waited nearly a week before coming back to the deli for lunch. That didn't surprise me. But if he thought it was over, he was sadly mistaken. On top of that, he chose to come alone and he came near the end of the lunch rush. Bad choices—unless, of course, he wanted to talk to me.
He had been eating for about ten minutes when I found an opportunity to grab a towel and the table cleaner and head out into his section, wiping tables one by one as I got closer to him. I gave Brian every conceivable angle to view my body. Then I was next to him.
"Hey, Megan. Do you guys do catering?" Brian asked.
"Lunch?" I said, turning to face him.
"Yes."
"Sure," I said. "What do you have in mind?"
"We have a big staff meeting coming up. It would just be sandwiches," he said.
"We do box lunches that include chips and one side," I explained. "Talk to Rick about the specifics."
Brian nodded and I added, "Oh. And I'll deliver it. I expect a tip."
He saw my eyes peering at his crotch.
"I do kinda owe you," he said.
"I won't leave until I'm sure you're satisfied with the service."
With that, I twirled away and left him with a view of my swaying ass. I never expected the introverted man to address what happened in his car, especially while sitting in a public deli. I just wanted him to think about what might happen on the day I 'delivered' lunch.
That day came one week later. I had sufficient warning to know to wear something special to work. I chose one of my tightest denim skirts and a sleeveless blouse with plenty of buttons and no bra. My goal was to make Brian's choice of sides as difficult as possible.
I was a little surprised that I was as nervous as I was as the time to make the delivery approached. After all, it was very possible I would get to Brian's office and not be able to do anything except drop off the ten boxes. On the other hand, it was very possible I would be able to tease him just a little bit more and get closer to my ultimate objective: bringing Brian to his knees, quite literally.
It wasn't until I was almost ready to walk out the door with the order that I asked Rick what Brian had ordered.
"Ten daily specials," he replied.
I grinned and shrugged. "Of course. Men are so predictable."
Brian's office building was one of the newer ones in town, with wide open spaces in the lobby and lots of glass everywhere. It didn't bode well for my objective of being alone, privately, with Brian as I envisioned all the offices on the upper floors being the same design.
But I felt better when I got off the elevator and saw that the layout was more traditional, with plenty of awful cubicles in the center and closed offices around the outside.
The receptionist was quick to spot me. Perhaps it was the two huge plastic bags full of box lunches.
"Is this lunch for the staff meeting?" she inquired when I got closer.
"Yes. For Brian," I said.
"In here," the middle-aged woman said, rising from her seat and leading me down a hallway.
Soon, we were entering a conference room with a twenty foot long table in the center and a dozen or so high-back seats surrounding it.
"Just put it on the table for now," the receptionist said.
I was fearful that my visit might be considerably shorter than I desired when, out of the corner of my eye, I saw somebody enter the room.
"Hello, Megan. Right on time."
Brian smiled as I stepped back from the table, empty handed. I returned his smile.
"Thanks, Mary Ann. I'll take it from here," Brian told the receptionist with authority.
We waited for her to exit. In those few seconds, Brian took a visual inventory of my outfit.
"I hope everybody enjoys the lunch," I said.
"Oh, I'm sure they will."
He walked over to me.
"Here's your receipt," I said, watching him quickly stuff the piece of paper in his pants pocket. "We don't include a gratuity."
"Then we'll need to work something out separately, won't we?"
I grinned.
"Come with me," he said.
A short walk brought us to the largest, most ornate office I'd ever seen—not that I'd seen that many. But this one was gorgeous and, best yet, totally private when Brian shut the door behind us.
"Isn't Rick expecting you back soon?" Brian asked.
"Yeah. So?"
I strode just ahead of Brian, around his desk, and towards his executive chair. I dragged my fingers across the top of the smoothly finished desk. Then I plopped down into the chair, tilting it backwards and rotating it until I faced him. He stared at my slouching body with just the look I was after...pure lust.
"Then I shouldn't keep you long," he said.
I slipped one foot out of my shoe and lifted it to the front of his pants, planting it squarely on his cock.
"But I want to keep YOU long."
There was no doubt in my mind he had a view of my panties as my foot pressed harder on his crotch. Brian put both hands under my calf and slowly moved his hands up past my knee and onto my thigh. I felt shivers deep inside my pussy as he gently massaged my leg. I could feel his erection growing.
Two buttons at the top of my blouse were already open. I used both hands to open the third, revealing a good portion of both tits and giving Brian an opportunity to gaze. But only momentarily. His hands progressed up my leg and under my skirt, causing his eyes to refocus in that area. I slid a hand inside my blouse as his fingers reached the bottom of my panties.
My leg was bent to give him access to my pussy, but my foot never lost contact with his ever-hardening cock. I rubbed it the best I could using my toes and the sole of my foot. All the while, he watched me play with my tit under the thin material of my blouse.
His hand began to sense the moisture collecting on my panties. He pressed the fabric against my skin, searching out my throbbing clit and succeeding in finding it, resulting in a quiet sigh of delight from me.
"Is this the appetizer? Your succulent clit?" he said.
"Or perhaps...," I said, pulling aside my blouse to reveal one tit and a fully erect nipple.
I squirmed in the chair as his hand slid inside my panties and worked over my clit with renewed vigor. Then, without ever taking his hand off my pussy, he brushed my foot away with his other hand and came closer. He leaned down and put my tit in his mouth, licking and sucking on it until I was ready to cry out with pleasure. Two of his fingers found my pussy and were forcefully thrust inside.
"Oh God!"
"Quiet," he whispered.
I was gasping from the attention he was paying my tit and pussy. He seemed to have no intent on stopping until I came, which wasn't going to be much longer.
"C'mon, Megan. I want to hear you moan when you cum."
I undid one more button on the blouse and he eagerly switched tits. Then I clutched at his cock and wrapped my fingers around it the best I could through his pants. I stroked him frantically while my orgasm approached.
"Oh my God, Brian. Yes!"
He was finger fucking me harder, faster. He bit my nipple and pulled on it with his teeth. I lifted my ass off the chair and waited for the inevitable climax.
Then the buzzing of his phone nearly made me jump straight up.
"Shit!" Brian exclaimed, removing his hand from my pussy.
He punched at the phone.
"Yes," he said in an undeniable tone of frustration.
"Mr. Collins is here for lunch," a female voice informed him.
"I'll be right there."
He stood up in front of me, the bulge in his pants very, very noticeable.
"That's my boss," he said. "Get dressed. We have to go."
As I buttoned my blouse, I said, "I guess we ARE even now."
"Sorry. Maybe next time," Brian replied.
As I walked back to the deli, I knew there would be a next time but wondered what Brian thought. Did he believe his one chance was gone forever? Would he try to find a way to be with me again?
The image of the tent in the front of his pants made me smile. The poor man. I considered it my duty to make things 'straight' with him. This time, there would be no interruptions.
Several more days passed before Brian came back to the deli for lunch. He looked especially good in his perfectly ironed shirt and tie; or I was especially horny. Either way, he was about to get the offer of a lifetime.
I lingered behind the counter during the worst of the lunch hour rush and then meandered over to Brian's table. I pulled out the extra chair and sat down.
"Good to see you again, Brian," I said.
"You, too."
"Do you think it's time to finally, um, finish what we started?" I asked.
"Right now? Here?"
The smirk on his face assured me he was teasing.
"We do have a storage room. But I had something more private in mind."
He sneered. "Privacy doesn't seem to matter to you."
I leaned over the table and said softly, "That was foreplay."
When I knew I had his attention, I added, "Can you find my place again if you had to?"
"Yep."
"Good," I said. "Can you come by Friday night?"
"Yep."
"Park in the back, by the garage. Come to the back door. Is seven o'clock OK?"
He thought for a second. "Yep."
"I'll be ready."
I smiled and left him alone with his thoughts. I hoped the reality would be even better than anything he was dreaming of.
There's a special satisfaction I get out of making older guys' dreams come true. Most of the time it's in the form of online video chats where I flash a little skin and watch some guy I don't know shoot cum out of a cock I'll never touch. It's safe and fairly harmless.
But there's nothing quite like the physical act; watching the look on his face; hearing the groans of pleasure normally reserved for his private masturbation moments while watching porn flicks on his iPad.
I didn't know Brian's personal habits. I didn't care. But he was cute and had a great cock and I wanted it. In the process, I would have fulfilled a dream. Not a bad tradeoff.
The night Brian was scheduled to arrive, I wore a football jersey with a pair of terry cloth shorts underneath that were half the size of typical boxer shorts. The jersey was a woman's cut, with a deep dip in the neckline and a snug fit everywhere else. It hid the shorts very well and made it appear I had nothing else on. I didn't plan on wearing the jersey for too long.
When I heard the knock on the back door at a few minutes past seven, I peeked out the kitchen window and saw Brian, ever the professional, in dress shorts and a golf shirt. I smiled to myself and opened the door.
"You found it. I'm glad," I said.
"I'm not sure I can easily forget that parking spot."
I let him in and closed the door.
"Will you pay attention to me this time?" I asked.
He glanced up and down my body. "No problem."
I wanted to set the tone early. I moved closer him and started a long, passionate kiss. Our arms wrapped around each other and he had to figure out very quickly that there wasn't much under the jersey. I felt his hands, always outside the shirt, clutching at my ass. I made sure he felt my tits against his chest.
Eventually I broke off the kiss and said, "Let's go into the other room."
Brian looked a little dazed as we entered the family room and I offered him a drink, which he accepted. A few moments later, we were together on the couch chatting as if we'd known each other forever. For all his timidity, Brian was certainly capable of holding his own in a conversation. It's one of many reasons why I love older men.



I curled up comfortably and, without having to try very hard, presented him with lots of good views of my legs and chest. He was scarcely even attempting to hide his inspection of me. So, when the time was right, I put the wheels in motion.
"What's your favorite fantasy, Brian?"
"What do you mean?" he asked with surprise in his voice.
"Your favorite sexual fantasy."
We had been talking about so many mundane things like work and hobbies and such that the sudden departure into a new realm unsettled him. He might not have known whether to take me seriously or not. But my look convinced him I was dead serious.
"Sexual fantasy?" he repeated. "Gee, I don't know."
"Come on, Brian. Every man has sexual fantasies. Tell me the one you think about the most."
He stared at me and then out the window for a moment. Finally, he looked back, grinned anxiously, and said, "I think about you working nude at the deli."
We were on the right track, I thought.
"I would, but Rick would kill me," I said.
Brian laughed. "I bet he would. But it would help business."
"What else? What others do you have?" I asked him.
He was practically squirming on the couch, but I was going to prod him until he brought up something that would allow me to act on it.
"I don't know. I liked it when you were in my office. I kind of always wanted to have sex in...well, maybe not public, but...you know...where somebody might see us," he said as if embarrassed.
"But not in your car in the alley," I said.
I thought for sure he blushed. It was working.
"I wasn't, um, expecting that," he stammered.
"Would you do it if you were expecting it?"
He nodded slightly. "Probably."
"I would," I added. "I want to make a fantasy of yours come true, Brian. Do you want that?"
My jersey was pulled up to my waist and my shorts were pulled tight against my pussy in plain view. The bulge in his shorts was growing.
He bobbed his head sheepishly.
"Tell me what you want to do," I told him.
"Any sex with you would be a fantasy, Megan."
I got up off the couch and walked towards the window.
"If I opened the drapes all the way and we had sex right here, then somebody might see us. Is that something you would like?" I asked.
I didn't wait for an answer. I reached up and pulled on the string to open the drapes. The late evening sunlight flooded the room and I looked out onto the yard and sidewalk and street. I felt confident the only people who might see anything were the occasional dog walkers, but only if they happened to look in anyway.
I turned to look at Brian.
"Stand up," I told him. "Take off your clothes, Brian. I want to see you."
It wasn't my normal approach, but it wasn't my style to fuck men in front of my picture window, either. Brian obeyed nicely and had his shoes, socks, and shirt off in seconds. He slowed a bit when it came to his pants. Then he was pulling off his underwear and revealing his thickening cock.
Once again, my heart raced at the sight of it. This might have been part of Brian's fantasy, but I wasn't exactly hating it. I took two steps toward him until we were a few feet apart. I very slowly lifted my jersey and pulled it over my head. As I tossed it aside, I could see Brian's eyes locked on my breasts...and his cock approaching full erection.
I slid both hands inside my panties and gradually shifted them until my fingers were barely touching my clit. I let Brian watch for a few seconds and then I pushed down on the panties. In slow motion I removed them and stood naked in front of the window and Brian.
My inclination was to either jump on him or dive face first onto his cock. Instead, I asked Brian, "What next?"
"Turn around, Megan."
As much as I loved to show off my body in clothes at work, there was nothing like having a man look me over from a few feet away. Every nerve in my body was on edge, so when he reached out and put his fingers on my ass, I flinched noticeably.
His touch was gentle. Only once during his tactile inspection of both cheeks did he grip them and squeeze. Even then, it was tender. My pussy was drenched already.
It didn't take long for his hands to move around my body and onto my tits. That was when I felt his hard cock on my ass and my need for it reached the critical stage. I restrained the urge to demand that he fuck me and let him play with my tits all he wanted. He pulled and twisted the nipples until I was rubbing my ass against him in a near frantic frenzy. Brian held me tighter as we stood a few feet from the window.
It was getting darker and it would be easier to see inside. A car went past as Brian cupped my breasts in both hands. His cock settled into the crack of my ass with the tip extending onto my back.
"Are you going to keep the drapes open?" Brian asked in a soft voice.
"If you want."
"Yes. I like that," he said into my ear.
One of his hands was sliding down to my pussy and soon it was massaging my clit and probing my soaking wet pussy. I tilted my head back and sighed loudly.
"Turn around," he told me.
I hated to give up the wonderful sensation of his hands all over me, but he quickly leaned down to take a breast into his mouth and I was back in heaven again. He sucked on both tits for a couple minutes and then, finally, was kneeling down between my legs.
I spread them for him and only had to wait a few seconds before Brian's tongue was lapping at my pussy. It seemed to be everywhere, but ultimately concentrated on my throbbing, erect clit. I felt his lips wrap around it and his entire mouth began to work it over. I moaned with delight and put my hands on his head to pull it even closer.
Brian was driving me wild with his incredible oral skills. He clung to my ass with both hands and I thought I was going to explode in his face. Then his tongue was inserted inside my pussy and I cried out.
"Oh my God, Brian! You have to fuck me. Now!"
"It's your choice," he said as he stood up.
I wasn't going to get fancy at this point. I lowered myself onto my back on the carpeted floor and motioned for him to join me. Brian's cock looked massive as he hovered over me. He kneeled down again, but was far enough forward that his cock descended straight onto my face.
I eagerly took hold of it with one hand and guided the head into my mouth. All of my pent-up horniness was released in a furious assault on Brian's cock. He assisted by starting a rhythmic fucking motion while I sucked and licked. Soon, I could taste the precum.
Brian didn't waste any more time. He pulled out of my mouth, placed the wet cock between my legs, and prepared to enter my pussy. I watched him attentively as he expertly got into position and lowered himself onto me.
"Ready?" he asked.
"Yes," I said, trying not to sound too desperate.
The entire neighborhood could have been at the window watching for all I cared. If it excited Brian, great. I just wanted to fuck.
After everything we'd done up to that point, I expected a slow, steady penetration. To my surprise, and delight, Brian's cock was driven into me with unexpected speed and force. I squealed as he drove into me up to his balls and collapsed into my arms.
Within seconds of starting, we were in a tight embrace, rolling back and forth on the carpet as we fucked. My legs wrapped around his waist and, at times, I was on top. Then we'd roll the other way and he was pushing down on me with all the energy necessary to get us both closer and closer to our orgasms. His cock was fantastic—long, hard, and thick.
Brian would occasionally suck on my tits or use a hand to rub my clit. Other times he would hold me up by the ass and change the angle of his attack. Normally, I could hold out until long after a guy was ready to cum. Not this time.
"Oh fuck," I moaned. "That is so good."
"Tell me when you're ready."
I told him the truth. "Almost. Oh God. Almost!"
He fucked me harder. His strength was very surprising and I found myself being held up off the floor as much as I was on it. I thought I was floating at times, holding onto him with my arms and legs and his cock drilling me like a piston.
"Brian! Yes! Yesssss!"
He kissed me passionately and I was about to go over the edge. Somewhere in the midst of that exchange of tongue, I tried to tell him. My orgasm had started.
He figured it out and spent what seemed like an eternity using his cock to get me through the first of what I was sure would be many climaxes. I was crying out meaningless sounds that were being driven by my pussy and Brian's own moans were getting louder.
When he laid me on the floor one last time, I knew it was time. With a thunderous grunt and an almost violent thrust, his cock began to unload shot after shot of cum. My first orgasm quickly morphed into a second and third as Brian continued to fuck me even as his cock emptied and became a little softer.
After a while, we were just holding each other, panting and feeling the last effects of wonderful orgasms. I squeezed his cock with my pussy and he moaned.
"I can't," he admitted. "It was too good. I'm drained."
"Oh! Did you cum already?"
Brian scowled and playfully threatened to slap me. I grabbed his wrist instead.
"How about you?" he asked.
"Maybe once. But I could again, I bet."
"What would help?"
I smiled. "Use that tongue again."
Instantly, Brian was between my legs, spreading them apart with his hands and beginning to lick my pussy, now covered in the sweet juices of my orgasm. He found my clit and began to lick it and suck on it. I closed my eyes and just enjoyed it.
Once again, he was extraordinary. Brian clearly would have stayed there all night if that's what it took to get me off. From my experience, there's not a better orgasm in the world than the one brought on by good oral sex after fucking. Yes, it took longer. But it was well worth the wait.
I played with my tits. Brian licked my clit and pussy. My body stiffened and my stomach was tied up in a knot. Deep inside I felt it start.
"Yes! Yes, Brian. Just like that!"
My ass squirmed on the carpet and then rose toward his mouth.
"Ahhhhhhh. Fuck! Nowwwwwww!"
Sometimes I simply get lost in orgasms. Time stops. My brain closes down except for the explosions inside my pussy. My hips moved as if Brian's tongue was a cock. I groaned with each new eruption.
And then it was over and I stretched out limp on the floor. Brian was on top of me again. I saw him look out the window into the dusk and smile. I didn't even ask.
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I was told that the drive into Camp Larry Horton would relieve me of all my fears. I was skeptical, of course. This was my first full-time position as a young adult camp coordinator and nothing seemed capable of alleviating the butterflies in my stomach.
But soon after turning off the main road onto the dirt and gravel path leading to the camp, I began to believe. Dense woods on either side of the car quickly blocked out civilization's existence. I was only twenty miles from the center of downtown, but I might as well have been in the Alaska wilderness.
Each turn in the narrow road revealed even more beautiful scenery. After three quarters of a mile I was actually feeling rejuvenated. I crossed over a crystal clear creek and slowed to take in the idyllic surroundings. Damn, it was working. I hate it when my friends are right.
Soon, the first rustic building came into sight and I knew from the descriptions provided to me in advance that it was the office. I pulled into the undersized parking area and turned off the car, allowing myself a few extra seconds to completely compose myself before getting out.
The early September air was fresh. Temperatures during the day were still climbing into the eighties, even approaching ninety on occasion, but the mornings were much more fall-like. Among the first things I noticed outside the car was the near-total silence. A few birds made the only sound aside from my shoes on the gravel as I approached the office.
The creaking of the front screen door made me look up and take notice of the first human I'd seen since leaving the main road. Justine was the Director of Activities at the camp and one of the key people in getting me hired. She strolled onto the porch and opened her arms in a welcoming sign.
"Traci. I'm so glad to see you again," she said, embracing me.
Justine was in her late forties, making her twice my age. She was tall and gangly with short hair, a dark tan bordering on leathery skin, and a strong voice sure to put fear into the most mischievous camper.
"Hi, Justine. I can't believe today is really here," I told her.
She laughed and put her arm around me. "Everything will be fine. We wouldn't have hired you if we thought you couldn't do this. You were made for it. The kids will love you."
"But they're not kids," I said with a bit of panic in my voice. "They're in college. I was in college a couple years ago myself."
"They're freshmen," Justine assured me. "Eighteen years old. You'll be like an older sister to them. Perfect for what we need."
"I hope you're right. You know more about this than I do."
Justine smiled. "C'mon in. I'll show you around."
I probably only retained half of what she was telling me during the ensuing fifteen minute tour of the simple office because my mind was still blurry from first-day-on-the-job jitters. Justine promised me we would sit down later and discuss in more detail what my role would be when the students started arriving the next day. All I knew at the moment was that it was an orientation program sponsored by a local college; team building and bonding.
It was right up my alley, of course, but that didn't mean I wasn't apprehensive. These were going to be real people under my supervision for several days in a close environment. And they would be having their own apprehension about starting college and being away from home for the first time and...God, I was a nervous wreck.
Justine was still talking. "OK. Let's go out back and I'll show you your cabin."
I followed Justine out the back door of the office, across a small patch of scrubby grass, and onto the front porch of my cabin. It was made of wood, but not logs. It was one story with a large window in the front and wooden beams holding up a rickety roof over the porch. Inside, it was split into four main rooms: a living room with fireplace, a kitchen and eating area, a bedroom and a bathroom. It smelled of disinfectant and bug spray.
"These were never intended to replicate a Hilton," Justine said. "As you know, meals will be served in the dining hall, but you can cook whatever else you need in here. As you saw, we have a washer and dryer in the back of the office that you can use. Other than that, we can't offer much."
"It'll be fine," I said. "I didn't bring much."
"The cabins the students will be in are built for two and everybody this week will have a roommate," Justine told me. "It's very rare that we don't have issues with that when we have college kids here. So be prepared. The college insists that we keep that arrangement because they think it helps get them acclimated to dorm life. I'm not so sure."
I deferred to Justine's experience at the camp, but remembered my own period of adjustment at school. Having two in a cabin would be better than three, I thought to myself, where two roommates could team up against the third. In any case, I would keep it in mind.
Justine and I spent the rest of the day touring the multi-acre camp and going over the schedule. Then I unpacked. I sat in my tiny living room and looked over the list of two dozen students who would be attending the camp, but that did me little good until I could meet them face-to-face and interact with them the way I was trained to do. I believed I was a good listener and would become a very good one-on-one counselor. I had less confidence in my ability at conflict resolution when two or more people were involved.
Early the next morning, they started to arrive. The college had done a good job in selecting the attendees; half male and half female. Cabins were pre-assigned and the toughest task was directing everybody down the numerous paths that led to cabins in the woods. As I expected, there were vocal leaders and quiet followers. But they all seemed anxious to be away from campus for a few days at the start of their first year.
The dining hall at the camp also served as the meeting place for when Justine or I had to address them as a group. Justine ran the introductory session right before lunch and then we ate together. It was the first chance to get to know most of the kids better and I was feeling more confident at the end. They were just normal students. I was pretty sure I could handle that.
The afternoon began with the first of the team-building exercises that I was to lead. It was designed to be a low stress activity to get the kids interacting with each other and that's how it turned out. It gave me a chance to learn a little bit more about each of their personalities and one girl, in particular, had my attention.
Her name was on my list as Samantha, but everyone quickly learned she went by Sam. She was a natural blonde, an inch or two above average height, with a well-developed body and a bashfulness that always attracted me in women. It struck me from that very first activity that Sam could be vulnerable in the camp setting. She was clearly less social than most of her classmates and it worried me that she might not fit in.
I watched her move about with athletic ease and grace, but mingling with the others in an informal way just wasn't her style. I saw two guys approach her within the first couple hours, seemingly with the goal of becoming friends, but she put them off politely. This wouldn't have concerned me except for the fact Sam seemed no more inclined to befriend one of the other girls.
In the evening we had just one group activity and then let everybody go back to their cabins. There were no cabins assigned as co-ed and the students were advised to keep it that way. But Justine and I knew visits would be made, as long as no 'all nighters' took place.
I was back in my cabin by ten, glad to be through the first day without incident. I changed out of my camp uniform into more comfortable shorts and a t-shirt and went to the kitchen to find a light snack to watch TV with. As I stood by the refrigerator, movement outside the tiny side window caught my eye. In the darkness, somebody was approaching my cabin and it appeared to be a female.
Half expecting them to walk past, I was a bit surprised—or perhaps, more accurately, disappointed—when I heard a soft knock on my door. I put down my plate and headed that way. With no way of seeing who it was, I opened the door with a little unease.
A very distraught looking Sam stared in at me sheepishly. She had obviously been crying.
"Traci, I...I'm sorry," she said with a trembling voice. "Can I c...come in?"
I was pretty sure more tears started before the door was closed behind her.
"What's the matter, Sam?" I said.
"I d...don't know if I can do this."
"Do what?" I asked, trying not to sound disturbed.
"Stay here. I mean, do this camp for three days," she sniffled. "Stephanie had some friends over just now and I...I...damn it, Traci, I felt so out of place and pretty soon they were pretty much just ignoring me and...and..."
Sam broke into uncontrollable sobbing. I instinctively wrapped my arms around the young woman, who stood shaking within my grasp, her hands covering her face.
"It's OK, Sam," I said, running my hands over her soft hair. "Starting college is tough. I know. Being away from home; new friends."
"I feel so out of place," Sam said between sobs. "I couldn't make friends in high school and I just know it's going to be the same here. My Mom..."
I waited for her to finish, but she never did. Instead, her arms enclosed my waist in a tight hug.
"Your Mom what?" I asked quietly.
There was a long delay before her reply. "My Mom...well...kind of knows how to...you know...make me feel better."
"I can't be your Mom, Sam."
Sam said, "But you can help. You can do what she does, Traci."
It never struck me not to ask the obvious question. "What is that?"
Sam slowly took my arms in her hands, holding me by the wrists, and brought them to the front of her body. I watched as Sam placed them in the middle of her t-shirt, just below her breasts. Before I had a chance to comprehend what was happening, Sam was pulling my hands onto her breasts on the outside of her shirt.
I could easily tell that she didn't have a bra on. The tits were large and firm and her nipples began to stiffen under my touch. I looked at the last of Sam's tears sliding down her beautiful face and my pussy ached with desire.
"No, Sam. I can't."
Still, she never let go and I never tried to pull my hands away.
"You have to, Traci. Or I'll go crazy."
I was torn between my duties as a counselor and my craving for the innocent girl in front of me. Finally, I said, "Tell me what she does."
Fear replaced the tears in Sam's eyes. Would she tell me? Was the experience in her cabin awful enough to tell me everything? I saw her lips tremble.
"Whenever Mom knows I'm worried about something or somebody has hurt me, she holds me," Sam said. "She holds me and then...then she touches me like you are now."
It was almost enough to make me pull away. But she kept talking, "And we kiss, Traci; wonderful, long kisses."
Sam leaned into me and our mouths met. A few seconds later, her tongue was probing my mouth and my hands were gripping at her breasts more tightly. I heard her moan and the kiss became more passionate. I was pressing her tits against her chest and feeling the material of her shirt bunch up in my palms. Even with that, I could sense her nipples growing harder and harder.
"Then she puts her hands inside my shirt and touches me," Sam said between kisses.
It was like a dream and I did as she said, searching out the magnificent flesh knowing that it was all very wrong. I pulled on her nipples and squeezed the tits until she nearly gasped during another kiss.
"What else?" I asked.
Sam caught her breath and silently pulled the shirt over her head. I gazed in awe at the perfect tits.
"She normally takes off my shirt and I let her, well, I let her do...whatever she wants."
Sam was nervous and maybe a little embarrassed. But I saw in her eyes the same lust she must have seen in mine. I didn't need to ask any more. I leaned down and licked one tit; then the other. I returned to the first one and kissed it all over. I couldn't wait any longer. I opened my mouth and put it over a large portion of the breast, sucking on it feverishly. Sam pushed her chest forward and held my head in place with her hand.
"Oh God, Traci. Yes. Just like that."
I spent considerable time assaulting each breast with my mouth and hands. Sam occasionally grasped at my own tits in the process, but I hardly noticed. She was such an incredibly sexy girl with such a perfect chest that I was lost in her.
Eventually, I stood up and faced Sam. As gently as I could, I ask her, "Is that what your mother does?"
She nodded cautiously.
"What else, Sam? What else does she do to you?"
Sam looked down at the floor and this time she shook her head. I paused, and then said, "I have to know, Sam."
To my surprise, her little hands moved to the front of her shorts and she unbuttoned them, lowering the zipper a second later. At first she held the shorts in place. Then she let them fall to the floor.
Sam wore a tiny pair of panties. I couldn't help but stare at her body; her smoothly rounded hips and tempting pussy and tight ass. My hand fell between her legs as if drawn there by a magnet and it rested on top of her panties. Sam closed her eyes and her lips separated in a silent moan.
I knew now that there wasn't anything she and her mother didn't do. But was it mutual? Did Sam only receive, or did she return the love? This wasn't the time or place to determine that. It would wait until tomorrow. I rubbed her clit through the panties and I watched her body stiffen. I felt the moisture gathering on her underwear.
I kneeled down and yanked on the panties until her neatly trimmed pussy was in front of my face. The panties joined the shorts on the floor and I spread Sam's legs. I heard Sam gasp the moment my lips touched her. She was wet and warm and sweet.
I licked every inch of the space between her cunt and her clit and kissed her thighs before returning to her most sensitive spots. My mouth encircled her clit and I worked on it with my tongue while my hands tightly clutched her ass. Every conceivable sound of sexual delight came out of Sam's mouth. Once again, he hand held my head in place. But I wasn't going anywhere.
I fucked her with my tongue and played with her clit until she was squirming and moaning loudly. Her body quivered. She cried out my name and begged me to make her cum.
Before long, I knew she was close.
"Yesssss, Traci. Oh God! Yesssss!"
I concentrated on her clit. Then she came in a series of long, fierce climaxes that shook her from head to toe. I could taste her as the orgasm went on and on. Her legs nearly buckled when the last jolt shot through her, but Sam leaned on me much as I imagined she did with her Mom.
I stood up and held her in my arms.
"You better go now, Sam."
###
I purposely avoided Sam as much as I could the morning of the following day. She seemed to be interacting normally with the other students so I hoped things were getting along better for her. The activity I feared the least was the afternoon hike where we would all be together and, once more, I wouldn't be forced into speaking to her in a private setting.
Or so I thought.
One mile into the three mile hike, when the kids were beginning to separate into little groups with large gaps in between, I decided to bring up the rear to capture any stragglers. We were in the thickest section of woods and the trail twisted with many bends, making it hard to see too far ahead or behind.
That's when I noticed Sam, by herself, off to the side sitting on a fallen tree. She had removed her shoe and was working on her foot or ankle.
"What's up, Sam?" I asked.
"Something inside my shoe."
She never looked up. I watched her for another twenty or thirty seconds, any hint of the other hikers long gone up the path. Then she finally looked up at me.
"Thanks for last night, Traci."
I frowned. "We better forget about last night. It won't happen again."
Sam stood up and moved closer. "But I never got the chance to...repay you."
"It's not necessary, Sam. I'm not your...," but I stopped myself from saying it.
"What? You're not my Mom? Can't I still thank you?" Sam said.
Her hand was on my hip. Then it was on the front of my shorts, moving across my thigh. As her fingers slipped inside the leg of my shorts I cursed myself for wearing such loose fitting pants. She reached the bottom of my panties, but didn't stop there. Soon, her hand was on my pussy.
"Not here," I whispered.
"Yes, here."
She rubbed harder and I tried to pull away. Sam stepped closer and put her other hand on my ass. The smile on her face would have been beguiling any other time or place. I glanced around and saw and heard nothing except the wildlife. Her fingers had found my clit and I winced.
No words were spoken as she moved her hand inside my panties. She adroitly sought out my cunt and slid a single finger a few inches inside. Using the moisture she'd collected, she moved up to my clit. I took in a deep breath and arched my back. Her other hand had shifted to one of my tits and she squeezed it through my shirt.
The next few minutes seemed to last forever. I was aware of our surroundings and the possibility of being seen, but nothing short of somebody tapping me on my shoulder could have made me stop Sam from her wonderful manipulation of my pussy. As my orgasm got closer and closer, I wasn't sure even a witness would have made me stop. The girl was obviously an expert and my body, and mind, lost all control.
Near the end, I just didn't care what sounds I was making or who might hear them. Sam was driving me wild. I put out one hand to prop myself against the nearest tree when I knew the orgasm was imminent. She furiously rubbed my clit and urged me to cum.
Finally, accompanied by a succession of muffled, delightful groans, I came in the middle of the woods. I was sure Sam would never cease her skillful massaging of my pussy. Somehow, I found the strength to force her hand out of my shorts before we looked at each other with unquestionable desire.
###
It was pitch black in my cabin that night except for a single candle on the kitchen table. Sam's head rested on my shoulder and my arm was wrapped around her as we lay in bed under a cover. We had stripped each other naked a few moments earlier, knowing that a few hours together was inevitable. I stroked her soft hair and pulled her closer.
"Tell me about you and your mother. How did it start?" I said.
Sam sighed, but we both understood it had to come out. Her fingers rolled back and forth across one of my nipples as she spoke.
"As soon as I turned eighteen, she came to me one night when we were alone in the house. She said she had waited until I was mature enough to make up my own mind about things. I didn't know what she was getting at. But then she told me how much she loved me and how beautiful I was. She asked about the guy I was dating and...well, if we'd had sex."
Sam paused and moved her hand to my other tit.
"I lied and said no. Then she told me that Dad and her...you know...were apart a lot and didn't get to see each other as much as they should and I knew she was just trying to tell me they didn't have sex, but didn't want to actually say it. When I said I understood she said, 'Maybe we can make each other happy.' God, Traci. That's the first time she touched me...on the chest."
I could hear her breathing harder and faster.
"She unbuttoned my shirt down to my tits and put a hand inside. We kissed a little bit. Not like she was my Mom, but like you would kiss somebody you loved. And then I felt her tongue on mine and her fingers were touching my boob. I didn't know what to do, Traci. It felt good and I liked the kiss, but...God, she was my Mom!"



I felt Sam clutching at my breast and imagined that she was only reacting to her memory of that night.
"What happened?" I asked.
"Well, she ended up unbuttoning my shirt all the way and pushing it open a little...until she could see me. The look in her eyes was...damn it, Traci. She was looking at me like no boy ever did. I was scared because I thought...I thought she was going to...God, what if she put her mouth there?"
I ran my hand across her back to try to reassure her.
"Of course, she did," Sam said with a tone of resignation. "She kissed my tits, and put her lips on my nipples, and then...then she licked one of them and I thought I would scream. I was in shock. And I felt it clear down to my pussy. It felt so God damn good, Traci. She sucked on it and bit it and I think I moaned and that only made her do it harder."
I felt my own pussy tingle with each new description. I wanted her so bad. But I had to let her finish.
"She took off my shirt and then took my hands and brought them up to her tits. She had on a fairly short nightshirt and she began to pull it up after I touched her for a few seconds. I saw her panties and then she was about to lift the nightshirt past her tits. I knew what she was going to make me do and I was frightened. But they were beautiful and I found myself wanting to do it, Traci.
"She must have noticed because she smiled and put my hands on her tits. I squeezed them a little, but didn't know what else...what else she wanted. She said, 'Lick them, Sam. Put one in your mouth.' So I did and when I heard her little whimper I just about lost it. I had never made another woman happy like that before and I knew it was good, especially being my Mom. So she taught me that night how to make her cum by playing with her tits.
"I swear to God, Traci. She came while I sucked on her tits and I thought it was the neatest thing in the world."
Sam's words had me soaking wet and I forced my pussy against her leg. I rubbed slowly and her hands began to work over my tits a little more urgently.
"It was a couple nights later that we were naked together in bed for the first time and we, well, we had oral sex," Sam told me.
"Did you like it?" I asked her.
"Like it? It was the most awesome thing I'd ever done."
"What did you like best?" I wanted to know.
Sam hesitated for a few seconds, and then said, "The feeling of her mouth on my clit."
That was all I needed to hear. I lifted my arm from around her and moved down her body. When I got to her tits, I licked them and sucked them until the nipples were erect. Then I moved lower and rolled Sam onto her back. Soon, I was between her legs, ready to take the place of her Mom.
I kissed each of her thighs, slowly working my way closer and closer to her clit. I could feel the muscles in her leg become tense. She spread herself open for me and pushed up her pussy to meet my face. But I moved away from her clit just before making contact. I thought I heard her moan right before my mouth touched the moist flaps of skin protecting her pussy.
My tongue separated them and sought out the hole that produced the sweet juices I tasted. Sam clutched at the bed cover when my tongue slid inside her. I put my hands on her ass and held her in place while my tongue probed her pussy. Sam fidgeted on the bed but never tried to escape.
Several minutes were spent fucking her with my tongue and driving her crazy. My hands played with her tits. She was ready.
I licked the entire length of her pussy before landing on her clit. Her sighs and unintelligible moans told me I was on the right track. Following a few preliminary licks and kisses, I attacked her clit with a full barrage of everything my lips and mouth and tongue could provide. Sam writhed on the bed with ever-increasing fervor, all the time beseeching me not to stop.
My little bed creaked as Sam thrashed back and forth. I saw her tits swaying on her chest, but I never took my mouth off her clit. Soon, she was holding my head in her hands, crying out that she was getting closer.
Then Sam came with the most intense orgasm I'd ever seen a woman have...at least any woman I'd ever made cum. One after another her climaxes came and went while my tongue furiously stabbed at her clit. She was panting loudly when, finally, she pulled herself away from me.
I looked up at her.
"Come here," she said, holding out her arms. "It's my turn."
I was positioned directly over her face in a matter of seconds. I clung to the rickety headboard as Sam ate me like a pro. I tried to extend it as long as I could, but she was too good. I was groaning during multiple orgasms within a couple minutes. Her tongue was better than any toy...any finger...I had ever tried.
Soon afterwards, after I had collapsed in her arms, Sam whispered: "That's what my mother and I do."
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The large house was quiet except for the constant hum of the furnace pumping out heat in the early January morning. The sun had been up for half an hour, but a thick layer of clouds blocked out the rays and portended another day of heavy snow. A dog barked in the distance, begging to be let in from the frozen outdoor.
James listened to it all from under the covers of his bed. His eyes adjusted to the dim light and he was reminded that this was not his bedroom. He awoke in his sister's house with the memories of his own home engulfed in flames still fresh in his mind. James could still smell the smoke...not a coincidence since the clothes he wore the day before, during his escape from the fire, were lying on a chair in the bedroom.
How long he would have to stay with his sister Mary was uncertain. How long she and her husband would want him around was even more unsure. James had never been close to Mary and he didn't want to force himself upon them pointlessly. But for at least today, he had few options.
The bedroom door was not completely closed and in the hallway he thought he heard the shuffle of soft footsteps. Perhaps it was the furnace, he decided. James rolled out from under the covers and sat on the edge of his bed. Stillness surrounded him once more and he slowly got to his feet.
Mary had told him the night before that the hallway bathroom was his, as her master bedroom had its own bath. Thus assured, he peeked out into the hall before entering it in nothing but his boxers. It was a short distance to the bathroom door and he had his hand on the handle in short order.
Just as he pushed in on it, he hesitated. The sound of a cabinet door closing was unmistakable. Then he saw her move.
"Oh! I'm sorry, Mary. I'll come..."
"No. It's alright, James."
He peered in timidly and saw his sister's attractive face looking back at him in the darkness. She gave a nervous smile.
"I just needed something. I'm leaving," she said.
James entered the bathroom and found himself making every effort to avoid staring at the tank top and panties worn by his little sister. Mary was twenty five now and definitely a woman, but he always thought of her as an innocent kid.
"Just like back home when we were growing up. Always fighting for the bathroom," he said.
"I used to stay while you showered. Remember?" Mary asked with a grin.
"You were five. I was ten. I didn't care much then," James said. "Now I'm not sure Ben would appreciate it."
Mary scoffed at the reference to her husband. "I doubt if he'd care. He doesn't pay much attention to me."
Her look portrayed a deep-seated discontent that even James the single, unemotional man could see.
Mary said, "He said he went ice fishing today, like most Saturdays in the winter. I suspect the only hole he's probing this morning is Lisa Lyons'"
James saw the resentment in her blue eyes. His sister's apparent suffering, combined with the disheveled nature of her short blonde hair, rendered her as the most beautiful, childlike woman in distress he'd ever seen. And James was shocked when his cock began to react accordingly.
He was glad the only light in the room came from the hallway. He turned slightly to hide the bulge in his boxers.
He said, "I'm sorry, Mary. I didn't know. We need to talk more often."
"Maybe not in the bathroom," she replied. "I'll come down to your bedroom when you're done. OK?"
"Sure," James said. He watched Mary walk out, her panties barely covering the cheeks of her small, firm ass.
By the time he had the shower adjusted and was stepping in, his was half way to a full erection. James stood under the water and gently stroked himself completely hard. He thought of Mary's youthful face and the gorgeous body hidden under her tank top and panties. How could ANY husband shun her for another? Marriage had never been high on James' list of goals and his sister's disclosure confirmed his conviction.
Still, Mary would make any man think twice about staying single. In fact, Ben married her when they were both twenty years old. Maybe they were too young to take on such a responsibility and Mary was paying for it now.
James washed his hair and was working on his body when his soapy hands once again found his cock. He thought about the only time when he even came close to seeing Mary naked. They were on a vacation and she was sixteen. James had walked in on her accidentally while she got dressed and she had quickly covered herself up. But he got a glimpse of her then and even now the image was bringing him closer and closer to an orgasm.
He stopped short of cumming and finished his shower scolding himself for thinking that way about his only sister. A few minutes later, he was on his way back to his room wrapped in a large towel.
James pushed open the bedroom door and stopped in his tracks. Mary sat in the only chair in the room, looking at him with total contentment. A bathrobe was loosely tied around her waist. Her legs were crossed, exposing a good deal of thigh, and the top of the robe revealed her deep cleavage. Mary's hair was damp.
"I finished my shower and thought I'd wait for you," she said smugly. "You always did take forever."
James strode towards the bed where Mary had tossed his clothes. He wasn't about to dress in front of her and was somewhat at a loss for what to do next.
She smiled at his predicament. "What's the matter, big brother. You didn't seem to mind seeing me half naked. Actually, if I hadn't left I think you would have had a HARD time hiding your pleasure."
Mary's eyes were aimed directly at his cock and James certainly caught the meaning of her statement. He sat on the bed and pushed the towel down between his legs.
"Alright, Mary. You win. Let's talk," he said.
Mary used both hands to fluff up her hair. The opening in her robe hinted even more at the bare skin inside it.
"Ben and I aren't going to last much longer, James," she said unequivocally. "I don't know for a fact that he's seeing anybody else, but he's definitely not relying on me for sex. We only talk when we have to and we don't make plans beyond the day we are in. Dr. Phil wouldn't give us another week."
James felt sorry for his sister, but if she was depending on him for counseling, it was a mistake.
"I'm sorry, Mary. I wish there was more I could do," he told her. "I'll spend today talking to the insurance people and then find an extended stay hotel so I can..."
"No," Mary interrupted. "That's the last thing I want. I need you here. I'm going to lose my sanity if I'm left alone with Ben for much longer. Please say you'll stay."
Mary was leaning forward in the chair, her hands clasped together in a desperate plea. James saw the tears in her eyes and the quivering lips.
"Whatever you need, sis. You know we've drifted apart and that's mostly my fault," James said. "If I'd known about this earlier I would have tried to help. Maybe it's time to make it up to you. I'll do anything for you."
The relief on her face was evident as Mary rose from the chair and came towards her brother. James couldn't remember the last time he had hugged his sister and it seemed clear to him it was about to happen again. He was getting ready to stand up when Mary sat next to him. She put a hand on his leg and turned to face him.
"Thanks, James."
Then she leaned over and placed her lips on his. If he considered her 'thank you' to be over after the brief contact, he was wrong. Mary pressed harder and leaned closer. One of her hands went behind his head and soon the pair were kissing like long-time lovers. James felt Mary's hand slide across the towel on his leg and her fingers moved up his thigh.
Their tongues met at the same time Mary's hand reached his cock. The kiss intensified and Mary wrapped the towel around James' semi-erect shaft. She felt the warmth of the blood surging into the cock. Mary gripped it harder and James moaned.
With just the tiniest pressure, Mary pushed James backwards onto the bed. At the same time, her hand fumbled with the towel until her hand was underneath and once again holding his cock. The passion of their kiss was undeniable, but James broke away.
"Mary, no!"
"Why not? I can feel you now. I saw you look at me in the bathroom. Why not, James?"
He tried to will his cock into not getting harder, but her hand was like magic. The more she fondled him the longer and harder he got.
"You're my sister, damn it," he exclaimed.
"Then why are you as hard as a fucking rock?"
She pushed the towel aside and, for the first time, looked down at her brother's throbbing cock.
"Because you're the most beautiful, sexiest woman I've ever seen."
The words surprised and thrilled Mary. With a wide grin, she rolled partially onto his body and started a new kiss. James could no longer restrain his hands from enveloping Mary and pulling her closer. She let go of his cock and allowed her body to rest directly on top of him. James clutched at her ass through the bathrobe and Mary felt his cock pushing against her abdomen.
When they momentarily stopped kissing, Mary leaned up and pulled open the top of her robe until her tits were almost completely exposed.
"Touch me, James."
He shook his head, but his eyes never left her chest.
"Just once," she begged. "You've wanted to for all these years. Do it now, please."
James wouldn't divulge that, in fact, he hadn't lived his entire adult life craving his sister. But his body and mind were telling him at that instant that he did, indeed, want to touch her beautiful tits. He let one hand slide inside the opened robe. Mary instantly took hold of his wrist and put the hand on top of her left breast. She felt the fingers begin to seize the soft skin and squeeze it.
Mary closed her eyes and sighed loud enough for James to hear. He was torn between the thrill of having his beautiful sister give herself to him and the torment of knowing it was so wrong. Still, his other hand was reaching up for her right breast.
Mary flung the robe open and James had full access to her entire body. He concentrated on her tits while Mary moved up and said, "I want you to have them, James. And I need you."
She lowered a tit to his mouth and James eagerly licked it before sucking on the tender flesh and hard nipple. He used a hand to cup the excess and push it up to his mouth. For several minutes he switched from one breast to the other much to the delight of his sister.
Then she slid off the bed and between James' legs. With a quick tug, she removed his towel and tossed it aside. With him watching intently, she also removed her robe and kneeled naked in front of him. She put a hand on his stomach to hold him down and dropped her mouth onto his throbbing cock.
Her light kisses and licks of the shaft had James close to an orgasm even before she spread her lips and took the head of his cock into her mouth. Very slowly she lowered her head until the tip of the cock hit the back of her throat and her lips touched his balls.
Soon, she was bobbing up and down on the cock and applying more and more pressure with her lips. James moaned and felt himself involuntarily begin to fuck his sister's mouth. Precum leaked onto her tongue.
"Mary! Stop!"
"No. I want you to cum," she replied before returning to her task.
"I can't. I mean...it's not..."
"I think you can," Mary said. "I'll make you."
The only sounds she heard from James after that were the obvious noises of a man about to cum. She felt his body quiver. His ass rose off the bed.
Then he cried out, "Mary! I'm...I'm gonna...oh my God!"
Mary collected shot after shot of James' warm cum in her mouth until a stream fell from the corner onto her chin. James grunted mightily to empty his cock, urged on by Mary's magnificent lips, tongue, and hand. She finally stopped and reached down for his discarded towel to wipe her face.
"I knew that was what you wanted," she said with a smile. "At least it broke the ice. Now you owe me and I'll make sure you pay, big brother."
He watched her put on her robe and quietly walk out of his bedroom.
It was early evening before Mary's husband came back. James had spent the entire day working on his own house and fighting with the insurance company. He was in no mood to socialize with a man who, according to Mary, was mistreating her. Ben really did seem to fit the mold of a cheating scoundrel, but that didn't lessen James' feeling of guilt about what took place that morning in his bedroom.
Through it all, Mary seemed cheerful and exceedingly mischievous. James had no clue when, or if, she would make good on her promise to make him pay. But he was beginning to believe that the payback could be very pleasant.
The brother and sister were in the kitchen together after dinner. Ben was nowhere to be found, although James knew he was still in the house. Mary stood next to James near the sink and let her hip bump up against his.
"You can't believe how horny I've been all day after what we did this morning," she said.
James looked into her stunning eyes and saw that she wasn't fooling. "Maybe that was something we should just forget, sis."
He saw her disappointment before she replied, "Oh no you don't. You're not going to be the only one that gets anything out of this. You aren't leaving until you've made me cum. I deserve at least that."
"I will have a new place to stay by tomorrow night," James answered.
"Then we better get started."
Mary took James by the hand and led him down a short hallway into the laundry room. She closed the door behind them. The room was about ten feet by ten feet square. A washer and dryer took up one wall, while a large water basin stood against another. A few clothes lay in a basket and she quickly put them in the washing machine and turned it on while James looked on.
As water began to fill the tub, she turned to him and said, "In a few minutes that thing will be making a lot of noise. So will I. Ben will never know."
With that, she leaned into James and they kissed long and hard. Their bodies grinded together and James' cock grew harder. But it wasn't his cock that would get the attention this time. Mary unbuttoned her jeans and pulled down the zipper. She pushed them down her legs and stepped out before also removing her panties. James watched her climb onto the washing machine and spread her legs.
"Now, how good are you with your tongue, James?" she asked.
He knew better than to refuse. Plus, he didn't want to. The beautiful pussy with short, fine, blonde hair surrounding it was too inviting. He leaned over and licked the inside of Mary's thighs, slowly working his way towards her clit. Mary put a hand inside her shirt and played with one of her nipples, waiting anxiously for her brother to start bringing her towards an orgasm.
James spread open her moist, pink pussy and wasted no time in seeking out her swollen clit. Mary leaned back and moaned as his tongue began a series of long, hard licks. The washing machine lurched under her as it began the next cycle. She clung to James' head and pulled him closer as the vibration of the washer and the action of his tongue drove her wild.
Then the clit was between his lips and James was sucking on it, pulling on it and stabbing it with the tip of his tongue until Mary's muffled squeals joined the sound of the washer. James could feel her moisture on his chin as it collected outside her pussy. Mary clamped her legs around his head and begged him to make her cum.
James knew he would not be fucking his sister during this encounter. So he did the next best thing: he thrust his tongue deep inside her pussy and listened to her whimper with pleasure. He sought out every wet crevice before returning to her clit.
"Oh my God, yes! I'm so close. Don't stop, James! Don't stop!"
His mouth engulfed the clit and he hung on while Mary's body shuddered on top of the already shaking machine. Her cries grew more desperate. His tongue flicked across her receptive skin.
"Now! Now, James! Ohhhhhh...."
Mary came in multiple bursts of ecstasy. James reached up and seized her tits, and each twist of her nipples resulted in new moans from Mary. His hands were underneath her, holding her up by the ass to give him better access to her pussy. Fortunately, the washer began a noisy spin cycle that negated Mary's little yelps.
It seemed to James like an eternity before his sister was sliding off the washer and limply into his arms.
The next day, as James settled into his extended stay hotel suite, he thought about the previous forty eight hours and how they had changed his life. Certainly, his relationship with Mary would never be the same. Even if they never renewed the sexual bond, they couldn't look at each other again without remembering what happened.
He was putting away clothes, stressing over the timeframe provided earlier by the insurance company and remodelers, when he heard a knock on the door. As he walked to it, he guessed it might be the hotel staff, or his insurance agent—one of the only people who knew where he was—or...
Mary.
"Hi, James," she said when the door opened.
"Hi, Mary. Come on in."
She carried a grocery bag full of food and immediately strode to the kitchenette's table and deposited it there with a smile.
"I can only imagine what you planned on eating here," she said.
"I planned on eating out."
She walked over to her brother. "Too expensive. I bought you some good stuff."
"Thanks, sis. You shouldn't have," he said.
James felt his body react at once to the sight of Mary in a tight sweater and short skirt. Her nipples seemingly threatened to poke through the sweater and he stared despite all efforts not to.
Mary looked up at him. "I can stay and cook the first meal, if you want."
"I don't think...I mean, you really don't have to," James told her. "I'll be fine."
"Do I frighten you now?" she asked innocently.
James was taken aback by the question, but had to admit that the thought was on his mind. He knew his self-control was weakened after the two incidents inside her house. Now they were alone behind a locked door. And she looked stunning.
"I wouldn't say 'frighten,'" James replied.
Mary smiled and began to put the groceries away. "Then what?"
James was staring at every move she made, stretching to put cans onto the top shelves, her little skirt straining to reach the bottom of her ass and her sweater threatening to expose her tits. He sat in the closest chair outside the kitchen area.
"I just don't trust you anymore."
Mary giggled and said, "Ahhh, we were just playing around. Nobody got hurt, right?"
"Ben's going to hurt one of us, or both, if he finds out," James said.
"He won't. I'm not worried about him. Right now, you are more important."
She completed her task in silence and James was grateful, though still a bit suspicious.
"Now, let me take a quick tour of this place. You stay there," she said firmly.
James sat as instructed while Mary entered the bedroom. The stillness was a bit unnerving over the next sixty seconds. Then Mary reappeared.
James' worst fears came true. His sister had removed her skirt and stood in the doorway with only her sweater on. As she slowly walked closer, he could see that she wore panties, or something, underneath. Mary wasn't going to keep him in suspense for long. She turned her back to him and pulled up the sweater just enough to show him that it was a thong. She quickly dropped the sweater back down over her ass and turned to face him once more.
"If I can't cook for you, maybe I can do something else," she said softly.
"Mary...," James began.
But he couldn't finish as he watched her hand slide up the inside of her thigh and onto the front of her thong. Mary gave him fleeting glimpses of the tiny patch of material covering her pussy as her arm lifted the sweater on one side and her hand leisurely travelled up and down between her legs.



After a brief display, Mary moved her hands up to her breasts and squeezed them from outside her sweater. James watched the smooth skin rise and fall inside the deep cut v-neck and her nipples harden each time she touched them.
"Are you getting hard?" she asked without stopping.
James didn't answer. But Mary knew.
"Take off your pants for me, James."
Mary was essentially dancing before him without any music as he undid his pants and began to remove them. She turned to offer him quick glances at her youthful ass cheeks, so that by the time he was down to his shorts, the start of his erection was unquestionable. Mary's eyes never left her brother's crotch as she used both hands to lift the sweater up to her waist, and then her stomach, and finally to the bottom of her tits.
She stepped closer and turned her ass to James. He could almost reach out and touch it, but clearly Mary did not want that...yet. She pivoted once again and taunted him with just a hint of her tits.
"Let me see it," she whispered.
James pulled down his underpants so that his cock was free, leaning off to one side and starting to throb.
"Take the underpants off."
James stripped down to just his shirt and leaned back in the chair.
"Hold your cock, James. I want to see you stroke it," Mary said.
The sight of James beginning his masturbation was enough to embolden Mary into a more revealing dance. She was almost straddling his legs when the sweater finally rose high enough to show him her beautiful tits. James was completely hard now and the need to cum was already building. Would she give him another incredible blowjob? Would she want to watch him cum while he masturbated?
Mary pulled the sweater over her head and held it by her side as she thrust her chest forward and leaned over. She saw the look of craving on James' face as the tits dangled enticingly close. She saw the huge head of his cock grow a darker pink with each passing stroke of his hand.
Mary leaned back and stood with her legs spread wide. A single hand started at her stomach and slid down until the fingernails disappeared inside the thong. James saw the outline of her fingers under the material as she reached for her clit. Inch by inch the hand lowered until Mary's mouth opened and a sigh emerged when she made contact.
They masturbated together for what seemed an eternity. James had to slow down or he would have cum. Mary sped up to increase the moisture collecting outside her pussy. Her hand sank lower and her middle finger drew her juices up to her clit. The thong slid lower on her hips until, at last, Mary began to push it down.
James stopped yanking on his cock while Mary got naked. She smiled, knowing how close he was; how desperate he must have been. Once undressed, Mary returned a hand to her pussy and very slowly inserted two fingers into her pussy. James was holding his cock once more.
Mary's hand worked itself in every direction over and around her pussy. She alternated between rubbing her clit and driving a finger or two deep inside her wet cunt. Her free hand played with a tit and rolled the nipple between her fingers. In every way, she was doing to herself what she knew James wanted to be doing.
"There's only one thing we never got to do at my house," Mary said.
"What's that?" James asked, although he knew the answer. He dreaded the answer, yet his heart raced at the thought.
Mary began to climb onto his lap. James removed his hand and let his rigid cock feel the warmth of her pussy.
"We never fucked," she replied. "I want to fuck now. I think you do, too."
"We shouldn't," James said weakly.
"We have to. We'll always regret it if we don't."
Mary was sliding her soaked skin along the entire length of his shaft, putting more and more of her weight into it each time. She took hold of James' hands and put them on her tits. He instantly began to knead them roughly.
"No. We can't," he said.
Mary raised herself a few inches and let his cock extend up towards her. A small shift in her position and the tip of the cock rested between the soft lips of her pussy. Another move and the head began to spread open her cunt.
"Mary. Mary!"
Mary had never felt a thicker, harder cock enter her before. James had never put his cock inside a hotter, wetter, tighter hole. And only an inch or two of his erection had been inserted. They moaned in chorus as Mary gradually lowered herself until her ass rested in James' body.
"Oh...my...God, that feels so good," Mary declared.
Her brother was speechless. He felt her muscles tighten even harder around his cock and then Mary was bobbing up and down, her tits beginning to sway with each new plunge of James' cock. He instinctively put his hands on her hips. Then he was holding her by the top of her ass, gently squeezing her flesh and enjoying the incredible sensation of fucking his sister.
He watched her play with her tits again. He gazed at the pleasure-filled look on her face. He listened to the sound of their sex; the sliding of his cock into her drenched pussy; the slapping of their skin each time she dropped onto his shaft.
They fucked in absolute harmony for several minutes. Mary had moved a hand between her legs and was rubbing her clit. Her moans signaled that she was close.
"Ohhhhhh fuck, James. Yes! Yessss! Fuck me harder, please!"
He held her in place and rammed his cock up into her as hard and fast as he could.
"Cum for me, Mary."
He couldn't believe he was saying it. But he wanted it so bad. He wanted to feel her cum and hear her cum.
"Yes! Almost. Oh God!" she cried out.
Then she squealed with delight as the first of many, many orgasms overtook her. She writhed on top of James' cock and frantically rubbed her clit, crying out with each new wave of pleasure. James felt his own orgasm growing nearer, but he held it back as long as he could to allow Mary to finish.
Perspiration gathered on her forehead and strands of her hair stuck to it as she finally neared the end.
Then James cried out, "Get up."
Mary rose just enough to let James take his cock in his hand. Three strokes later, the first burst of warm, white cum streamed onto his stomach and shirt. Mary leaned down and licked around the head of his cock as more and more cum shot out. It hit her on the cheek as she tried to lick it off his body and James laughed at the sight of it dripping down her chin.
Only then did they come together in the chair, arms wrapped around each other and kisses bringing them back to near normal.
"Maybe after we eat, we can try the bed," Mary murmured into his ear.
"We have to eat first?" James asked.
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Erin gazed into the fire and nudged closer to Todd, the man she married twelve hours earlier. Outside could be heard the howling winds of a winter storm that threatened to bury the cabin and surrounding woods in a foot of new snow. Erin could care less.
"This was a wonderful idea," she mewed. "And if we get snowed in, all the better."
"I'd say this storm put an end to any ideas my friends at work may have had of following us and playing tricks," Todd said. "No phone. No visitors. I like it."
Erin leaned over and started a long, passionate kiss. Todd ran his hands through her thick, blonde hair and pulled her on top of him as they stretched out on the couch. Their legs intertwined while they rolled onto their sides. Erin instinctively reached down for Todd's crotch and he sought out her full, firm breasts.
They were both fully dressed, but that didn't stop the frantic search for the known hot spots that had long initiated many of their sexual encounters. Erin could feel the beginning of her husband's erection and he detected her hard nipples, even through her clothes.
At twenty three and just out of college, they rarely had opportunities to have sex without some fear of interruption. Just the thought of their honeymoon at the remote cabin had caused them arousal for many months preceding the actual day. Now, totally alone with only a fire looking on, they were more than ready for a week of bliss.
Erin caressed Todd's lean, athletic body with her own, using the combined friction to awaken every sensual nerve they had. Her tongue found his. They moaned together and Todd rolled on top of her. He kissed his way down her neck and into the deep v-neck of her sweater. His lips felt the supple skin of her cleavage and he licked her, watching the sweater rise where her nipples were hid.
Her hand was between his legs, clutching at the ever-hardening cock she needed so bad. Erin knew what it would feel like; how long and hard it would be and how it would bring her to a never-ending climax. She wanted to rip off his pants and suck on the cock until Todd begged her to fuck him.
His hand was on her sweater, ready to pull it away from one of her tits so he could...
Suddenly, a log noisily tumbled from the grate and rested against the screen, just inches from the throw rug in front of the fireplace.
"Shit. I've got to put that back, hon," Todd said with disgust. "And I should get some more firewood while I'm up. That will last us the rest of the night."
Erin smiled as he rolled off, the bulge in his pants more than obvious.
"Hurry back," she said.
"Don't worry."
Outside the cabin, two men stooped behind a large woodpile, less than twenty yards away. A long walk through the woods from a secluded parking spot left them covered in snow and very cold. Lights from the cabin cast soft shadows on the white ground.
"This better be worth it," one of the men said in a hushed voice. "I'm fuckin' freezing."
"Trust me," his companion answered. "When I saw them register for the cabin, I knew they were the pair we wanted. You'll be hard the moment you see this blonde."
Jeff and Adam had planned the assault for weeks. A solitary backpack was filled with all the supplies they would need. Adam, a part-time employee of the people who rented the cabins, had the job of picking out the ideal victims. Jeff, a long-time friend of Adam, knew that little stood in their way if they could successfully get into the cabin. They were both in their early thirties and agile enough to overtake an unsuspecting couple like Erin and Todd.
"Now remember," Jeff said. "I'll knock on the door. You take out whoever answers. I'll go after whoever is left. We've got to get them quiet as soon as possible, but there shouldn't be anybody else around for several miles. We should be OK, but let's not allow the girl to scream for too long."
"OK," Adam said.
Jeff rose into a hunched over position and started to step out from behind the woodpile.
"Let's move...oh shit."
He dove back into place as the cabin door opened and a young man hurriedly moved towards them. Jeff and Adam heard the door slam shut and the sound of footsteps in the snow quickly approaching them. Todd shivered out loud as he got to the wood, reaching for the nearest log as soon as he arrived. Before he could grab a second one, Jeff pounced on him from behind the pile, rapidly followed by Adam.
"Don't make a sound," Jeff told Todd, with a gloved hand over Todd's mouth from behind. "Drop the log."
A switchblade in his face, held by Adam, convinced Todd to do as he was told.
"We're going back inside. If you're good, nobody will get hurt. Make a sound or attempt to run and the girl pays. Understand?" Jeff said.
Todd nodded, his eyes wide with fear. The three men took the short walk to the cabin, Jeff's hand remaining firmly in place over Todd's mouth.
"Adam, I want you to open the door and get the girl quiet," Jeff whispered.
Adam nodded, waited a couple seconds, and then burst into the cabin. He saw Erin standing by the couch and was on her in three long strides. Erin managed a single shriek of terror before Adam had her flat on the cushions, on her stomach, with his hand over her face.
"Shut up!" Adam told her. "Don't move or your hubby dies."
Erin froze at the words. Jeff closed and locked the cabin door with Todd standing next to him in shock.
"Let's get this straight from the beginning," Jeff announced. "There will be no screaming, or attempts to escape, or lack of cooperation. Do you both get that?"
Erin and Todd nodded and Adam rolled off the couch, standing guard over the frightened girl. The two intruders threw their coats onto chairs around the kitchen table and Todd moved towards Erin.
"Oh, no you don't," Jeff warned him. "We'll tell you when it's OK to move and where to go. Nothing you do from now on will be without our orders. You don't speak. You don't budge unless we say so. You already met Adam's little knife. He's really good with it. Don't tempt him."
Once Jeff convinced himself that his commands registered with Todd and Erin, he looked at Adam.
"Do you have the camera?"
Adam nodded and walked over to his backpack. He opened it and reached inside, pulling out a camcorder no bigger than the palm of his hand.
"Find a good spot for it. Somewhere that it will capture the entire room without us having to move it later," Jeff said.
Adam searched for a spot for a moment, and decided the fireplace mantel was ideal. With the click of a button, the camera was on.
Jeff said, "Just to make sure neither of you have any ideas of going to the cops when we leave, we're going to record this. I'm pretty decent with video editing software and I can make this look like you two took part willingly in every way."
He grinned at the look of panic on the faces of his two captives.
"I can have it posted online within seconds after I suspect anything. Are there any questions?"
Erin and Todd shook their heads and mumbled 'No'.
"Excellent," Jeff said. "Let's get started by introducing ourselves."
He looked at Erin and when he paused, she said softly, "Erin."
Jeff looked at Todd. He gave his name.
"Good. You two learn fast," Jeff said. "Adam, let's bring Todd over to this chair. And bring some rope with you."
Another search of the backpack resulted in Adam pulling out a short string of rope which he delivered, along with Todd, to Jeff, who stood near a kitchen-style chair opposite the fireplace. Todd was told to sit, and Jeff tied his hands to the back of the chair.
Jeff watched the terror grow in Erin's eyes. He wondered how much she suspected of what was to come. He was pretty sure she was underestimating the threat Jeff and Adam represented.
"Now," Jeff said, leisurely moving over to where Todd sat, "we need some type of visual clue that what we are about to do is having the proper effect. It wouldn't be fair to have me and Adam be the judges. So, we need another volunteer...and I think that leaves only you, Todd.
"How would you like to be the one that determines what happens to the lovely Erin?" Jeff asked.
Todd's answer was spoken in emphatic terms. "If you lay a hand on her I'll..."
Jeff leaned down and slapped him viciously across the face. "You'll what, Todd? You're fucking tied to a chair. You'll do what we say, remember? And right now I'm appointing you the negotiator of what we do or don't do to Erin. But you won't speak to us in the normal fashion. You have another means of answering."
Jeff reached for the top of Todd's pants and unbuttoned his jeans. Jeff pulled down the zipper and yanked the pants down his legs, as far as his knees. Jeff forced off Todd's shoes, and then completed the task of removing the jeans. A moment later, Todd's boxers were off and he sat naked from the waist down.
"Much better," Jeff said. "Now we'll be able to see how you are voting. Here's the deal. We're gonna start stripping your little bride. We won't stop until you are good and hard. So, Todd, you are in complete control of what happens to her. Let's get started, shall we?"
Adam moved over to Erin and pushed her into the center of the room, directly in front of Todd and Jeff. With all eyes focused on the girl, Adam stepped behind her. His hands inched up the outside of her sweater, starting at her waist and proceeding onto her ribcage. Erin stood motionless, the tension on her face and in her body strong enough to be felt by all the men. When Adam reached the sides of her tits, he halted.
His fingers slowly moved onto her chest and, even more deliberately, up onto the lower halves of her tits. The soft flesh was pushed in such a way that it began to fill the v-neck and appear to be ready to spill out over the sweater's edge. But then Adam's hands were directly on top of the breasts and he was compressing them against her body.
The movement of his hands alternately stretched and scrunched up the sweater. Every now and then, a brief hint of a bra could be seen before disappearing behind the sweater once more. After a moment of this treatment, Adam moved his hands down to the bottom of her sweater, pulled it up slightly, and slid his fingers back up to where he was.
He felt the tiny, silky bra, and he squeezed it hard. He found her nipples and tightly pinched them, getting the first audible gasp of fear and pain out of Erin. Then he gripped the sweater below her tits and raised it up until it reached her neck.
"Raise your arms," he demanded.
Erin did so, and the sweater was lifted over her head and tossed aside. She quickly lowered her arms and began to place them in front of her, but Adam grabbed her wrists and held the arms down at her side. Todd and Jeff, but especially Jeff, took a long look at the lovely curves of Erin's chest.
Jeff peered down at Todd's crotch and noticed only a slight increase in the size of his cock.
"It doesn't look like we're there yet, Adam. Better keep going. Maybe he's into something a little rougher," Jeff said. He looked at Adam, and tilted his head toward the backpack.
Adam smiled and retrieved a much longer piece of rope this time. In fact, it was several feet long once Adam returned to Erin and uncoiled it. He looked up at the ceiling and was very happy to see a thick, wooden beam extending the entire length of the room, a couple feet below the actual ceiling.
He stepped back and swung one end of the rope in an attempt to have it wrap around the beam. It took a second effort to have enough of the rope around the beam to allow Adam to reach up and pull it down. He reached for one of Erin's arms and began to tie a rope end around her wrist, much to her dismay. A quick tug on the rope extended her arm high above her head. Then he took the other arm, lifted it to the same height and tied that wrist with the rope.
Everybody saw her struggling to either get loose or comfortable, neither of which was going to happen. Adam stepped back and surveyed his work.
Jeff said, "Good job. Now do something about those pants of hers and maybe old Todd here will finally start to react properly."
Adam took his time opening her jeans. Her thin waist and small hips did little to hold up the pants once they were loosened. Her panties came into sight even before Adam started to push the jeans down her legs. He kneeled down and pulled them completely off, leaving the young woman hanging in just her bra and panties.
"Very nice," Jeff said in an appreciative tone. "It seems to be working, too."
Jeff and Adam, as well as Erin, saw the first indications of a hardening of Todd's cock. Of course, every time Jeff mentioned it, Todd felt his cock begin to soften no matter how hard he tried to save Erin from further embarrassment. Both Todd and Erin suspected, however, that nothing was going to stop their intruders from getting what they came after.
The truth was, Jeff and Adam were both much harder than Todd and DID know that Todd's cock had little to do with the outcome. Still, they enjoyed the fact that they just might yet get him hard if they continued to strip his beautiful wife.
Adam stood in front of Erin and slid his hands up and down her legs, making sure to concentrate on the inside of her thighs and across her pussy. He continued up her body and around her tits, along her shoulders and neck, before moving behind her and doing the same all the way down her body.
It was evident that Erin was squirming while making every attempt to avoid Adam's hands. All it did was arouse the men, including Todd, whose cock commenced to enlarge little by little as he watched. The strain of Erin's tiny bra and panties against her writhing body was having its affect...finally.
"I believe you have a knife that would work nicely on that bra, Adam," Jeff told him. "She won't be needing it any more tonight."
Adam pulled the switchblade from his pocket and, with a loud click, extended the blade in front of Erin. Her eyes followed it when Adam ran the flat side over her cheek. She looked on with undeniable fright as he moved the tip down her neck and into the opening between her tits. Adam used the blade to push aside one cup of the bra just a little. Then he turned the sharp blade upward and placed the knife at the bottom of her bra where the two cups met. The tiny bow was not going to be any deterrence.
With a sudden jerk, Adam pulled the knife up and sliced open the bra. Erin's screech filled the cabin as the bra swung back into place, barely covering the outer portions of her tits. Adam used the knife again to brush aside the cups and expose her pink nipples.
"Almost done," Adam said softly to Erin.
He reached for the strap on her nearest shoulder and quickly cut it. He walked behind her and, with the bra hanging in shreds, cut the remaining strap. He threw the tattered garment onto the floor and moved around to have his first look at the woman's naked breasts.
Jeff gave a whistle of approval and Adam grinned while putting away his knife.
"Now we're getting somewhere," Adam said, staring at the semi-erect cock rising from Todd's lap. "But it looks to me like he wants her naked. What do you think, Jeff?"
"Yep. No doubt about it."
Before taking that final step, Adam was intent on benefitting from Erin's current state of undress. He roughly kneaded her tits with both hands and moved ever closer to her. When he attempted to kiss her and she swung her head away, he grabbed her by the hair and held her in place while his tongue probed the inside of her mouth. He could feel her body against his and felt his cock straining to be freed from his pants.
After the kiss, he leaned down and ran his tongue over her right nipple. He put it between his lips for a moment, and then bit it lightly, causing Erin to scream.
"Not so loud, sweetheart," he told her. "We've only started."
He spread his lips and, with the help of his hand, forced a large portion of the tit into his mouth. The sounds of his licking and sucking could be heard plainly, along with Erin's moans and the distinctive noise of rope scraping across wood as she struggled. Adam attacked her tits one after the other until they both shimmered in the light from the moisture left by his mouth.
The nipples stood out and glowed a bright red from his ministrations. Only the color of the head on Todd's rigid cock could match them. And Adam wasn't nearly done yet.
He walked behind Erin and cupped her tits in his hands. Then he slid the hands down her stomach, past her navel, and onto the top of her panties. The first swipe over her pussy made him chuckle.
"She's wetter than a fountain, guys," he exclaimed with glee.
He pressed the panties tighter against her body and felt the warm, wet juices. Erin arched her back in protest but all that did was push her ass against his hard cock. That frightened her almost as much and she moaned in despair.
Adam gradually worked his hands inside the top of her panties and sought out the moisture laden area between her legs. He massaged her calmly. But then he settled in on her clit and the tempo picked up.
"Ohhhh no," Erin whined. "Please. No."
Adam ignored her. He rubbed her clit for half a minute. Then he moved his fingers to the entrance to her cunt and slowly inserted one; followed by a second finger. Jeff and Todd could see Adam's hand fucking her by the rise and fall of the panties. Erin's eyes were closed and her mouth was opened in a silent expression of distress.
Despite all that was happening around her, Erin's body was responding to the man's hands. Just like her body would respond to Todd. Everyone in the room could see it, and smell it.
A moment later, Adam was pushing the soaked panties down Erin's legs. When they were off and she hung naked, Adam backed off and all eyes were on her. Todd, like the other men, was as hard as a rock. His cock rose nearly to his navel and pointed up like a pole.
"She's quite the babe," Jeff said to nobody in particular, but intending it for Todd. "I bet you were really looking forward to getting some of that tonight. Well, I'd hate to leave you two totally unsatisfied, so I think we'll do the next best thing. I think it's only fair that poor Erin should get to cum. And I think you should too, Todd. Just not as you planned."
Jeff walked over and let his hands glide all over the girl's body.
"Adam made it sound like she's already pretty close," he continued. "Why don't we finish her off and then we'll give your pathetic erection a break."
Jeff took his place in front of Erin and kneeled down. With his face right in front of her pussy, he leaned in and kissed it softly.
"Spread your legs, honey," he told Erin.
She obeyed and Jeff's mouth found her clit. She cried out at the first contact between his tongue and her swollen, throbbing clit. He licked her and sucked on the clit for over a minute, gripping her by the ass and pulling her tighter and tighter onto his face. He could feel her body tense up and he knew she was close.
At the onset of a new series of moans from Erin, Jeff backed away and played with her tits while she came down from her near orgasm. When his mouth returned to her pussy, his tongue avoided her clit and, instead, plunged deep inside her cunt. Erin twisted and turned as the invading tongue explored every inch of her hole. She tugged on the rope in response to her body's continuous shuddering.
Still, Jeff wouldn't let her cum. After a while, he stood and moved behind her. He whispered into her ear, "OK. Now I'll let you cum. Put on a good show and you won't get hurt."
The mixture of fear and lust inside of Erin caused her to equally loathe and crave the sensation of Jeff's hand searching her pussy for the clit he had recently licked. Once he found it, she arched her back and begged him, "No! No, please! Don't touch...oh God, please stop!"



With one hand masturbating her and the other massaging her tit, there was no escaping the inevitable. Todd looked on with a massive hard-on. Adam moved the erection inside his own pants and did not attempt to hide the constant rubbing of his crotch. Erin felt Jeff's cock on her ass, but was much more concerned with the actions of his hands at the moment.
Her shrieks were half pleadings and half precursors of more to come.
"Nooooo," she sobbed. "Please...stop...please."
Her breathing was short and ragged. Her nipples felt to Jeff like they would burst. The hand on her pussy was soaking wet from her juices.
"Ohhhhh God. No! No! Ahhhhhhh..."
Jeff heard Erin hiss as the orgasm began. Her body shook almost violently under the pressure of his fingers on her clit. He squeezed her nipple as hard as he could and she screamed out while she came. Jeff rammed two fingers inside her cunt and she raised herself onto her tiptoes, trembling against his body.
A drop of precum oozed from Todd's cock. Adam's hand was inside his pants, stroking himself openly and thinking about when it would be his turn.
Sixty seconds passed and Erin was only starting to recover. Still, each time Jeff touched her clit, she jerked and moaned loudly. Mercifully, he let her go.
A tear fell down each cheek as Erin lowered her head in shame. She hung limply from the rope, unable to extract any more energy from her body. In the glimmer of the dim light, a thin streak of moisture could be seen slowly inching down her thigh.
"Damn, girl, you REALLY needed to cum," Jeff said as he moved away from Erin. "And you've got every man in here as hard as wood."
He looked at Todd. "Well, I think it's only fair that Todd here gets a chance to relieve himself before he has to watch the main event."
Todd's cock twitched involuntarily as he gradually unwound from observing Erin's 'torture.' Still, the cock was very hard when Jeff untied Todd and lifted him out of his chair. Jeff pushed him toward Erin and brought the rope with him.
"Take off your shirt," Jeff told Todd.
Once Todd was naked, Jeff said with an evil grin, "Stand in front of her and put your arms around her. That's it. Closer."
With their bodies touching, Jeff tied Todd's arms together so that the couple were hugging in an awkward embrace. Most importantly, Todd's rigid cock was pressed hard against Erin, just above her pussy.
"Now let's find out just how bad Todd needs to cum. I want you two to make it happen. I'm sorry you can't get too creative," Jeff said with feigned remorse. "But I think Todd can figure something out."
After a short pause, Jeff said in a more forceful tone, "Let's go. Rub that cock until it explodes."
Todd and Erin, their faces next to each other, began an uncomfortable grinding of their bodies. Todd was the only one able to move his arms in any way to help, and he pulled Erin closer until Jeff and Adam had to move to actually see the cock being squeezed between the nude bodies. Soon, Todd was doing almost all of the grinding by thrusting his body upward a few inches to supply the friction.
A moment later, Todd's hands were lower on Erin's back, attempting to hold her body in place while he simulated being inside her pussy.
Adam smiled and said, "Damn. This won't take long."
Erin's tits bounced and rolled as Todd desperately got closer and closer to cumming. His breathing was heavy and loud. His massive cock showed thick veins when he backed away just enough to reveal it. Then he would push against Erin again and urgently stroke the cock against her skin.
Todd was grunting now. His thrusts were less frequent; more violent. Sweat ran down the side of his face.
"Ughhhh," he moaned, followed by a series of mumbled cries.
He said something into Erin's ear, put his body flat against hers and groaned noisily.
Within seconds, he was spewing cum all over Erin's stomach. He was pulling her closer, thrusting, and cumming in rhythmic bursts that seemed to never end. Each blast was accompanied by a deep grunt and a grimace on his face.
Both of their abdomens were covered in white cum when he finished. Todd and Erin leaned against each other, panting with exhaustion.
"Bravo," Jeff exclaimed. "That should take some of the edge off. Adam, go find a towel so we can clean up Erin. While you're doing that, I'll untangle these two."
Adam headed for the bathroom and Jeff untied Todd, who slinked back to his chair once freed. His cock was covered in the remnants of cum poured onto Erin a few moments earlier. Jeff secured him into the chair and went back to Erin. Adam met him there with a bath towel.
Jeff used the towel to wipe the cum from Erin's body, making sure to spend considerable time around her pussy.
"There. Much better," Jeff said. "I don't want you to think we aren't looking out for your best interests. And to prove it, I'm going to untie you, Erin. I'm sure you won't try anything stupid, will you?"
She weakly shook her head, more than glad to hear that she would soon be free from the painful position she was in. As each arm was untied, she let it hang next to her and felt the blood rush into her cold hands. After a few seconds of freedom, Jeff took her by the arm and led her to the couch.
"Have a seat," he told her.
Adam looked on with a devious grin on his face and a raging erection in his pants. Between watching and listening to Erin cum, and then watching Todd rub himself on her until he came, Adam was beyond desperate. But he would have to wait just a little bit longer.
Jeff was undressing in front of Erin, who sat obediently. She stared at the huge lump in his shorts until Jeff removed them and disclosed to her the true length and thickness of his cock. Erin swallowed hard at the thought of the cock entering her body...anywhere. It stuck out from Jeff's body like a post rising out of the ground. Under any other circumstances, she might have been enticed. All she felt now was fear.
"Stand up," Jeff commanded.
Erin timidly rose to her feet.
"Turn around." When her ass faced him, Jeff said, "Bend over and lean on the couch."
Erin wanted to challenge him, but she knew the senselessness of fighting.
"Spread your legs."
She was bent at the waist, her palms on the edge of the couch, and her ass pointed up at Jeff. In the corner of her eye, Erin saw Adam rapidly rubbing his crotch. Then she felt Jeff's fingers on her ass, pulling the cheeks in opposite directions.
"Which shall it be?" he was asking no one in particular. "Such a sweet ass; and a juicy cunt. Choices. Choices."
Erin gasped when the tip of Jeff's cock slid between her cheeks and nestled near her anus, seemingly ready to penetrate it. But then Jeff guided it lower, closer to a wetter, larger hole. Erin's breathing quickened. She gripped the couch harder with both hands. Her legs stiffened.
"Ohhhhhh Goddddd!" Erin screamed as the cock was brutally driven forward at the same time her hips were yanked backward. The smack of their bodies coming together was drowned out by the prolonged agony of her cry.
Jeff held Erin in place, allowing her to comprehend the enormity of his cock. Soon, he pulled it out to the tip, taking far longer than he did to put it in. His hands tightened on her hips and Erin prepared herself.
"Ahhhhhhhh!"
His second thrust was just as violent. Then another. And another.
Erin's head fell as tears filled her eyes. She nearly collapsed on the couch after a half dozen plunges threatened to rip her in two. She became a ragdoll in his arms and Jeff quickly took advantage. He moved his hands up to her tits and clung to them roughly as the fucking continued. He squeezed the tits and pulled on the nipples with Erin's howls filling the cabin.
Adam watched his friend's assault with sinister delight. His cock was rock hard and dripped precum inside his pants. How long would he have to wait for his turn? Would Erin have any life left in her when Jeff was done?
The couch scraped a few inches across the wood floor under the force of Jeff's thrusts and Erin's attempts to remain on her feet. Grunts, moans, and the sound of flesh smacking together added to the cacophony. Erin begged for mercy. Jeff assured her they had just started.
Indeed, he was able to pound her for almost three more minutes before Erin's arms gave out and she was hunched over the cushions, absorbing Jeff's cock inside a soaked, but worn out, pussy. The attack aroused Adam to the point of forcing him to withdraw his cock into the open air and wrap his hand around it securely. He would, for the next minute or two, walk the fine line between excitement and orgasm. He had plans, and masturbating while watching Jeff fuck Erin wasn't one of them.
Luckily, Jeff had reached the point of no return and his tormenting of the young woman would soon end. He spread his legs and braced himself, pushing even harder against her ass with each insertion of his thick cock into her cunt. His moans grew louder. His pace quickened.
"Take it, you whore. Take it...now!" he snarled as the first blast of cum poured out of his cock.
Each successive plunge deposited another large load. Erin sobbed as she lay helplessly in front of Jeff, her ass and tits red from his molestations. A dozen or so thrusts brought the sex to a conclusion and Jeff withdrew his hard, cum-covered shaft.
"All yours," Jeff said to Adam, backing away from the couch.
Adam quickly moved over and swung Erin's legs up onto the cushions.
"Roll over," he ordered.
Erin reluctantly obeyed, her flushed face stained with tears. She looked up with fear as Adam undressed. Yet another large erection hovered over her and Erin dreaded any more time under the control of the two intruders. But she was powerless in preventing Adam from climbing between her legs and watching his cock approach her aching pussy. Adam was no more subtle than Jeff. The head of his cock barely had time to get in place before it was jammed deep inside her.
Adam quickly leaned down and took one of her tits in his mouth. He sucked on it long and hard before switching to the other, never slowing his constant fucking motion. He pulled her legs up to his waist and then put his hands under Erin's ass. This was the position they stayed in until he erupted in a long, loud orgasm that spilled out onto her thighs.
It was over in five minutes, leaving Adam sweaty but satisfied.
Jeff was standing with the camera in his hand.
"Remember," he told Erin and Todd. "There are sites that would take an edited version of this in a heartbeat. I suggest you forget we were here."
After Adam was dressed, he and Jeff stuffed as much as they could back into the backpack, leaving Todd tied to the chair but Erin free to take care of that after they left.
The cabin door slammed shut behind them and the two men trudged off into the darkness from which they came. Erin and Todd, thankful for their lives, huddled together the remainder of the night. They would take the advice and remain quiet, forever wondering if the video wouldn't someday appear anyway.
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Karen Albers was restless as she stood at the kitchen sink looking out at the dreary winter weather. She thoughtlessly rinsed off a plate and put it in the dishwasher. Her mind was occupied with more important matters. Would the decorations be up in time? Would she have enough food? How long will he stay? Will he want to...
The yapping bark of her dog cut short Karen's thoughts.
"Molly! Quit it! They can hear you down the street," Karen shouted.
She slammed shut the dishwasher and moved to the oven, putting away a couple of baking pans that were on top. She thought of him again, but this time she was less worried about her preparations and more interested in why she loved him. She visualized his body with the muscular arms and chest. She remembered the feel of her hands on his abs and sleek waist and strong legs.
"Damn it, Karen," she scolded herself. "He's so much younger. What makes you think he'd do it again."
Then Karen was back at the sink, looking out the window, but only seeing his rock hard cock and his beautiful, throbbing erection in her hand. Her lips parted involuntarily as she thought about taking him in her mouth again and feeling the warmth on her tongue.
Molly barked again and she ignored it.
One of Karen's hands slid inside her jogging pants. She was already wet when her fingers slid over her pussy and between her legs. She spread her legs and leaned over the sink slightly, pushing her ass out in anticipation of the finger about to slide inside her body.
She sighed as it penetrated her and she thought back to when she first felt his cock enter her. Karen used her moist finger to rub her clit, softly at first and then harder with each surge of pleasure that ran through her stomach. She clung to the edge of the counter and felt her hips rhythmically push forward each time she plunged her finger back inside her cunt.
Over and over she repeated the process, her moans growing louder by the minute. Karen thought she heard the dog behind her and she paid no attention. She only thought about him. Her Steven. Her lover.
Karen's head tilted back as she prepared to cum. Suddenly, a hand was on her chest. Two hands; clutching at her tits.
She shrieked and turned her head, feeling a body against her ass.
"Steven!"
Karen began to pull out her hand, but Steven, a 21 year old athlete, applied strong pressure on her forearm and kept it inside her pants.
"Don't stop," he told her.
He moved his hands underneath her t-shirt and slid up her body until contacting the undersides of her tits.
"Were you thinking of me, Mom?"
She nodded. "You scared the shit out of me."
"Do you always masturbate in the kitchen?"
Steven's hands had his mother's tits completely engulfed, kneading them roughly and pulling on the erect nipples.
"S...sometimes," Karen stammered.
"Finish. I want to hear you cum," he said into her ear.
Each time he touched her nipples Karen felt her pussy tingle. Her finger hesitantly returned to its place and began massaging her clit once again. Steven had her shirt pushed up so that her breasts were exposed and Karen wondered how long the shirt would remain on. Steven's hard cock nestled between the cheeks of her ass and Karen fought the urge to reach back and grab it.
It took a minute or two, but once again she was on the verge of cumming. By then the shirt was off, causing only a momentary delay in her masturbation as it slid up over her arms. Karen concentrated on her pussy and clit as Steven pulled down her pants. Once she was naked and he was pressed against her once more with his hands manipulating her tits, she was ready.
"Oh God, Steven. I'm going to...oh my God! Yes! Yessss!"
"Cum for me, Mom."
Karen's body shuddered as the first orgasm began. Two fingers slid inside her this time and Steven heard a series of gasps when he left one hand on her tit and put the other on her clit. He squeezed his mother's nipple and clutched at her tit while rubbing her clit as fast as he could. Karen's breathing was fast and uneven as her body reacted to each new sensation.
Steven enjoyed the feeling of her naked body in his arms as he reached around her. He kissed her neck and anxiously waited for when he could have one of her tits in his mouth. Meanwhile, his cock grew harder and harder, pressing against his jeans as he rubbed it against her ass.
Karen was sure a second orgasm started immediately after the first. The multitude of fingers in and around her pussy and on her tits was enough to keep her cumming for a long time.
"Yes, Steven. Right there. Harder!" she urged him.
She finally gave in to the temptation and reached back for his crotch. Instantly, she felt the outline of his cock. She rubbed it furiously as her orgasm began to subside. Then another hand was on hers and she heard a zipper open. Within seconds, the undeniable feeling of her son's cock was on her hand. She gripped it tightly and felt it twitch with pleasure.
"I want to fuck you again, Mom. Just like before," Steven said quietly.
Karen didn't speak. She simply moved the cock into place at the entrance to her dripping wet cunt. All the nights she had spent dreaming of him couldn't match the moment. All the times she came thinking of his cock in her couldn't match the reality.
She felt the head enter her, followed by an incredible stretching of her pussy as he slowly pushed the rest of his erection into her.
"Ahhhhh, Steven," she murmured under her breath.
He pulled nearly all the way out and then more forcefully drove forward. Karen groaned.
"Tell me what you want, Mom."
"I want you, Steven."
"Tell me," he demanded.
He was fucking her more rapidly. His jeans were coarse against her ass with each thrust. Karen didn't answer.
"Tell me!"
"God, Steven," Karen said timidly. "I want you to fuck me."
"Again!"
"Fuck me, Steven. Fuck me harder!"
There was urgency in her voice now and Steven returned the favor in his actions. He pulled his mother closer to him and slammed his cock into her with reckless abandon. The sound of Karen's juices surrounding Steven's cock filled the kitchen, combined with their moans and groans of delight.
Their first and only encounter had been fast and furious. Karen wished for more but Steven's pent up desire for his mother made it impossible. Soon, he was ready to cum.
Without further words, only a guttural sound from Steven, his orgasm began with a long, warm blast of cum into Karen's cunt. Another quickly followed. And then each thrust produced a smaller and smaller spurt of cum as Steven continued to fuck his mother. They could barely stand by the time Steven shoved his cock into her for the last time and held her close, feeling the muscles of her cunt tighten around his shaft.
"Merry Christmas. I'm home," Steven said.
"I noticed," Karen replied.
***
Karen Albers was an exceptionally good-looking forty five year old woman. Short blonde hair framed a delicate face featuring blue eyes and sensuous lips. Jogging kept her body as trim as possible, but middle age curves were appearing, much to the delight of any man who saw her.
Her only child was born twenty-two years earlier and Steven had always held a place close to her heart. He was too much like his father for his own good. Only a few inches taller than Karen, he was handsome and playful.
Mother and son were always close. It was only in the past year that their mutual desire for each other was acted upon. Steven had been home from college for the summer. Karen, who worked part time at a non-profit agency, got to see him a lot. Her husband, an executive in the insurance industry, travelled extensively and Karen and Steven found themselves alone most of the time.
Having lived in a fraternity house for more than two years, Steven was used to wearing nothing more than a pair of shorts around the house. Karen, living by herself most of the time, seldom gave a second thought to how informally she dressed at home. The result was inevitable considering the feelings Karen and Steven had for each other and the amount of time they spent thinking about each other.
Karen was the first to comment on her son's attire. She did it in the tone of a mother, but her body reacted like one of his many girlfriends. Then Steven gained the confidence to comment back and the mini-war began to see who would cave in first to more modest attire. To their surprise and delight, the opposite occurred.
It was early one morning when Steven walked past his parents' bedroom, only to bump into his mother as she came out. She wore a football jersey that scarcely covered her ass.
After apologies and a long stare from Steven, Karen said, "I guess I'll have to remember to finish dressing with you here."
"Why? I like that," Steven said, motioning to her jersey. "Anything under it?"
"Steven! Stop it."
"I'm serious," he said. "Go like that all morning. I like it."
Karen, of course, didn't have a great desire to argue with him and wore the jersey and small panties the remainder of the morning. She felt a shiver every time she walked through the same room as him. A couple times she was certain he had a view of her ass as she reached for something. She also was certain the front of Steven's shorts contained an ever-growing bulge. The sight of it excited her, but she never seriously thought she would advance beyond the imagination stage of seeing his cock.
By noon Karen had managed to make her panties damp more than once and Steven considered locking himself into his room to relieve himself. Their shared frame of mind was kept secret until a second chance encounter in the hallway started a chain of events that would change them forever.
This time, it was Karen who met an unsuspecting Steven.
"I don't suppose you were cleaning that room," she said.
Steven shook his head. "Nope. Not without your help."
"I'm done helping you anymore," she replied, peeking into the bedroom. "How bad is it?"
She stepped around him to get a better view and they brushed against each other.
"The usual," Steven answered. "Have I ever left it that way when I leave?"
"Yes."
Steven stood directly behind his mother, half in and half out of the bedroom. As was the case all morning, his hands desperately wanted to reach out for the bottom of her jersey and feel the soft skin underneath. Karen abruptly turned around, unaware that he was so close. They stood face to face and inches apart.
"Does it pass?" he asked innocently.
Karen's stomach churned as she looked up into her son's face. Her eyes dropped to his well-developed chest and broad shoulders. She wanted to...but, no. She couldn't.
"Yes, it passes. This time," she said.
Karen kissed Steven on the cheek.
But he blocked her escape with an outstretched arm. Their bodies touched. His hands were on her shoulders before she could react and his face came to hers. Their mouths touched. Instinctively, Karen parted her lips and they kissed. Steven pressed harder and Karen moaned. He held her tighter and the kiss became more emphatic. Their tongues met.
Karen attempted to pull away, but only symbolically. She managed to speak a muffled 'No' before willingly continuing the long, sensuous kiss. They wrapped each other in their arms with Steven's hands groping at the top of his mother's ass. He pulled up on the jersey and felt the silky panties. He clutched at them and squeezed her flesh.
Karen was satisfied with feeling the hardness of his cock against her stomach. She was pleased he reacted that way to her, but refrained from touching him. Each time Steven pulled up on her ass, she rubbed against him harder.
Just as the kiss was ending, Steven moved a hand up the front of Karen's jersey. She didn't know if she was happy the hand was outside the shirt or not. As it approached her tits, she imagined it on her bare skin.
Steven stopped at the first contact with the breast. Karen's head was turned aside on his chest.
"No. Please, Steven. Don't," she begged.
He complied and held her closer.
"OK," he said softly. "Not this time."
Karen sighed. "There won't be another time. We can't."
Steven backed away slightly, leaned down, and kissed her again passionately. His hand lightly brushed across her tit and he recognized the hardness of her nipple.
"We'll see," he said as he separated himself from her and slowly shut the bedroom door.
Karen was nearly in tears as she walked on trembling legs to her own room. Once the door was closed, she reached down and felt the soaking wet panties.
"Damn it."
***
It was mid-afternoon before they found themselves in the same room again. Steven had a t-shirt on over his shorts and Karen had changed into a light sweater and jeans. What little conversation they had did not concern the earlier incident. However, it was not far from the center of each of their thoughts.
Karen's half-hearted attempts to stop it and her feeble statement that there would not be 'another time' didn't go unnoticed...by either of them. The atmosphere remained filled with sexual tension as the day went on. Knowing they would be alone for another full day didn't help matters. Or did it?
Dinner was uneventful, albeit quieter than normal. Karen eventually joined Steven in the family room afterwards and found the courage to sit on the same couch as him. The conversation centered mainly on the show they watched, until Steven broke the ice.
"Are you mad?"
Karen winced. "I'm not mad, Steven. I'm, um, disappointed."
"In who?" Steven asked while looking over at her.
Karen shrugged and said, "Both of us."
Steven said, "I thought you kind of enjoyed it, myself. Maybe you could tell that I did."
His small smile caused her to, weakly, try to hide her grin. Karen's eyes mechanically fell to his lap, and then quickly shot back up.
"It was nice. We shouldn't do it again," she said with authority.
Steven stared at the TV without paying attention to it. After a moment, he turned to his mother and said, "If two people..."
"We're not just two people," Karen interjected. "You're my son."
Steven moved down the couch until they were within an arm's length of each other.
"And if my mother is beautiful and sexy and I..."
"No! Don't say it, Steven. Don't say it, please."
Her lips trembled and her voice quivered. She was both attracted to and repulsed by his proximity.
Steven continued, "And I find myself thinking about her all the time and it excites me..."
"Stop!"
Karen began to get up, but Steven grabbed her arm too quickly. He pulled her down and over so that she sat awkwardly on the couch at his side. He put his mouth on hers and forced Karen onto her back. He was half on her as they kissed.
Like the first time, Karen's mind struggled with the choice of escaping or surrendering. Steven settled the argument with two actions: placing one leg between hers and placing a hand on her chest. His leg made it impossible for her to rise, and his hand reminded her of why she craved her son.
Steven put his palm on her breast and, even through the sweater, recognized that she was braless. Her caressed her and tugged on the nipple, only to hear her distinctive moan. All signs of resistance seemed to leave her and Steven moved his hand inside the sweater.
At the same time he touched her breasts, he said, "Stop fighting it, Mom. Enjoy it just once."
Steven felt his cock harden while he put his fingers around her firm, round tits. They were not large and he took pleasure in being able to hold each one almost entirely in a single hand. He pressed his knee against her pussy and Karen squirmed underneath his body.
"Lift up your sweater," he said in a soft voice. "Let me taste you."
Karen mumbled something he couldn't make out amid her moans. She hesitated for several seconds, but Steven's continuous massaging of her tits ended all of her opposition. Karen reached for one side of her sweater and slowly lifted it so that a good portion of her stomach was exposed.
"Higher," Steven said.
Karen couldn't look her son in the eye as she pulled the sweater a little farther. She felt one breast being uncovered. Steven smiled down at his mother, who finally looked at his face. Another small movement of her hand and Karen uncovered her tit.
"Both of them," Steven demanded.
The sweater was lifted to the bottom of her neck and Steven had access to both beautiful breasts. He wasted no time in lowering his head and placing his lips on one nipple. He kissed it. Then the other. Then Karen gasped loudly as Steven put his lips around a nipple and began licking it and biting it lightly with his teeth.
Steven instantly felt the nipple harden. He eagerly put as much of the tit in his mouth as he could and began sucking on it noisily. Karen's entire body responded with short little quakes of excitement each time her son's tongue touched the most sensitive ends of her tits. He slid completely on top of her, putting his legs between hers and pressing down so that his rock hard cock brushed against her pussy. Steven continued sucking her tits, but smiled at the feeling of Karen pushing her body up against his.
Karen was barely able to think straight as Steven pushed the sweater up over her head and tossed it onto the floor. He attacked her tits for another thirty seconds before sliding down her body, licking all the way from her tits to her navel and to the top of her jeans.
The ability, or desire, to stop him had all but drained out of her. Steven unbuttoned the jeans and pulled down the zipper and Karen could put up only the slightest fight. He slid the pants down her legs and added them to the growing pile on the floor. Steven lowered his head once more and kissed his way up Karen's thighs, over her pussy and to the top of her panties. Then he slid them off.
Karen looked up at her son with large, questioning eyes. She was frightened and extremely horny. Surely he wouldn't go much farther. He'd gotten her naked and that's all he...
Steven's mouth was back on her tit. He sucked furiously at the nipple and then moved to the other tit. Karen couldn't control her moans despite the internal reprimand she gave herself. She spread her legs underneath him.
That sign was all Steven needed. He moved down her body. He stopped when his face was above her pussy. He licked all around the outer edge of her short, neatly trimmed hair. His tongue moved to the pink, moist slit that was his final destination.
Karen cried out in surprise and attempted to squirm away. Steven used both hands to hold her in place and slid his tongue up the wet path between the folds of skin that protected her clit. He purposely avoided the clit before moving back down and putting the tip of his tongue inside her cunt.
"No. Not there," she begged.
Steven thrust his tongue deeper.
"No! You can't...oh God."
Karen spread her legs farther apart. Steven put his hands on her ass and pulled her up. His tongue fucked her faster and deeper while her body rose and fell in his hands. Karen's groans grew louder.
When Steven pulled his tongue out, Karen relaxed for a second. Then her entire body stiffened as it felt his tongue on her clit. He immediately started to lick and put his lips around it. He sucked the hard clit until Karen's ass rose from the couch and her back arched to allow him even better access.
Several times he put his tongue back inside her cunt before returning to the clit. Each time she was wetter and his licking had greater effect.
"Steven, you have...to...stop," she said with an increasingly faltering voice. "Stop before...before...I...oh God please."
He had no intention of stopping. He felt her body on the verge of an orgasm. Her breathing gave away her craving for more. He sucked on her clit harder than ever.
Karen clutched at the hair on the back of Steven's head as the orgasm began. She cried out and drove her pussy against his mouth, pulling him down onto her even closer. His tongue and lips stabbed at the swollen clit and juices began to flow over his chin. Karen thrust her hips up as if fucking her son's face. She moved one hand up to her tit and massaged it roughly while she came.



Steven thought she would cum forever. Each time he thought she was almost done, another lick of her clit caused her to shudder again. Finally, he was able to back away and look up at his mother.
Karen's hair was messed from the shaking of her head and she looked as sexy as ever. Her pussy was soaked and a dark stain marked the cushion below her. Her eyes were closed and her mouth was open from the erratic breaths she took.
Steven rolled off the couch. Only then did Karen lean her head over and look as her son began to undress. First his shirt and then his shorts fell to the floor. She saw the large bulge under his briefs even before he took them off. Then her eyes were fixed on the long, thick cock that stuck out from between his legs.
Steven stood and Karen stared. Many seconds passed prior to Karen moving into a sitting position on the couch and her son stepping forward. The cock stiffened and rose just inches from her lips.
It was her hands that reached out first. She lightly ran her palm over the underside of the shaft before putting one hand on top and the other below. She cupped it loosely and then used one hand to wrap her fingers firmly around the throbbing cock.
The thick head grew dark pink from arousal and wide veins pulsed in her hand. Karen put her other hand under his balls, shifting them smoothly from side to side. Steven took another step toward her face.
Karen kissed the tip of the cock and tasted the salty precum that lingered there. Still gripping it with one hand, she parted her lips and let the head slide between them. So many conflicting thoughts were in her head that she hesitated. Steven stood motionless; waiting. Karen leaned forward.
She let her hand slip off the cock as it entered her mouth. Only when her bottom lip reached his balls did she stop, tighten the grasp with her lips, and pull back. She never let it come all the way out and repeated the slow process three times.
Steven tried not to think too far ahead as his mother started to suck his cock faster and harder. Was she going to make him cum, as he expected? And would she...? He didn't want to think about it, yet.
The incredible feeling of her mouth around his dick made him quickly forget his concerns. This was not the first time Karen had done this, Steven concluded accurately. None of the teenage girlfriends he ever had could duplicate the methods his own mother showed with her tongue and lips. He envied his father.
Just as Karen couldn't hold back after Steven's attack on her clit, Steven was ready to cum soon after the blowjob began.
"Ohhhhhh yes, Mom. Just like that," Steven said.
Karen combined her hand on the base of the cock with her mouth on the end.
"Almost there," he warned her. "I'm...oh God...I'm almost...ready."
She gave no hint whatsoever of stopping.
"Now! Now, Mom! I'm going to cum!"
She pumped harder with her hand and opened her mouth. The first shot hit the back of her throat hard. Then the second, followed by loud grunts and successive bursts of warm, sweet cum that piled up on her tongue. Soon, a small stream fell from the side of her mouth and down to her chin. Karen took the cock in her mouth and sucked on it until Steven couldn't deliver another drop.
She let him pull out, and wiped the cum from her chin with a smile. After she had swallowed, she put the cock in her mouth one last time and used her tongue to tease the bottom of the head. Steven moaned at the treatment and felt one last little twitch deposit a few drops. Karen leaned back and rested on the edge of the couch.
***
Karen lay in bed that night listening to Steven move about in the house. She slept one time for twenty minutes and awoke again to the sound of Steven heading down the hall and into his bedroom. She thought about him undressing as he had in front of her earlier, displaying the cock she gladly took into her mouth. He was the sexiest man she had ever seen and was now the only person in her mind. She couldn't stop making herself wonder what he would feel like inside her. Could she even do it if she had the chance?
She awoke again just after midnight. The house was completely silent. Her pussy begged for attention and she put a hand inside her panties, the only clothes she wore. Back and forth her fingers slid as she remembered Steven's mouth down there, and his tongue, and her clit being stroked. Five minutes passed and she had herself on the brink of cumming.
She pulled her hand away and sighed. She got out of bed.
Karen pulled her door open and peaked out. The hallway was empty. She moved like a ghost towards her son's room.
His door was ajar and she pushed it open far enough to stick her head in. Steven was on his side with his back to her. She entered the room and crept to the side of the bed. Staring down at him, she removed her panties.
She nearly shrieked as Steven turned onto his back, but he never opened his eyes. The room was dark except for a little light coming in the window from the streetlights. There was just enough light to make out features like the sheet pulled just above his waist. Karen saw the lump from his cock and started to lower the sheet.
This time she was prepared for his movement and she was silent when his eyes opened. He didn't panic and she continued to pull the sheet off. In the silence and darkness, Karen got naked.
Seconds later, she was on top of him, kissing her son. His arms went around her and the kiss intensified. When it was over, she leaned up and Steven took a tit into his mouth. His hand was between her legs, searching for the pussy and clit he had tasted several hours earlier.
Little by little she saw his cock harden. She touched it and stroked it, bringing it rapidly to full erection. Karen leaned up and straddled him with her knees so that her body rose directly over his stiff cock.
He didn't have to ask and she didn't waver. Karen placed the head of Steven's cock at the entrance to her cunt. Ever so slowly, she lowered her body until an inch was inside. Then more. And finally she was sitting on him and his cock filled her warm, wet cunt.
She reached down and took his hands, moving them up to her breasts. Steven eagerly clutched at them while Karen began to fuck him.
In the darkness and privacy of the bedroom, Karen and Steven enjoyed the illicit pleasures of mother and son sex. Her maturity and patience counterbalanced his youth and eagerness. She teased his cock with her cunt and her hand. Karen constantly altered the rhythm with which her pussy accepted his cock, bringing Steven closer to an orgasm and then forcing him to take pleasure in the moment.
He held her tits and then grabbed her by the ass, eventually sliding his hands up her body once more and attacking her nipples. Karen leaned over to change the angle and let her tits dangle near Steven's lips before leaning back with a smile. The grimaces on his face told her he was close.
She squeezed his cock harder. He groaned and thrust upward with more energy. One last tug on her nipples and Karen was ready to cum.
"Now, Steven," she said very quietly. "Now."
Her body quaked with the onset of her orgasm. She cried out and closed her eyes, clenching the headboard as she leaned forward. At the same moment, Steven announced he was cumming and Karen felt the first blast of cum inside her. Together they spent the next minute or two matching orgasms and moans of delight.
Steven's limited experiences with the girls he dated did little to prepare him for what a woman like Karen could do to his cock during sex. He never knew a pussy could feel so good and vary its pressure in the way his mother's did. When she dropped on top of him afterward, he did everything he could to remain inside her. Even as they rolled onto their sides, the cock kept its place.
Karen and Steven kissed, with a continuous movement of their hips prolonging the sex for both of them. Then he rolled on top.
"Good thing I was awake, huh?" he said.
"It wouldn't have mattered," Karen replied. "I wasn't leaving."
"And can you stay?" Steven asked, his cock slowly but surely regaining an erection.
"As long as you want."
"Once more, at least," he said, covering her face and chest with kisses.
Karen wrapped her legs around his waist and got ready for a long, long night with her son.



        

  
    Roll the Dice
  
  Roll the Dice

        This casino worker finds out the odds are against her.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/roll-the-dice-1

Title: Roll the Dice

Author: eroslit

Category: NonConsent/Reluctance

Description: This casino worker finds out the odds are against her.

Tags: casino, forced




AUTHOR'S NOTE: I know many of you don't do Nonconsent stories. This one barely qualifies, but I didn't want to put it in a regular section and then surprise you with the ending. If you are into Loving Wives, this isn't for you.
*
The bustling casino hummed with the sounds of success and Lou, the general manager, grinned as he walked past row after row of slot machines. People sat in nearly every chair and Lou, of all people, understood that despite the occasional cheers of a winner, every patron was contributing to his ever-growing empire. The game tilted in his favor, of course. Over the life of a slot machine, ten percent of every dollar put into it would go to Lou.
Multiply that by thirty five hundred machines in each of his three casinos, plus the attached hotels, and you had the beginning of a wildly flourishing business.
Lou continued walking into the table games area. Here, amid the blackjack, stud poker and roulette tables, there was a middle layer of control. Pit bosses and floormen oversaw the games and their dealers to 'correct' minor errors. Constant overhead security took care of the bigger problems.
Lou nodded at a boss as he slid through the crowd. A live band in a nearby lounge provided their own version of Lynyrd Skynyrd and Lou's eyes settled on the ass of a mini-skirted woman playing roulette, swaying to the music between bets.
Having just turned forty, Lou was still attracted to younger women and also appreciated the middle-aged crowd that frequented the casino. The table games, especially, were a magnet for the more affluent, often prettier, females and their partners. As a result, Lou assigned his best waitresses to that section.
The finest of them floated effortlessly from game to game, delivering their drinks with a smile. They wore spaghetti strap, low cut, tight dresses that barely covered their ass and exposed enough cleavage to guarantee a tip from the most miserly man.
Lou caught a glimpse of April, his favorite girl. She was only twenty, but filled her outfit like no other waitress Lou ever hired. Her legs were not exceptionally long, but every inch of them was perfection. April's tits packed her dress to the limit without a hint of excess or falseness about them. Lou watched her linger with a male customer just long enough to maintain his interest, but not cross over into flirting. He knew she made a ton in tips and, therefore, accounted for more than average sales.
Lou's biggest advantage over the waitresses was the fact he knew the large city had an endless supply of gorgeous twenty-year-old women who were more than happy to serve drinks to rich gamblers. As much as he liked April, there were dozens of Aprils waiting to replace her.
That type of power on his part and subservience on the waitress's part was a dangerous combination.
April wanted to be a paralegal. She was working her way through college and decided to put her good looks to use at the casino. She was well aware of the uniform she would be required to wear and, if forced to admit it, was somewhat fond of the attention she received...not to mention the money. April was one of the last waitresses you would expect to hear saying she felt subjected to Lou's whims. She was a confident, fearless girl who never backed down from anything.
However, April had never worked for Lou.
In the five years that Lou managed casinos, he never had sex with an employee who did not consent, sometimes eagerly. They were easy targets. Lou found the best looking, poorest girls and offered them the moon. After a few fucks and blowjobs, they received a pittance. If the girl felt slighted, the next needy babe replaced her.
When Lou began thinking about the role April might play in his sexual charades, he got particularly excited. He suspected a different tact might be necessary to lure the intelligent, independent beauty. The image of a longer than usual, more intense struggle gave him reason to think twice, and reason to spend numerous nights stroking his cock in anticipation.
Finally, he had a semi-worked out plan in his head.
Lou's casinos always had offices that were a grade or two above the average casino. He valued comfortable surroundings for himself and the people that made the operation successful on a daily basis. His own office was a mini-suite without the bedroom. A bedroom was hardly needed considering the huge sofa he used for those occasions when a young woman wished to discuss a raise.
The remainder of the office was ornately furnished in classic early American style. Heavy chairs sat next to dark wood tables and bookshelves. The paintings were of nature scenes. His desk was mammoth. It oozed achievement and authority.
April never had a reason to see the office until the night Lou summoned her in. Business was rather slow and April suspected she would need every single available minute of her shift to make it worth even working that day. Therefore, her mood was not the greatest as she entered the office and closed the door at Lou's request.
"Have a seat, April," he said from behind the desk, gesturing with one hand toward the closest chair.
She did not let her disappointment in his command show. Her hope that this might be a very quick meeting was already fading. Lou completed his lecherous gaping at her full breasts and sensuously crossed legs before her eyes met his again. She smiled at him meekly to convey her attention.
"I won't keep you long," he began, but April suspected otherwise. "You're too valuable to me on the floor to keep you in here all night."
She grinned.
"Tell me how you've been doing, April. I mean, here at the casino. How do you like your job?" Lou asked.
April shrugged, but immediately took a positive approach. "It's been great. I love working here."
Her mind worked feverously to try to figure out what he wanted to hear; what he was after. She added, "I appreciate you giving me the hours I requested."
Lou smiled back at her. "No problem. I want everybody to be as happy as possible or their bad attitude will come across to the customers. I don't think I need to worry about that with you."
"I hope not," April said.
"You're exactly what we were looking for in that position," Lou said. "But we have a need in another area and that's what I wanted to talk to you about."
April pulled on the bottom of her dress, conscious of just how short it was when she sat. "Oh. What's that?""
"There's going to be a slot opening up soon that you would be perfect for. I want you to consider being our next waitress supervisor," Lou said.
April's eyes opened wide, more with surprise than excitement. "But, what about Patty?"
"It just isn't working out with Patty," Lou said. The statement was patently false but years of experience allowed him to say it without a hint of phoniness. "I want to know if you'd be interested in that promotion. Two things, though. One, she doesn't know about this, yet, and you have to promise me you won't mention it to her before I do. I want you ready and in place before I talk to her. Secondly, you don't have to decide tonight if you don't want to."
April was not one who came to rush conclusions often. However, she could not imagine that thinking about the offer for very long would change her mind. She was interested in the promotion, but equally concerned for Patty.
"I'm, uh, a little surprised by the offer, Lou," April stammered. "I'll have to think about it. I work again tomorrow night. Is it OK if I tell you then?"
Lou rose from his chair and began to walk around his desk. April stood at the same time.
"Of course it is," Lou confirmed. "If you decide to take it, we'll talk money and hours then."
They met face to face a few feet from the door. April was anxious to get back out onto the floor, into the environment she was more comfortable with to think things over. Lou blocked her path.
"This is an opportunity you won't often get, April."
She saw a more menacing look in his eyes now; almost threatening. Was his statement an ultimatum? She did not know what to say. Before she could speak, Lou stepped closer and put his hands on her upper arms.
"Do the right thing," he said quietly.
Lou's hands slid up her arms, onto her shoulders, and over the thin straps holding up her dress. She looked into his face, but his eyes were on his own hands and followed them down onto the top of her chest. His fingers skimmed lightly across her bare skin, along the path of the straps down toward her breasts. April's heart pounded wildly and her breathing became uneven. He was almost touching her tits.
Lou leaned forward and kissed April on the side of the face. She made herself stand still as his lips lingered on her cheek. Then a hand took hold of her chin and turned her face towards his. Their mouths came together and Lou initiated a rough kiss. His hands moved to the top of her ass and he pulled her to him. As the kiss grew harder, so too did the cock pressed against her body.
April felt his fingers on the tops of her legs, under her dress and moving up her ass. Finally, he cupped both cheeks and drove his tongue deep into her mouth. April's panties were pushed aside by his hands. She felt his hardness in front and tried to push away.
"No, no, April. It's not good business to refuse Lou."
He kissed her one more time and squeezed her ass more firmly.
When he was done, he said, "Tomorrow night is fine."
Just before opening the door for April, he told her, "By the way, Patty refused."
***
The next twenty-four hours were some of the most difficult in April's young life. It was her first experience with what she considered harassment and the choices before her were almost too many to cope with. She needed the money, but not the consequences of working for Lou. She was not a prude, but did not want him to think she would do anything just by giving her body to him.
Should she take his abuse for a short time just to be able to put on her resume that she had a supervisory role? Her mind spun from the long-term and short-term ramifications of her decision. In the end, her naiveté allowed April to return to Lou's office the following night.
Except, Lou was not there. An envelope taped to his door advised April to bring the envelope and herself to the Rosebud Conference Room of the casino and hotel complex. It was a lengthy walk, with every man she passed along the way giving her long and admiring glances. It was different being outside the casino floor in her waitress outfit; more like being in public, and April felt the eyes scanning her breasts and ass.
She was relieved to approach the door of what she knew to be the smallest of the conference rooms. She knocked softly. The door opened and, with a smile, Lou let her in.
"Welcome, April. Thank you for coming," Lou said, closing the door.
"You wanted this?" April asked, holding out the envelope.
"That's actually for you. You can open it if you want."
Lou walked over to a small couch and sat down as April pulled out a two-page document from the envelope. She unfolded it and skimmed both pages enough to get the gist of the content.
"That's very generous of you," April said. "That's more money than I was expecting for the job."
"I have a lot of confidence in you, April. I think you can do this and do it well," Lou told her.
April briefly considered what it was Lou expected her to do well. Then she said, "The money is great, Lou. But I haven't heard or read much about the job description, yet."
Lou smiled, leaned back on the couch, and said, "Make sure the girls are serving the customers properly."
He paused. "And other duties at the discretion of the manager."
April put the papers on a nearby table. She said, "I suppose that's where Patty refused."
Lou shrugged. "She was a great supervisor. I think you'd agree with that."
April nodded.
"But that salary calls for more than a good administrator, don't you think?" Lou asked. "You'd have to work here for two years at your current rate to make that. I have the right to expect a lot from you."
"I'm not sure I'm ready for those responsibilities," April replied. "Whatever they are."
"Consider them opportunities, not responsibilities," Lou said.
April's doubtful tilt of the head confirmed to Lou that this was no certain thing. He only one had choice: be direct.
"Take off your clothes, April."
Immediately, she answered, "Five thousand added to the salary in the letter."
Without blinking, Lou said, "Twenty five hundred."
"Three thousand."
"Twenty five hundred," Lou insisted.
After a very short silence, April kicked off her heels. Lou watched her reach behind her back and pull down the zipper of her dress. April knew the show she put on now would have lasting significance in her employment relationship with Lou, even though she hoped it was a short one. Therefore, she took her time and did it right.
She lowered each strap separately and let them hang down her arms, holding the dress in place with one hand. It was tight enough, however, to require her to take hold of each side in order to drop it off her tits. She exposed one, then the other, and let the top of the dress rest just above her waist.
Lou never took his eyes off the full, firm breasts and stiff little nipples. Of all the girls he had put through this process, these were the finest tits he had seen. Not too massive. Not immature. Perfectly proportioned for the semi-naked girl in front of him.
April tolerated his stares before continuing to lower her dress and, eventually, letting it fall to the floor around her ankles. She wore dark pantyhose that clung to her pussy and ass. As she stepped out of the dress, Lou nonchalantly repositioned the burgeoning erection inside his pants. The time for being bashful was long gone.
April turned so that her side was facing Lou before starting to remove her pantyhose. He had the perfect view of her silhouette, with her breasts hanging down and her ass jutting out. She leisurely got naked and then stood up and faced him.
"Turn around," he demanded.
She let him stare at her ass for maybe ten seconds, and then turned to face him again.
"Good girl," Lou said. "You're very beautiful. Come closer."
April walked towards him, stopping in front of his knees. He reached out his arms in the universal sign that he wanted her even closer. She would have to get on his lap to obey.
"You asked me to undress. I did," April said with a hint of tenseness in her voice.
"Now I'm asking you to let me hold you."
She could not make herself say 'No' to him. She understood what that would mean. Instead, she just stood.
"April, don't be stupid about this. Come here," Lou said.
Her knees nearly gave out just as she began to climb onto the couch. She straddled her boss' legs and tried urgently not to let any part of her body touch him. Lou abolished that thought by putting his hands on her waist and, with a forceful tug, bringing her chest to his face.
Instantly, April felt his tongue on her tit. Then his mouth closed around a good portion of the tit and began to suck on the nipple and surrounding skin. His tongue continuously played with the nipple and April squirmed from the resulting flashes it sent through her body.
"Stop, Lou. Please."
He switched breasts with his mouth and clutched at her ass with both hands. He seemed unaware of her pleas, until finally he said, "You made the right choice, April. I take it you want the job."
"I want the job at the rate we agreed to, and I want this to be the last time we meet like this."
Lou sucked on a tit and smiled.
"Whatever you say, April. But first, I want you to know how excited I am to have you with us," Lou said. "Give me your hand."
He had already taken her by the wrist and pulled her hand into his lap, between her legs. He placed the hand directly on his pants so that she could not fail to feel the outline of his rigid cock.
"That's how excited I am. Rub it, April."
She shuddered as her hand inched up and back along the length of the shaft. Lou leaned back and watched April, occasionally cupping one of her tits as she fondled him. His cock felt like it would explode. He could not remember the last time he was as hard.
"You're going to love working for me, April. Trust me."
He slapped her on the ass as she backed out of his grasp and off the couch.
***
As the new supervisor of the waitresses, April only had to wear her serving dress and work on the floor when she was the emergency fill-in for another girl. Most days she could wear business casual clothes, or a dress, and do her work from a small office. She maintained everyone's work schedule, did evaluations, and assisted with some of the hiring interviews. Her interactions with Lou did not occur every day and, for the most part, they were business-like and uneventful.
A month passed without incident and April was beginning to like the substantial increase in take-home pay and flexible hours. Her attitude improved and she seriously considered staying with the casino and, perhaps, pursuing other career opportunities on the management side of the business.
It was in the middle of these hopeful signs that Lou reintroduced himself into the picture.
Near the end of an otherwise typical workday, April got a text with instructions to go to suite 801 in the hotel. Despite her limited knowledge of the hotel operation, she was pretty certain this was one of the larger and more opulent suites. Was Lou having one of the parties that she heard Patty talk about in the past?
April found a mirror to check her hair and makeup and to see how badly wrinkled her blouse and dress pants looked. Satisfied that there was nothing she could do, she made the walk and elevator ride toward the suite.
The hallway was dead quiet as she came to the door. She hesitated for a moment to try to hear anything inside the room, and then knocked.
As April suspected, Lou welcomed her in. However, she was somewhat stunned to also find Liz sitting on a couch in the lavish living area. Liz was a Human Resources specialist for the resort; kind of a middle-management type in the recruiting and hiring area. April had talked to her maybe twice since working in the casino, and found her nice enough, not to mention gorgeous. Liz looked particularly striking to April as she sat casually on the couch in a pastel dress.
April had no lesbian leanings, but knew a babe when she saw one and Liz was the resort's premier babe. Short blonde hair, perfect tits, and exquisite legs meant the twenty-five year old beauty never looked bad in any outfit. She was Lou's type of woman.
"I'm glad you got the text and came up," Lou said. "Drink?"
April accepted his offer of wine and sat in a chair that was a comfortable distance from Lou's chair and Liz's couch.
"How was work today?" Lou asked.
"Pretty good. No disasters," April said after a sip of her drink. "It went smoothly."
"Good," Lou replied. "Smooth is always good in the casino. I appreciate the job you've done since taking Patty's place."
April studied his expression and tone of voice, looking for any hint of what this was about. She would have been more concerned if Liz was not there. But, then again, should she be concerned because Liz was there?
"Thanks. I'm getting the hang of it," April said.
"That's mainly why we invited you up here," Lou stated. "I believe we talked about this before, or you were aware of it, but a supervisory position like the one you took comes with a probationary period. A one month probationary period, and we're just at the end of that so it's my job to make a recommendation to HR on whether we should continue with you in that role."
April said, "I wasn't aware of that, but that's OK. I would have taken it anyway."



The look on Liz's face never changed as she let Lou lead the discussion. What April noticed most was the rapidity with which Liz was finishing off her large glass of wine.
"A probationary period allows us to review all the supervisors and managers early in their careers and make any, um, adjustments that need to be made," Lou explained.
"I see," April said. Apparently, Patty just needed an adjustment, she thought.
"I asked you to join us tonight so I can discuss this with you and I asked Liz to be here as a witness from HR so there can be no dispute afterwards," Lou said.
"Is there reason for dispute?" April asked slyly.
Lou laughed and Liz offered a noticeable grin.
"Maybe that word was a little harsh," he answered. "She's here to make sure there are no misunderstandings. How's that?"
April nodded. "I think I've done MORE than what is required of my job, Lou. Wouldn't you agree?"
Her meaning was very clear to Lou and a rush of adrenalin burst through his body as he quickly reflected on their previous meeting and what was to come.
"You drive a hard bargain, April," he replied. "Our offer ended up being quite favorable to you. Therefore, I think we expect MORE out of you than previous supervisors."
April said, "Normally, the successful end of a probationary period includes a raise. Can I expect the same?"
"As long as the probationary period ends successfully, yes," Lou declared.
"Has it?" April asked.
Lou put his glass on a table and rose to his feet. He walked over to April's chair and said, "Let's find out. Stand up, April."
April's indecision was compounded when she saw Liz stand up at the same time as herself. Either she and Lou had done this before or Liz had her instructions well rehearsed. April froze in place.
"Come with me," Lou said, taking April firmly by the arm.
"Where? What are you...ouch! You're hurting me, Lou," April protested as she was dragged toward a bedroom with Liz right behind her.
The closer they got to the bedroom the harder April fought against Lou's effort to haul her by the arm. Of course, his strength prevailed and April stumbled awkwardly through the entrance into the massive and ornate bedroom. She looked back at the sound of the door closing and saw Liz standing guard by it.
"Now, my dear April, any unnecessary noise from you will have dire consequences," Lou warned her. "Obedience will have quite pleasant effects. It's that easy."
They stared defiantly at each other for a moment in the silent room.
"Good," Lou finally said. "Liz, if you will start, please."
April watched Lou step back until he was at the end of the king-sized bed. Just as he sat down, April felt Liz behind her. Then Liz's arms were encircling April's waist and her hands were rising up the front of April's blouse. They passed slowly over her breasts and stopped at the opening of the blouse.
When Liz began to unbutton the blouse, April spun sideways and shouted, "No! Stop!"
Liz grabbed April's arm and, with cat-like quickness and startling strength, she spun April around until she faced Lou again with one arm behind her and Liz pushing it higher.
"Owwww!" April shrieked.
"What did I tell you about being loud?" Lou said calmly. "Now settle down before you REALLY get hurt. Liz, let's try this one more time."
As before, Liz reached for the top button of April's blouse and, this time, got it open without further protest. April stood helplessly as button after button was opened. Liz pulled the blouse out of April's pants and finished the job with Lou looking on intently.
April's light tan bra clung to her breasts as they heaved with her breathing. Then, with a rapid tug, Liz had the blouse completely off. April's arm was too sore to attempt another 'escape', which she knew was hopeless anyway. Instead, she gazed at Lou while he unbuckled the belt on his pants. Liz's hands returned to April's chest and launched into a methodical rub down of every inch of April's exposed skin.
As Lou opened the pants and unzipped them, Liz concentrated on the tits inside April's bra. She squeezed them and pressed them against April's chest, tugging on the nipples through the thin material of the bra.
Liz brought her hands behind April and unhooked the bra. Lou was removing his shoes, but never took his eyes off April. He smiled at April's halfhearted attempt to stop Liz and Liz's slapping away of April's hands. The bra straps slid down April's arms and the tits that Lou had admired once before were again revealed for his enjoyment.
Lou pushed down his pants while Liz kneaded the breasts harshly. April fidgeted under the manipulation of Liz's hands, but felt her nipples hardening from the attention. Likewise, she saw Lou's cock harden and press against his shorts. He wrapped his fingers around the loose material of the boxers and his long erection, stroking it slowly. The tip threatened to appear above the waistband.
Then Liz's hands slid down April's body and worked on the top of her pants until they were open. April nearly cried out again at the sight and feel of Liz's fingers slipping inside her panties and onto her pussy.
"Be quiet, April," Liz whispered into her ear. "For your own sake, be quiet."
The fingers grazed along her slit and up against her clit, but never entered her. They loitered around the clit, bearing down on the erect nub harder and harder.
Soon, Liz was pulling down the pants and tossing them out of the way. Lou was still masturbating with his shorts on, waiting for the right time. Liz knew what he wanted. She pulled off April's panties and Lou took off his shorts.
April had reason to believe Lou was very large—she had felt it for herself. However, she wasn't prepared for the reality of his erection unhindered by clothing. It rose from between his legs like a log with a slight curl back towards his stomach. Purple veins lined both sides and the pink head seemed to pulse with life.
"I think April deserves a little something, Liz. Will you do the favors," Lou said.
Nothing would have totally surprised April at that point, but she still looked on with a little amazement when Liz took off her dress and stood in the tiniest bra and thong she had ever seen. Lou began to stroke his cock, but that wasn't what had April's attention. She was paying much more attention to Liz getting on her knees in front of April.
"Spread your legs," Liz demanded.
"No, I won't..."
"Spread your fucking legs," Lou bellowed.
April jumped at the volume of his voice, and then obeyed. Quickly, Liz's face was in place, licking up the side of April's thigh until it was at her pussy. The smile returned to Lou's face when he saw Liz's tongue make its first contact with April's cunt and he saw the look on April's face. Her mouth opened, but no sound came out as the tongue slid inside her. April instinctively put her hands on Liz's head with the intent of pulling her away. But she knew better, and tried to stand still as Liz's tongue and lips did their work on her pussy.
Lou was masturbating more vigorously now. April felt the moisture building inside her cunt. Liz fucked her with her tongue and held her by the ass. Then Liz made the move up to April's clit and heard the young woman moan.
April bent at the waist to try to escape, but Liz pulled on her ass and brought April's pussy back to her face. She sucked on the clit with more force, resulting in louder groans from April. This time, Lou didn't complain.
April was certain she was going to cum. Was that what Lou wanted to see and hear? She doubted it, and he confirmed that a moment later when he told Liz to stand up.
"Bring her here," he told Liz.
Liz pulled April over to the end of the bed and Lou spread his legs.
"The probationary period is almost over, sweetheart. Get down here and let me feel those lips around my cock," he said to April.
"And if I don't?" she asked.
Lou shrugged. "Does the name Patty ring a bell?"
"And the raise?"
Lou smiled. "We'll discuss it."
"We'll discuss it now. I want...," April began.
But Liz cut her short, pushing April forward so that she crumpled into Lou's lap. Immediately, Liz had her by the hair and was shoving her face onto Lou's cock while April got on her knees.
"OK. OK," she cried.
The look on her face only made Lou harder. He loved power almost more than money and the frightened girl about to suck his cock was well within his control. He remembered the first time Liz was the victim. His cock ached at the recollection of cum leaking out of her mouth and running down her chin. Perhaps April would be in Liz's role in another five years.
For now, he was satisfied to watch April hover over his erection.
"Lick it first. Slowly," he told her.
April didn't have to do much maneuvering to meet Lou's demands. His cock pointed back along his body with a stiffness she had never seen. All she had to do was place her tongue above his balls and slide it up the length of the pole. It was warm and throbbing. Each new lick caused the cock to rise from Lou's body as if trying to force itself into her mouth.
"Now," Lou said. "Suck it like I know you can."
April gently lifted the cock with one hand and placed her lips around the head. The salty taste of his precum met her tongue as the cock slowly disappeared. Lou and Liz watched with delight as April began a blowjob that she hated to give, but had to give.
For a moment or two, April's head bobbed up and down on the shaft without interruption. Then she felt Liz leaning against her ass and Liz's hands caressing her tits. The rougher Liz became with April's nipples, the faster April sucked on Lou's cock. Her body was betraying her the longer the session went, and when Liz began to stroke April's clit, April wasn't sure she could outlast Lou.
She used a hand to stroke Lou's cock while her mouth continued to work on the upper half. Anything to make him cum was her only goal. Luckily, with her lips wrapped around his erection, her moans were muffled.
Then a sign: "Oh God, yes. Yes! Suck harder!"
April obeyed as Lou's body rose from the bed and drove the cock deeper into her mouth. He held her head in place.
"Fuck yessssss," Lou groaned. "Yes!"
The first shot of his cum nearly made April cum herself, but she fought off her own pending orgasm while her boss came in torrents. She swallowed what she could and the rest flowed back down his cock and collected on April's lips and fingers. The bed shook from his seemingly endless thrusts. Each grunt he uttered meant another flow of cum that April had to manage.
Liz worked on April's clit throughout the entire orgasm and then filled April's cunt with two moist fingers. April immediately began to cum. She put both hands on the bed on either side of Lou and allowed herself to cum over and over again with unrestrained sobs of delight.
Lou watched, his unattended cock now dripping cum onto his stomach. He reached out for one of April's tits and helped prolong the orgasm for another few seconds.
Soon, it was over.
***
April's life settled back into a steadier routine after the meeting with Lou and Liz. Hoping that her harassment by Lou was complete, she became more confident in her ability to manage the girls working for her. Turnover decreased as everybody seemed happier. Everything operated like clockwork.
If only April had asked Liz about this stage in her career at the casino she would have known better. Lou waited patiently for April's guard to drop and then he rolled out the ultimate display of authority.
The offices of the casino, including April's, were modern and comfortable but packed into a relatively small area close enough to the casino floor that noise was a constant factor. Lou was ever-vigilant of this fact and not against using it to his advantage.
One evening as April was leaving her own office, Lou met her in the hallway. They were alone.
"Hello, April. Working late?" Lou asked with a smile.
"A little. I'll be leaving soon," she replied.
Lou was well aware of her schedule and had waited near April's office for fifteen minutes prior to their 'chance' encounter. He now allowed his eyes to inspect her tight sweater and pants in the soft light.
"Do you have a full staff tonight?"
April nodded. "Yep."
They both took a few steps toward the casino gaming area.
"Good. You're going to be busy for a few minutes," Lou said.
As April turned to look at him in surprise at his statement, he took her by the arm. At the same time, he opened the door closest to them and dragged April into a dark storage room. She began to say something but Lou immediately had his hand on her mouth. He slammed the door shut and flipped on the light.
"Don't you dare make a sound," he ordered, pressing her back against a small space of bare wall.
Tall storage shelves surrounded them. April felt completely penned in with Lou in front of her blocking her only escape.
He removed his hand and said, "It's time for the real deal, April. Everything up till now has been preliminaries."
Both of his hands were on the outside of her sweater, fondling the tits inside. He pushed harder against her and brought his own body closer. Once again, April felt the presence of his thickening cock.
"It won't be Liz's tongue inside you this time, honey. You get the real thing tonight."
"No, I won't let you do...," April said.
The slap of Lou's huge hand against her face echoed in the little room. April shrieked and put her fingers on the throbbing side of her jaw.
"You asshole. Let me go," she insisted.
"Not yet. Not before you get the full pleasure of this."
Lou's hands were opening the front of her pants. He had them, and her panties, around her knees in a matter of seconds. Despite her struggles, he had her shoes and the pants off soon afterward. She debated a knee to his face, but couldn't rule out never leaving the room alive if she did.
He stood in front of her again with a satisfied grin. He pushed down his pants and took out his cock. April shook with uncontrollable fear and rage.
Lou forced his body onto hers yet again and rubbed the cock against her bare skin. He reached behind her and pulled her forward by the ass. Then he pushed her against the wall and kissed her violently.
April tried to swing her head from side to side to avoid it, but he had her trapped in every way.
Then she felt his hand and his cock between her legs.
"Spread 'em!"
Instantly after she did, she felt the cock at the entrance to her pussy.
"Good girl," he said with a sneer.
The next few seconds were nearly lost in April's mind as Lou viciously drove the cock up inside her with a brutal thrust. She attempted a scream but no air was available. All she felt was the hugeness of his erection. Her legs began to give way.
Lou used both arms to lift April's feet off the floor. April had to wrap her legs around the man to keep from falling, and he eagerly got a better hold of her to improve the angle of his cock and assure that she remained in place. At that point, the fucking began in earnest.
April had most of her senses back again and protested in a firm voice. Lou repeated his order for her to remain quiet and pounded her pussy with increased vigor. The shelves on either side rattled from the force of April's body hitting the wall.
"Let me see those beautiful tits of yours," Lou told her.
April managed to used a hand to lift the sweater.
"The bra, too," Lou said.
April pulled up the bra to expose both breasts. Lou quickly had one in his mouth, holding April up by the ass and fucking her nonstop while he sucked on her tit and nipple. April was powerless against his assault and merely waited for him to finish.
Lou was in no big hurry, having locked the door and knowing he could order anybody away who tried to enter. He never had to as he came closer and closer to cumming. The tightness of April's cunt on his thick cock prevented him from lasting too long.
"Ahhhh, yes. Almost there," he murmured.
Another minute passed and April heard his breathing become more ragged.
"Oh fuck! Yes! Yes!"
After a momentary pause, the most violent thrust yet signaled the start of Lou's orgasm. He drove his cock up into April with renewed energy and poured shot after shot of cum into her. She recognized his grunts and knew her pussy was being filled with the same volume of cum that she once had to try to swallow. Like before, it leaked out and this time ran down the inside of her thigh. She felt his fingers digging into her ass and all she could do was cling to him.
He seemed to cum forever. But, finally, she felt herself being lowered onto her feet. She leaned against him at first, but backed away as he slowly withdrew his semi-rigid cock. Lou sucked on her tits before she could hide them again and bit the nipples in order to hear her moans.
"You're going to have a long and illustrious career with us," he said mockingly.
April was dressing. "Fuck you."
"When I want you to, sweetheart," he said.
As she was leaving the room, April turned and said, "Liz was better."
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"Well, I think if we offer them two and a quarter million they will insist on three and we can come back with a firm two and a half," Joe said, walking to the large window overlooking the pool area.
"Yeah, that's been our target all along," Scott added. "What if they balk at two and a half?"
"We walk. There's other property in Florida," Joe replied.
The two investors had spent forty eight hours in Orlando scoping out a piece of land they had heard about the month before. From the suite of a luxury hotel, they attempted to finalize their approach to the seller. They were fairly new to the business and their small company needed this—plus a couple other opportunities—to make a splash and bring in new patrons.
Joe was thirty eight; Scott thirty five. They were single, rich, and well known for their love of good parties. Joe was taller, more athletic and a risk taker. Scott was the thinker and planner. The plan was to retire at fifty. This trip to Florida was key to those plans.
Joe stared down at the young mothers at the pool, but his mind was working on money.
"That Wilson dude seemed like an easy target," he said. "I don't think he'll turn down two and a half million dollars."
"What was the history of the sales of the land around it again?" Scott asked.
"Oh, I had that in the binder," Joe said, turning back into the room and gazing around. "Where'd we put that?"
Scott rummaged through a stack of things on a table nearest the couch. Joe did the same to a pile on a chair.
"Shit," Joe exclaimed.
"We couldn't have left that in Atlanta, could we?" Scott said with a hint of disgust.
"Damn it. We must have. We HAVE to have that binder, Scott."
"I know. I know," Scott said. "We'll have it shipped, I guess."
Joe was back at the window, pacing. A moment of silence passed, and then he looked at Scott with a wry grin.
"We need it tomorrow," Joe said calmly. "But what time tomorrow is not a big deal. We can have it driven down from Atlanta I suppose. That's maybe six and a half hours plus rest stops and food."
"Driven? By who?" Scott asked.
Joe's grin returned. He said, "I think that's a task for Alex."
Scott looked puzzled. "Why Alex? She hasn't been in on this project."
"So what?" Joe blurted. " What difference does that make driving a fucking binder from one city to another? She's not tied up on anything else and it won't kill her to spend a few days in sunny Orlando."
"She's been with us less than a month, Joe. I think her training with Cheryl is more important than a few days in Florida," Scott argued.
Joe rolled his eyes. "God damn it, Scott. Be creative for once in your life. Is there anybody else in the office you'd rather see at the pool or at one of the clubs around here than Alex? She's what...twenty three? Single? Gorgeous?"
Scott paced the floor accepting the verbal lashings from his partner.
"Alright. Send her down," Scott said grudgingly. "God knows she's better looking than you."
Joe was already sending the e-mail with instructions for Alex to get the binder, pack for three days, and arrive by five the next afternoon.
***
Alex was hired by Joe and Scott with the future in mind. She was a recent Georgia Tech graduate, with honors, earning a Bachelor's degree in marketing. The men were going to need a company spokesperson when they expanded and, dealing primarily with older men in their transactions, it seemed logical to hire a young, beautiful woman.
Her long, brown hair framed a faultless face. Her body and legs were perfectly proportioned. Alex was shy by nature, but not averse to taking risks when necessary. They interviewed nobody else after Joe saw her.
"What should I pack, Cheryl?" Alex asked her closest friend at work when the e-mail arrived.
"Do you want to work here for a while or not?" the middle-aged Cheryl asked her.
"Well, yeah."
"Then I'd suggest the smallest bikini you own...if you don't own one, buy one tonight...and shorts, t-shirts...tank tops especially, oh...and a short dress," Cheryl directed her. "Joe loves short dresses."
"Am I going to Orlando or Vegas?" Alex said with a perplexed stare.
"Kind of both. This trip may be more important than you think," Cheryl said.
"Whatever. But I don't get it," Alex admitted.
"You will," was Cheryl's reply.
Alex had all day the following day to 'get it.' By the time she was checked into her room at four o'clock, she had made up her mind exactly how she was going to handle the unexpected predicament she found herself in. She would be professional first, playful when appropriate, and cautious always.
They were lofty ambitions and utterly contrary to Joe's intentions, as Alex would quickly find out.
With the precious binder in hand, she made her way to Joe's suite. Before knocking she glanced down at her sleeveless blouse and shorts to make any final adjustments. She took a deep breath and tapped lightly on the door.
"You made it! Come on in, Alex," Joe said with a wide smile when the door opened.
"Hi, Scott," Alex said when she saw him on the couch.
"Hi, Alex. Good drive down?" he asked.
Alex shrugged. "Long, but no problems."
Joe stood next to her. "Sorry about you having to do this, but we absolutely had to have that file and when it came down to having some UPS dude bring it or you, we thought you might like a short working vacation."
"Thanks," she said. "Whatever you need me to do, let me know."
"Oh, we will. Have a seat," Joe told her.
They chatted for half an hour before Joe suggested they meet for dinner at six in the hotel restaurant.
"Then we'll see what's open in the area," he said. "You'll have to tell us what music you will and will not tolerate, Alex."
She laughed nervously and said, "Whatever you choose is fine, I'm sure."
Her first attempt at being professional brought a smile to Joe and Scott's faces.
Back in her room, Alex looked into the closet and considered Cheryl's advice. She reached for her newest dress, a black form-fitting halter top with a flared bottom. It almost reached her knees and may not have met Cheryl's requirement of being ultra-short, but it was the first night. She had shorter ones if the need to be playful arose.
The choice was met with approval by the men when they reassembled outside the restaurant. Dinner was served and eaten leisurely while the threesome talked. Alex began to recognize the dominance of Joe over the more sedate Scott, but she herself was more from Scott's mold and was somewhat attracted to, or at least intrigued by, the quieter man. This feeling was enforced during the couple of hours they spent at a nearby club. Because of Joe's habit of staying on the floor even after Alex quit, she ended up sitting alone with Scott quite a bit.
Close to midnight, they returned to the hotel. Scott was quick to head for his own room. But Joe turned to Alex and said, "Do you mind if we talk for ten minutes? I want to explain what we'll need tomorrow, and maybe beyond."
"Sure. Not too long, though," Alex requested. "It was a long day."
"Of course," Joe assured her as they entered his suite.
To reinforce her appeal, Alex remained standing when Joe began to explain.
"Tomorrow we are meeting in here with the guy who owns the property we want to buy," he said. "He has other properties we'd also be interested in, depending on how much he'll deal with us. This guy is really important to us, and to our future."
Alex nodded.
"If you are willing, Alex, you can play a major role in this transaction. One that will benefit all of us a great deal," Joe said, standing close by Alex's side.
"Oh? I thought I was on vacation?"
"I believe I said working vacation," Joe said quickly. "It's always your choice. You can head back to Atlanta at any time."
His tone made it clear to Alex which he would prefer.
"What are my choices?"
Joe said, "I'd like you to be in here when we meet with Wilson. He may need incentive to consider our offer, or he may want to celebrate afterwards. I think you showed tonight that you can entertain very nicely."
Alex nervously played with her necklace. "Define entertain," she finally said.
Joe smiled and stepped closer to Alex, facing her. He put his hands on her sides.
"You are much better looking than Scott and me, Alex. I'm sure Wilson would enjoy having you around. You could pay him special attention if the occasion came up," Joe said in his most charming voice.
Alex may have preferred Scott's personality, but she could never deny Joe's good looks and appeal. She nearly forgot what he was asking her to do as she looked into his eyes.
"Came up?" she almost whispered. "The occasion or Wilson?"
Joe's hands slid in front of her dress, tracing the bottom of her breasts with his fingers.
"Wilson," Joe said. "Just like you're doing to me now."
His fingers explored the front of Alex's dress and stopped when he felt her nipples under the thin material. Her eyes never left his. Alex let one hand travel to the front of his pants.
"And then what would you want me to do?" Alex asked, her hand finding the outline of his erection.
"Whatever you think is appropriate to help close the deal," he replied.
Joe's right hand slipped inside the deep neckline of Alex's dress and touched the soft flesh of her breast. Her fingers applied more pressure to his cock. Joe squeezed her nipple and rolled it between his fingers, resulting in a sudden gasp escaping Alex's mouth.
Both of Alex's hands were on his pants, pulling down the zipper and frantically reaching for his cock. As she drew it out, Joe lifted the shoulder straps of her dress off her shoulders and let them fall down her arms, exposing the bulk of her tits. Alex hastily withdrew her arms from the dress and let her breasts become fully exposed. Then she dropped to her knees.
Joe's cock was long and thick and throbbing. Alex no longer thought about her future with Joe's company, or Wilson and his land. All she cared about was the incredible cock in front of her that waited for her touch and kisses and tongue.
She ran her fingers up the underside of the cock before loosely wrapping her hand around it. Alex felt the warmth of Joe's blood pulsing through the blue veins. She kissed the hard, pink tip.
Alex tilted her head and allowed her tongue to glide over the bottom and side of the cock. She felt it twitch. She spread her lips and placed them around the head of Joe's shaft. She pushed forward as slowly as she could, despite her excitement, and let the cock slide inside her mouth inch by inch.
Just before she felt her lips touch his balls, the cock struck the back of her throat. She'd never had anybody this large and wondered what it would feel like in her pussy. Then she began to let him fuck her mouth, with his hand gently on the top of her head.
Alex considered herself pretty good at oral sex and enjoyed it very much, but she put extra effort into pleasing Joe, realizing once again the importance of her short stay in Orlando. As a result, her normally active tongue and delicate fingers worked overtime. She sucked him and stroked him until the first drops of precum delivered their salty treat to her tongue. Alex heard Joe's first groan of delight since she started the blowjob and it only made her more anxious to please him.
She put her hands on his ass and let him use her mouth as hard and fast as he wanted to. Alex fought the urge to rub her clit, but she knew that she could cum within seconds if given the chance. Not this time, however. This was all about Joe and auditioning, perhaps, for Wilson.
"God, Alex. That feels so good."
Joe's voice surprised her amid the relative quiet of their short session so far.
"Just like that," he continued. "I'm almost there."
'Oh shit,' Alex thought to herself. 'I better figure out what I'm going to do.'
The decision was normally simple: she would swallow everything he offered. Then Joe made the choice for her.
"I want to cum on your tits," Joe said in a more desperate tone. "Now, Alex. I'm almost...oh God!"
She quickly took the cock in her hand and held it directly over her tits. Alex gripped it tightly and pumped as fast as her arm would move. She looked up and met Joe's eyes gazing down. He grimaced, arched his back, and groaned loudly.
"Yes! Yes!" he cried out.
The first shot of cum splattered against Alex's chest. The next couple she directed onto her tits. Stream after stream poured from Joe's cock. It got on Alex's hand and acted as a lubricant as she masturbated him harder. His moans filled the suite even as the last drops of cum fell between her tits.
Alex waited before putting him back in her mouth and cleaning the cock the best she could. Joe shuddered one last time and relaxed. Alex let him pull out, still semi-erect.
"That was awesome," he told her. He looked down at Alex and grinned. "I'll get a towel."
***
Mr. Wilson sat at the desk in Joe's suite, studying one sheet of many sheets of paper stacked in front of him. He adjusted his reading glasses and continued reading. Joe and Scott were in chairs on the opposite side of the desk when they weren't pacing the floor. Alex sat quietly on a couch, nervously playing with the hem of her newest, shortest dress.
She scrutinized Wilson from her vantage point beside, and a little behind, him. He was probably fifty years old, maybe less, with thinning hair, a deep, dark tan, and just the hint of a belly. His attitude in the one hour she had known him was one of wealth and big business. But he wasn't bad looking by any means and he had been professional with her when they spoke. Now he was conducting business and any other personality he might have was put aside.
Occasionally he asked questions of Joe and Scott that Alex didn't fully understand. She could barely balance her measly bank account. The terms of a multi-million dollar real estate transaction were beyond her.
But she recognized a stalemate when she heard one and the men were clearly at odds over the final price. Wilson was not having anything to do with Joe and Scott's offer of two and half million. Voices were not raised, but the tension in the room rose with each passing minute.
Alex saw Wilson push his chair back from the desk. She saw the trepidation on Joe's face.
"Let's take a break," Joe said calmly. "We can come back to it. How about a drink?"
Without ever changing the expression on his face, Wilson said, "Yeah. I need to think about it. I'll take a beer if you have one."
"Absolutely," Joe answered quickly. "Alex, a round for everyone, please."
Alex rose from the couch and headed for the kitchen, well aware of the three sets of eyes following her all the way. If Cheryl's advice was correct, it was about to pay off. Alex's summery, floral sundress showed ample leg and cleavage. She met the eye candy test for Wilson, but Alex was still uncertain of Joe's plans for her in the meeting besides being a waitress. Perhaps she would have to make that call herself.
She returned with the drinks and found that Wilson had moved to the end of the same couch she was using. When her serving duties were complete, she sat a few feet from him.
"Your bosses are making my life difficult, Alex," Wilson said. "I'm not sure I believe their story about being new at this."
With his glasses off and sitting this much closer to her, Alex took another look at Wilson and concluded his tough persona may be a facade.
"Well, they've been nothing but fair and kind to me, Mr. Wilson. I can vouch for the fact this is a young company that they are trying to build," she stated. "Don't give up on us so soon."
Wilson chuckled between drinks. "First of all, Alex, call me Charles. Secondly, I'm not giving up. This is all a game, you see. I'm trying to win. Joe and Scott are trying to win. In the end, perhaps we all win. We'll see."
Alex grinned back at him. "If it's a game, I'm just a ball girl, I suppose."
"No, no," Wilson assured her. "You're a full member of their team. Everybody plays their part and has a role, Alex."
"And what's mine?" she asked.
His eyes betrayed his thoughts as they quickly took in the entire length of Alex's body. His hesitation to answer seemed like an eternity to her. Then he said, "Brains and beauty. They can be a valuable asset in this business."
"Which do you prefer?"
He held back another laugh. "Brains will get your foot in the door," he replied. "Beauty will close the deal."
Alex knew her opportunity to act would be brief. This was it. She rose to her feet and walked closer to Wilson.
"Are we close to a deal favorable to both you and my bosses?" she asked him.
He nodded silently.
"Stand up, Charles."
They stood face to face, inches apart.
Alex said, "I hope so. Now, let's close the deal."
Her hand moved to his crotch and she felt the start of his erection. Joe and Scott watched in silence, in awe of the resolve being shown by their new employee. Only Joe could relate to what Wilson was feeling between his legs at the moment.
Alex leaned forward and kissed Wilson. It was tentative and short.
"Touch me, Charles. Anywhere. All over," she whispered.
His cock was now straining to grow within the confines of his pants. While Alex gripped it, Wilson's hands slid up the back of her thighs and onto her ass. They pushed her panties aside and clutched at the fullness of her cheeks. Then he shifted and placed both hands where the neckline of her dress met the rise of her breasts. Soon, he had the material pushed aside and was cupping her tits in both hands.
They kissed again and Alex rubbed what had become his full-blown erection. He felt huge to her, but did not open his pants. She waited for directions, which came quickly.
"Perhaps the bedroom would be more appropriate," Wilson said to her softly.
Alex took his hand in hers and made the first move towards the bedroom. Without a word or even a glance at Joe and Scott, she and Wilson walked into the room and closed the door.
Once alone, any reservations Alex and Wilson might have had were tossed aside, along with all of Wilson's clothes. Alex stripped him rapidly while not allowing him to take off a single piece of her clothing. She would handle that her own way, she told him.
Alex spent only a few seconds gazing at Wilson's stiff cock. Her primary purpose was to give him a show that would force him to accept whatever terms Joe and Scott offered. She was eager to get on with it.
"Get on the bed," she said.
Wilson obeyed, sitting with his back against the headboard, never taking his eyes off Alex. She kicked off her shoes and played with the bottom of her dress, raising it nearly to her pussy and letting it fall gently back into place. She ran her hands up the front of the dress until reaching her breasts. Alex lingered there for a moment before reaching for the shoulder straps.
One at a time, she slipped them off her shoulders and onto her arms. The dress sank until all but the nipples of her tits showed. Using one hand on the front of her dress, she pulled it down nearly to her waist, exposing her breasts.
Wilson's cock pointed at the ceiling in what appeared to Alex to be agonizing stiffness. His wry grin and squinty eyes could not betray his lust for her and Alex, herself, felt the wetness between her legs growing as she stared at his erection.
She let the dress fall to the floor.
Alex stepped forward to free her feet from the dress, but remained a short distance from the bed. Her fingers slid inside the sides of her panties and Wilson watched the outline of her hands move around to her pussy. He saw the panties stretch as both hands sought the clit that ached so much for attention.
After a few brief strokes, Alex pushed down and let the panties ride down her thighs. She bent over slightly and used one hand to remove the underwear from one leg, and then the other. She tossed the panties aside.



It was the best show she could put on and Wilson seemed to approve.
"Turn around," he said.
Alex nervously turned her ass towards him. With both arms hanging at her sides and her legs held tightly together, Wilson had the perfect view of her round, tight cheeks. He stroked his cock a couple times before telling Alex to face him again.
"What would you like?" Alex asked.
Wilson hesitated only a moment before responding, "I'd like you to join me."
Alex climbed onto the bed from the bottom, crawling towards him and spreading his legs as she did so. Wilson's eyes were locked onto her tits as they hung down, getting closer and closer to his cock. Alex noticed and leaned to allow them to very slowly slide over his now-throbbing dick. She stopped and pressed down, making sure the cock was between her tits.
Wilson took the lead and squeezed the breasts together, while starting to drive his cock back and forth. Their eyes met and Wilson grinned.
"I could do that all day," he said.
"But we can do better," Alex told him.
Wilson's face expressed the sexual tension that was building inside him. "Show me," he said.
Alex moved slightly backward so that her face was directly over his cock. It wasn't as thick as Joe's, she thought to herself, but might have actually been harder and longer. In any case, she was intent on making Wilson the happiest man in Orlando as quickly as possible.
He watched her hover over his crotch for a second and then lower herself so that her tongue could slide up the entire length of his shaft. Wilson closed his eyes in ecstasy and arched his back. Alex continued to lick him.
She teased him with a half dozen trips up, down, and around the cock. Then, finally, she spread her lips and promptly took as much of the cock as she possibly could into her mouth. Alex tightened her lips on the shaft and let her tongue caress it.
Alex was very good at this, and she knew it. She enjoyed doing it, especially to an older man who had something she and her bosses wanted—money. Perhaps naively, she felt a sense of power. Better yet, this was only a prelude to the ultimate use of her command over Wilson.
Her head bobbed continuously on the cock until the early signs of his orgasm told her it was time to move on. She leaned up and rested on her knees.
"Tell me how to make you cum, Charles."
With his hands pulling on her nipples, Wilson replied, "I'd regret it forever if I didn't ask you to fuck me. But, please, you decide what would make you happiest."
Alex tilted her head to the side, feeling the pulses rush through her body from his manipulation of her nipples.
"As much as I'd like to suck your cock until you came, I think I'd rather feel you inside me," she said. "Just lie there. I'll do the rest."
She bent forward at the waist and let one her tits enter his waiting mouth. Wilson eagerly sucked on the breast, cupping it in his hand and squeezing it roughly. He moved to the other tit and, by the time he was done, Alex thought she would cum before even getting to his cock.
She slid forward and felt his cock under her pussy. Alex reached down and lifted the cock into place, allowing the head to rest between the flaps protecting her slit. She spread her legs and felt the shaft enter her; just the head at first. Then more.
Alex purposely did not lower herself any more. She looked at Wilson.
"Fuck me, Charles. Fuck me hard," she told him.
He put his hands on her hips. She saw his mouth harden into a grimace. And then, suddenly, his hold on her waist tightened and he thrust his cock up into her cunt with violent force.
"Ahhhhhhh, fuck. Yes!," Alex cried out.
Wilson began at a rapid pace that never diminished, much to Alex's delight. She heard his breathing get heavier and heavier as they continued, yet he pounded her equally hard from beginning to end. He repeatedly played with her tits and brought her close to an orgasm several times. Each time, Alex leaned down and kissed him, letting her tongue play against his as they fucked.
Minutes passed. Their mutual groans grew louder. Alex's juices ran over Wilson's cock and down the insider of her thigh. Her nipples felt like they would burst from stimulation. She never wanted the session to end.
"God, Alex. You're so good. So tight," Wilson mumbled.
"You feel great inside me. I want you to cum so bad," she answered.
"Almost," he gasped. "Almost. Oh my god!"
"C'mon, Charles. Fuck me. Harder!"
He held her by the ass and Alex tightened her cunt around his cock. She heard him gasp. They were both so close.
"Oh God. Now! Now, Alex. I'm going to..."
"That's it," she urged him.
"Ahhhhhh, yes!"
His thrusts finally slowed just a bit, but picked up in intensity. Then she felt it. The first blast of his cum was accompanied by a loud grunt from Wilson. After that, each time his cock was shoved deeper into her, another blast was delivered.
Alex reached down for her clit. She rubbed it furiously. Within seconds, she was cumming and didn't know, or care, if Wilson even noticed. Together they came for nearly a minute. Their moans combined into a single cacophony of sound. Their bodies slapped together.
It was only when Wilson could no longer force a drop of cum from his cock that Alex fell forward and rested on his body. He lightly played with her ass, still feeling his wet cock sliding inside her and her breasts pressed against his chest.
Little was said while they dressed. They kissed before opening the door.
But once they began to enter the living area of the suite, Alex turned to Wilson and said, "Oh, by the way. It's two and half million, right?"
"Two and a half it is, Alex."
***
The following day was one of celebration for Joe, Scott and Alex. The deal with Wilson was agreed upon in principle, although weeks of paperwork and government red-tape lie ahead. It was the cornerstone of what they all hoped would be bigger and better things in the future.
Joe indulged them all with a lavish dinner at a restaurant they never would have thought to go to a few days earlier. Then it was back to the hotel suite where the alcohol flowed even more freely than usual.
Alex was repeatedly singled out by her bosses as the basis for their success with Wilson. If Alex had any qualms about her role, which she didn't, those qualms would have been overwhelmed by the rush she got from Joe and Scott's endorsements. She felt a part of the company for the first time.
During the evening, Alex felt herself being drawn by a new, lighter side of Scott that she'd never seen before. Without the pressure of the deal hanging over him, he actually sounded and acted more human; more approachable. She was intrigued by the possibility of breaking through Scott's self-imposed shell, all the while knowing that it was Joe who was most likely plotting a night alone with Alex.
She only briefly considered a threesome, then concentrated solely on Scott. Alex spent more of her time in conversation with him. She sat closest to him. She touched his arm or leg as often as she could without drawing attention to it.
Scott's natural shyness was always apparent, but Alex was breaking the ice.
It was well after midnight that they discussed the next day's schedule and the party wound down. Alex needed Scott to leave with her if her strategy was to work, so she lingered as long as she could. Luckily, at a lull in the conversation, Scott got up to leave. Alex joined him.
As they walked down the hallway and approached Alex's room, she said, "Do you want to come in for a few minutes, Scott?"
He shook his head. "No. It's late. Thanks."
Alex pulled out her key card. "Ah, c'mon. It's been a good day. Come in for just a minute."
She gave him her best pleading look. Alex could see Scott thinking; wavering. She unlocked the door.
"Come on, Scott," she said.
He followed her.
"It's been a busy few days," Alex said while closing the door. "A little more than I expected when I was asked to drive some documents down."
Scott stood in the center of the room. "I really hope you don't feel like, um, like you were forced to, um...," he began to say.
Alex walked next to him. "No. I don't feel like I was forced to do anything, Scott. It was business."
He nodded, but didn't smile. Nerves would have power over him as long as he was alone with Alex in her room, and he knew it.
"I know Joe appreciates it a lot," he said.
"And you?" Alex asked.
"Oh, I do, too, of course. But it's important that Joe..."
She interrupted him again. "Let's not worry about Joe for now. OK?"
Alex lightly touched Scott's arm.
"Let me change into jeans or something," she said. "Have a seat."
She disappeared into the bathroom and Scott sat on the only couch in the room. He looked around anxiously during the minute or two Alex was gone. Then the bathroom door opened.
Alex had chosen 'something' over jeans and walked into the room wearing a bathrobe that was loosely tied and ended well above her knees. Scott's heart raced as Alex walked across the room toward the couch, and quietly took a seat next to him. She crossed her legs and made no effort to pull the robe over her exposed thighs.
"It's too late for jeans," she said calmly. "I love my robe."
Scott stole a stealthy glance that Alex noticed immediately and she smiled to herself. She secretly put her chances of success at seventy five percent, maybe eighty.
"I haven't seen anything yet that you don't look good in, Alex," Scott said.
It was by far the most personal thing he had ever said to her since she arrived. Alex wanted to take advantage.
"Thank you. I was beginning to believe you never noticed."
"It's hard not to notice," he said. "But I respect you too much."
She turned her body to face him a little better. "Too much for what?"
Scott shrugged his shoulders. "Too much to think that I...that you would, you know, even care that I noticed."
Alex grinned and leaned closer to him. She put her lips on the side of his face and kissed him. Scott's face blushed instantly and Alex wondered if the same blood was flowing between his legs. She put a hand on his leg.
"I care very much what you think," she said softly. "I care whether you notice me and whether you like me. I care if you think I belong in this company."
Her fingers slid between his legs and edged closer to his crotch.
"Oh, you belong, Alex. You've proven that."
Alex's hand made contact with his cock. It was clearly getting hard.
"Then let me show you how much I appreciate everything you've done for me, Scott."
She was repositioning the cock through the soft fabric of his pants, letting it stretch out as she rubbed it harder and harder. Scott glanced over at the ever-widening robe that now gave him a view of both tits nearly to the nipples and her thighs to within inches of her pussy. He thought his cock would burst under the skillful massage it received.
Alex began a sensuous kiss on his lips that quickly forced both mouths open. She felt Scott's hand on her thigh, forcing its way between her legs. She spread them and his fingers were close enough to feel the heat of her pussy.
She wanted to roll on top of him and pull his cock out of his pants. But Scott was not the type to scare with aggression. He would appreciate a show similar to the one Wilson got. And Alex was fine with that.
Alex shifted her feet onto the floor and stood up in front of Scott. He was visibly shaken by the turn of events, yet made no sign of protesting or leaving. She untied the robe and let it hang open for a moment. Scott's eyes traveled the length of her body and back up. Only then did Alex take it off to reveal her naked body.
"Take out your cock, Scott. I want to see it."
He pulled down the zipper and brought out the erection she felt earlier. She smiled and said, "No. Take off your pants. I want to see it all."
Alex watched Scott remove his shoes and pants. At her request, he pulled down his shorts to set his cock free. It rose long, hard, and thick. Alex was impressed.
"Much better," she said with a smile. "See how good it can be when you relax? Stroke it for me, Scott."
They masturbated together, never taking their eyes off each other's body. Alex was wet in less than a minute.
"I want you to fuck me, Scott. I want that lovely cock to cum inside me."
She turned her ass towards Scott and put both hands on the end of the bed, bending over and spreading her legs to present her pussy to him. She looked back and saw him finally rise from the couch.
Alex looked straight ahead again, wanting Scott to be in control of when and how he took advantage of her offer. She felt his fingers lightly gliding over her ass. Then they were on her pussy and separating the skin around her clit. She groaned when a finger slid across it and when two fingers probed the entrance to her pussy.
Soon, the head of his cock replaced the two fingers. It seemed to her like an eternity before Scott pushed the head inside her. He stopped. Then, holding her by the hips, drove the cock in until his body slapped against her ass.
"Oh God, Scott. Yes! Fuck me now."
As Alex expected, Scott proceeded without a sound, other than his legs rhythmically smacking her ass. He fucked her robotically at first and Alex prepared herself for a satisfying, if not spectacular, few minutes. But then she felt his hands on her breasts and soon he was kneading them with increased fervor, squeezing and rolling the nipples until she was ready to scream with delight.
Her obvious enjoyment of this treatment motivated Scott, or at least validated his approach. He picked up the pace. Alex begged for more. Scott manipulated her tits with more zeal. She squeezed his cock harder and Scott rewarded her by using one hand to rub her clit. It was turning into a very extraordinary session, Alex decided.
Her squeals of pleasure filled the room and even Scott allowed a moan to escape. His limited experience with women had never included anything like this and his only regret was that it would end too soon. Perhaps they both thought the same way for every effort was made to prolong the sex.
But the sight and feel of Alex's body was too much for Scott. He felt his orgasm build to the point of no return and he clutched at Alex's tits. She instantly recognized the signs and sounds. She clung to the bed spread with both hands.
Then he came. A brutal thrust of his cock preceded the first gush of semen. He kept his cock inside her completely for a second, then repeated the thrust and spilled another load. Alex rubber her clit. Scott continued to cum with more rapid strokes and Alex finally climaxed.
She cried out with glee and pleaded for Scott to keep fucking her. He complied and felt her body shiver with each successive orgasm that flowed through her. Alex collapsed onto the bed and Scott followed, pumping his cock into her until Alex demanded that he stop.
Scott pulled out and let his semi-erect cock rest on top of her ass.
"Oh my God. That was fantastic," Alex muttered.
Scott laid on her back and kissed her neck and shoulders. Alex slowly rolled over and took Scott in her arms. He wouldn't leave her room that night and learned many new skills that Alex possessed.
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You can judge me if you want, but I'm not ashamed. If I felt for one second that my son-who's nineteen, by the way-wasn't participating willingly, then I'd put an end to it. To the contrary, he has always given every sign of enjoying our sessions and has never spoken a word to me of having second thoughts. All the proof I need is to see and feel the steel hardness of his erection when we're alone together and the incredible sensation when he cums inside my wet pussy.
I guess I can't really say who's idea it was in the beginning. We've never talked about it. Maybe it just happened and wasn't anybody's preconceived idea. However, I can say this from my perspective: There were several times in the years leading up to the first time we had sex where I lusted after my son. But that first day? I didn't wake up thinking, 'I have to screw Tommy today.'
I'm forty-one and, yes, I admit to being more than a little concerned about whether men still find me attractive. Well, that is if they ever did in the first place. But I have reason to believe they did, and still do. I'm taller than average, one hundred and twenty five pounds and well-proportioned. I tint my light brown hair and rarely go on a business trip without at least one opportunity to spend the night with some young executive. I've never taken advantage of the opportunity.
That doesn't mean I'm faultless. I flirt endlessly. Possibly, I just need the reassurance when a guy flirts back. I've never used my sexuality to advance professionally, but I know I can use it to get my way sometimes.
Why I started to flirt with my own son I'll never know. Of course, there's always the possibility that I wanted a young, athletic stud to find me attractive. That would have been enough. But somewhere, somehow, things got a little crazy.
A clue should have been when I felt contempt for the girls Tommy dated. Possessive isn't strong enough a term for how I felt about him. I figured I was better than those girls and I knew Tommy better than them. He was lowering himself and I was the only one who could save him; the only one who could teach him what it was like to...
I remember every detail of the first time. It was an ungodly hot day. He was walking around the house in basketball-style shorts and no shirt. The glimmer of sweat drew attention to his muscles like a classic statue. It seemed like no matter what room I was in, he was within sight.
I wore a t-shirt and shorts. For the first time in my life, I went into my bedroom and took off my bra with the sole intent of having my nipples show under my shirt...just for him. The low cut neck of the shirt provided ample views of my cleavage and I found myself seeking out new ways to let him see.
I was on fire with lust by the middle of the afternoon. I knew we were going to be alone all day. Tommy sat on the couch, half reclining with his feet on the coffee table, and I was desperate to flirt.
"Is that all you're going to do all day?" I said when I walked in.
He shrugged. "I enjoy watching you work."
"You enjoy sitting on your butt," I replied. "If you wanted to watch me work more you'd volunteer to help."
"I like this view better."
"What view is that?" I asked.
He hesitated, seemingly thinking about how to respond. Then he said, "The view of you with no bra on."
"Tommy!"
I tried to sound as disgusted as possible to hide my satisfaction.
"You're not supposed to say that to your mom," I said.
"You're not supposed to dress like that around your son."
This time I had to pause. Before I could answer, Tommy said, "Unless you're trying to get some type of reaction out of me."
"Did I?"
I purposely let my eyes focus on his crotch, and let them linger there for a moment.
"Work in here for a while and we'll find out," he said.
"I'm tired of working," I countered. "I need a break."
My pussy was dripping wet. My tits ached for his mouth and tongue. I stood a couple feet from his position on the couch.
I placed my hands on the sides of my tits and began to slowly massage them through my shirt. I pushed them up until they nearly fell out. Then I slid both hands inside the bottom of my shirt and let my fingers seek out the soft flesh. Tommy watched every move. Then I pulled the shirt higher and exposed half of one breast to him. Then the other. Finally, I lifted the shirt to my neck and let him see them.
By the time I had the shirt over my head and threw it on the floor, his hand was inside his shorts. I grinned and rolled the nipples of my tits between my fingers. I felt a surge flow through my body and into my pussy. The sight of Tommy's hand slowly pulling on his cock only made it worse.
I took off my shorts and stood in front of him in only my panties. I skimmed my fingers across my pussy a couple times before putting my hand inside the top of my panties. We watched each other masturbate for a moment. Not a word was said.
I pushed down my panties and let them dangle at my knees with my legs tightly held together. Then I let them drop, with Tommy's eyes never leaving my closely shaven pussy. He pumped his cock faster and I could barely stand up on weak knees as I thought about his erection.
Tommy leisurely sat up and leaned back on the couch. His long legs nearly reached me. The tent in his shorts caused by his hand and cock was almost comical.
I stepped forward. He separated his legs slightly and I took my place between them. Getting onto my knees at the edge of the couch, I stared at his crotch. Tommy stared at my tits.
I reached for the top of his shorts and grabbed the waistband. He lifted his ass and I pulled down the shorts. I nearly gasped at the size of his luscious cock. He let his hand fall to the side as I got him naked and I contemplated what to do next. In the end, instinct took over.
My hand touched him and my fingers gently rolled under the massive erection. I let the warmth of his skin soak my palm. I wrapped my fingers around him and felt the blood rushing through his throbbing veins. I was totally enthralled in the tantalizing prospects that lie before us. Or would one of us balk at any moment?
I leaned forward. I kissed the head of his cock; the large, pink head. The cock twitched at the touch of my lips. I let the tip of my tongue slide over the head and an inch or two down the side. Then back up. Soon, I was licking the entire length of his cock.
I felt strangely guilty, or somehow isolated in my actions. I took one of his hands and put it on my tit. Tommy instantly squeezed my breast and played with the nipple. I continued licking his cock and felt more at ease as both of his hands attacked my tits.
It was fairly easy to make the next move. I'd never wanted so badly to suck a cock. With my mouth at the end of his cock following a long, slow slide up with my tongue, I put it between my lips. Tommy stopped playing with my tits the moment I took him in my mouth. I suppose the understanding that I was actually going to do it made him want to concentrate entirely on the pleasure I was giving his cock.
I'd done this plenty of times in the past, just not with my son. I always wanted it to be good, but this time I wanted it to be great. I sucked harder than ever. I used my tongue with more force. I took him deeper and held him there longer than any man before him. In return, I was rewarded with a long, hard cock that pulsed with stimulation.
Not long after my head began to bob up and down on the shaft, Tommy moaned with delight. His eyes were closed, but he reached out and placed his hands on the top of my head. His efforts helped me to suck him with even more energy.
Soon, sweet precum landed on my tongue and I knew he wouldn't last much longer. I debated my options: let him cum in my mouth; let him cum on my tits; let him masturbate and watch. Ultimately, the cock never left my mouth.
"Oh God, Mom. I'm...I'm...going to...oh my God," he groaned.
I never slowed down. He muttered something I couldn't understand. His ass rose from the couch.
And then he came. God did he cum. Shot after shot of warm cum filled my mouth. I swallowed what I could and let the rest drip down my chin. When I thought he was done, he grunted louder and filled my mouth again. It dripped onto his balls and down onto my tits. When I tried to breathe, a long spurt hit my cheek.
Finally, he collapsed on the couch and I let his semi-erect shaft fall onto his stomach. My pussy was burning with a need for his cock to be inside me, but that wasn't going to happen right away. I rubbed my clit very lightly just to satisfy a little bit of my horniness. Tommy watched for a moment. Then he sat up.
"Wow," he sighed. "That was, um, really good. I mean really good, Mom."
"Was it better than just watching me work?"
"Way better."
I smiled. "You're still watching."
My fingers never stopped and his eyes never left my pussy. Eventually, he looked up.
"Do you need help?" he said.
"Oh, NOW you ask," I said playfully. "But since you volunteered..."
I backed away from the couch a few feet and leaned back until I was lying flat on my back. I stretched out my legs and spread them slightly. Tommy didn't need any more hints.
He got on the floor between my legs and bent forward so that his face was above my chest. I saw him looking at my tits.
"Go ahead, Tommy. You can begin by cleaning up some of the mess you caused."
He leaned down. I put my hand on the back of his head and guided it to my left breast. He sheepishly licked a drop or two of his cum off the side of my tit. I applied more pressure and his mouth pushed against my skin. His tongue sought out my nipple and I let him do the rest. Quickly, he was sucking on it and pulling on it with his teeth. I moaned with delight and his mouth engulfed a large portion of the breast.
For several minutes, he assaulted both breasts and nearly drove me to an orgasm with just his tongue and lips. I urged him on, but I'm not sure he needed much encouragement. Any inhibitions he might have had about being with his mother seemed to vanish once he realized he had free reign over my body.
And it was another part of my body that I needed him to attend to.
"Tommy, I want you to lick me," I told him. "All over. Please make me cum."
Further instructions, or pleadings, were unnecessary. He immediately moved between my legs and began to touch the inside of my thighs with his fingertips. I spread my legs for him. He licked completely around my pussy but never made contact with my clit. I lifted my hips in an effort to force him to take it, but he teased me for another minute or two.
I shrieked the first time I felt his mouth hit my swollen clit. Tommy put his hands under my ass, lifted me up, and stroked me with his tongue. I begged for more in practically incoherent terms and his mouth surrounded my clit. As soon as he felt my body quivering on its way to an orgasm, he moved down and drove his tongue deep inside my pussy. I cried out and, after a few seconds, he was back at my clit.
That was all I needed. I pushed my body onto his face and started to cum. Without a doubt, knowing it was my son making me cum added to the ecstasy I was already feeling. His tongue was everywhere: my clit, my pussy, anywhere he thought it might keep my orgasm alive. Of course, what he thought was one long orgasm was a series with virtually no break in between.
In the end, I was exhausted. As I lie on the floor recovering, Tommy moved up and took advantage of my tits...again. I'd never felt to satisfied.
***
The episode went unmentioned for the remainder of that day and into the next. That was fine with me. Neither of us probably had the right words to say, anyway. I watched for signs that he was either mad or embarrassed and saw none. In fact, if I hadn't been there to participate, I wouldn't have even known anything happened, just by watching Tommy.
That evening, my husband was doing yard work, including mowing our rather massive backyard. I was in the bedroom and could hear the riding mower start on its extended mission. The bedroom door was half shut as I changed shirts. I had lost track of where Tommy was.
Sure enough, he walked past as I stood in my bra and shorts. I saw him look in as he strode past. Then I heard him stop just past my door. My heart jumped at what he might do, and I watched the door as I stood at the dresser.
His face appeared. Then the door opened slightly and Tommy was in the doorway. He stared at me.
"Why the bra?" he asked. "Just because Dad's home I don't get to see your tits?"
After a pause, I said, "After yesterday I thought you'd seen enough."
"Never," he replied. "C'mon. One more time."
"Not now."
Tommy entered the room. "Yes, now. We're alone."
I glanced quickly to make sure the shades were pulled on the windows, especially the one looking out the back.
"Really, Tommy. I don't think..."
He walked behind me. I felt his hands on my skin just before the hook of the bra was released. I instinctively reached up to hold it in place, but his hands came around and, with considerable force, pushed my hands and the bra above my breasts.
"Drop it," he said emphatically.
I threw it on the bed as Tommy began to fondle me. I could feel his cock push against my ass and begin to harden. He rolled my nipples roughly.
"Tommy, stop it!"
"Are you getting wet, Mom?"
I tried to pull away, but it was useless. His bear hug only got tighter.
"Yesterday was nice," he said. "But I think you want more, don't you?"
"Let go of me," I said with gritted teeth.
"Feel how hard I'm getting. Just think how good it would feel."
With one hand still on my tit, Tommy's other hand sank down to my shorts and easily slid inside the front. He stopped at my clit.
"We have half an hour," Tommy said calmly. "And you know it."
He rubbed my clit and I gasped.
"Take off your shorts," he demanded.
"No. Not now. Not here."
"Get naked, Mom. Do it...fast."
I was nearly in tears as I opened my shorts. I pushed them down when Tommy removed his hand.
"Now the panties," he said.
Free of his grasp, I wanted to run; hide; anything to escape him. Yet my body screamed out for him. My pussy begged for his cock.
I took off my panties.
His body was touching mine again. His hand was on my damp, warm pussy. He whispered in my ear, "Bend over and lean on the bed."
I refused to look back at him. I couldn't run. I couldn't resist. My mind was so filled with contrasting emotions it was worthless. I reached for the baseboard of the bed...and bent over.
I heard Tommy's zipper.
"Spread your legs."
I obeyed and felt his hands on the cheeks of my ass. I remember hearing the steady roar of the mower's engine just as Tommy's cock touched my pussy. I closed my eyes and seconds turned into hours.
I honestly can't tell you how long he stood there. Perhaps five seconds. Long enough for him to reach under and take one of my tits in his hand. It seemed like all night to me.
Then the head of his cock spread my pussy apart. I held my breath as he pushed harder. I exhaled a groan as the full width of his thick cock entered me. Without warning, Tommy drove his cock into me until our bodies met with a smack.
"Ahhhhhh fuck," I howled unconsciously. "Tommy!"
"Hang on, Mom. Just cum like you did last night."
With that, he began fucking me with a steady, unrelenting series of strokes that made me wetter and wetter. The bed shook as he rammed his cock into me and I eagerly took in every inch. My refusal to believe what was happening was overwhelmed by my need to cum.
The slapping of his legs on my ass combined with my moans to fill the room with undeniable sounds of sex. All other thoughts temporarily took a back seat to the fucking my son was giving me. He was truly huge, but the juices from my pussy lubricated us perfectly and I concentrated on the sheer delight inside my body.
I wanted to cum. I wanted him to fuck me all night. I didn't want us to get caught. I didn't care. I tried to quit thinking and just have an orgasm. Tommy made it easy.
He put a finger on my clit and I cried out with glee. I clung to the bed, knowing it wouldn't be long. My pussy clamped down on his cock even harder.
"That's it, Mom. Cum for me. Cum for me nice and long and hard," he urged.
My body shuddered with expectation of what was about to happen. I lifted my head and squealed, "Now. Now, Tommy! Harder!"
Each of his grunts was matched by a firm, deep thrust. Slowly, methodically he made me cum.
I muttered "Oh my God" under my breath and my orgasm began. Tommy massaged my clit and banged me faster. I attempted to muffle my cries, but orgasm after orgasm overcame me. He gripped my ass and clenched my cheeks tightly between his fingers. The pain and pleasure only prolonged my climax.
Finally, I had to tell him, "OK. OK, Tommy. Stop before I fall over."
In fact, the baseboard was the only thing keeping me upright. I rested my forehead on it and then felt Tommy pull out. I managed to look back and saw him stroking his soaking wet cock in his hand. I felt the head on my ass for a moment, and then I heard him groan.
Shot after shot of semen streamed over my ass and lower back. A pool collected in the crack of my ass and I knew Tommy was spreading it with his cock, continuing to dump more cum on me with each guttural moan. For nearly fifteen seconds he deposited his sweet cum on me and I felt it sliding down my body.
A sound outside brought me back to reality. The mower stopped just below the window.
"You better get cleaned up," Tommy said. "And get dressed."
He grinned as he left the room. It was a very satisfied grin, I thought.
***
From that moment on, I knew I needed my son as often as I could possibly get him. I wore the sexiest clothes I owned when he was around and made no secret of the fact I was willing to do anything he wanted whenever we had the chance. Unfortunately, that wasn't as often as either of us wished for.
My husband was always getting in the way or Tommy's schedule just didn't match mine very well. Ironically, it probably benefited my husband the most. I was constantly horny and our sessions in the middle of the night were better than ever.
But he wasn't Tommy, in so many ways.
I lost count of how many times I was in a room with my son and I saw the erection in his pants and we couldn't do anything about it for fear of being caught. So we simply waited for opportunities and fucked liked crazy when we could.
Easily the most memorable of those early sessions occurred at a place and time I least suspected. One of my closest friends lives just a couple miles away. Her name is Bridgett and she's a couple years younger than me. Bridgett is so cute. She's only about five foot four, kind of skinny, but with a great body. I've always been so jealous of her.
Where we live, everybody owns two or three acre lots. It used to be all farmland. Bridgett lives in one of the original farm houses, which she fixed up beautifully. The property is about ten acres altogether, with some really neat old farm buildings still standing behind the house.
Tommy used to go down there quite a bit, I think because he liked Bridgett's daughter, but she was younger than him and they kind of went separate ways. Tommy would still walk or ride his bike there occasionally to work on old equipment they had in the barns.
I decided to stop at Bridgett's one day on my way home from work. I'm self-employed so my hours are very flexible and I have a tendency to drop in on people at strange times. It was late afternoon when I pulled into her driveway.
Her car was there but I saw no other signs of visitors. I knocked on the side door and got no answer. I walked around back and tried the storm door going into the kitchen, but again nobody was there even though the main door was open. I looked around the property and decided to check the nearest barn where Bridgett sometimes worked on her pottery craft stuff.



It was about a one hundred yard walk down a dirt path and not a sound could be heard except for a few birds in the fields and amid the branches of the huge oak trees. I wasn't sure I wanted that many acres to care for, but I did like the tranquility of Bridgett's yard.
I approached the large wooden entrance to the two hundred year old barn, prepared for disappointment if Bridgett wasn't there. It swung open with a creak far enough for me to peek inside. At first I only saw dusty equipment and lots of empty space. Then I looked into the far corner and froze in place.
Next to a long workbench built into the wall were two people. A topless woman was facing me, crouched in front of a man whose pants were around his ankles. She had his cock in her mouth and was sucking it with obvious enthusiasm. Bridgett's daughter was my initial guess as to the woman. Then it became clear that it was Bridgett herself. That's when I took the time to study the man.
'Tommy!' I exclaimed silently to myself. 'Tommy...and Bridgett!'
The inclination to back away and leave them was overpowered by my craving to watch. I was transfixed on Bridgett's little face bobbing up and down on the my son's rigid cock. I stared at the expression of lust on Tommy's face as he rocked his hips back and forth in rhythm with my best friend's blowjob.
I noticed that Bridgett still had on her jeans. Was I supposed to be happy about that? Glad that she was 'only' sucking his cock? Why did I feel betrayed by Tommy?
I thought of all these things without any proclivity to leaving, just as I would never think of leaving halfway through fucking my son. The sight of two of the people I knew best having sex compelled me to stay. Like a good movie, I had to see how it ended. Oddly, I worried about them being interrupted when it was me who would be doing the interrupting.
The distance to them was such that I couldn't hear them, if, in fact, either of them was making any noise. I suspected Tommy would be letting out his familiar groans when it was time to cum. But I couldn't make them out, yet.
Bridgett seemed totally absorbed in her part of the act. There was no doubt in my mind I would have a direct view of Tommy's orgasm either into her mouth or onto her face.
Then...her eyes met mine.
Tommy had to be wondering what caused her to stop moving, despite still having his cock in her mouth. I saw him look down. He turned his head towards me and we gazed at each other, his erection now jutting out unattended.
Bridgett stood up at the same time I entered the barn and closed the door behind me. I began to walk across the dirt floor towards them. Bridgett hastily grabbed her shirt and started to put it on.
"No. Don't," I shouted to her. "Don't get dressed yet. Either of you."
It was hard for me to determine which of them looked more terrified. I doubt that either one feared any physical violence from me and that certainly wasn't my intent. The long walk to them did give me sufficient time to come up with the outline of a plan, however.
"Well, who would have guessed," I said when I arrived in their corner of the barn.
"It's all my fault, Traci. I'm the one...," Bridgett started to say.
"Don't bother trying to explain, Bridgett. I won't believe any of it anyway," I said. "All I know is what I saw."
Bridgett spread the shirt across her abundant chest. Despite her trepidation, or maybe because of it, she looked especially sexy with her short, brown hair all disheveled and her cheeks blush red. There was little doubt how Tommy could be attracted to her. I noticed that his erection was quickly receding and his thick cock hung between his legs.
"But it's not his fault," Bridgett offered.
I grinned. "Really? Do you think he needs to be forced into having sex with a woman twice his age? If so, then you really don't know my son."
I stepped closer to Tommy and ran my hand up the side of his leg and onto his ass. I could feel his muscles tighten under my touch. Bridgett watched intently.
"Have you fucked her, Tommy?" I asked with my hand clutching the cheek of his ass.
He shook his head. "No."
"Is he lying, Bridgett?" I asked her.
"No! We've never done that, I swear," she answered.
Her expression turned to shock as I moved my hand from his ass to his cock. I gripped it loosely at first, then tightened my hold and stroked him.
"Would you like to?" I said.
Bridgett was speechless. She stared at Tommy's cock and my hand. She saw him almost instantly harden to the thickness and hardness of before. I fondled him for another fifteen seconds until the erection was complete.
"Would you like to fuck this huge cock, Bridgett?"
She could only weakly shake her head.
"I think you do," I said. "I think you were going to before I barged in. I think he was going to strip off those tight jeans and fuck you from behind, Bridgett."
"No! I wouldn't have let, um, I mean I would have stopped him, Traci. You have to believe me."
She was practically in tears, but she couldn't take her eyes off the huge cock in my hand.
"Would it help if you knew something, Bridgett?" I said. "A little secret. Just between us three, OK?"
I paused, then continued, "I've had this cock in my pussy and it's the best feeling I've ever had."
Bridgett gazed up at me, then back to Tommy's cock. Her mouth opened, but she didn't speak.
"Here's the deal I'm going to make with you, Bridgett. Are you up for making a deal right now?" I asked her.
She nodded.
"I want you to have the opportunity to feel this cock inside you. But I'm staying. And I'm participating. Understand, Bridgett? You can't have him all to yourself," I said.
"But I can't...not with you watching, Traci," she replied. "I'm sorry for what I did. It won't happen...."
"Take off your jeans, Bridgett," I said calmly. "And I said I'm participating, not watching."
She stood frozen in place for what seemed an eternity. I didn't need to speak. I only nodded down towards her jeans. I could feel the blood pulse through my son's cock like never before. I was afraid he might cum if I kept masturbating him, but never let go.
Bridgett shyly placed her shirt on the workbench, exposing her beautiful, luscious tits. For such a petite woman, her tits were exceptional. Then she unbuttoned and unzipped her jeans. As they slid down her legs, Tommy and I gazed at her tiny silk panties and the moisture collected between her legs. Yes, my speech had clearly had an effect on her.
She stalled after kicking aside her pants.
"Everything," I said. "Get naked."
I'm not in the habit of seeking out naked women either in real life or online, but I could honestly say I'd never seen a more perfect female than the one standing in front of me right then. It took all my effort to look away and tell Tommy to finish getting undressed.
Once they were both naked, one with a wet pussy and the other with a raging hard-on, I told Tommy, "Now take off my clothes and we'll get started."
Having him strip me in front of Bridgett was one of the most exciting things I'd ever done...not involving my son's cock. Well, actually it did involve him as he often rubbed against me while removing my clothes. But seeing the uncertainty in Bridgett's eyes made it all worthwhile. This was going to be fun.
To my own surprise, I found myself more interested in Bridgett than Tommy. I suppose I subconsciously figured I could have my son whenever I wanted him. But this beautiful woman may not be readily available in the future. I wasn't sure where to start. How did two women normally make love?
I walked in front of her and lightly touched the sides of her tits. Bridgett's nipples were already hard before my fingers got to them. I felt my pussy get wetter and wetter.
"Lick my tits, Bridgett," I told her.
Tommy looked on in disbelief as the woman who was sucking him a few minutes earlier leaned down to take his mother's tit in her mouth. I doubted that Bridgett had any more experience with this than I had, but the eagerness with which she set about licking and then sucking on each of my tits made me wonder. The way her tongue flicked across my nipples and her lips caressed my skin could hardly be that of an amateur.
I let her play for a moment, and then said, "Get on your knees."
Bridgett obeyed and looked up. I moved closer and spread my legs. Her eyes locked onto my pussy.
"Eat me, Bridgett, and we might be able to forget about this whole affair today," I said. "Make me cum."
The second her mouth covered my pussy, I looked at Tommy. I'd never seen him so hard in all the times we'd been together. I couldn't let him suffer any longer.
"Fuck her, Tommy. She deserves it...and I know you want to."
I put my hand on Bridgett's head and pulled her closer while Tommy situated himself behind her ass. Bridgett's tongue stabbed at my clit over and over and my body shuddered with pleasure. Soon, I knew she was feeling the head of Tommy's huge cock at the entrance to her pussy. I smiled at the thought of what she would experience next.
Tommy wasted no time. He drove his cock forward and Bridgett let out a shriek that echoed high in the rafters of the old barn. For the first few seconds, she lost contact with my pussy. But I patiently waited for her breath to return and her lips to once again envelope my throbbing clit.
Then the most magnificent five minutes of my life began. Bridgett and I were both moaning. I could hear the sound of her mouth working on my pussy. Tommy slapped against Bridgett's ass with each deep thrust of his cock.
"That's it Tommy. Fuck her harder. Make her scream just like you do to me," I urged him.
Bridgett never said a word, at least nothing that we could understand. She gripped my ass partly to keep me closer and partly to withstand the pounding she was getting from behind. I wished it could have gone on all day.
But my orgasm didn't allow it. Watching Tommy fuck my friend was too much, not to mention Bridgett's tongue on my clit.
"Yes. Yes! I'm close," I said breathlessly. "Don't stop Bridgett. Harder!"
Her lips bit down on my clit. I squealed with delight.
"Now! I'm cumming!"
I clung to Bridgett's head as my body shook in its release of nearly half an hour of pent up sexual tension. From the moment I saw Tommy with Bridgett, I needed to cum. Now I couldn't stop. The mouth between my legs was like nothing I'd ever felt and I came too many times to count.
Finally, I had to push Bridgett away. Her face shined with the moisture of my juices, but it clearly showed the intensity of her own desire to cum. She put her hands on the floor and groaned. Then one hand played with her tit and she cried out.
"Oh, Tommy. I'm...oh fuck!"
Tommy held her by the hips as she came. The piston-like action of his cock never slowed and Bridgett moaned with each thrust. Her hair tossed back and forth as each new orgasm overcame her. Somewhere in the middle of it all, Tommy made the sound I quickly recognized as the start of his own orgasm. His pace slowed, but the force of each entry into her pussy increased. Together they climaxed until beads of sweat appeared on both of their faces and Bridgett's ass was pink from the slapping of Tommy's body onto it.
I took my hand away from my pussy when Bridgett began to stand up. Her hands and knees were covered with dust and her hair looked like she'd been in a wind tunnel. But her face was crimson from the excitement of the fucking Tommy gave her and her nipples were still erect.
"He's good, isn't he?" I asked her, not expecting a reply. "Let me just say you are, too. I'm thinking that I won't need to tell your husband about this if we occasionally find time to get together some more."
Her face was expressionless.
"If you're REALLY good I'll bring Tommy with me."
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All I really wanted was to fuck my nineteen year old son. Once that decision was made in my mind, and Tommy proved a more than willing partner, it was a quick transition to hardly being able to keep our hands off each other. At forty-one, it was incredibly satisfying to have a young, athletic man find me attractive enough to have sex whenever and wherever we could.
The day I so rudely interrupted Tommy's encounter with my best friend Bridgett in her barn would have been a stumbling block under ordinary circumstances. But luckily for Bridgett, I found the thirty-nine year old woman almost as good-looking as Tommy did. The ensuing threesome opened the door to experiences none of us could have imagined.
I suppose all three of us came away from the barn incident more than a little bewildered. Tommy had obviously already been having some type of an affair with Bridgett and God only knows what they had done prior to my finding her giving him a blowjob. Now he found himself having me AND my beautiful best friend available to him.
Bridgett had to be dazed when she heard that Tommy and I routinely had sex. I'm thinking Tommy hadn't bothered to tell her.
As for me, I felt betrayed by my son a little, but came to understand that a good looking nineteen year old kid is going to find sex whenever he can. I wished it had been somebody besides Bridgett. As it ended up, even that was a good thing.
It was a good thing because Bridgett had an eighteen year old daughter named Kate. She wasn't involved in the original tryst, thank God. It was difficult enough for Bridgett without dragging her luscious little blonde daughter into the picture. At least, not at that early stage.
Everybody thought Tommy and Kate would hook up at some point since we were all friends and neighbors and stuff, but just their one year age difference meant they hung out with different people at school and went different places. When their paths did cross, they seemed to enjoy each other but it never went beyond that.
Then the barn thing happened. That was followed by a second rendezvous a couple weeks later at my house in which Tommy ended up fucking both of us and Bridgett and I having a prolonged session ending with Tommy masturbating and cumming one final time onto our tits.
By the third meeting, Bridgett was beyond being surprised and was ready for anything.
Enter Katie.
It was mid-summer and uncommonly hot. Bridgett's property was several acres in size and had a well-wooded corner that concealed a lake hardly anybody outside of Bridgett's group of friends knew about. Her husband, an IBM executive, was in Europe more than the US and he was gone the week Bridgett invited Tommy and I down for an afternoon swim.
I had Tommy as hard as a rock in the car long before we pulled into Bridgett's driveway. I laughed when he had to hesitate before getting out, knowing what the tent in front of his swimming trunks would look like. Even then, he held his towel strategically in front of him as we walked around to the back door.
"Have you seen her in a swimsuit?" I asked him, referring to Bridgett.
He shook his head. "Not yet."
"Will you ever look at me again after you do?"
He smiled. "Of course. You look awesome yourself."
He nodded towards the two piece suit I had on under my sheer covering. He had stared long and hard at my cleavage while I fondled his cock in the car and I knew the suit highlighted my ass just right. Hopefully, the suit wouldn't be on long enough to worry about.
Bridgett answered the knock on her door and let us in with an unusually wide grin. She wore a robe-like cover that hung open the entire length and revealed a simple black bikini that looked stunning on her ample breasts and teen-like hips. Bridgett was small in stature, but possessed a body with that perfect blend of adult and child that drives men crazy.
She led us into the family room and it was there that we got the first of many surprises that day. Katie was stretched out on the couch in a tight tank top and even tighter shorts. When she turned onto her side to say 'Hi' I thought Tommy would have to use his towel again. Katie seemed to ooze sensuality in every movement and in every word she spoke.
"Get up, or move over," Bridgett said to her daughter in her best motherly voice.
I took a seat next to Katie, thus allowing Tommy to sink into a large chair by himself. As much as the kids tried to hide it, they spent a considerable amount of time looking each other over.
"I hope you don't mind if Katie comes along," Bridgett announced matter-of-factly.
I was shocked. There couldn't have been any misunderstanding on Bridgett's part about what would likely happen at the lake. This put a constraint on the day that neither Tommy nor I expected.
"Well, um, not at all," I stammered. "Of course she can come. It'll be great."
I couldn't tell from the look on Tommy's face how he took the news. It was both good and bad news for him. Katie just smiled at me and looked gorgeous.
"Thanks," she said. "It's, like, way too hot to be in here."
"So I bet you have some sexy little suit to wear," I said to her.
She shrugged. "I swim naked in the lake."
I stifled a chuckle and replied, "Oh, well, don't let us stop you, then."
"I won't," she said with self-assurance.
Bridgett stood up. "Let me get the drinks and snacks and we'll head for the lake, OK?"
Tommy and I agreed and in a matter of minutes the four of us were going down the dirt path towards the woods. I walked with Bridgett a little behind the kids.
"Did you know Kate was coming?" I asked her Mom.
Bridgett smiled. "Of course. I wanted her to."
We walked a few seconds before I said, "Why? I thought you wanted it to be just us again?"
It was another several seconds before Bridgett replied, "It's your fault, you know."
"Mine?"
"Sure. When I found out what you and Tommy were doing, and then you taught me what it was like being with another woman, I wondered what Kate would think if maybe, you know,...."
I laughed out loud. "Bridgett! You mean you and Kate have...."
"Not yet," Bridgett quickly responded. "I was with her the other evening in the house and was just holding her and, you know, we started playing around. Nothing sexual, of course. We were just...playing...and one thing led to another, kind of, and, well, she asked me if I thought she was pretty. I said 'Yes' and she said 'You are, too' and, um, we kissed. But not like before. It was...special. I think we were both thinking the same thing. Then the next day Katie said, uh, not in these exact words, but she said something like, 'I'd like to try it' and I figured today might be a good time."
I said, "Does she know about me and Tommy?"
Bridgett winced and replied, "Well, um, yeah. I thought maybe it would help her if she knew."
I giggled and told her, "Hell, Bridgett, you expect an eighteen year old girl to experiment with her Mom for the first time in front of two friends, including a nineteen year old guy she's known forever?"
Bridgett motioned to the kids well ahead of us. "She's coming with us, isn't she?"
I mumbled 'Jesus' to myself in disbelief...and delight.
We got to the lake without much further discussion. Maybe I was too stunned to talk. Tommy and Kate had thrown down their towels and Tommy was already diving into the water when I looked over at Kate. As promised, she was pulling her top over her head. Almost before it hit the ground she was stepping out of her shorts and standing on the edge of the lake naked. She immediately dove in, but my brief view of her confirmed my belief that she had a near-perfect body.
I wondered what Bridgett had to be thinking. Would she even go through with it in front of me and Tommy? I decided it was up to me to help make this happen. I put my stuff on the grass and, wearing only my swim suit, stepped into the warm water. Bridgett was only a few steps behind me.
Tommy and Kate were treading neck deep in water next to each other when I dove in and swam towards them. When I stopped, Bridgett had caught up. The water was probably a foot deeper than what I could stand in and realized that Tommy could probably stand in place if we moved just a few feet over. I took him by the hand and found such a spot while Bridgett and Kate drifted in the opposite direction.
I put my head next to his and whispered, "Just do what I say, please, and don't be surprised at anything that happens. OK?"
He nodded.
"Hold me. Closer."
Tommy put his arms around me and we hugged. I could feel the beginning of his erection already. I leaned up and began to kiss him. When I normally would have stopped, I intentionally increased the intensity of the kiss and rubbed my body against his.
"Put your hand on my tit," I said softly during a short break.
I could see Kate and Bridgett, standing very close together, watching with interest. I knew that they saw Tommy's hand touch my tit just below water level. He instinctively clutched at my top and caressed my tit with ever-increasing vigor. Kate and Bridgett were close enough together now to feel their bodies touch under the water. I watched Bridgett turn her daughter around until they faced each other.
After a short pause, they kissed. I told Tommy to look and my hand went to his cock. Instantly, he was hard even though I was holding him through his trunks.
Bridgett appeared to be using both hands to explore her daughter's body as they kissed. Kate showed no signs of balking. This might work after all, I thought.
"Take off my top," I whispered.
Tommy eagerly untied the top. I let out a very realistic sounding squeal of surprise to get the other women's attention. Tommy spun the top over his head and tossed it aside so that it floated a few feet away. When I threatened to get it, he pulled me to him, bent me backwards a little, and leaned down to suck on one of my tits.
The first chance I had to look over at Kate and Bridgett made my heart pound. Bridgett was also leaning over Kate, sucking on one of her nice, firm tits. Finally, I decided, they would figure things out on their own and Tommy and I could do our own thing.
But as soon as Tommy saw what was going on with Kate and Bridgett, I couldn't get his attention back. So I moved behind him, put my hand inside his trunks, and we watched together.
Kate certainly appeared to be enjoying the interest her mother was showing in her tits. She let Bridgett lick and suck each one as they stood in waist deep water. Tommy's cock was huge and I relieved him a little by pushing down his trunks. He finished by taking them off and holding them while I continued to stroke his cock under the water.
We saw Kate reach behind her Mom and untie the tiny top that concealed Bridgett's tits. Soon, it was discarded and Kate returned the favor of sending chills through Bridgett's body with each light gnawing of the nipples. Tommy and I both wished we could see Bridgett's hands. Her arms were extended straight towards Kate's pussy and ass, but were out of sight, unfortunately.
"How far do you think they'll go?" Tommy asked quietly.
"I have reason to believe it won't stop soon."
He nodded in understanding. I was glad he didn't force me to disclose what I already knew from Bridgett.
I said, "If you don't want to do anything in front of them I'll...."
"Hell, no. I'm going to have to fuck somebody soon if they keep this up," he insisted.
I smiled and squeezed him just a little tighter.
Then Bridgett and Kate were walking toward the grassy shore of the small lake. We laughed as Kate ripped off her mother's bikini bottom before getting out of the water. There was little doubt, now, what they had in mind.
They sat down together but it was Kate that promptly took control. She forced Bridgett onto her back and flung her arm across her mother's stomach. Kate leaned down and placed her lips lightly onto Bridgett's. As the kiss wore on, Kate's arm rose higher and higher until her hand was cupping Bridgett's tit.
That breaking of the ice, so to speak, could only lead to bigger and better things, I thought to myself while fondling Tommy. We didn't have to wait long. Kate moved down and she licked and kissed all around her Mom's other breast. It may have taken her a moment to get up the courage, but finally she put the nipple in her mouth and began a more spirited assault on the tit.
Bridgett reached for one of Kate's tits and massaged it while her daughter switched from side to side, sucking on each breast until we heard her moan even as far away as we were.
"Damn, I can't do this much longer," Tommy warned me. Indeed, his cock was like a log in my palm.
"OK, we better slow down," I told him. "Get behind me for a minute before we go onto the shore."
Once he was in place and I felt his cock against my ass, I asked him to play with my tits and pussy. I wanted to be as horny as he was when we finally got out of the water.
Just then, Kate was moving between her mother's outstretched legs.
"I can't believe it," Tommy sighed.
"Don't you dare stop rubbing my clit."
"Don't worry."
Kate's face was buried in Bridgett's pussy and her hands were reaching up for her tits. That's when Tommy and I had to begin our walk out of the lake and into our own encounter.
As we passed by Bridgett and Kate, we saw Kate's tongue working feverishly on her mother's clit. Bridgett was clutching at the grass, her body squirming from the delight of the teenage girl's mouth. From time to time, Kate's tongue slid deep inside Bridgett's pussy before re-emerging and resuming its attack on the clit. Then Kate's entire mouth enveloped the clit and Bridgett cried out.
"Oh, Kate! Yes! Yes! Right there!"
Kate was pulling on Bridgett's nipples and then seizing the tits in her hands from her mounting lust. All I could think of was that for a girl that wanted to 'Try it', she seemed awfully good at it. I would have been very jealous if I hadn't had Tommy ready to fill any need I had.
So I turned to him and said, "Get behind me again. This way we can both watch."
I got on my hands and knees. Tommy didn't need any further instructions. I spread my legs and he put his cock at the entrance to my pussy.
Kate was lifting her Mom by the ass and sucking on the clit like never before. Bridgett was begging, "Yes, Kate. Harder. Harder! I'm close! Oh God, don't stop!"
I nearly screamed myself when Tommy thrust his cock deep inside me. I steadied myself with my hands and let him fuck me with a force I'd never felt before.
Bridgett cried, "Now! Now! I'm cumming. Oh, Kate...ahhhhh!"
We watched Bridgett's body writhe in every conceivable direction as she came. Kate did a great job keeping in contact with the clit and drove her mother into what seemed like an endless series of orgasms. I wondered what Tommy was watching the most: Bridgett's nude body in the throes of an orgasm, or Kate's fantastic tits and ass while she ate Bridgett like a veteran. Based on the energy of his fucking, it might have been both.
When Bridgett begged Kate to stop, we watched as the daughter rose to her feet, turned to face us, and then straddled Bridgett's face. Bridgett eagerly took her daughter by the waist and led her down onto her mouth. The smile on Kate's face was priceless and she looked like the cutest, sexiest woman I'd ever seen. I dreamed of the day I could have her to myself.
The smile turned to expressions of pure lust as her mother's tongue and lips brought her closer to a climax. Meanwhile, Tommy's cock in my pussy and his fingers on my clit did the same for me.
I warned him of my pending orgasm and I heard him mumble something about his own. I tilted my head back, groaned loudly, and began to cum. Immediately, I felt his warm juices filling my pussy. Together we came in noisy exclamations of pleasure with Kate looking on in delight.
Only after Tommy had pulled out his semi-erect cock did Kate allow herself to climax. Her shrill voice echoed in the trees when she came and Bridgett fucked her with her tongue long after it seemed Kate was done, only to have another orgasm rush over her.
In the end, four very spent bodies were stretched out in the grass recovering.
"What's the verdict?" I asked Kate.
She had her head on her mother's chest. "I'm not sure. I think maybe I'll need to do it some more to figure out if I like it."
"Yes, I'm sure you will," I said sarcastically. "If your mother allows you to."
"I won't stop her," Bridgett added quickly. "Tommy, what did you think of it?"
My son was lying next to me. "I wasn't sure I'd make it out of the water in time. Mom just about made me cum in the lake. I thought you both looked great. I'm just disappointed you'll never want me again."
"Don't worry," Bridgett assured him.
At the same time, Kate crawled over to him and said, "I noticed you were still kinda hard when you were done. Do you need more?"
Her hand slid over his stomach on down into his crotch. She playfully circled his cock and balls with her fingers without ever touching them directly. The cock began to grow harder.
"I might be able to," Tommy told her.
"With some assistance," Kate said. "I think your Mom should help me."
Kate put her face next to the ever-thickening cock. Then she looked up at me and tilted her head in an obvious signal for me to join her. I leaned down with my lips on the opposite side of the cock from hers. Simultaneously, we began to lick it.
Within seconds, the proximity of Kate's beautiful face and luscious lips so close to mine became secondary to the task of getting Tommy hard. Luckily, he took care of that on his own and I could concentrate on Kate. Our tongues met several times and our lips met more than once on top of his shaft. Soon, we were kissing each other as much as we were giving Tommy a joint blowjob. But he benefited greatly by having his cock compete for equal time and attention.
With both of us half lying on top of Tommy, it was easy for me to suck on Kate's tits when she had his cock in her mouth. Likewise, I got the same treatment when I had him. Bridgett looked on with a smile that never left her face.
"This won't take long," I advised Kate. "And be prepared for a lot of cum."
She grinned and took him so far into her mouth that her lips touched his balls. I recognized the signs of Tommy's impending orgasm. I joined Kate in licking him from his balls to the tip of his cock. I saw the precum.
"Now," I said to Kate.
She took the cock, put it to her lips, and waited. Then a long, white stream of cum poured onto her face. The second shot flowed over her cheeks. A third and fourth fell onto her tits as she lowered the cock onto her chest and pumped it harder. Nearly thirty seconds passed with Tommy cumming all over his teenage friend for the first time.
Kate was quite a sight by the time Tommy was done and she headed back out into the lake to clean up.
***
"Have you been with Kate again?" I asked Bridgett a couple days later when we were sitting at her kitchen table.
"Haven't had a chance," she replied. "It's been killing me."
"She's just the cutest little thing," I told her. "And you'll never convince me that was your first time together."
"Swear to God. It was way better than I dreamed of, too."
"So when's the next time?"
Bridgett sighed and lifted her hands in a sign of frustration. "Don't know."
I said, "Aren't you taking her to her freshman orientation at State this week?"
"Yep," Bridgett confirmed.
"Well, that's it. That's going to be the next time. Won't you be checking out her dorm and classes and basically having every campus building to go into?"
"I guess," Bridgett said. "But isn't that kind of, you know, in public?"
"My God, Bridgett. You had sex with her in the middle of a lake in front of me and Tommy. You're worried about being seen? You must be kidding."



Bridgett blushed. "It's not the same."
"No. It's better!" I exclaimed. "The fact you might get caught. Not knowing when somebody might come into the room or around the corner. Doesn't that make you wet just thinking about it?"
Bridgett giggled. "Yeah. Kind of."
"Well, then. Find the right time and place and make out with your daughter. You'll both cum like you never have before."
I could see the wheels turning behind Bridgett's eyes as she looked out the kitchen window. This time I REALLY wished I could be there to see it.
***
The next time I saw Bridgett was the weekend after their visit to the college. We were sitting in my family room alone. I thought I did well waiting at least five minutes before asking about her trip with Kate.
"I owe you a huge thank you," Bridgett began. "I thought about your idea the entire time we were there and the first opportunity I saw was when we were in one of the lecture halls she would be sitting in. It was a huge room, almost like a theater."
"In the back, way up behind the last row of seats, was a recessed area about the size of a big walk-in closet. I nudged Kate back into that space and she looked at me wondering what I was doing. I leaned against her and started to kiss her. Eventually, her back was against the wall and we were kissing like crazy."
"Our hands were all over each other. She had a little t-shirt on and I could feel her nipples even through her bra. She was getting me hard and wet, too, and before long I had my hands inside her shirt. Kate told me to stop but I could tell she really didn't want me to."
"Her bra opened in the front and I had it undone quickly. Before she could say anything else, I had the shirt up and my mouth was all over her tits. God, Traci, she squirmed and begged me to stop before someone saw us, but all the while she was pushing her chest into my face and moaning as I licked and bit her nipples."
I could feel my heart pounding and I, too, squirmed in my chair as Bridgett told the story. My pussy was already aching and I knew she had a lot more to tell. I fought every inclination to open my shorts and rub my clit.
"I put one hand down her shorts and could feel the heat coming from her pussy. She was grasping at my ass and pulling us closer together, as if you could put a piece of paper between us to begin with. So now I was sucking her tits and clawing at her pussy and clit, listening to her breathing heavier and faster."
"My hands were beginning to shake with excitement when I unbuttoned her shorts and pulled down the zipper. She begged me to stop and I told her to be quiet before somebody heard us. Her little squeals echoed in the little space we were in but God only knew what it sounded like out in the big lecture hall."
"I had her shorts and panties down to her knees and I dropped down to get my face into her delicious pussy. Kate forced her clothes farther down her legs and was able to spread her legs enough for me to begin licking her clit. At that point I knew we wouldn't stop until she came or we were interrupted. I swear, Traci, I'm not sure I could have stopped even then."
I smiled uneasily at her and she knew the story was having an effect on me. She licked her lips for a moment, then looked at me again and said, "It's OK with me if you want to, um, you know, if you need to play with...."
I saved her the trouble of having to finish that sentence. I opened my pants, slouched back in the chair, and slid my hand inside. Then I just nodded and she continued.
"So I was eating Kate and holding her by the bare ass and I didn't care one iota where we were or who saw us. She was so wet and hot and I could taste her sweet juices the closer she got to coming. She was clutching my head and pulling me into her cunt. I fucked her with my tongue or put her clit between my lips for a good three or four minutes."
I was rubbing my clit so feverishly I thought I'd put a scar on the top of my hand as it scraped back and forth along the opened zipper. Bridgett saw me spread the pants farther apart and push my panties down a little. I was SO close to an orgasm already.
"Kate was moaning pretty loud now and I could tell from the way her body shook that if I kept licking her clit for another minute she'd have an orgasm. I didn't hear a sound behind us so I concentrated on her clit with my tongue and lips until Kate told me she was there."
"I'll never forget when she came. She tried not to cry out but there was no doubt what was happening. I clung to her the best I could and kept my mouth on her pussy, licking anything I could. My face was getting covered with the moisture from her cunt and each of her little shrieks meant another orgasm."
She could probably hear my own breathing as I masturbated faster and saw the image of the two women in my mind. I moved my hand from my clit and inserted a couple fingers into my extremely soaked pussy, primarily just to delay the inevitable.
"When she was done I stood up and we kissed for a few seconds. Then she pulled up her shorts and panties but didn't bother to completely close the shorts. She was too busy opening mine and getting her hand onto my pussy. She turned me around so that I was the one against the wall. Then she began rubbing my clit as hard as she could."
"I felt a little better because we were at least mainly dressed. But, still, we were in there having sex and, Jesus, I was horny. Her fingers knew exactly where to hit me and they were so wet that, well, I couldn't have done it better myself. I don't think I lasted more than sixty seconds."
"I stifled a scream, kind of buried my head on her shoulder, and came in torrents, Traci."
That was it. I couldn't listen to any more. I lifted my ass off the chair and started to climax, not needing to care who heard my moans of pleasure. Bridgett just watched me cum. Over and over my fingers swiped across my clit causing my body to shudder and my panties to soak up more dampness. I needed to cum so bad I truly didn't care if I was doing it in front of my best friend.
I ended up slumped in the chair exhausted but happy.
"Yeah," Bridgett said. "That's how I came. Just like that."
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In celebration of my 100th submission to this site, I think it's about time I address all those people who have asked me how many of my stories were actual experiences that I had. Some of my stories are loosely based on facts. Most are fantasies-either mine or yours. The following is my story; true in every detail, except that I'm going to change my brother's name for his sake only.
***
I used to drive my father crazy. Sometimes on purpose. From the first time I can remember ever thinking about it, I wanted him to like me better than my older brother, Andy. When I was little there wasn't much I could do except try to be nice to my father and do what he said. But every now and then I couldn't play the nice little girl any longer and I revolted. I knew when I crossed the line whenever he had my Mom intervene.
Then I became a teenager and found out that guys wanted to like me for a completely different reason. I dated one of them a lot and we taught each other some fundamental things that allowed each of us to turn eighteen as non-virgins.
That's also when I began to notice my father sometimes looking at me in much the same way as my boyfriend. His eyes wandered to places that left no doubt what was on his mind. I quickly realized I had a new weapon in my struggle to have him pay more attention to me.
My Dad always said I was 'cute.' I think that means I'm somewhere between average and pretty. Nobody in our family is real tall so I got stuck with about five feet four inches to work with. Luckily, Mom passed down the genes for breasts that were perfect for my fairly small frame. And I simply lucked into a pretty decent ass.
With the right selection of clothing, I can present a very nice package, in my humble opinion.
Thus, at the age of nineteen and with my childish boyfriends out of the way, I was prepared to concentrate on my father. I didn't wake up one day saying to myself, 'I'm going to seduce my Dad today.' It was a gradual thing. I didn't have a plan, or agenda, or whatever you want to call it. I simply paid attention to opportunities that arose for me to flirt with him and win his favor.
I didn't go straight to college out of high school. That would happen a couple years later. So, I lived at home and worked at the small business my father owned. That meant we saw a lot of each other. I determined early on this was either going to be a good thing for me or it would end any chance I had of having a relationship with him. It turned out being a very good thing.
I worked in the offices of his business and never interacted with the customers, so I could wear pretty much anything I wanted. Sometimes it was jeans; sometimes a skirt and blouse; sometimes a summery dress. The first time I remember purposely seeking a reaction from him was a day I wore a blouse and short skirt. I think I've got nice-looking legs. Short, but nice. And if I leave an extra button unbuttoned on the blouse, I can show adequate cleavage.
With no evil intention in mind except to surprise him, I went into Dad's office while he was out, sat on the edge of his desk with my legs crossed and waited. He entered and stood frozen in place for an instant when he saw me. Then he closed the door and walked around to his chair, unable to conceal his inspection of me from head to toe.
I was sitting on a side of the desk, not facing him. We chatted for a few minutes while he shuffled papers and then I turned so that I faced him, still off to the side of his chair. It gave him a pretty good view of my legs, well up my thighs under the short skirt, and he looked truly uncomfortable in his efforts not to stare.
That's when I saw it for the first time. A bulge in his pants at the crotch. I wanted to shout out 'Yes!' in my excitement. The power I felt at that instant was intoxicating and already my mind was plotting the next step, an important threshold to cross in my bond with Dad. From that moment forward, I DID have evil intentions in mind.
I didn't do anything during that visit. I wasn't sure how long we'd be alone and I hadn't really expected to see signs of an erection, so as much as I wanted to jump in his lap, I left the office happy and horny.
However, at the end of the day when all the employees had left and I went to Dad's office to prepare for the ride home, everything changed.
He was finishing up his work when I walked in and closed the door. I stood behind him as he sat and massaged his neck and shoulders while we talked. He seemed to be a little anxious about something. I walked to a small window that looked out onto some fields and when I turned back around, Dad was right next to me.
I must have shown my surprise because Dad said, "Sorry, hon."
"It's alright," I said. "I didn't hear you."
He was looking at the opening in my blouse and stepped even closer. I actually had to lean back so we didn't touch.
"I thought I'd repay you for the massage."
"Oh, you don't have to, Dad. I enjoy giving them to you."
I felt my back contact the wall behind me. Dad hovered over me for a second. He tilted his face down to mine and pressed against me. He put his lips on mine and we exchanged a short, nondescript kiss. Then he did it again with his tongue separating my lips. His body pushed against me and our tongues met.
Then I felt it. Just above my pussy. His hard cock was wedged between us and Dad was unmistakably rubbing it on me as the kiss became more passionate. My mind was a blur with thoughts and emotions. I had wanted this; solicited it in actions and what I wore. Now what was I to do?
Dad answered it for me. He took one of my hands and put it on the front of his pants.
"Touch it, Traci. Feel what you do to me."
I put my palm on his erection. It felt huge to me compared to my boyfriends. I heard him sigh and I pressed harder.
"Oh, yes. Just like that, honey."
He kissed my cheeks and chin. Then he was kissing and licking my neck, his cock seeming to grow even harder under my hand. Soon, his lips were inside the top of my blouse. Dad's hands rose up to my breasts and lightly touched them through my shirt.
No words were spoken when he opened one more button of my blouse. Now he could kiss the insides of both breasts. I clutched at his cock and pulled on it in my ever-increasing lust. But he was in control and his actions became more desperate as he hastily yanked my blouse out of my skirt and unbuttoned it all the way down.
His hands were inside, grasping at my tits and pushing my silky bra from side to side. I knew not to speak. His nervousness before was because he realized he was going to do this. If I stopped him now we'd probably never have another chance. If he wanted to dominate me this first time, so be it.
"Take it off," he murmured.
I slipped off the blouse and tossed it aside. He instantly had my bra unhooked and was pulling it off with his mouth already on my tit. I moaned out loud from the incredible sensation of his tongue on my nipple and his lips compressing nearly all of my tit. He sucked and nibbled and bit softly until I thought I'd cum.
I found myself fumbling with his belt. Without ever losing contact with my tits, he undid it himself and opened his pants. I pulled down the zipper and eagerly sought out his rigid cock. It was warm and hard in my hand and I wondered for the first time just what he had in mind.
I thought I had a clue when his hands rose up the back of my thighs and onto my ass. His fingers slipped inside my panties and he gripped my ass with power, yet finesse. At that point I was sure we would fuck.
But then he was pushing down on my shoulders.
"On your knees, Traci," he ordered. "Take out my cock."
I pushed down his pants and shorts to finally expose his huge cock. I looked at it with more desire than I could ever remember looking at a cock.
"In your mouth, hon. I want to feel your lips around it."
I was able to lick it a couple times before he put his hands on the back of my head and forcibly drove the cock between my lips. It might not have been the most romantic first time for us, but we were both so God damned horny it didn't matter.
Dad fucked my face like he'd never had sex before. I held him by the ass and readily accepted every frantic thrust. I clamped down on him with my lips and let him slide across my tongue for the next couple minutes.
The first sweet taste of his precum warned me even more than his frenzied grunts and groans that he was ready to cum.
"That's it, baby. Harder! Suck me harder!"
After that, all I heard was an unrecognizable growl.
His fingers gripped my hair. And he came.
Years and years of his apparent desire for me flowed out now in rivers of cum. Each thrust delivered more until I couldn't keep up. It leaked out of my mouth and onto my chin. I waited for his cock to lose its stiffness and it never happened. Dad moaned just as loud almost a minute later, but instead of shots of cum I was getting a trickle. Then he was done.
Dad leaned against the wall and I sucked him clean. A stream of cum covered one of my nipples. Only when he withdrew was he finally half erect.
He helped me up and cleaned my face. He looked at me and meekly said, "Thanks, honey."
We kissed.
***
So my first episode with Dad was somewhat of an unexpected use of me that left me pleased, but unfulfilled. It was a start.
About a week later, we had an opportunity to try it again. But this time I wasn't going to allow my tense father to dictate the terms and conditions. He could probably get a blowjob from any woman at work any time he wanted. I was his daughter and I deserved better. Actually, he did, too. And I intended to give it to him.
It was a rare weekend that BOTH my Mom and brother were out of town overnight with friends. I never did determine if Dad had the same thoughts in mind as me, but I suspect he did. Still, I wasn't taking any chances.
All day on that Saturday I wore the sexiest shorts and t-shirt, without a bra, that I owned. It was a blatant display of skin with only one goal in mind. Yes, I was quite sure I saw that familiar bulge in his pants long before I acted upon it. I let him suffer during the day making certain that I was seldom out of his view.
It was after dinner and Dad was sitting on the back porch. A few years later we would have done it right on the porch, but this time I said to him, "Hey, Dad. Come in here for a minute, OK?"
He didn't seem pleased to leave his beer behind, but once inside the door I took his hand and led him down the hall towards my parents' bedroom. I closed the door behind us and saw the puzzled, apprehensive look on his face. He had to know at that point the time had come.
"Get undressed," I said calmly.
Nobody was going to tear off anybody's clothes this time. He was either going to listen and perform, or I would walk out. He took off his shoes and socks, then lifted his shirt over his head. I had always loved his chest with the hint of hair and flat, firm stomach. He was not a body builder by any stretch of the imagination, but looked so good for his age.
Before he got to his shorts I slipped a hand inside my own pants for effect. I made it obvious I was rubbing my clit and pussy for him. By the time he was bending over to remove the last of his clothes, he was almost erect.
"Get harder," I said. "Play with yourself, Dad."
He timidly reached for his cock. As soon as he had it in his palm, I kept one hand in my shorts and put the other inside my shirt. Now he didn't need instructions. He masturbated while I played with my clit and tits, showing him more and more with each passing minute but never letting him see it all. The head of his cock turned bright pink and the veins in his cock a dark purple. He was as hard as ever.
"Lay down."
He got on the bed, never taking his eyes off me or his hand off his cock. I put on a show for another minute or two, squirming under the attention of my hands and whimpering as my lust grew. I let him hear me pant as I got closer and closer to cumming.
But this was going to be more than a mutual masturbation session. I finally lifted my shirt, taunting him with every inch of new skin that I exposed. My nipples were long and hard. My tits flushed from stimulation. I played with them; pushed them up with both hands; squeezed them against my chest and pulled on the nipples.
I saw him slow his masturbation. He was close, too. He would have to wait...for me.
My hand dipped back down inside my shorts. He could just barely see the top of the thin strip of hair above my clit. I pushed the shorts lower. My hips and the top of my ass now showed. Only the tips of my fingers were covered in the front. I exposed a little more. Then I let the shorts fall down my legs.
I kicked them away and stood naked in front of my father. He was only pulling on his cock every few seconds, intent on staring at me and not exploding in a geyser of cum. I slowly turned around and gave him a prolonged view of my ass before facing him once more.
So many possibilities flew through my head when I saw the desperate look on his face. I should have teased him even longer, but I kind of wanted to fuck about as much as he did, so I climbed onto the bed. I got between his legs and lingered there, staring down at his throbbing cock. I gradually leaned far enough over to allow him to put one of my tits in his mouth. I thought he would devour it.
I let my pussy massage his cock. Even with my tit in his mouth he moaned loudly with delight. My own moisture was enough to act as a lubricant for both of us. The more he gnawed on my nipples the wetter I got and the harder I rubbed against his erection.
"Oh God, Traci. I need you. Let me fuck you," he begged.
I smiled. "When I say so, Dad."
I lifted my pussy so that I wasn't masturbating him anymore and I saw the frustration on his face.
"Traci!"
"Tell me what you want."
"I want to fuck you, Traci."
I lowered myself once more but only enough to make light contact.
"Beg for it, Dad."
"God, Traci. Please."
"Please what?"
"Please let me fuck you...before I cum."
I leaned down and kissed him.
"Put it in me Dad," I told him.
His hand was on his cock so fast I barely had time to lean up and give him access to my pussy again. I felt the head move into place. Dad's hands moved to my ass. And with a wide grin on my face, I sank onto his stiff shaft.
We both had to take in a breath at the unbelievable sensation of his thick cock spreading my lips apart and disappearing into my wet, warm cunt. Then I began to move, and he began to match my movements with his thrusts. We were fucking each other and I'm not sure either of us believed it.
Dad played with my tits and I continuously sought out the best angle to apply more pressure on his cock. If we had stayed like that for hours it would have been fine with both of us. Soon, Dad was holding me tighter and we were half rolling over, changing positions, hugging each other, and simply seeing how many different ways we could fuck without ever having him come out of me.
He was on top. Then me. He licked my tits and I did his. Our legs intertwined. We kissed...a lot.
Then he had a finger on my clit and I cried, "Oh yes! There! Harder!"
I was on top. I rolled my nipples between my fingers and gasped, knowing I was about to cum.
"Daddy. Yes! Yes! I'm almost...oh God. Now!"
I came in torrents. Each orgasm sent a flash of electricity through my body that ignited a new one. My pussy had never felt like that before and Dad just kept pounding me with that incredible cock. Somewhere in the middle of it all, I was aware that he also had started to cum. My cunt was filled with both of our juices and I barely felt his cock still sliding in and out, all the way up to his balls.
I managed to let him finish before falling into my father's arms, his cock motionless inside me. We were beside each other in an embrace when he started to fuck me again. Many minutes went past in ecstasy before we both somehow found it in us to orgasm again. My God it was wonderful.
***
Dad and I found time for each other pretty regularly from that point forward. I never asked my brother Andy if he knew, or suspected. It wasn't something I necessarily wanted to talk to him about and I was also worried that he might be jealous or something. I never had any indication that he was, until...
Every time I think back to that day I have to get my vibrator out and lock the door. I'm not sure I can tell you without having to take a break in the middle, but here goes.
Andy's a really good looking guy and being a few years older than me I guess I had a crush on him at some point in my early childhood. At nineteen, I was past the early teen years of never wanting to be around him and I began to see him as a man. Well, OK. As a sex object.
He had never given any signs of seeing me in the same light, other than the predictable leers whenever I wore a bikini or one of the outfits I put on more for Dad's benefit than Andy's. We had never touched each other in a sensual way. I felt completely safe around Andy.
I think that's what made what he did to me even more exciting.
I was in the basement one day looking for something in the finished rec room we had. It was just me and Andy in the house, which was fairly common. I heard the basement door close at the top of the steps, but didn't think too much about it at the time. I couldn't actually see the steps and didn't hear anything else after the door closed.
I searched unsuccessfully for another minute or two, then turned to head back upstairs. Suddenly, it was pitch black. I shrieked with surprise and took another step towards the doorway out of the rec room. I heard a shuffle beside me and then a hand was across my mouth and somebody was behind me.
"Don't scream, sis. I won't hurt you."
It was Andy and I became a little mad, instead of scared. I struggled against his grip.
"Calm down," he ordered.
When he removed his hand from my face, I said, "What the fuck are you doing, Andy?"
He stayed behind me and wouldn't let me turn to face him.
"We need to talk," he said coolly.
"About what."
"About you and Dad."
I felt my heart nearly stop, then begin to thump inside my chest.
"What do you mean?" I said.
"I know what you're doing. I heard you the other night when Mom was out of town."
I wouldn't admit anything as long as I could help it. But if Andy was guessing and just trying to make me confess, he was doing a great job.
"You are fucking crazy, Andy. I've never...," I began to say.
He leaned against my ear and said softly, "When I heard you in there I managed to get the door open just a crack. You really should lock the door, Traci. I saw you strip for him. I saw you take off his shorts and give him a blowjob before getting into the bed."
His hand moved to my chest and rested on top of my right breast, with only my thin t-shirt separating his fingers from my tit. He rubbed the nipple.
"I saw you straddle him and let him suck on your tit before you fucked him, Traci. I watched while you..."
"OK," I said fearfully. "OK. So you saw us."
He had to feel my erect nipples as he played with both tits. But he couldn't feel the heat coming from my pussy...until one hand slid inside my running shorts. I seldom don't wear panties, but he chose one of those times to imprison me in our own basement.
"Yes, I did," he said. "And lots of things have been going through my mind, Traci."
As he massaged my pussy, I felt for the first time his cock against my ass.
"I'm a little distressed that you went to him first. I mean, you must have been doing this kind of stuff with him for a while now and you've never even kissed me, Traci. What is it about me you don't like?"
I was wet and his fingers spread the moisture over my clit until I squirmed in his arms.



"Nothing, Andy. There's nothing about you," I said. "It's just that Dad and I work together, you know, and I wanted him to, um, like me better and, well, I...I..."
"You what?" Andy asked. "Tell me how it started, Traci."
"I can't. It's not right what we're doing, I know that, and besides, I don't think you need to know everything I do," I said nervously.
"But I do, Traci. Because if you don't tell ME, I'm going to have to go to Mom and let her know."
"No! Andy! You can't!"
He stroked me a little harder.
"Then let's hear it, Traci. Tell me what you did to Dad to make him want to fuck you all the time. Otherwise..."
"OK. OK. All I wanted was for Dad to pay attention to me," I said between pauses to catch my breath from Andy's masturbation of me. "I would go into his office at work and...and...at first I just thought I'd get him hard and maybe...oh God, Andy, stop...and maybe give him a hand job or something. Jesus, Andy, you're going to make me..."
"Tell me everything," he demanded.
One hand was inside my shirt, clutching at my tit and pulling on the nipple. The other never stopped stroking me, except when one or two fingers were plunged inside my pussy.
"I let him touch me once or twice and I took out his cock. We never intended to...to...oh fuck, Andy, please stop."
"You fucked him in the office, didn't you, Traci?"
"No! We only...I just...ahhhhhh."
"When was the first time you fucked Dad, Traci. Tell me."
"Here. In the house. We were alone and...oh God. Oh God. Andy! Andy stop!"
But there was no stopping now. He made me cum in the darkness with one hand on my tit and the other thrusting fingers deeper and deeper inside my cunt. He'd rub my clit then return to the hot center of my hole. His hard cock was jammed between the cheeks of my ass and he pulled me back against him. I cried and cried with pleasure and needed him to hold me up by the time the last of many orgasms subsided.
"Very good, Traci. We've established you've been fucking Dad, and blowing him, for some time now," Andy said as he held me. "I think that's information Mom would just love to hear. Don't you?"
"Please. I'm begging you, Andy. Please don't."
"Are you ready to make a deal now?"
I sighed from exhaustion and defeat. "Yes. What do you want?"
"I'll show you."
He took my hand and led me out of the rec room and across to an unfinished area of the basement that was used mostly for storage of tools. My eyes had adjusted to the dark as much as possible and faint outlines of familiar objects were visible. We stopped and I heard Andy take something off a shelf.
The next thing I knew, I had a soft handcuff around one wrist.
"Hey!" I shouted.
He grabbed my other arm and I was unable to prevent the second cuff from snapping in place behind my back.
"What the hell are you doing?"
"It's part of the deal," Andy said, walking around in front of me. "If you don't want Mom to know, you gotta pay the price, Sis. You've been very, very bad and punishment is called for. But don't worry. I'm thinking this won't hurt you and if I know you well enough by now, you might even enjoy it, in a weird sort of way."
He ran both hands over my breasts, on top of my shirt. He alternately pressed them, squeezed them, cupped them in his palms, and traced them with his fingers.
"We need some light now," he said quietly.
He flicked on a low-powered fluorescent light above one of the benches that barely let us see our surroundings. The effect was to actually add to my apprehension, now that Andy could see me better. I had no idea what his plans were yet, but I knew I felt a little more secure when all he could do was touch me in the dark.
"When you fuck Dad, is it usually light or dark?" he asked with a sly grin on his face.
I shrugged.
"Tell me, Traci. You're in no position to disobey me."
"Light."
"Really? Because you want him to see your gorgeous little body?"
I didn't answer.
"Well, I'd want to see it, Traci."
He reached onto the nearest workbench and grabbed something I couldn't make out. Then I heard a click and the blade of a knife shot out from his hand. He came closer.
"No. Don't," I pleaded.
"Don't worry. I'll buy you a replacement," Andy said as he brought the knife up to the middle of my shirt.
Holding the shirt at the bottom, he pushed the tip of the blade through the material just below my tits. The he cut upward to the neckline while I stood frozen in place listening to the ripping of the cloth. He put the knife away, grabbed both sides of my torn shirt, and yanked it apart so that it split all the way down.
Andy let the shirt hang loose for a moment while he looked at the exposed portion of my breasts and stomach. He put his fingers on my skin and ran them up and down my body, gently touching nearly every inch. Then he pushed the shirt apart, pulled it off my shoulders and let it gather at my hands behind me. Andy walked around and quickly ripped it apart until he could remove it completely.
He came back around and stared at me in the dim light.
"Very nice. Who could resist," he said scarcely above a whisper.
With my hands cuffed behind me, the breasts were pulled back a little but still left plenty for my brother to sample. His tongue and lips were gentle. He sucked on them until I felt my pussy respond. Then his hands were inside my shorts again, grasping my ass and squeezing my cheeks. Our bodies met and I felt his erection once again through his shorts.
"But Dad wasn't satisfied with just your tits and maybe a blowjob," Andy said. "He had felt how hot you got, didn't he Traci? He felt it in your pussy. He knew how horny you got around a man. Any man."
Andy abruptly leaned into me and began a long, hard, sensuous kiss that I returned without opposition. Dad could really fuck and knew how to eat me the way I like, but Andy was clearly the better kisser. I wanted desperately to put my arms around him, and maybe the fact I couldn't increased the desire I was feeling. I was almost ready to submit to him, as if I had a choice.
He kissed his way down my body. He got to the top of my shorts and pushed them halfway down my thighs. He kissed all around my pussy, but only once did he lightly touch my clit with his lips. Instead, he took off my shorts and stood up.
"Turn around."
I was taking the orders this time and somewhat eagerly complied. Andy traced all around my cheeks and up the crack of my ass. Again, he avoided my aching pussy.
I heard something, followed by the opening of the cuffs. I rubbed my wrists while Andy faced me again.
"You're not done yet, sis. Far from it."
He took me across the room into a corner never used for anything that I could ever remember. But when we got there, I saw the ropes hanging from the roof. Before I could do or say anything, Andy had both of my wrists tightly secured in the loops and pulled above my head. I protested without comment from my brother. Only when he stepped back to admire me did he explain.
"You wouldn't come to me voluntarily, Traci, the way you did for Dad. You never gave a sign that you wanted me. You never came into MY bedroom at night to strip and fuck me."
"Don't be mad, Andy. I..."
"Oh, I'm not mad. I'm getting even. I'm getting my share. And like I said before, Traci, if you just relax you might even get some pleasure from it. We're going to take our time. Explore some things, as it were. We're going to experiment, Traci."
It was an eerie setting with the faint glow of the single fluorescent light not quite providing enough illumination to call it a normally lit room. Yet, it wasn't dark. Andy and I saw each other fine. But the edges were rough, so to speak, and he seemed to move like a ghost. I watched him take his hands and run them all the way down my body, from the tops of my arms, past my shoulders, down to my legs and back up, making sure to contact new portions of skin on each trip. I wasn't uncomfortable in the ropes and my arms weren't pulled too tightly. But if he kept me like that for too long, I knew I'd begin to feel it.
So, I was rather pleased when he started to undress. He got down to just his underwear and I could make out the outline of his cock. Andy paused at that point and I looked up at his face. Then he got naked.
Despite the dimness, or perhaps enhanced by it, the sight of his half erect cock—its length and thickness—was impressive. It was obvious he could grow much bigger and my pussy responded.
Andy came up to me and pressed his body to mine, holding me in place with both hands.
"I would give anything to fuck you right now, Traci," he said. "Do you feel how hard I'm getting?"
I nodded. He ground his cock against my lower stomach.
"But you're such a tease. You teased Dad. You seduced him and made him beg you to fuck him. It's going to be the same this time, little sister. But you're the one that's going to beg. You won't be able to touch me. Or yourself. So you're going to beg me to make you cum. And you won't care how I do it, Traci."
When he finally backed away, his cock pointed up like a pole. A very large pole. I shuddered at the thought of him inside me, for both the good and bad possibilities it presented.
But he had moved behind me and I couldn't see what he was doing. I heard a drawer open and close. Then Andy was in view...with something in his hand. It was unclear at first until he brought it close to my face. I gasped.
"How did you...where did you get that?" I asked in a panic.
"Where else would a woman keep a dildo, Traci. I searched your drawers earlier today and brought it down here."
He moved his hand up and down the long, thick shaft, stopping to feel the various ridges and bumps in more detail.
"It's really magnificent," he said. "You must be very disappointed with a regular old cock after this thing. I shouldn't spoil you with it before I...well, before you find out what I have in mind."
Andy slowly swiped the dildo across one of my tits. Then the other. He made sure the ridges scraped across my nipples and he smiled at my involuntary quiver. At that point I wasn't sure what was bigger: Andy's real hard-on or the plastic one in his hand. I just knew I needed one of them.
But Andy wasn't about to indulge me that quickly. He watched my nipples grow larger and a much brighter pink. Then he tortured me with licking and soft bites with his lips and teeth. I twisted my arms in all directions in a futile attempt to escape the ropes. From the look on Andy's face, he really enjoyed my squirming. He tried his best to put my entire tit in his mouth and I was wishing he could.
Meanwhile, he moved the dildo between my legs. So now I had his cock hitting me when he moved and the dildo grazing the edges of my pussy.
"Which shall it be?" Andy asked me. "The toy you rely on most often or the real thing? Tell me, Traci."
He moved the dildo so that it was now rubbing the entire length of my pussy, including the clit that he and I both knew would ultimate decide when I came.
"Either one. I don't care," I replied in a shaky voice.
"Oh, I think you DO care, sis. I think it does make a difference to you. Tell me you want me."
I closed my eyes, bit my lip, and shook my head slowly.
He increased the pressure and speed of his stroking. Andy tilted the tip of the dildo so that it threatened to enter me and I tried to pull my body away. He followed every move I made. Then he moved his hand and positioned the dildo in a way that a simple push would put it inside me.
"Don't be satisfied with a lifeless piece of plastic, Traci. You can have that anytime. I'm ready to fuck you until you scream. Tell me which you want, Traci."
He pushed the tip into me. My pussy began to spread, but he stopped after about an inch. I was almost ready to accept it all.
"I know what the problem is," Andy suddenly said, pulling the dildo away.
He walked behind me and I twitched in surprise at the feel of hard plastic against my ass. Andy slid it up and down my crack before letting it once again torment my clit.
"THIS is what you prefer, isn't it? You're bored with the same old missionary stuff and would rather have it from behind. I can do that for you, Traci. Feel my cock?"
He pressed his cock onto my cheeks.
"You can have that. You can have it from behind, pounding into your ass or pussy for as long as you want."
He put the dildo back on my clit.
"Or you can have this shoved inside you and let the ridges wreak havoc on your pussy."
His free hand grabbed my tit.
"Tell me, Traci. Tell me what you want."
"I want my arms free, Andy," I whimpered.
"Nope. Not quite yet. Not until you beg me to fuck you."
I heard him moving behind me and then he was back. But both hands were free and were clutching at my breasts. His cock was between my legs.
"Spread 'em, Traci. Wider."
I obeyed. He gripped me by the hips and pulled.
"Bend over."
The ropes only allowed me to bend slightly at the waist with my ass pointed back at Andy. His cock rubbed against my pussy and clit at a better angle and I exhaled noisily at the feeling.
Andy rocked back and forth so that his cock acted like a huge finger on my clit. I moaned. He kept it up and I was sure he could hear my uneven breathing.
"Beg, Traci. Tell me you want me to fuck you. Say you want to cum and I'll do it."
I didn't say a word but my body was answering for me. Andy moved his cock to the entrance to my cunt and let the head rest there. He held my body still.
"Tell me!"
"No. Not until you let me out of the ropes."
One of his hands was on my clit. He massaged it roughly and I cried out in frantic need.
"Andy! Stop. I...I..."
"What, Traci? You what? Beg me, Traci."
His cock was a little farther in than the dildo was earlier. I wanted it all. I needed it all inside me.
"I can't. Not with my brother. I...can't."
"Yes you can. You do with your father. Say it, Traci. Say it!"
He was going to make me cum and I needed his cock. I thought I'd lose my mind if he didn't...
"Oh my God, Andy. Do it. Now!"
"Do what?!"
"Fuck me, Andy. Please. Fuck me right now before I cum."
He didn't say anything. He pulled me back, made sure his cock was in place, and drove it into me almost violently. But it was fantastic. I was SO wet and he was so hard it felt unbelievable. I heard his grunts with each thrust and he had to know from my moans that I loved every minute of it.
The sound of our bodies coming together repeatedly echoed throughout the basement.
"C'mon, Traci," I heard him mumble.
"Harder. Harder, Andy," I replied breathlessly.
We just made sounds after that. Sounds of delight the closer we got. He never had to touch my clit again and I didn't have to tell him when it was time. My body gave it away when I came.
I pulled on the ropes to help release the full force of the orgasm. I felt my pussy tighten around Andy's cock and then relax. Then another surge followed by a moment of rest. Over and over I came as he fucked me faster.
He had been urging me on so much that I didn't recognize when his pleadings changed to warnings of his own orgasm. Only when that first gush of semen flooded my cunt did I appreciate it. He rammed me more slowly, but with much more effort each time. And each time he released more cum. I tried to squeeze his cock as much as I could, but he seemed to be doing just fine. My ass felt like he had spanked me a hundred times by the time he stopped and just held me, still inside me.
"Wow," I murmured.
He kissed my neck.
I asked, "If you let me down now I'll let you rest a few minutes."
"And then?"
"Let me down and you'll find out."
Ten minutes later, as I kneeled in front of my brother, I gave him the best blowjob of his life. Somehow, my tits ended up covered in cum I didn't think he had. Thinking back, I should have made him beg for it.
So that's how I started fucking my Dad and brother. We haven't stopped yet, although it's not as frequent as before. It's better because of that, I believe.
Oh, did I ever tell you about me and Mom?
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By the time I was twenty-one, I had been having sex with my father and brother for a couple of years. I think they both knew about the other, but it wasn't something we sat around and talked about, if you know what I mean. I considered both relationships special and treated my Dad and Andy differently, not just because of their diverse sexual preferences but because they each deserved my special attention for the joy they brought me.
Fucking them was a gift, in my opinion. There was never the added pressure I felt with boyfriends. With boyfriends you always have to worry about what they're thinking, how serious they think we are, and all that goes with it. With Dad and Andy, the only worry was getting caught by Mom.
My mother was a saint. She acted relentlessly as a referee between all the rest of us. Maybe I'm biased, but she was gorgeous for a forty something woman; blonde and tiny with a decent body, intelligent, and, around Dad anyway, very sexy. She was also a little shy, like me.
Maybe I felt a little guilty about my liaisons with Dad and my brother because I found myself wanting to be closer and closer to my Mom. I never thought of it as a sexual attraction at first. But then I started looking at her in much the same way I did with Dad and Andy; as a potential partner.
That really scared me. I assumed right off she would want no part of it. Of course, I was also scared by the thought that I would think of her in those terms. I'd never wanted to be with a woman in my life. I was scared by the likely consequences of trying something with Mom and having it backfire in my face.
But as the weeks went past, my desire to be with Mom grew to the point where I had to act. This wasn't going to be easy.
Luckily, something Mom herself did opened the door for me to bring up the subject. We were shopping...as usual...in a rather upscale clothing store one afternoon, just looking at stuff that was way above the budget either of us had for clothes. Eventually, we were approached by a stunning sales lady slightly younger than my Mom.
My mother is very good at telling sales people to get lost, so I was surprised to watch her let this woman guide us through various racks of blouses and dresses. Mom talked to her longer than I had ever heard her talk to somebody in a store. We must have spent close to half an hour with her and Mom did ultimately buy two things without even trying them on.
After leaving the store, I said, "Geez, Mom. What got into you?"
She laughed. "I don't know. I just liked the way she helped without being pushy."
After a short pause, Mom said, "She was pretty, wasn't she?"
"Yes. She needs to be working over at the sporting goods store where the guys are," I replied.
"Maybe she likes women," Mom said with a wry grin.
I raised my eyebrows when she looked at me. "That would be a very lucky woman. I thought it was going to be you if you stayed much longer."
Mom looked straight ahead as we walked. After a moment, she said, "I wonder how a lesbian woman, or even a bisexual woman, finds out that somebody they meet is also lesbian or bi."
"She asks?" I said.
"God, Traci. YOU would, wouldn't you? Most of us wouldn't be so direct."
"Should we go back and ask her?"
"No. And quit being sarcastic. I'm serious. How are we supposed to know?" Mom said.
"Let's see," I said in a thoughtful voice. "You go back again tomorrow sometime around lunch. You look at the same things you saw today. If she doesn't come to help, you ask somebody if the gorgeous babe we saw today is working. If she is, you spend another half hour with her. You exchange names; small talk. You invite her to lunch. That night you're in bed with her."
Luckily, we were almost to the car because Mom wouldn't talk to me.
We were alone in the house when we got home. I went to do something while Mom headed for her bedroom to put her new clothes away. About fifteen minutes passed and I had wandered into the family room, down the hall from Mom and Dad's bedroom. That's when I saw her next.
Mom came out of her bedroom and walked towards me. She had on a sheer, body fitting blouse she had picked out. Mom had taken off her pants and the bottom of the blouse covered anything underneath.
I just stared. She was so beautiful and sexy. Her breasts gave the blouse just the right contour and the deep opening at the top allowed for plenty of cleavage to show. Her legs were perfect, as always, and the blouse brushed against them delicately as she walked.
"Do you think it's too small?" she asked me.
"No, Mom. It's perfect on you. Aren't you glad she picked it out for you now?"
Mom frowned. "I saw it first."
"Turn around," I told her.
With her back facing me, Mom didn't need to know I spent most of the time looking at her cute ass under the shirt. I could also see her bra through the thin material and my self-control was lost. I had to have her.
I stepped forward and put my hands lightly on her sides. I felt her twitch and her head began to turn around.
"I think any lesbian or bi woman would find it easy to let you know they are interested," I said softly.
By then my arms were wrapped around her and our bodies were tight against each other. Mom put her hands on top of mine.
"I guess," Mom said in an uneasy voice. "Is that a compliment?"
"Of course it is. You're beautiful, Mom, and I think you're afraid to admit it."
I kissed her neck. My hands slid a little higher on her chest.
"Honey...," she began to say.
I felt the bottom of her bra and just a hint of her breasts. Her grip on my hands became firmer.
"Let me," I whispered. "It's OK."
When my fingers started to cover her breasts, she dropped her hands. I kissed her some more and licked her soft skin.
"Traci."
I let my body answer her. I held her breasts tighter and pressed my pussy against her ass. The blouse bunched up in my hands as I clutched at her. I felt the bra moving against her breasts and Mom's nipples hardened.
Opening just one button would give me full access to her chest. I tried to do it stealthily, but I was shaking a little and fumbled at it for a second. Then it fell open.
I could hear Mom's breathing grow faster and harder as my fingers ran across the top of her breasts for the first time. Common sense told me to go slow; not to push my luck and scare her off. But lust took over and the fingers of one hand slipped inside her bra. I touched her nipple and I thought Mom gasped very softly. I squeezed her breast.
Her ass pushed harder against my body. I had one side of her bra practically off her breast I was so anxious to get at it. I pinched her nipple and Mom finally let out an audible sigh.
That's when I made my first mistake. I let my free hand slide down her body. I tugged at the bottom of her blouse until I felt the skin of her thigh. My hand rose until it was on her panties. I nearly made it to her pussy.
"Traci! No! We...we have to...stop," Mom cried out, pulling away from me. "We can't do that."
I watched her nervously straighten her bra and button her blouse again.
I said, "So, I think that's how women let each other know. Are you going back to the store?"
"No," she bellowed, heading for the bedroom. "I am not."
***
It would have been extremely disappointing if nothing else ever happened between us. The next day I waited patiently for another opportunity to be alone with Mom and either discuss what we did, or continue it. But the chance never arose.
The last thing I expected was for Mom to be the one to initiate it, the day after that.
"I went back to the store today," Mom said nonchalantly as we sat in the eating area of the kitchen.
My eyes opened wide and I sat up, paying full attention now.
"Really? And?"
"I didn't buy anything," she said.
"Was she there?" I asked.
"No."
The look on her face provided everything I needed to know.
"Ahhh, too bad. Were you going to talk to her?"
"Maybe," Mom said with an air of indifference. But I thought otherwise. "I guess she was at lunch with some young, good looking guy."
"It's her loss," I said.
"You're sweet," Mom told me. After a pause, she added, "Are you mad at me for...the other day?"
"No. Not mad."
"Disappointed?"
"That. And frustrated."
Mom stared at me. "Why?"
I had thought about what I was going to say, and went slowly to make sure I got it right.
"Because you won't allow yourself to discover how you really feel...about other women."
"But I went back to her," Mom said, sounding very irritated with me.
"And what would you have done if she was there? What did you really want?"
Mom looked everywhere but at me. She fidgeted with her coffee cup. Finally, "I don't know, Traci. I don't know."
I stood up. I reached out for her hand and pulled her up, as well. We faced each other and I leaned in and kissed her on the lips. It only lasted a second and Mom didn't respond.
Then she said, "I'm not sure it was her I wanted."
I thought my heart would burst from my chest. I kissed her again. Mom separated her lips. I pressed harder and our tongues met. The next minute or so was pretty much a blur. The kiss became more passionate; we held each other tightly before our hands started to wander; our bodies ground together.
When it ended, I said to her softly, "Let's try this. One time. Together."
Mom just nodded, but her eyes had already given me approval.
She wore a t-shirt and I was probably a little quick in trying to get it off her.
"Right here?" she questioned in a tone of fear.
"Yes. Right here, Mom."
I had the shirt up and was licking the tops of her breasts, above her bra.
"But somebody might...."
I desperately pulled the bra to one side and exposed Mom's nipple. My mouth was on it before she could say anything else. I sucked on it and licked it frantically, successfully quieting my mother at the same time. She voluntarily removed her shirt at that point.
I reached back and unhooked her bra. I slid it down her arms and tossed it onto the counter. Then I stared in awe at her fabulous breasts; the round, firm breasts I had clung to so eagerly the other day. We were both probably concerned about the slim chance my brother or father might come back earlier than expected. But the sight of those breasts and my ever-increasing lust for Mom won out.
I held one breast in my hand and put my lips around it. My tongue played with the nipple. I nibbled at it with my lips and teeth. Mom moaned and moved back until the edge of the counter helped her stand on unsteady legs.
By then I was sucking on both breasts in succession, pulling at the nipples and feeling her incredible soft skin in my mouth. Mom held my head closer to her, easing my mind a little on her acceptance of what we were doing.
And just like a mother, her thoughts quickly turned to my needs. Her hands were under my tank top, impatiently moving onto my breasts. It was the happiest I'd ever been that I wasn't wearing a bra. Soon, my ultra-sensitive nipples were hard and my pussy burned with the need to cum.
I figured if I felt that way, Mom did too. So I put a hand between her legs, on top of her shorts.
"No, Traci. Don't," she said in protest.
I rubbed harder and sucked on a breast.
"Open your shorts," I whispered.
"No."
I could feel the moisture and warmth of her pussy. I found her clit and she jerked. Soon, she unbuttoned the shorts and pulled down the zipper. My hand dove inside her panties and found the throbbing clit.
Mom cried out with delight and I bit lightly on her nipple, causing her entire body to shudder.
"Traci. Stop. Please stop."
I never said a word. I used her own juices to stroke her clit harder and faster. I sucked on her breasts more fervently. I was going to make my mother cum, right there in the kitchen.
She squirmed the entire time I masturbated her, but she never again told me to stop or attempted to remove my hand. It was just a matter of time; a short time, as it ended up.
Much sooner than I expected, Mom was gripping my head with one hand and the edge of the counter with the other. Her body stiffened.
"Oh my God, Traci. I'm...I'm..."
I drive two fingers deep inside her pussy, then returned to her clit.
"Now. Now! I'm going to...oh God!"
She grimaced, took in a couple short breaths, and then burst into an orgasm. One long spasm after another, each one accompanied by a fraught gasp, let me know I was hitting the right spots with my hand. The feeling of her shaking, knowing that Mom was cumming in waves because of me, was one of the most wonderful things I'd ever experienced.
I made sure our bodies were as close as possible when she neared the end. All I wanted to do was to hold her and kiss her. It was going to be too risky to stay there much longer.
"OK, honey. Stop," Mom wheezed.
I withdrew my hand. I got the kiss I wanted so badly.
Mom murmured as we hugged, "What did we just do?"
"Well, if I'm not mistaken, I made you cum," I replied.
"Yes, you certainly did. Why?"
"Because I love you and wanted to show it," I said.
"I love you too, Traci. But...we shouldn't have...done...THAT."
I was looking at her, watching her pull her clothing back together. "Isn't it what you would have done with the babe in the store?"
"No! I mean, anyway it wasn't her. It was you. My daughter, for God's sake."
"That makes it even better. Just think how good it will be when we're alone for sure and have lots of time," I said with a grin.
Mom was dressed and looked at me with contempt. "That was nice, hon. But I don't think we should...."
I stopped her by covering her mouth with mine, starting a long kiss, and letting my hands roam her body again. Then I said, "That wouldn't be fair. I haven't cum yet."
After a long pause, Mom said, "We'll see."
***
The next couple days were pure agony. I spent most of the time at work or in my condo and when I did get a chance to visit Mom, we were never alone. I grew up knowing that when Mom said 'We'll see,' it usually meant 'Don't hold your breath.' I was hoping that she wouldn't pull that trick for something this important.
I had almost given up. Then I pulled up to my condo after work one day at the usual time and Mom's car was there. She had a key to my place so it didn't surprise me that she had gone inside to wait for me.
But I found her in the kitchen, laying out the ingredients of what looked like a full meal. She never had come to the condo and cooked for me, mainly because I went to the house so often and ate there. Also to my delight, she wore a short, sleeveless, summery dress that made her look half her age and incredibly sexy.
"What are you doing?" I asked cheerfully when I got to her and kissed her cheek.
"Getting ready to cook."
"For both of us?" I asked.
"Yep. Is that OK?"
"Absolutely. What an awesome surprise."
I fought back the urge to throw her against the counter once more and pick up where we left off the other day. This time she gave me no opportunity.
She began to walk out of the kitchen, saying, "Stay here for a second."
I agreed, looking at the various ingredients of the meal. She walked down the hall. I assumed she was going to use the bathroom. But a moment later I heard her call my name.
I took the same route Mom had just taken and leaned my head around the half open door of the bathroom. I was about to ask her what she needed, but I stood frozen in place and speechless.
Mom was naked. The tub was full and a thick layer of bubbles covered the surface.
"Get in here. Before the water gets too cold."
I realized immediately that she had prepared it for me even before I arrived, and now we were going to share it. I closed the door as I entered, staring at Mom's beautiful body.
"Mom, this is...," I started to say.
She was kissing me before I finished. My clothes were being stripped off before I could take another breath and I caressed every inch of her nude body. The instant my bra was off Mom took a breast in her mouth and sent shockwaves through me.
This was her first time with a woman and she definitely seemed to enjoy it as much as I had with her. I could have never imagined how good it felt.
After a short assault on my breasts, she said, "I went shopping today. Our friend was there. I almost asked her something I never thought I'd ask another woman. And then I knew what I wanted."
She paused and I looked into her beautiful eyes.
She said, "I wanted you, Traci. All along, I wanted you."
I kissed her so she couldn't see me tearing up. At the same time, she was working on getting me naked. I let her take off my pants and panties and we stood together; touching and stroking and getting hornier.
She turned and said, "Let me test this first."
She bent over and ran her hand through the water while I ran my hand over her soft ass.
"Good. Still warm," she said.
I watched her climb in and settle down into the bubbles. Her eyes begged me to join her. I carefully found space and got between her legs. I was on my knees at first, but then we found the space and I sat facing her.
Our legs intertwined under the water and our hands skimmed up and down each other's calves. Then her foot was touching my pussy and I sat in the water motionless, waiting for Mom's next move. When she made it clear with her actions she intended to rub me with it, I leaned back, spread my legs, and let her toes find my clit. She was slow and soft and tender.
"That feels fantastic, Mom," I said quietly.
After a moment, the foot was pulled away and Mom was rising out of the water. She got on her knees and leaned forward until she hovered over me. Her breasts hung deliciously in front of me, but this was not going to be the time I satisfied Mom. She brushed away the few bubbles that clung to my breasts and she bent forward a little more.
I closed my eyes, my head resting on the end of the tub, and reveled in the sensation of my mother sucking, licking, and nibbling on my breasts. Several minutes of this treatment, plus her hand probing my clit and pussy, brought me to the verge of an orgasm.
Mom knew it. She recognized the trembling of my body; the uneven breathing; the lifting of my pussy whenever she touched my clit.
She smiled at me without making a comment. She moved back, put her hands under my ass, and lifted my pussy just above the waterline. Mom kissed all around my pussy and I was very afraid that the moment she touched it with her lips I would explode.
I frantically fought back the need to cum as soon as Mom's tongue found my clit. I let her suck on it and slide her tongue inside me over and over again. My heart raced like never before and beads of perspiration formed on my forehead, but I wouldn't let myself climax.
"C'mon baby," Mom urged at one point. "I want you to cum."
Nobody wanted me to cum more than me, but there would only be a first time this one time and I never wanted it to end. It felt like my body was floating on the water as Mom held me up and ate my pussy, my fingers clutching at her hair.
I lasted as long as I could. But she was too good and I was too horny. My body trembled the closer I got and Mom pressed her face harder against my pussy. Her entire mouth was around my clit. I closed my eyes, tilted my head back, and cried out in ecstasy as my orgasm began.
No cock had ever made me feel this way because no cock could assault my clit with a tongue and lips, sucking on it and licking it until I nearly screamed with pleasure. Mom's hand reached for my breast and twisted and pulled the nipple, sending even more stimulating waves through my body. The water lapped at my pussy along with Mom's mouth as my uncontrollable orgasm caused the once-placid bath water to churn.
After what seemed to me to be several long minutes, I settled back down into the tub and let my mother crawl on top of my body, kissing my breasts on the way up to my face. I could taste my sweet juices on her lips. I held her tight and delighted in the feel of her breasts against mine.



"That was incredible, Mom," I managed to tell her.
"My pleasure, Traci. I hope it won't be the last time."
"Oh, trust me," I assured her. "It won't be."
We ate in robes before having 'dessert' in the bedroom, in each other arms...when we weren't between each other's legs.
***
There was certainly no need to verify our love for each other in other ways, but I had this peculiar urge to take it one step farther with Mom. It bugged me for the next couple weeks until I finally had a chance to act upon it, much to Mom's surprise and I think delight.
You know somebody really wants you when they are willing to do it anywhere at any time.
We have a biking and hiking trail that runs behind my condo. It's wooded in spots, open in others, sometimes near housing developments and sometimes not. On most evenings it is fairly busy, in that you rarely go more than a quarter mile without passing somebody.
Mom had visited one evening and, having been nice and warm during the day, we waited until it cooled down a bit before going for a walk. I had a definite spot picked out for my plan and needed to time it just right. So just before reaching it, I put my hand on Mom's ass after looking behind us to make sure nobody was coming.
She smiled at me as I rubbed her ass through her shorts. Then I felt for her bare skin and slid my hand up inside the pants. We were still walking, but slowly.
"You've done that before, Traci, and I ended up naked," Mom said.
"Maybe that's what I want."
I was caressing her ass cheek in my palm.
"When we get back, baby," she replied.
"I can't wait," I said with a grin.
"You'll have to."
We were at my spot and I needed to make it happen, with nobody yet in sight.
"No. I want you right now. Down here."
I moved my hand to her wrist and dragged her into a heavily wooded area that dropped down a steep embankment of maybe ten feet or so. Mom nearly shrieked as we slipped down the slope, using tree trunks and each other to keep us upright in the process.
"Traci!" she exclaimed at the bottom. "What are you doing?"
I looked up, confirming that the trail above was nearly out of sight and that only somebody specifically looking down for us would notice. Then I kissed Mom.
"If you really love me, you'll let me make you cum. Right now," I told her.
"But we're only fifteen minutes from your condo where we can...."
I lifted her t-shirt and covered one of her breasts with my mouth. I had found this to be my best defense against my mother's ramblings. I used my tongue to play with her nipple and quickly slid a hand down the front of her shorts. She began to voice her disapproval so I kissed her even harder than before and stroked her clit, using my other hand to continue working over her breast.
"I can't wait fifteen minutes," I said. "You're going to cum right here."
She may have lost her will to fight when I opened her shorts and pushed them down. Then her panties.
"Lie down," I ordered her.
Mom looked around us uncertainly, but got on her back between two huge trees. I rapidly had her shorts and panties off of one leg so I could spread her apart and dive straight for her pussy. What grass existed was cool and offered Mom a little cushion. Soon, she wouldn't care.
It's hard to describe how wonderful the next ten minutes were. I knew Mom was nervous. Maybe we both were, but the worst that could happen was that somebody would see us. The best that could happen was that the excitement of having sex in public would cause us to experience something neither of us would ever forget.
Mom took much longer than normal to have her first orgasm, despite all my efforts on her clit and pussy. She did all she could to muffle her moans when she came, since we could hear occasional voices as people passed above. She begged me to stop but I made her cum a second time.
We've often used the same spot since then, at all hours of the day. Mom has even been known to remain standing against one of the trees hiding us from the trail.
Thus, I was involved with all members of my family, including Mom, Dad, and my brother. But variety is the spice of life, and I needed to expand my horizons.
Continued...
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I get most of my exercise-outside the bedroom-on my bike. Little did I know you could combine the two so well.
It's not unusual for me to ride 50 or 60 miles on a Saturday or Sunday. Plus, I only need to drive ten minutes from my condo to be in the country. I much prefer riding my bike on country roads than on bike trails. I leave the trails for walks with Mom, but that's already been covered in Chapter 2.
The advantages of riding in the country include less traffic and more quiet time to think. The disadvantages include dogs and road kill. But I prefer the solitude, sights and sounds of the back roads. The people I pass tend to be friendlier and I know that if I ever needed help because of a mechanical problem, I could stop at any farm house and be treated with kindness.
I have a favorite route that really takes me far away from the closest city, but is still in 'civilization.' Corn and soybean farms that stretch to the horizon are peppered with farmhouses and silos and barns. When it's not flat, the terrain is rolling and never hilly. Woods still stand in spots. Cows and hogs make up the bulk of the livestock.
And, of course, there are churches. New and old. Big and small. My favorite is a tiny, all white wooden structure that is not much larger than the unused one room schoolhouses you still see in the country. I pass this church on every ride. I stop at it almost every time.
Headstones rise from the ground on both sides of the church. Some of them are so small and old you can't read them. Others show deaths dating back 'only' three decades. Alongside the church is a gravel path used to get to a grassy area in the rear used for parking on Sunday mornings. My guess has always been that the church has no more than fifty members and only half of them attend on a regular basis.
I stop at the church because on one side or the other, depending on what time I'm riding, it offers shade. On this particular day, I badly needed shade and a place to sit, catch my breath, and let my body temperature get back to normal. It was exceptionally hot and heat stroke in the middle of nowhere is no fun.
I rolled onto the familiar path, listening to my tires roll over the loose dirt and gravel. I came to a stop in the shade no more than ten feet from the church. I got off, let the bike rest on the ground on its side, and pulled out a water bottle.
I was about to take a drink when I noticed a single car in the back, close to the church. On a Saturday, this was very unusual as I was used to having the place pretty much to myself when it wasn't Sunday. I took a long drink of water, then pulled down the zipper of my cycling jersey a bit and poured water down the front, feeling it cascade over my chest and stomach.
I took off my helmet and gloves and sat on the grass, with my back to the church.
The one story structure had four windows on each side. Directly below each of those, in the stone block basement, were four additional, smaller windows. The windows at the congregation level had no coverings. The basement windows had curtains that I had never seen open.
I only mention this because five minutes after sitting down I swore I saw one of the curtains slide back into place when I turned to look at the car in the back. I could have been mistaken, but even if I wasn't I didn't think too much of it. I was sitting in the grass, resting. Somebody was in the basement of the church. Big deal.
But then I started thinking; always a bad thing with me. I was down to just one and a half bottles of water and I had more than twenty miles to ride. I normally would have stretched the water and made it last. But what if? What if somebody was in the basement of the church and they would let me fill my water bottles, assuming they had running water?
I had nearly talked myself out of doing it until I had one last thought of how cold and refreshing the water might be. I could breeze through the final leg of my ride.
I sighed, stood up, and gathered together all three of my water bottles. I walked towards the back of the church, closely eyeing the car that had intrigued me from the start. I guess I was looking for signs that maybe it wasn't a good idea to bother the owner. But it was very nondescript, fairly clean, and certainly not threatening.
The back door of the church was clearly the original. The wood was aged and cracked and what little paint remained was in need of replacement. I knocked. After half a minute with no reply, I knocked again.
When there was still no answer, I tried the knob and was able to pull the door open.
"Hello. Anybody here?" I asked in what I thought was an appropriately loud voice.
Silence. I stepped inside.
Directly ahead of me was a short hallway ending with a wall just five feet away and a left hand turn. To the right were steps down into the basement.
"Hello," I said more loudly. "Anyone home?"
I was looking down the stairs the entire time, still convinced I saw the curtain move earlier. I began quietly walking down the steps.
"Oh, there you are," a man's voice behind me said.
I shrieked and nearly fell forward, managing to steady myself and dropping only one of the water bottles. I turned to look, but I could only make out the man's outline against the gleaming brightness of the open door behind him. At that point I wanted to walk back up the steps and avoid being in the basement with him. But then I would have had to walk right into him. Also, a bottle I needed was on the basement floor. So I stood frozen in place.
"Can I help you?" he said.
"I...I saw the car and...and thought somebody was in here," I stammered. "I wondered if I could get some water?"
He stepped forward and at least I got a better look at his face.
"Of course. Come on down," he said with a smile.
I turned and took the final steps to the basement floor. There, I picked up the third water bottle, subconsciously turning my body so I wasn't directly in front of him when I did it.
In the normal light I saw that he was probably in his early fifties—twice my age—clean shaven and not at all bad looking. He didn't appear to be an axe murderer after all.
"I saw you resting out there," he said. "It's awful hot to be riding. How far do you have to go?"
"About twenty miles. Not that far."
He looked surprised. "Not that far? How far have you ridden already?"
"Forty. Approximately."
He shook his head. "C'mon. The water's over here."
The basement was very plain. The block walls were painted but not otherwise covered. Several long tables were aligned in the center with perhaps two dozen folding chairs. Two closed doors led to either offices or storage rooms. Another led to the restroom, which is where I was told I could fill the water bottles.
"Thanks," I said, entering the restroom.
I left the door open and filled each bottle from the sink with what I found to be unexpectedly cold water. In the mirror I caught a glimpse of him sitting on the edge of a table, watching every move I made. Or my ass in spandex cycling shorts, one or the other.
As I came out the man's eyes reminded me that the zipper on my jersey was still pulled down a little from my quick shower outside and that the wet shirt was clinging to my body. So if I had accomplished nothing else, I had given this guy a good show from front and back.
"This will really help. I appreciate it," I said, with every intention of leaving.
"Sit down and rest if you want. There's no air conditioning, but this basement is naturally cool," he said.
He was right about that, but I was still in the mood to get back on the bike.
"Nah, that's alright," I said.
"Want some food? You must be starved?"
By now I'd had a good chance to look him over and some of my defenses were letting down due to his uncommon allure. His eyes were bright and alive. He sat in the most comfortable manner considering we had never met. His whole body language invited me to stay.
"Oh, OK. What have you got?" I inquired with a grin.
He jumped off the table and went to a small portable refrigerator, like the kind you see in college dorms. He opened it and looked over at me.
"Peanut butter. Jelly. Bread."
I nodded.
He pulled them out and laid everything on a table. "We use this for the Sunday school class. It's just a few kids, as you can imagine."
"You teach?" I asked.
He smiled. "No. I'm the pastor here. My name's Jim."
"Hi, I'm Traci."
I watched him spread far more peanut butter and jelly into a sandwich than I ever would have, but it gave me a few more seconds to examine his muscular, athletic frame. Even with shorts and a t-shirt on I could see that this guy was in great condition for his age. Any evil thoughts I already had were increasing rapidly.
He presented me with his finished sandwich and sat across from me at the table. I took a few small bites as we chatted.
A twist of fate and my natural tendency to flirt set in motion a series of events that would turn Pastor Jim's life upside down.
During the next bite I took, a bit of jelly fell from the bottom of the sandwich into the opening of my jersey. It rested on the side of my breast, just barely in view.
A moment of silence was broken when Jim rose from his seat and said, "Wait. I'll get a towel."
I guess my intentions were established as soon as it happened. My wicked mind instantly saw an opportunity. I stood at the same time the pastor did.
As he was about to pass me, I opened the zipper another inch or so and said, "No. Come here."
He stopped and faced me, not more than a couple feet away. I used my hand to pull the jersey open a little more, exposing nearly half of the jelly-covered breast.
"Lick it off," I said calmly.
His eyes darted back and forth from the jelly to my face. His mouth opened, but at first he didn't speak.
"No. I...I...."
I stepped towards him until we were close enough to touch, still holding the jersey open.
"Please," I said.
It was almost humorous watching his evil side win out. The pain on his face was conspicuous as he leaned forward. I knew I had him.
He was delicate at first, simply trying to pick the jelly from my skin with his lips. But then his tongue slid across the side of my breast and I had to make sure he didn't quit there. I put my hand on the back of his head and pulled it closer. He spread his lips and took more of my tit into his mouth. I yanked on the jersey and gave him access to my nipple. As soon as he tasted it, whatever resolve he had was gone.
The zipper on a cycling jersey goes all the way to the navel. I pulled it all the way down while Jim assaulted my tit. Almost before I let go, his hands were on my chest, pushing the jersey aside to expose both breasts.
I was a little concerned about being caught, although I had far less reason to be concerned than the pastor. So I assumed we were safe as long as he thought we were. Jim had the jersey open so far it slipped off my shoulders. When he felt that, he pulled it down and let it collect around my waist.
Now with my breasts at his disposal, he wasted no time alternating between my tits, sucking on them and nibbling on the nipples until I felt my pussy respond. He showed no signs of letting up and I reached for his crotch.
I probably expected to have to do some work to find his cock through his shorts. I was wrong. He was already very long and hard and I easily wrapped my hand around him and began to stroke his erection. What started out as advanced flirting on my part was turning into much more, and my body was saying 'Let's do this.'
I managed to get half of his cock outside of a pant leg. I immediately dove for it, pushing as much of the material aside as possible, and taking him in my mouth. It was then that I realized just how big he really was. It was then I realized I might do more than just thank him with a blowjob.
We were like this for about one minute. Then Jim said, "C'mon, Traci. We better move inside my office."
I followed him the length of the basement and into a tiny, but neat, office. It had a wooden desk, a chair, a couple book shelves, and walls. That was it. He closed the door and I heard him lock it.
I nearly had his shorts and underwear off before he was done. To my delight, he had not lost any of his erection. In fact, he might have grown thicker and I eagerly sucked on as much of the cock as I could force down my throat.
Jim lifted my jersey off and I resumed the blowjob, cupping his balls in one hand and squeezing his ass with the other. Occasionally I would switch to a handjob, mainly to get a better look at his incredible cock. I rolled it across my tits, marveling at the huge, pink head and dreaming of how it feel inside me.
"Stand up," Jim interrupted me. "I need to see you naked."
I didn't wait for him to do it for me. I put my hands on the top of my spandex shorts and pushed them down. Soon, I was naked. Jim removed his shirt and we stood together by his desk, eyeing each other with appreciation.
"Turn around," he said softly.
He came closer and his hands began a slow, but thorough, journey up my sides, down my chest, across my ass and around to my pussy. His cock pressed against my ass while he played between my legs. Jim teased my clit but never stayed in one place long.
I put both palms on the edge of the desk and leaned over. No directions were necessary. I spread my legs and felt his massive cock get into place. Jim placed his hands on my tits and pushed.
I cried out in total delight as his thick cock penetrated me. He was gentle and deliberate. The pace was steady and designed to last a long time. All day would have been fine with me.
Our moans grew in volume and frequency over the next few minutes. Then he suddenly told me, "Get up on the desk, Traci."
I climbed up, leaned back, and watched Jim begin again while holding my legs in his hands. It was magnificent. I rested my legs on his shoulders and he pounded me a little faster and harder.
"Cum on me, Jim. I want to see you cum on my chest," I said.
He smiled and nodded. Another couple minutes of perfect sex ensued and I found myself on the verge of cumming. Would he wait? He reached down and squeezed my nipples.
"Oh God. Yes! Yes, Jim! Now. I'm...cumming!"
He stayed in me the entire time, God bless him. I came in torrents, many times over. But he stayed in me and thrust that huge cock into me until I screamed with pleasure...and then begged him to stop.
Then, and only then, did he pull out and begin to masturbate. I panted while his hand slid back and forth along his shaft. I saw the precum. I heard him groan.
"Ahhhhhhh fuck. Yessssssss!"
The first shot actually hit my chin. After that, stream after stream of warm, white cum accumulated on both tits and my stomach as Jim frantically pulled on his cock.
In the end, neither of us had a single thing to complain about except, perhaps, that it didn't last all day. Jim helped me clean up in the little bathroom, which would have resulted in a second session had I not insisted on leaving before we were caught.
"I'm glad you stopped," Jim said after I was dressed and we were back in the main room.
"Me, too," I assured him with a grin. "The only thing better would have been if you had snuck up behind me down here and ravaged me without warning."
We both smiled. "Next time," he said.
"I can be here next Saturday."
He looked at me for a moment. "I can ravage you."
After a pause, I said, "OK. Let me come inside. Don't let me know where you are. Be naked and prepared, if you know what I mean."
I playfully ran my hand across his crotch.
"I'll be ready."
I left him with a kiss. Then waited out one of the longest weeks of my life, anticipating another encounter with the pastor in the recesses of his little white church.
The following Saturday, I was pulling into the church at roughly the same time as before. His car was in the back. My heart raced, knowing what was about to happen. When and how it would happen was a mystery, and that was exactly how I wanted it.
I cooled off for a second and pulled down the zipper of my jersey until it was even with the sides of my tits. Then I walked around to the back of the church. The stillness was deafening as I approached the back door and opened it. The creak of the hinges echoed in the church and I knew if Jim had not been watching for me, he knew I was there now.
I started descending the stairs into the unlit basement. At every step I anticipated his approach from behind, or in front, or the side once I reached the basement floor. But still no sign of him and not a sound other than my own shoes.
I headed for the bathroom. The door was half open and I cautiously pushed it all the way open. Nobody in sight. I walked towards the first closed door at the other end of the room—his office. This was it, for sure. I put my hand on the doorknob, turned it, and prepared myself.
The room was dark and empty.
I could hardly breathe from excitement. The next door over was also closed. My hand shook as I turned the knob and entered the pitch black space. I flicked on the light and found a storage room, but no Jim.
Every step I took was an effort to keep from screaming. I decided I had to head back upstairs and enter the sanctuary, an odd term, I thought to myself, considering what might happen there. The stairway was nerve-wracking as I expected him to come up from behind. But I made it to the main level of the church without incident.
The inside of the sanctuary was even smaller than I pictured it from outside. The pews took up nearly all the space as I looked in from the front left corner. Ahead and to the left was the altar. There appeared to be no use in heading down the side aisle, so I walked out between the first row of pews and the altar.
Jim's attack was fast, efficient, and frightening. Exactly what I wanted. My squeal was muffled by his large hand over my mouth. I was picked up like a ragdoll and transported up a step onto the altar. I caught a quick glimpse of his nude body, but otherwise he kept me in front of him. He laid me, face down, on the carpeted floor and put his weight on me, half sitting and half kneeling.
"Now it's time for today's sermon," Jim said in my ear. "And the lesson is compliance. Thou shalt not scream, kick, or otherwise fight me. You are a woman and I am a man desirous of you. Obey me, child."
I could feel his cock on my shorts; his wonderful, huge cock. He had come truly prepared.
He pulled up my jersey. He wasn't rough or particularly fast about it. Jim evidently wanted to make a show of this and I was fine with that. When it was off, he reached under me and massaged my tits. I gave him plenty of space, but he would not let me look back at him. I swore he got even harder in the next minute.
Then he pulled down my shorts, inch by inch, appreciating every new detail of my ass and legs that he exposed. Soon, I was as naked as him and probably just as horny. The setting was driving me crazy, knowing what went on there every Sunday morning and what it was being used for now. I hoped I wouldn't cum too quickly.
He stretched out on top of me this time, completely covering me with his prone body. I could only concentrate on his rock hard cock in the crack of my ass as he played with my tits some more.
"I'm going to fuck you, Traci. But only after you beg for it. Compliance must be paired with submission to be complete. The taking of you is easy. The owning of you is required."
He put his cock at the entrance to my pussy. I pushed back against him and he instantly pulled away.
"No!" he cried out, slapping my ass with enough force to make me yell. "You are not ready. You will beg me first."
He slapped my ass again and I gasped. Then his hand slid between my legs and found my soaking wet pussy. One, and then two fingers, entered me. I raised and lowered my hips to assist his efforts and he did not stop me. I honestly thought I might be able to have an orgasm, perhaps without Jim knowing it, but he had other plans.



He pulled his hand away, put his cock back on my ass, and leaned down so he could whisper in my ear some more.
"Not yet. You are not nearly ready for me. You'll tell me when you are ready, Traci."
The hell I wasn't ready. But he was truly driving me insane with lust. I was loving every second of this wicked encounter and when I took a second to remember exactly where I was and who was on top of me, I got even more covetous of his cock.
His hand returned to my pussy. This time he found my clit and spent a couple minutes bringing me to the edge of an orgasm. Then he backed away, only to repeat the process over and over.
"God, Jim. Please. Fuck me now," I implored.
His silence was my answer. Instead, he moved back so that his face was close to my ass. Then he put his hands on my hips and raised me slightly onto my knees. My legs were spread as wide as I could so he had room.
Then I felt it. His tongue slid across my pussy and I shuddered. Several times he tasted me and threatened to enter my pussy. But his target was a more sensitive area. He found my clit and I moaned with delight.
"Yes," I sighed. "Oh God, yes."
Jim licked and took me into his mouth so often I was trembling. I seized the carpet with both fists and clung to it, again going through the cycle of nearly cumming and having Jim stop.
"Damn it, Jim. I HAVE to cum. Please! Fuck me!"
His tongue dove deep into my pussy. His hand clutched at my tit. I put my forehead on the carpet and nearly cried from the need to cum.
"Jim, I'll do anything you want. Just let me cum. Oh God, please let me cum!"
"Do you want my cock?"
"Yes!"
"Can I cum inside you?"
"Yes! Just fuck me, God damn it."
He must have been smiling as I felt him put his cock between my legs. Then, with a sudden, violent thrust, he entered me.
"Ohhhhhhhh fuck," I shrieked.
But I was so wet it was only the abruptness of it that got me. Within seconds, I was in heaven. No man had ever filled my pussy like he could with that substantial shaft. When his body slapped against my bare ass it echoed in the sanctuary. Then our combined moans and groans filled the altar.
There was nothing fancy about it. He pounded me hard and I wanted every bit of it. This was fucking, not sex. It was a miracle I lasted as long as I did, but it worked out well because we came together.
The moment I heard Jim warn of his orgasm, I came. The next ninety seconds were pretty much a blur. The force of his thrusts drove me onto my stomach. I managed to lift my ass just enough for him to never break his rhythm and I just came again and again. I remember my fists pounding the carpet and I think I kept asking for more, but nothing was clear except my ecstasy.
***
Some sins are worse than others. Unfortunately for Jim, the worst was yet to come.
I suppose I have to take some blame for it. We left each other that day with a promise that I would return the following Saturday and that we would repeat the scenario, with me not knowing where Jim would be 'hiding.'
I had other fantasies in the back of my mind for future sessions, but I enjoyed this first one so much I wanted to do it one more time. There's no sin in that, is there?
The next Saturday was cloudy and looked like rain, but I promised myself to ride through anything to get to Jim's church. It finally did rain for about ten miles of my ride and it slowed me down a little. Funny how those extra few minutes made such a difference in poor Jim's life.
As the church came into view I started to feel that familiar tingle in my stomach. Jim would be naked and hard. Where would he be? What would he demand of me? How many times would I cum?
With about a quarter mile to go to the church, I nearly fell off my bike. A car—not Jim's—drove down the little gravel path towards the back of the church. I lost sight of it for a second. I pulled off the road at the corner of the church and saw both cars back there.
An attractive woman, maybe in her thirties, was getting out of her car. She saw me. We smiled at each other. And she headed for the back door.
Oh...my...God. Should I stop her? Did Jim know?
I swear to God a little voice told me to just go to my little resting spot in the grass and wait. I envisioned the woman descending the stairs to the basement. I imagined Jim waiting there, knowing that we were upstairs last time. He would be in one of the rooms. He would hear her, thinking of me in my wet jersey with the zipper down. He would wait for just the right moment.
The woman's scream reverberated in the woods behind the church. I nodded, grinned, and jumped on my bike.
I didn't get to ride again for another two weeks. It was a beautiful day when I did and, despite myself, I decided to ride past the church. I really did want to find out what happened, but I was afraid he'd kill me.
As I approached the church, my eye was drawn to the old, wooden sign hanging in front. Under the name of the church, where the pastor's name was painted, a bright strip of white paint was covered with the dark black paint of the name. And it wasn't Jim's.
The new pastor was Peter somebody. James and now Peter. I quickly determined it would probably take me a couple years of riding to get through all twelve of them.
God works in mysterious ways.
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It was an unseasonably warm early September day to be walking too far in Ohio. Mike and Chris would normally do their Saturday afternoon cruising in Mike's car, but a few too many indiscretions on his part forced Mike's parents to pull the keys for a week. Not that it hadn't happened before, but it really took some doing for them to punish the frequently wild eighteen year old.
They were on their way back from a mall that had proven to be less than fruitful in producing girls older than fourteen. With more than a mile to go before reaching the neighborhood the boys lived in, they were both in the mindset to take any shortcut they could find.
"Let's cut through Westgreen," Mike suggested. "Maybe we'll get to see Amy Wilson at the pool in her bikini."
"It'll be worth it even if we don't," Chris replied. "It's getting way too hot out."
It wasn't unusual for Mike to be giving the orders and for Chris to be the follower, even though Chris was a few months older. Mike was a tanned, good-looking son of very wealthy parents and he was used to getting his way. Chris was a soft spoken, intelligent, shy guy who enjoyed being around his more spirited and impulsive friend. Teachers at their high school were always shocked to find the pair hung out together, but it worked for Mike and Chris and their adventures were numerous.
Mike didn't have to search out excitement. It found him naturally. Yes, he often stuck his nose in places that might stir up trouble more often than most people would, but he also had a penchant for things just happening to him. Today, Chris was going to be the lucky co-beneficiary.
The single lane that made up the prestigious Westgreen condo community was long and winding. Large, two-story condos rose on either side in groupings of two or three and the boys made their way across the familiar bridge that got them over a small creek. A short hill brought them to the final stretch of lane that would end, on one side, with the pool and clubhouse.
The boys had walked mostly in silence until the top of the hill. Then Chris saw his friend staring off to the side and, soon, Mike's hand tapped Chris' arm.
"Hey. Look over there," Mike said with a nod of his head.
Chris' eyes followed the path of Mike's.
"Isn't that Mrs. Miller from school?"
Chris squinted in the bright, late afternoon sunshine at a woman kneeling at the edge of a flowerbed beside a condo. She wore tight shorts that kept Chris' attention for a few seconds before he actually glanced at her face.
"Yeah. I'm pretty sure it is. The short hair is the same," Chris said in a soft voice.
They were within two driveways of the woman's condo and the boys slowed almost to a stop while they gazed at the long, lithe body of the thirty-something female.
"Shit. There's no doubt that's her," Mike said. "What a fucking hot body she has. I'd like to come up behind her and..."
Carolyn Miller rose to her feet and brushed the dirt from her bare knees. She stood for a moment and surveyed the small garden, and then turned toward the front of the condo, and the road. It was then that she noticed the two boys walking slowly past on the opposite side of the lane. Her initial glance only gave her a general idea of their ages. But the second look, brought on by the sudden recognition of a face, caused her to pause.
Yes, that was Mike from her creative writing class. Although school had only been open for two weeks, Carolyn was very acquainted with his rugged good looks and athletic body. In fact, she had watched him for two years in the same school and included his name more than once in private discussions she had with fellow teachers about guys they would risk their careers for.
Carolyn was single by choice, although she could have any man she wanted with her model-like body and face. Her short blonde hair always had the appearance that somebody's hands had just disheveled it. It was a combination of attributes that drove any eighteen year old mind to think in the same terms as Mike.
Eye contact was made between the boys and Carolyn and a slight grin crossed her lips. She held up a hand in a friendly gesture and the boys responded in kind. They were nearly past her condo when they stopped at the sound of her voice.
"Hi Mike. Hi Chris. Hot enough for you?" Carolyn said to them.
The boys had stopped and Mike replied, "Yeah. That pool would feel good about now."
"Where you headed?" she asked.
"Home," Mike said. "We're just cuttin' through. Hope you don't mind."
Carolyn smiled. "It's quite alright, Mike. It's the cars speeding through here we have a problem with."
After a short pause, she added, "Do you want to come in and cool off? Get something to drink?"
Mike and Chris were both already walking in her direction when they simultaneously said 'Sure.'
Carolyn suppressed her smile when the boys got closer and she saw them both scanning her from head to toe. She wore a tank top that fit snugly around her ample, braless tits. The nipples pushed against the fabric and she felt her pussy tingle at the thought of two students getting to see her in such informal attire.
"C'mon," she told them. "You look like you could use a break."
She turned to lead them into her condo and the boys' eyes locked onto the tight ass accentuated by her shorts. Mike and Chris were met by a blast of cool air as they walked inside and Carolyn closed the door behind them. A short hallway took them past the kitchen on the left and into a great room. A small dining room table sat against the wall and the rest of the room contained a couch, chairs, fireplace and TV mounted on the wall.
"Have a seat, guys. What would you like to drink? Pop? Or a beer?"
Chris looked at Mike, who spoke once more for both of them and answered emphatically, "Beer, of course."
They watched Carolyn take out three bottles from the refrigerator and open them. A bar separated the kitchen from the great room but it didn't block the view entirely, especially of her tank top straining to keep her breasts covered. She soon walked over to the couch and handed the boys their beers, and then she sat in a nearby chair. She crossed her long legs and ran her hand through her hair, sighing heavily and commenting on the heat.
The small talk about the weather eventually brought up the subject of the pool, once more.
"Do you use it much?" Mike asked Carolyn.
She took a drink and smiled shyly. "I don't like to let students...like you, Mike...see me in my bathing suit. It's not...right. I mean, we're supposed to be professional at all times."
"That's bullshit," Mike said sternly. "You can't have any fun just because you're a teacher?"
"Not in public, anyway," she said.
It only took a few seconds for Mike to respond, "But you can do anything you want in private, right?"
Carolyn laughed. "Like give you beer? Yeah, I can do that."
"Or wear anything you want," Chris added.
Mike and Carolyn both looked surprised at the interjection by the ever-shy Chris.
"Yeah. Or wear anything I want."
"Then I want to see you in your bikini. In private," Mike said.
Carolyn peered at him and said, "How do you know it's a bikini?"
"Because your tits are tanned almost all the way to your nipples."
"Michael!" Carolyn shouted. "I can't believe you said that."
"But it's true," he said calmly. "Now, go put it on and let us see what you're so afraid to show in public."
Carolyn already knew she was going to put on a show for them, and it was going to be a good one. But she couldn't let Mike and Chris know that immediately.
"I'm not going to do that without getting something in return," Carolyn told them.
"Like what?" Mike inquired.
Carolyn tilted her head to one side and gave a quizzical look. "I'm not sure, yet. I'll have to think about it."
Mike said, "Chris, do you think we can agree in advance to her terms, if she puts the suit on for us?"
Chris nodded. "Yep. We can do that."
Carolyn smiled. "OK. But no pictures. This is a private showing. And," she said with emphasis, "you both have to have your shirts off when I come back. Or the deal's off."
The boys agreed and were already pulling off their t-shirts as the teacher walked into the master bedroom and shut the door.
"Damn," Mike said in a near whisper. "I never expected THIS to happen. I would have been happy with a look at Amy Wilson."
"Me, too. I'm thinking we'll get a five second show by Mrs. Miller," Chris said. "But that might be enough to get me hard."
Mike laughed. "You wouldn't know what to do with it if you did."
Inside the bedroom, Carolyn was stripping off her clothes. She looked briefly in the mirror as she walked to the dresser to find her bikini. She was proud of her firm, if not large, tits and her flat stomach. She worked hard on keeping her waistline slim and her ass and thighs tight. Above all, Carolyn Miller loved to flirt. Finally, after ten years of teaching she had an opportunity to do it with two students, one of which she could fantasize over and another she would just enjoy giving a thrill to.
She nervously tied the bottom and then the top of the bikini; went back to the mirror; and, turned sideways to adjust the suit just the way she wanted it. Carolyn took a deep breath and opened the bedroom door.
An extraordinary silence fell over the room as Carolyn reappeared, with her two shirtless guests turning to look at her and Carolyn staring at Mike's magnificent, muscular chest. Even Chris, in a nerdy way, presented a respectable sight.
But it was the erotic teacher in her stunning bikini that momentarily took the voices away from the boys.
Mike finally managed to say, "Wow. That was worth the wait."
Carolyn blushed. "See why I won't go to the pool in this?"
Chris brought his eyes back up to hers and said, "Yeah. All the old, retired farts would have heart attacks."
All three relaxed a little with the laughter that followed and Carolyn moved into the center of the room.
"So, what was it you wanted in return?" Mike asked.
Carolyn shrugged. "Not much. I want one of you to bring me another beer, for starters. And one for each of you, of course."
Mike quickly headed for the kitchen while Carolyn retook her seat. She couldn't keep her eyes off his ass and his well-developed back and arms. At the same time, she was being inspected more closely by Chris, who felt the reaction he expected between his legs.
Luckily, Mike was back with more beers before Chris had to try to converse with Carolyn. He wasn't sure he could yet put together a full sentence.
Carolyn said, "You realize, I think, that I could get in big time trouble for this. So, one of my requests will be that it remains between the three of us."
The boys nodded. They understood her words but their minds were more attuned to the fact that it wouldn't take much longer before the effect she was having on them would be noticeable, not to mention painful.
"So, do you guys know anybody else in this complex or were you truly just walking through?" Carolyn asked.
"Well, uh, I guess we kinda know Amy Wilson," Mike said.
Carolyn laughed. "You kinda know she looks hot in a bikini. And you were hoping she'd be at the pool. I know her and I've seen her, too, and I suppose you'd both like to fuck her."
After his initial shock at her use of the word, Chris said dryly, "Yeah. Can you arrange it? Or at least a blowjob?"
Carolyn laughed even louder and replied, "Don't you think she's awfully young? What do you suppose she knows about fucking or blowjobs? You need to sets your sights higher, guys. You need a woman."
Mike was quick to follow up by saying, "You mean we need a teacher. Do you know any?"
At this point, both boys felt their cocks growing longer and harder. Chris squirmed just enough to relieve some of the pressure, but Carolyn inwardly smiled at the ever-noticeable bulges in the front of both pairs of shorts. She decided it was time to ramp up the teasing.
"I might," Carolyn said. "But remember, I wanted something in return. So now it's my turn to give the orders. Stand up, Mike."
He put his beer on a table and stood in front of the couch, facing Carolyn.
"Take off your shorts," she demanded.
Mike only hesitated for a second before unbuttoning them, pulling down the zipper and letting his shorts fall to the floor.
"And your shoes."
A moment later, he stood in just his briefs with the outline of his impressive erection clearly visible. Carolyn stared at it and then looked up at Mike. Without saying a word, she rose to her feet and slowly walked over to him, her eyes locked onto his crotch.
When she reached him, Carolyn stood close enough to let her hand rest on his underwear without having to reach out. She pressed her palm harder against his cock and felt the warmth of it through the thin material.
Mike looked down, but his eyes never got past the gorgeous tits just an inch from his own chest. The bikini hid the nipples but that was about all. He fought the urge to touch them even as Carolyn's fingers were running up the side of his cock on the outside of his briefs.
"Get naked, Mike."
Carolyn thought she saw his hands quiver just a little as he pulled the briefs away from his erection and pushed them down his legs. As he kicked them aside, she gazed at one of the largest, thickest cocks she'd ever seen. Her heart raced at the prospects.
But first, she looked over at Chris and said, "OK, Chris. Your turn. Get naked."
As the other student began to strip, Carolyn turned her back to Mike and said, "Take off my top, please."
Mike pulled on one of the strings in the middle of Carolyn's back and soon held both strings in his hands. The teacher held up her arms and Mike dutifully lifted the bikini until it came off.
Chris watched the scene from the couch, his stiff cock pointing straight up at the sight of Carolyn's perfect tits being exposed. She smiled at him and winked.
That's when she felt Mike's cock push against her ass, sliding up and down on the outside of her bikini bottom. Then his hands came around her sides and lightly cupped her tits. She pressed her ass backwards while Mike pressed forward and Carolyn heard his first groan of pleasure.
Mike's hands massaged her tits a little harder and Carolyn felt her nipples hardening against his palms. Mike did too, and he put them between his fingers and squeezed.
"Ohhhhh God, yes," the teacher murmured. Then she told him, "Get me naked."
Mike eagerly untied and pulled off the bikini bottom, revealing Carolyn's luscious ass. He put his cock on it and pulled her closer, once again feeling his erection sliding up and down in her crack. This time the pressure from her bare skin brought him closer and closer to an orgasm. But he knew there was more to come and held back, waiting for Carolyn's next move.
With all three of them naked now, she thought for a moment about the best way to please both boys. Her decision was simple: suck one and let the other fuck her.
Carolyn moved over to the couch and got on her knees in front of Chris. She spread his legs with her hands and crawled forward. She looked behind her and Mike was already moving into place behind her ass. Assuming he would know what to do, Carolyn concentrated on Chris.
She put one hand around his thick erection and pumped it slowly. She felt it pulse against her hand, making her even more anxious to please the shy student. She leaned down and ran her tongue slowly from his balls up to the tip, lingering there to lick and kiss the throbbing cock.
Mike was fingering the teacher's soaking wet pussy, spreading the juices up and over her clit. A minute later, he was ready to enter her.
Carolyn had just put her lips around Chris' cock and was beginning to lower her head down the shaft when she felt the tip of Mike's cock at the entrance to her pussy. In the same instant that Chris' cock finally made contact with the back of her throat, Mike plunged his cock into her with a single, violent thrust.
Carolyn groaned with pleasure and tightened her lips around Chris' cock. Mike filled her pussy like she'd never felt it filled before and he slowly began to fuck her. Carolyn bobbed her head up and down, in total ecstasy at having a cock in her mouth and another in her pussy. Both boys watched her from different ends, each getting a magnificent view of her at work.
If Carolyn was expecting sex with Mike and Chris to be the same as the last time she'd had sex with an eighteen year old-about a dozen years earlier-she was wrong. In that earlier episode, the boy lasted about two minutes and she never came close to an orgasm. The instant Mike grabbed her by the hips and began a slow, steady pounding of her pussy she knew he would be different. As for Chris, he was slouched back on the couch awaiting what Carolyn hoped would be a prolonged blowjob.
Mike had no desire to hasten to an orgasm the more he felt the teacher's wet, tight pussy clutch at his cock as he fucked her. The sound of his legs slapping against Carolyn's bare ass each time he thrust into her echoed in the room. Soon, her moans joined the chorus as Mike reached under her chest and kneaded her tits roughly.
Carolyn tried to focus on the blowjob she was performing, letting her tongue lightly slide up the underside of Chris' cock while her lips applied the pressure. When she reached the tip and lingered there to lick it, her hand gripped the base of the cock and stroked it rapidly. Chris' hips began to rise and fall in rhythm with Carolyn's mouth and hand.
The threesome continued that way for more than five minutes. Mike would occasionally slide a finger across Carolyn's clit and he heard the resulting moan it produced. Carolyn alternated licking and sucking on Chris' cock and the head grew harder and turned a bright pink. Chris rested a hand on the back of her head and Carolyn eagerly deep throated him.
A couple more minutes passed before Chris could no longer hold back.
"Oh God. I'm...I'm gonna...ahhhhhhh...I'm gonna cum!"
Carolyn pumped the cock as fast as she could. She could taste the precum on her tongue and sucked him harder.
"Now! Oh fuck! I'm cumming...now!"
The cock never left Carolyn's mouth as it exploded. One shot after another collected on her tongue and in her throat. Carolyn swallowed and accepted more. Over and over again he drove his cock into her mouth and poured out more cum.
The sight and sound of it was too much for Mike. With only a loud moan as a warning, he pulled Carolyn's ass back to him, pushed his cock deeper into her pussy and began to cum. With the last of Chris' cum dripping down her chin, Carolyn leaned forward and marveled at the sensation of Mike's huge cock unloading inside her.
She only needed to reach back and touch her clit one time to climax herself.
"Yes! Yes! Harder, Mike. Fuck me harder," she told him while her entire body shook.
Loud smacks filled the room as Mike fucked her from behind. Carolyn's shrieks were muffled as she put her head on the couch, but both boys knew she was cumming long and hard.
Soon, it was over and Carolyn collapsed on Chris' lap as Mike pulled out.
***
Two weeks later, Mike and Chris were slowly driving past Carolyn's condo, each of them watching closely for any sign of the teacher. Just as Chris was announcing that she was nowhere in sight, Mike said, "I've got an idea."
Chris had heard him say that many times in the past and what followed was normally worth the wait. This time Chris sat quietly while Mike maneuvered the car into one of the visitor's parking spaces a few condos down from Carolyn's.
"C'mon," Mike said, opening his door.
"Where're we going?" Chris asked.
"Follow me."
Mike led them to the back of the condos, near a thick line of trees that separated the condo property from a neighboring development. The boys crept along behind the first row of trees until the back of Carolyn's condo was in sight.



"You're not thinking of breaking in, are you?" Chris said with doubt in his voice.
"We shouldn't have to," was Mike's reply. "Just stay out of sight as much as possible."
He surveyed the condos on either side of Carolyn's and then motioned for Chris to follow him. They sped across an open, grassy area until hugging the back wall of Carolyn's place, just beside the back porch, which was a walk-out from her basement. Mike leaned around the corner and peered through the sliding glass doors.
The basement was finished and a rec room was nearest the doors. As his eyes adjusted to the dimness inside, he saw movement. Two people were to his right. One was taking a seat in a chair and the other sat on a couch. He leaned closer and then froze.
"Oh shit, Chris. It's Amy Wilson...and Carolyn," he whispered.
"Are they naked?" Chris asked, leaning around his friend to get a view inside.
"Don't let them see you!"
Chris was only slightly disappointed to see both females in t-shirts and shorts. But he, along with Mike, couldn't stop staring at the two women they fantasized about the most.
"I wonder how long they've been friends," Mike said. "Good enough friends to meet like this."
Chris didn't answer and he didn't care. His attention was locked onto Amy's incredible body and her long, blonde hair. Then he looked at Carolyn and instantly flashed back to when her mouth was wrapped around his cock, which was already reacting from the memory.
Inside the condo, Carolyn and Amy were laughing at stories from school. Carolyn knew from experience that she could tell things to the eighteen year old girl that would never leave the basement. And Amy did the same, much to the delight of the teacher.
Then Carolyn slid onto the couch next to Amy and leaned towards her.
In a whisper, she said into Amy's ear, "Listen to me, Amy. Mike and Chris from school are at the sliding doors. I saw them in a reflection on one of the pictures behind you. Do what I say and we can have some fun. OK?"
Amy nodded, trying not to stare at the doors.
"Would you feel uncomfortable if I kissed you?" Carolyn asked, her face against Amy's hair.
"Not if it's to put on a good show."
"Exactly," Carolyn said. "I have a plan that you might enjoy. Have you ever thought about fucking Mike?"
Amy grinned as Carolyn nibbled on her ear. "Kind of. He's cute. And he has a good body."
"You can have him if you play along."
"Let's do it," Amy said.
Carolyn moved closer and brought her face in front of Amy's. She ran her hand over Amy's hair and pulled her head towards her. Then their lips met and Amy felt a shiver run through her entire body. The little kiss that followed made both of them feel a little more at ease. Then Carolyn tilted her head and the kiss grew harder. Soon, their tongues met and a long kiss ensued.
"Jesus fucking Christ," Mike mumbled.
Chris rubbed his cock when he saw Carolyn's hand rise up the outside of Amy's shirt and stop on top of one of Amy's large breasts. The shirt stretched as the teacher's fingers tightened around the tit.
"God, Carolyn," Amy muttered. "I'm not sure I'm going to want Mike if you keep that up."
Carolyn hid her laugh by pressing her lips against Amy's once more. Now both women's hands were exploring each other, sliding up into t-shirts or down the back of shorts. On the other side of the sliding glass doors, two young men were getting harder and harder.
"I guess this means fucking Amy is out of the question," Mike said in a low, sad voice.
Carolyn whispered to Amy, "OK. Now it's up to you, if you really want him. I'm going to leave for a minute. I want you to start to strip. I'll leave it up to you how fast and how far you want to go, but you need to keep their attention for a while. Make it look like you're just getting ready for me to come back. Got it?"
Amy nodded. "I'm fucking shaking, though, Carolyn. I've never done anything like this before."
Carolyn kissed Amy's ear and said, "Pretend you're at the pool in your bikini, only it's a topless pool."
Amy giggled. "OK. I can do that."
Carolyn stood up and briskly walked across the room, turning into a stairwell that went upstairs. Slowly, Amy also stood and nervously kicked off her sandals. The temptation to look at the sliding glass doors was overwhelming, but she trusted Carolyn and was anxious to find out what her plan was.
So, Amy stood so the boys could see her silhouette as she unhurriedly pulled up on the bottom of her t-shirt with both hands. The shirt rose up to her breasts and eventually above them. Amy pulled it over her head and shook her hair back into place as she tossed the shirt onto a nearby chair.
Her thin, white bra felt inadequate, even though Amy knew it showed no more than her bikini. The knowledge that both of her schoolmates were watching every move she made both scared her and exhilarated her. Now she was faced with removing her shorts in front of them and it only took a single deep breath for her to be ready.
Amy bent slightly at the waist as the shorts fell to the floor.
"You have your phone with you, don't you?" Chris asked. "Record this!"
Mike hurriedly fumbled in his pocket for his phone and said, "Oh, yeah! You're right. Good thinking, man."
Amy ran her hands across her bare stomach and up her sides to the bra. She was trying to kill some time, but she wasn't sure what for or for how long. Eventually, she reached behind her for the clip. It unfastened easily and she held the bra in place. Outside, two boys held their breath.
Just as the bra began to come off, Mike and Chris heard, "Hi, guys!"
The glass door rattled from a terrified Chris slamming Mike into it. The phone fell to the ground and both boys turned to see Carolyn behind them.
"Taking another shortcut?" she asked with a smile.
"No. I mean, uh, yeah...we...we were just...," Mike stammered as he bent to pick up his phone.
"You were just spying."
Chris said quickly, "No. It wasn't that. We were walking through these back yards and wanted to see if you were in."
"And instead of knocking," Carolyn said calmly, "you decided to get off by spying on us. You've been here for almost ten minutes. That's plenty of time to knock, I think."
"We better get going, Chris," Mike said, taking a step forward.
But Carolyn blocked his path.
"No, I think you both better come inside."
Carolyn slid the door open and waited for Mike and Chris to enter, after which she closed the door and locked it. Amy still stood in front of the couch in just her panties, having watched without hearing what transpired on the patio. Now she was the object of the boys' intense staring at her full, firm breasts.
Carolyn said, "Amy, if anybody came to you and said Mike had been caught breaking into the back of my condo, would you doubt it? Would anybody doubt it?"
Amy shook her head. "Nope."
Carolyn looked at Mike and Chris and said, "I think she's right. So, here are your options today. Do what I say or try to explain to the police why you're here."
They agreed, naturally, each of them thinking their 'punishment' might not be as bad as it might have been.
"I hope our little performance earlier made you horny," Carolyn told the boys, "because the show has just begun. Mike, your co-star is going to be Amy and I'm going to team up with Chris. And we give the orders. Amy, he's all yours."
The girl's eyes lit up as she motioned for Mike to come to her. She looked down at the remnants of the bulge in his shorts and said, "Get undressed."
Chris received the same directions from Carolyn and she and Amy stood and watched as shirts and shorts and underwear piled up on the floor. Amy successfully hid her delight at the sight of Mike's semi-erect cock, but knew there was nothing she could do about the moisture collecting in her pussy. Carolyn wasn't disappointed, either, in revisiting Chris' surprisingly large cock.
Amy looked up at Mike and said, "Take off my panties."
Carolyn began to strip while watching Mike pull off Amy's tiny panties and exposing her neatly trimmed pussy. Before Mike could stand up, Amy had her hand on his head and she was spreading her legs.
"Lick me, Mike."
Chris was fully erect by the time Carolyn was naked and Mike's face was approaching Amy's pussy. Then he saw Mike's tongue come out and slide up the inside of Amy's thigh until contacting her wet slit.
"Get on your knees," Carolyn told Chris, moving towards him in preparation for similar treatment.
Mike tasted Amy's sweet juices for the first time and felt his cock ready to explode. He gripped her by the ass and pulled her close so his tongue could penetrate her pussy. Amy gasped when she first felt the long tongue slide inside her and her entire body tensed up when the tongue moved up to her clit.
Mike closed his lips around the swollen clit and stabbed at it with his tongue while Amy wriggled with ecstasy. Long bouts of having her clit attacked were interrupted by Mike's tongue diving deep inside her pussy, bringing Amy closer and closer to a climax she desperately wanted to delay.
Carolyn was suffering the same fate due to some surprisingly skillful work by Chris' mouth. She had to stop him at that point and she moved to a chair, where she sat, spread her legs and begged Chris to continue.
Amy was soon on the couch, with Mike between her legs, licking and sucking her pussy while reaching up to squeeze her tits and pull on the nipples. Amy's whimpers grew louder and longer. Out of the corner of her eye she saw Chris eagerly eating out Carolyn, whose soft cries and shaking body gave away the fact her orgasm wasn't far off.
Mike had Amy's ass in the palm of his hands when he was sure she was about to cum. He ran his tongue over her clit one more time and bit on it lightly, producing her loudest moan yet.
"Yes! Yessssss! Right there," Amy told Mike.
To his surprise, Amy held out several more minutes before finally tilting her head back, using both hands to pull Mike closer, and crying out, "Oh my God. Yessssss!"
Mike licked her pussy and clit as hard as he could while she came. Amy's squeals of joy increased with each new orgasm that Mike brought her to.
Carolyn was already on the verge of cumming when she looked over at Mike's massive erection hanging between his legs. Chris licked her clit and that was enough. Carolyn started a series of orgasms that left her breathlessly slouched in the chair.
Mike didn't wait for his next set of orders. He moved up and lowered his head onto one of Amy's tits and began to suck on it. Amy swung her legs onto the couch and Mike climbed on top of her, hardly losing contact with her tit in the process. He licked the nipple and put it between his teeth in the same manner as her clit, getting nearly the same result—a delightful groan from Amy.
Across the room, Carolyn had stood up and told Chris to sit in the chair. Then the teacher straddled his legs and used her hand to place his cock at the entrance to her pussy. A few seconds later, she was lowering herself onto it and getting ready for a wild ride.
Amy wrapped her fingers around Mike's erection and said, "Fuck me, Mike. I want you inside me."
He had to hold himself back from simply driving his cock into her like he wanted to. Instead, he let her guide it and then let the head slowly spread her pussy lips apart before pushing. But she was so wet and he was so eager, Mike was inside her and dropping his body onto hers in just seconds.
"Ohhhh, that's so good," Amy sighed. "So good. Fuck me, Mike. Slowly fuck me, please."
He held her tight while his cock glided in and out of her young, tight pussy. They rolled onto their sides and Mike moved down to take her tit into his mouth again while continuing to fuck her. He clutched at her soft ass cheeks until he felt his balls getting ready to unleash his cum.
Meanwhile, Carolyn was leaning forward so Chris could suck on her tits, his cock continually thrusting up into her pussy. The boy would have preferred to spend the rest of the day like that, but having watched Carolyn and Amy together brought him to a quick climax.
He grabbed Carolyn by the ass and told her he was ready. She squeezed his cock with her pussy and heard his groan. Then he shoved his cock into her, held it in place, and began to cum.
Mike soon followed. He was on top of Amy again, forcing his cock into her pussy with strong, rapid strokes. Then, to her surprise and delight, he pulled out and stroked himself over her. The first long blast of cum landed on her chin and neck. The next two covered her tits, and soon she had a pool of his white cum between them.
Chris' grunts were diminishing and the end of his orgasm saw Carolyn lift herself off and then lean down to lick him clean.
The four of them didn't know it at the time, but more escapades were about to follow in the teacher's condo.
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Carolyn Miller was not unlike a lot of her fellow female high school teachers. She saw guys in the school that she wouldn't mind having sex with if it didn't cost them their livelihood. In fact, she saw guys she WOULD risk her job for under the right conditions. That was where Carolyn separated herself from most other teachers. She acted upon her desires. Carolyn Miller normally got what she wanted.
In the previous month, she had got what she wanted from eighteen year old senior students Mike and Chris...twice. First, she had sucked and fucked them during a threesome in her condo. Soon afterwards, another student who lived in her neighborhood, eighteen year old Amy Wilson, joined her in a foursome with the boys.
It was that encounter that led Carolyn to her next, very unexpected adventure.
Carolyn was single and in her early thirties. Thus, she was not quite old enough to be Amy's mother but almost too old to be her sister. Perhaps it was the perfect age for them to be really good friends because they hit it off immediately. Both were attractive blondes, although Carolyn's hair was short and Amy's long. Carolyn had a nice, but not spectacular, body. Amy could have been a model if she so chose.
The two spent much time together in Carolyn's condo talking about school and life and men. Their friendship had grown dramatically after the episode with Mike and Chris, in which Amy had learned the basic art of seduction and how easily young men could be manipulated by a woman's body.
However, a small part of that afternoon in Carolyn's basement, which Carolyn herself tended to overlook, weighed heavily on young Amy's mind. One of the things they had done to entice Mike and Chris was role-play as if they were going to have lesbian sex. It never got past the kissing and groping stage, but Amy had thought about it ever since.
One evening as they sat in Carolyn's family room, Amy asked, "Carolyn, did you enjoy that day we, you know, kissed...and stuff...in front of the guys?"
Carolyn grinned at her obviously shy and cautious questioner.
"Of course I did, Amy," she replied. "You played your part perfectly. Didn't you see how hard the guys were?"
"Yeah," Amy said. After a short pause, she added, "What if I told you...um, that I...uh, wasn't playing a part. That I really enjoyed it."
Carolyn's smile widened. "I'd say we should find an excuse to do it again sometime."
"Do we need an excuse?"
Carolyn didn't consider herself a lesbian and had never had sex with another woman. But the look in Amy's beautiful blue eyes and the almost desperate expression on the teenager's face would have affected anybody. At the same time, Carolyn wanted to tread carefully. She didn't want to damage the great relationship they had by jumping to conclusions. She decided that, if they did anything, it would be safe and short.
"No, we don't need an excuse if it's something you want," Carolyn told Amy.
The girl fidgeted on the couch and said, "You kiss better than any guy I've ever had and...and the way you, um, touched me was...well..."
Carolyn stood up before Amy could finish her thought. She walked to the couch and sat next to Amy, close enough that their bodies were touching. They looked into each other's eyes and neither could deny a certain type of love in the exchange.
Amy's heart pounded. She was nearly shaking when Carolyn said, "Kiss me, Amy. Just like that day."
That first kiss had been soft and gentle; barely more than a touching of lips and that was how Amy began this one. And just like the first kiss, this one grew increasingly intense as the seconds passed. Amy's mouth opened just enough for her tongue to come out and swipe across Carolyn's soft lips. Then Carolyn's tongue joined it and the women leaned closer, allowing the kiss to become passionate.
Carolyn had reached out for Amy's chest the last time because she wanted the boys to watch. Now she touched the front of Amy's sleeveless blouse because it was what Amy wanted, she thought. But it also seemed like the right thing to do; the natural thing to do.
Amy moaned at the feel of Carolyn's fingers lightly caressing her breast, even though a blouse and bra intervened. The teenager was too scared to return the favor to the teacher. Instead, Amy eagerly accepted the prolonged kiss and light touches of the older woman.
Then Amy felt Carolyn pushing against her body and Amy was forced onto her back on the couch, her legs still hanging over the edge. Carolyn followed her down and began kissing the side of Amy's face. Carolyn's hand pressed harder on the breast and seized onto the fullness of it more firmly.
Carolyn's mouth moved down to Amy's chin and then the side of her neck. It seemed the most natural thing in the world to her to offer the girl the love she had grown to feel for her. At the same time, Carolyn's hand moved from the breast to the opening at the top of the blouse. The fingers slid inside and found the soft skin of the top of Amy's breast.
Carolyn's mouth followed and lightly licked the bare skin under Amy's neck while the fingers traced across the top of the bra. Amy's eyes were closed and her breaths came quick and hard.
The eyes opened when Carolyn withdrew her hand and stopped kissing the supple skin. The women looked at each other.
Carolyn said, "Do you still enjoy it?"
Amy was nearly panting, but managed to say, "Oh yeah. I still love it."
Carolyn rolled off the couch and looked down on her gorgeous friend. "Maybe we should do it more often."
"I think we should," Amy sighed.
Amy Wilson had had the same amount of experience with other women as Carolyn. None. She didn't lie awake at night thinking about girls her own age or Carolyn's age or any age. However, it took her by surprise on the day she let Mike fuck her in Carolyn's basement that, the entire time, she was looking over at Carolyn and thinking how great she looked naked. Yes, Mike made her cum and she enjoyed it. But the lingering image of Carolyn had been in her mind ever since.
The next week dragged on with only snippets of conversation occurring between Amy and Carolyn in the school hallways. On Thursday, however, things brightened up for the teenager when Carolyn invited her over on Saturday morning. It made Friday seem to last forever and Amy could barely sleep at the thought of seeing her best friend once more.
Although Carolyn wasn't quite as excited about another meeting as Amy, she still recognized that their friendship was evolving. Carolyn's age provided her with a clearer perspective than did the teenager's emotion-driven feelings and Carolyn was better able to distinguish an infatuation from true love. Or so she thought. Even she was now beginning to understand that her view of Amy was changing and a definite confusion loitered in the back of her mind.
Carolyn decided to let things play out and not force the issue one way or another. The strategy was unlike her take-charge attitude in general, but in this case it felt like the right thing to do.
Saturday was a cool, early-Autumn day and Amy elected to wear a V-neck sweater and jeans to Carolyn's condo. She quite often didn't wear a bra under her sweatshirts and sweaters and was mindful of doing without one on this particular day. She, unlike the teacher, was very much thinking about what might transpire during the short time they would be together.
Carolyn welcomed her guest in with the usual smile and they settled into their customary couch and chair and began to talk about school. The entire time, Carolyn was studying Amy, looking for signs of anything different in her demeanor. Unfortunately, Carolyn watched Amy the same way she watched single men for signs of interest in her. Carolyn knew when a guy was leaning towards a longer relationship and when they wanted a one-night stand. She didn't know how to interpret Amy's looks and behavior.
Oddly enough, it was Carolyn's own demeanor that triggered a reaction in Amy. The teenager was sure the teacher was looking at her in a new way; a more loving way and not just as a friend. Amy may not have been scheming something in her own mind that wasn't true, either. Carolyn WAS acting differently, without consciously realizing it. That little inkling in the back of her mind that things were changing was enough to project something to Amy that the girl was quick to recognize.
They talked for half an hour only half listening to each other, while also deciphering all the things happening in their mind. The end result was Amy becoming more impatient to return to a physical bonding with Carolyn and Carolyn becoming more afraid that it might happen.
Carolyn wasn't afraid of getting caught. She wasn't afraid of Amy not wanting her. She was afraid she would like it.
What would it say about her if she and Amy loved each other? Well, actually, that wasn't it, she decided. It was OK to love someone. What would it say if they loved each other and had sex? That was the frightful part all along, Carolyn surmised. Seducing Mike and Chris was nothing compared to the consequences of taking this...girl...to bed.
Then Carolyn comprehended what these questions meant: She was seriously considering doing it. She knew she was seriously considering having sex with Amy Wilson, the fantasy of every boy in the high school. And by even considering it, it was likely to happen. That's the way she was.
In addition, Carolyn wondered how much Amy could tell about her conclusions just by looking at her. They eventually talked robotically while studying each other's face, hoping for a sign. Amy wanted a sign of acceptance from Carolyn. The teacher wanted a sign of...what? What did Carolyn really want from Amy?
The girl saw Carolyn's eyes narrow and her brow fill with lines of concern. Amy thought she was losing Carolyn. She thought Carolyn was becoming frightened. Amy had to act...now.
She got off the couch and walked over to Carolyn's large chair. Without saying a word, she leaned forward, propping herself up by putting her hands on the arms of the chair. Their mouths met and, for the third time during their friendship, they kissed. Every previous time, it was Amy who was hesitant; even shaking a little. This time, Carolyn wasn't sure. She wasn't sure she could stop at a kiss and a brief touching of Amy's delicate skin.
As the kiss continued, Amy slowly climbed onto the chair and straddled Carolyn's legs with her own. The teacher put her arms around Amy and the girl settled into Carolyn's lap. They each felt their breasts come together when they came closer together and thoughts of moving beyond a kiss filled each of their minds, but with different feelings attached to the thoughts. Amy very much wanted the next step to come. Carolyn dreaded it.
Their hands wandered. Carolyn was kissing Amy's neck again and approaching the lowest point of the opening in the sweater. That's when Amy tried to take charge. She grabbed the bottom of her sweater and began to lift it.
"Amy, you shouldn't...we shouldn't be...," Carolyn said as she forcefully pushed Amy off of her.
The teenager landed on her feet and could only look on as Carolyn rose out of the chair and briskly walked past her into the kitchen. Amy could hear the teacher's sobs; or, at least, Carolyn's attempts to hide her sobbing. The emotions were too much for Carolyn and they nearly overcame Amy. Surprisingly, it was the younger girl that held it together better and continued in her quest.
Amy gave Carolyn a few seconds alone, and then she, too, lightly stepped into the kitchen. Carolyn's back was to her as Carolyn looked out the window, leaning on the edge of the sink trying to regain her composure. Amy inched closer.
She was an arm's length away when she said softly, "I'm sorry, Carolyn. I didn't mean to scare you."
A little laugh, interrupted by sniffles, came from Carolyn.
"You didn't scare me, Amy. It's just...you know, I'm not...oh damn it, Amy, I don't know what I want or want I think any more."
Amy put her arms around Carolyn, who gradually turned to face the girl. That's when she realized Amy had entered the kitchen topless. Carolyn gazed at the breasts, hating every thought of lust that filled her brain.
"Kiss me, Carolyn, and it will be better," Amy said.
Carolyn knew better. Carolyn knew that a kiss would make it worse. She would want to hold Amy and touch her and...
They kissed. It was a long, passionate kiss that ended up with Carolyn pushed back against the sink, her hands clutching at the naked breasts in front of her. And then Carolyn was leaning down.
Amy put her hand on the back of Carolyn's head and pulled it towards her. A breast was directly in front of Carolyn's face when Amy pulled some more. Carolyn's mouth touched the nipple.
Amy was ready for anything, including a complete stoppage to the proceedings. But the teacher kissed the nipple and lightly ran her tongue over it. Amy sighed loud enough for Carolyn to hear. The tongue swiped across the nipple a couple times, and then the lips enclosed it.
Soon, a good portion of the breast was in Carolyn's mouth being sucked and licked until Amy moaned. Carolyn moved to the other breast and gave it equal treatment, resulting in two stiff, pink nipples.
"Oh, Carolyn. That feels so good," Amy told her quietly. "I want...um, I want you to feel how good it is."
This time Carolyn did look at Amy and the pleading in her eyes was undeniable.
"Please?" Amy whispered.
Carolyn didn't answer. She just leaned back enough for Amy to take her shirt and pull it off. Then Amy reached around and unhooked the bra. She slowly pulled it off and stared, seemingly forever, at the breasts she had thought about for so long.
Carolyn's eyes were closed when she felt the lips touch her right nipple. The moment Amy licked it for the first time, Carolyn's pussy tingled with a feeling she'd never known before. Deep inside her stomach, Carolyn felt new surges build up and rush to her pussy as Amy sucked and bit her sensitive breasts.
Amy alternated between long kisses and even longer sessions at Carolyn's breasts, causing the teacher to get wetter and wetter by the minute. She moaned as Amy's teeth playfully tugged on the erect nipples. Unconsciously, Carolyn put her hand on Amy's head and held it in place.
Carolyn was in a fog, not really thinking about anything besides the pleasure she felt, when Amy's hand began to slide down Carolyn's stomach. The teacher continued to ignore it until she realized the girl's fingers were inside the top of her jeans and were about to go farther.
Suddenly, Carolyn gripped Amy's wrist with her hand and pulled it out.
"No! Amy, no. We can't."
"Why not?" was the quizzical reply.
"You know why, Amy."
After a short pause, Carolyn said, "Maybe you should leave."
The words stung the teenager. They hurt for the entire week that transpired without any words being spoken between the two of them. At school, Carolyn avoided Amy at all costs. She ripped up notes left by the student and ignored phone calls and texts.
What Carolyn intended to be a cooling off period ended up being just the opposite. She found herself missing the girl more and more, to the point where she would lie in bed thinking about Amy and playing with her breasts, wishing Amy's lips were there. She even let a hand glide inside her panties, like Amy wanted to, and played with her clit until she was cumming in waves, quietly murmuring the girl's name.
Amy, on the other hand, was so conflicted in her feelings she was emotionally lost. How could a woman she tried to please so hard act this way to her? How could she just 'drop' her from her everyday life? Amy thought they were more than friends. She thought they were...lovers. Yes, lovers. Nobody had ever made her feel this way. Amy lived for Carolyn now and...and...Carolyn exited her life without saying a word.
It surprised Amy, therefore, when she was handed a note in the hallway by Carolyn that simply read, 'Wednesday evening. My place.'
It had been nearly two weeks since their last meeting and every conceivable scenario flashed through Amy's mind as to what Wednesday evening would bring. She expected the worst, of course. She expected Carolyn to say they should never see each other. The teacher had tried to say that over and over again. Now it would happen and Amy's life would have to begin from scratch.
She almost dreaded knocking on the door of the condo when she arrived that night. But, she did and waited anxiously. When no one appeared, she knocked a little harder, noticing that the door was slightly ajar. Amy pushed it with hesitation and said, "Carolyn? You there?"
Silence followed. So, Amy entered the condo and closed the door quietly.
"Carolyn?" she said louder.
"In here," came a muffled reply from down the hallway.
Unsure which room it came from but pretty sure of the direction, Amy stepped cautiously until reaching the door to the master bedroom.
"In here, Amy."
The bedroom was empty, but a light came from the master bathroom and Amy walked towards it, somewhat baffled. Nothing that had occurred during the past couple weeks prepared her for what she saw.
Carolyn was reclining in her whirlpool bath, facing the door and up to her neck in swirling water.
Amy could only stand and stare for a moment. A smile crossed Carolyn's face and then she said, "Well, are you going to get naked and join me or not?"
Amy's heart was pounding so fast and hard she could hardly make her hands and arms work as she reached down to pull up on her sweatshirt. Carolyn grinned as the breasts came into view. Then Amy was kicking off her shoes and unbuttoning her jeans. The zipper was the only sound besides the bubbling water. Amy stepped out of her jeans and stood next to the tub in just her panties. Carolyn's eyes were all over her and the look on her face excited Amy like never before.
Maybe her life wasn't over after all, Amy thought to herself. Maybe it was just beginning.
She got naked and the teacher's pussy felt that now-familiar tingle as she studied Amy's neatly trimmed pussy and smooth thighs and gentle sway of the hips.
"Get in," Carolyn said gently.
She watched Amy's beautiful, round ass enter the water and sink down as the girl took her place facing Carolyn, their legs bent at the knees to allow room. Soon, Carolyn stretched hers out beside Amy and the girl did the same. Carolyn ran her hands up the outside of the calfs and thighs. She would have to move to reach farther, but it could wait.
Carolyn leaned back and just looked at her friend. Amy could see the love; even the resignation, perhaps, that Carolyn was feeling. From that moment on, they were to be more than friends.
Not much was said at first. Carolyn asked how Amy was doing and Amy lied, saying she had been fine. They let the water flow around them without anything more than tender touches of the legs.
Then Amy asked, "How have you been?"
"I've been thinking."
"About what?" Amy said.
"Us."
"And?"
After a brief delay, Carolyn grabbed Amy's lower legs and pulled the girl towards her while also leaning forward. Amy giggled when she almost went under the water, but found Carolyn hovering above her in the end.
"And here we are," Carolyn replied, looking down on the teenager.
Carolyn lowered herself into Amy's arms and kissed her more zealously than ever before. Their tongues sought out each other and both women let out moans of delight that previously took minutes to build up to. Their naked, wet bodies ground together with legs intertwined and their hands explored every inch they could find. Amy struggled to stay above the gurgling bubbles, but sometimes the water mixed in with their kiss and neither one of them seemed to care.
This time, as Amy's hand came around from Carolyn's ass and slid between her legs, Carolyn didn't stop her. She let the fingers find the slit and work their way up to her clit. After a few wonderful seconds, Carolyn made her way down Amy's body until she could suck on the large breasts. Amy moved up so her chest was out of the water, then leaned her head back and enjoyed the feeling of Carolyn working over her breasts one at a time.



Amy's pussy ached so bad and she wondered if today would be the day Carolyn finally made her cum.
"Sit on the edge, Amy," Carolyn told her.
Amy slid up and got on the smooth, slick surface behind her. She spread her legs and watched as Carolyn moved her head between them. Amy put her hands on the edge and prepared herself for something she'd dreamed of for a long time.
Carolyn was not experienced at this, but she knew what she would want done to her and was keen on providing her young friend the same pleasure. The pink pussy she saw was still dripping from the bath and it glistened in the light. Carolyn slowly licked her way up Amy's thigh until feeling the skin separate under her tongue. She tasted the first hint of Amy's juices and followed it to the opening it came from.
Amy moaned when Carolyn's tongue spread the lips and entered her for just an instant. The teenager pushed her hips forward and Carolyn responded by diving deeper into the opening. She probed it with her tongue while holding Amy up by the ass.
"Oh my God, Carolyn," Amy moaned. "Yes. Yes!"
If Amy relished what Carolyn had done so far, she was little prepared for what came next. The teacher pulled her tongue out and traveled up along the slit until feeling the tip of her tongue make contact with the little nub of Amy's clit. Carolyn felt the girl's entire body shudder at that first touch. She licked it again.
"Ohhhhhh God. Harder. Please, harder!" Amy cried out.
Carolyn licked and sucked on the clit, using her tongue like a finger and feeling the clit grow longer and harder. She put her lips around it and bit lightly, causing Amy to squirm on the edge of the tub and beg for more. Carolyn never lost contact and could tell Amy was getting closer to an orgasm.
Despite a desire for the attention Carolyn was giving her to last all night, Amy couldn't hold back her climax any longer.
"Now! I'm going to cum, Carolyn. Yesssss!"
The orgasm seemed to erupt from deep inside her body and through her pussy. Amy thrashed under the effects of Carolyn's tongue and lips. She pleaded for the teacher to keep going and when the first orgasm seemed to subside, another one started.
Carolyn tasted the sweetness work its way up to the clit and she licked Amy's pussy from top to bottom, resulting in more squeals of delight from the girl. It took more than a minute for Amy to finally back away from Carolyn and attempt to recover.
They held each other in the water with Amy getting the first taste of her own juices from Carolyn's lips during a kiss.
Moments later, they were drying each other off and moving into the bedroom where Carolyn dragged Amy onto the bed and playfully pushed her between her legs. Amy was an amateur, like Carolyn, but brought the teacher to an orgasm quickly and followed up with another treatment soon afterwards.
"I wonder what Mike and Chris would think now," Amy said, with her head resting on Carolyn's bare chest.
"I think they might want to watch next time," the teacher replied.
"Hmmmmm," Amy sighed.
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"I told you I wanted the bacon well-done," the woman said loud enough for most of the café to hear.
Jason looked down at the two halves of the BLT sandwich laid open for the young man to see the meat in question.
"We didn't think you wanted it burnt," Jason said.
"I wanted it the way I ordered it," the woman stated firmly. "Well-done. Not soft. Not burnt. Well-done."
"Would you like another sandwich?" Jason asked.
"If it's not an inconvenience to the cook," she answered.
"We'll bring it out to you."
Despite his irritation at the public berating, Jason's eyes followed the very attractive customer as she returned to her table. She was most likely in her mid to late thirties, a professional of some type, with a penchant for crisp, body hugging blouses with low necklines...and an ass to kill for.
A few moments later, Jason personally delivered a second BLT, with well-done bacon, to her table. As he set it down he captured a good view down her silky blouse. Her breasts were full and firm and perfectly sized for his taste. He grinned at her devilishly and she leered back as if wanting to strangle him.
Jason had seen many beautiful women pass through the downtown café in the years he had worked there, but this one was different. She was striking; not like a model or movie star, but striking in her natural beauty. Her short blonde hair was obviously done by a stylist and every individual hair was in its proper place. Her body was perfectly proportional and she dressed as if she knew it.
Jason spent many a night thinking about the BLT lady, even though two weeks passed without his seeing her again. Certainly, her bacon nightmare was enough to drive her away forever.
Then she was back. Jason saw her enter the café and move to another spot at the counter, ready to order. Jason rushed over and assigned the kid about to take the order to bus tables. He then looked at her and grinned.
"Chef salad with no onions or croutons and fat-free Italian dressing," she ordered, digging into her purse for her wallet.
"No bacon?" Jason inquired.
Her head jerked up and she looked at him fiercely. Jason was sure she was about to turn and leave. He saw her cheeks flush with apparent anger, and she asked, "How much?"
After getting payment and giving her the receipt, Jason watched every step she took to her table. He felt his cock twitch at the mere sight of her walking in her designer dress.
Between customers, Jason glanced over at her and saw when the salad was delivered. Even though he could not hear her, he could tell the instant she put a fork into the salad that something wasn't right. Jason watched her angrily slam the fork onto the table and get up, salad in hand. She approached the counter.
"Is there a problem?" he asked calmly.
"I ordered this with no onions."
Jason gazed down at the bowl. He grabbed a fork from a nearby silverware tray and delicately picked out the half dozen onion slices from the top of the salad, placing them on the dish holding the bowl. He then pushed the salad in her direction.
"You fucking bastard," she hissed under her breath, but loud enough for Jason to hear her.
He watched her stomp out of the café, never to enter again.
But that wasn't the last time they would meet.
Twenty five year old Jason Roberts wasn't overly smart, or rich, or good looking. But he was clever. He knew who the BLT lady had talked to in the café and when he saw them, he began to question them innocently about her. Had they seen her lately? Was she still working downtown? Where did she work? Did they know her name?
Eventually he knew that Kristen Stewart was a CPA for McGlaughlin and Smith. She worked in their building on Ninth Avenue. She was divorced with no kids...and she was a bitch. A really cute one, but a bitch.
Two co-workers in particular—regulars at the café during Happy Hour—eagerly filled Jason in on her one Friday night.
"My favorite Kristen story is the day she almost killed Cooper," one of them said to a nodding friend and Jason. "Cooper was a supervisor over her, but everybody knew she did all the work and knew way more than he did."
The guy took a drink and continued: "So, he calls Kristen into his office with the apparent intent of feeling her up or something."
His co-worker added, "You have to know Cooper. He's about fifty five and overweight and likely beats off watching her work every day."
The first guy laughed and picked up the story. "So, like, nobody actually witnessed it because the door was closed, but they heard Kristen screech some profanity and the next thing you know things are bouncing off the office walls. Cooper could be heard yelling something back at her, but the bombardment continued for, like, thirty seconds."
Both guys were laughing and the second guy finished the tale. "So, Kristen walks out, her hair a little out of place, which is, of course, something you never see and then people look in to Cooper with a huge wet spot in his crotch where Kristen had thrown a glass of water or something to cool him off. And every other loose object in the office had been thrown in his direction."
"The poor guy was gone in less than a month," the first one said after the three laughed. "No one messes with Kristen Stewart and lives to talk about it."
"She loves to tease, though," the second guy said. "I knew a prospective client they brought in from out of town for a week a couple of years ago. He was a friend of my brother's. He told me they had Kristen at every meeting in her most appealing outfits and even had her take him out to dinner one night. I guess she was all over him until he did a Cooper on her, and she left him hangin'...literally."
It was all the information Jason needed to hear to convince him to put his plan into action. Kristen Stewart needed to be brought down a notch and he was more than willing to be the guy to do it, but he would need help. He asked the two men if they would be willing to participate, making sure they realized the extent of their involvement would be left up to them. They agreed.
Their names were Tom and Andy. Jason said he would speak to them whenever they came in for Happy Hour if he needed their assistance. The alliance was formed and it would soon prove to be the undoing of Kristen Stewart.
Step one was to demonstrate to her that Jason had control over her. That would be easy enough by providing her an opportunity to snub him and then have her pay the price. The plan would take a little coordination between himself and Tom and Andy, however.
A trip to the mall resulted in his purchase of an especially short and revealing dress that didn't empty his bank account. At the next Happy Hour, Jason assigned Tom and Andy with getting him Kristen's home address.
Then he had to wait for the next day that his café delivered a catered lunch to Kristen's company, which they did fairly routinely. Jason knew he could use his seniority at the café to ask to be the one who made the delivery.
The day before he made that delivery, he visited Kristen's condo and left a package on her front porch while she was at work. It contained the dress and a note that demanded she wear the dress to work the next day or 'face the consequences of disobedience.' No clues were left behind for her to determine who was behind the ultimatum and she certainly had no reason to suspect an insignificant employee of a café she no longer frequented.
Jason was restless the day of the lunch delivery in anticipation of starting his campaign to reform Ms. Stewart. He believed, without a doubt, that she would not wear the dress. If she didn't, he had a plan of action. If she did wear the dress, he had an alternative strategy that would ramp up the demands until she was forced to defy him.
He arrived a few minutes before noon and was led into an empty conference room where the box lunches were to be served. As was pre-arranged, Tom and Andy met him there and confirmed for him that Kristen had not worn the dress. Jason smiled and waited for her to appear.
The look on her face was priceless when she turned the corner and saw the guy she immediately associated with poor service.
She said, "Oh, it's you. What do we think the chances are that all of these orders are right?"
"We may have forgotten a napkin or two. Try to forgive us," Jason replied.
Just as Kristen started to walk past him, Jason said, "Nice outfit. Why didn't you wear the dress?"
She froze in place and spun to face him.
"That was YOU?!"
Jason just grinned, and then asked, "Is there a room where we can talk?"
"No. I want you to leave and I want you to never get near my condo again. Do you understand?"
Jason said, "I don't think YOU understand, Kristen. Find us a room."
Kristen angrily led them into her office and closed the door. "What the hell do you think you're doing?"
"I asked you to do one little thing and you refused," Jason told her. "You give orders and act like a bitch all day with people and then you won't do something I asked. Do you not have ANY respect for other people's feelings?"
"Get out."
"Not yet," Jason responded. "I need you to realize something first, Kristen."
He approached her and he saw her lean back in the first sign of apprehension he ever saw in her. Then he reached out as if to touch the front of her blouse, but she pulled away.
"Don't make a sound, Kristen, or the consequences will be very, very unpleasant, just like I said in the note," Jason warned her. "Now, let me do this."
He reached out again and let his hand rest on the top button of her blouse. Jason could hear Kristen's uneven breathing as he effortlessly undid the button and exposed more of her chest, down to the top of her beautiful, full tits.
"Get out of here before I call security, you little ass," she murmured with a livid tone.
Jason let his fingers linger just inside the blouse at the top edge of her cleavage.
"We need to teach you a lesson...or two, Kristen," he said "You've been WAY too callous to people in your life. You will be getting new demands from me until you mend your ways. Some will be in person, like today. It will be entirely up to you how long this has to go on and what the punishment will have to be. They won't all be as simple as wearing a dress. Now, you'll wear the dress to work tomorrow, won't you?"
She didn't answer.
Jason let his hand drop to the top of her bra and she furiously pulled it away.
"I'll know whether you did or not and, well, you already know there will be consequences if you don't," he said.
Just then the intercom on her phone buzzed and she was told the meeting was starting. She burst out of the office, making sure Jason had left before speeding out of sight.
Jason was not a saint. He was working at a café because he never quite made it to college. He was spending too much time in and out of various detention centers for crimes like theft, assault and breaking and entering. Especially breaking and entering. Jason was an expert at it; except for the fact he kept getting caught.
Thus, it was with relative ease that he broke into Kristen's condo through the back porch door one afternoon, less than a week after the lunch delivery incident and the following day when Kristen, naturally, refused to wear the dress.
Now Jason waited patiently in Kristen's living room, snacking on whatever he could find in the refrigerator. The condo was spacious with a first floor master bedroom and bath, in addition to the living room and screen porch. Upstairs were two extra bedrooms.
Jason watched TV until he heard the garage door opening. He quickly turned off the TV and made his way into the laundry room, which was the entrance right off the garage. He found a spot where he would be unseen until Kristen was safely inside the condo...and waited.
The door opened and she stepped in. Jason was on her from behind with the quickness of a cat. His hand covered her mouth and he kicked the door shut with his foot.
"Hello, Kristen. It's me. Don't make a sound and you'll be fine. We need to talk."
Jason let her turn her head enough to confirm who it was, and then he slowly removed his hand from her face. He could see the furor rising in her eyes and on her face.
"How the hell did you get in here?" she asked. "I'll call the police, you fucking bastard."
"I don't think so," Jason said coolly. "That's why we need to talk. Now let's get inside."
They walked into the living room and Kristen laid her purse and briefcase on a nearby table.
"Have a seat," Jason told her.
"Not until you tell me what the hell is going on this time."
Jason threw himself into a chair and said, "Did you wear the dress after we spoke last time?"
"No," she said emphatically.
"Of course not. That's why I'm here," Jason said. "When will you learn, Kristen? There are consequences for disobedience, remember? Now, I can understand how you are beginning to believe that the consequences aren't preventing you from disobeying. But since you refuse to play along nicely, that will have to change."
He inspected her from head to toe, taking in the splendor of her figure in the tight sweater and short, straight skirt. Her legs were long and perfectly shaped, with high heels adding to their flawlessness.
Kristen cringed at the flagrancy of his ogling. Yes, she was used to it from the office, and everywhere else she went, actually. But this little creep, with the nerve to break into her condo, was truly disquieting.
"I'm sure you want to get out of those work clothes," he finally said to her. "So go ahead. I can wait."
"I'm not doing anything until you leave this house. I won't call the police if you just get out," she stated loudly. "There are no such promises for the next time."
Jason smiled broadly. "You are in no position to make promises, Kristen. And I'm not ready to leave yet. Now get undressed."
"What?"
"I said get undressed."
"I will not."
Jason sprung from the chair so quickly Kristen only had a chance to begin to turn and run before he had hold of her arm, flinging her around like a rag doll.
He put his face just inches from hers and said in the cruelest voice he could muster, "I could fucking take you right now if I wanted to, Kristen. I could have you on the floor, that little skirt up to your waist and your panties off so fast you wouldn't know what happened. Then I could fuck you until I couldn't cum anymore."
The entire time he spoke Jason was gripping her arm tighter and tighter. He saw the fear on her face. Not the defiance from before, but fear.
"Let go of me," Kristen said in a shaky voice.
"Will you do what I say now?"
She nodded.
"Get undressed."
When Kristen reached down to take off a shoe, Jason returned to his chair and settled in for the show. Kristen's face showed her disgust as she reached for the bottom of her sweater. She lifted it without hesitation, revealing a small, white bra over her luscious tits. She shook her hair back into place as she tossed the sweater aside.
There was a short pause this time, and Jason simply needed to nod while staring at her skirt to get her to continue. He heard the zipper slide down the side and soon the skirt was slipping down her legs. Kristen's white bikini panties hugged her snugly and Jason got a brief glimpse of her ass when she kicked the skirt away.
She stared at him without moving.
"Turn around," he told her.
When her ass was facing him, he said, "Stop."
He took in the magnificence of her full, round cheeks while pulling his cell phone from his pocket.
"OK," he said.
She turned to face him and immediately saw the phone in his hand. Jason stood up and walked closer to her.
"That's all I need you to do this time, Kristen," he said, running a finger along the upper edge of her bra and into the space between her tits. "But I need to document it. If you follow through with your call to the police or in any other way report what happened here, the pictures get distributed to your company's entire e-mail list."
With that, he stepped back and took the first photo of her breasts. He then methodically worked his way around Kristen, ending up with a dozen shots of her, making sure to get her face in several of them so there could be no doubt who it was.
The smile on his face and the stiffening of his cock were, in fact, the best indicators of just how good she looked.
Printed copies of the photos, in manila envelopes, were handed to Tom and Andy at the next Happy Hour, where they were also told of the threat to send them via e-mail if Kristen didn't follow orders. Tom and Andy also received Kristen's next assignment in the form of a letter in a plain white envelope with her name on it. They were told to make sure she got it the next day and to be waiting in Tom's office at noon.
Jason told them, "You should find her willing to do just about anything for you, but no fucking. Not yet, anyway."
Kristen eventually opened the envelope and sat at her desk. It read: 'You're very photogenic, Kristen. Modeling could be in your future. I see now why the company gives you the job of 'entertaining' clients. But it's just a tease, isn't it? Perhaps you are uncertain of your ability to satisfy them fully. Don't fret. I'm here to help. I found two co-workers who are more than willing to let you practice on them. I'm sure you know Tom and Andy. I need you to visit Tom in his office at noon today. He'll give you your instructions at that time."
Kristen was sensing that the unbelievable situation she found herself in—which she never understood from the beginning as to why—was spiraling out of control, and she did not deal well with anything out of her control. The photos hung over her like an anvil ready to drop and only Jason could prevent it. Now at least two co-workers were in on it and she knew them to be brazen in their sexist attitudes toward women. She reasoned that nothing worse than giving them a fleeting glimpse of her body had taken place...so far.
At the appointed hour, Kristen appeared in Tom's office. Andy sat in a chair in the corner. Tom closed the door...and locked it.
"You got the letter, I assume," he said.
"I did."
She wore a dress that buttoned down the front. As usual, it hung open alluringly and both men couldn't avoid a quick peek.
"And you're aware of the status of the pictures?" Tom asked.
"I am."
"Then you won't mind spending your lunch with us today."
Kristen stood like a statue as Tom circled her. When he was in front of her, he stopped and extended both hands to the bottom of her dress. He pushed it against her legs and began to pull it up. His fingers slid along her smooth thighs until he could feel the bottom of her panties. Andy looked on intently, his cock instantly reacting to the sight.
Tom let the dress fall and reached for the top button.
"Do the clients get this far, Kristen?
"Fuck you."
He opened a second button and her bra and tits were all but fully exposed. Tom slowly took the arms of the dress and pulled them off her shoulders. He dragged the dress down to her waist and held it there.
"Take off your bra," he said.
With cautionary images in her mind of Jason walking around her taking photos, she reached back and unhooked her bra. She believed that two men seeing her were better than two hundred, and her career would be intact.
The men's eyes were locked onto her chest as the luscious tits were finally uncovered. Andy squirmed in his chair the longer he looked, trying to ease the discomfort inside his pants. Tom had another approach. Holding her dress in place with one hand, he used the other to take hold of Kristen's wrist and guide it to the front of his crotch. He placed her hand directly on his budding erection.
"Rub it, Kristen. Feel exactly what you do to men when you walk around the way you do," he told her.



Kristen reluctantly massaged his cock until the tent in his pants was more than noticeable.
"Now get on your knees," Tom demanded.
"I think you've had enough fun for...," she began to say.
"Get down!"
Kristen eased her way onto the floor, her dress bunching up around her waist as she positioned herself in front of Tom.
"Take it out and suck on it, Kristen. Pretend I'm a client and this will help get you a promotion."
She did not exhibit the same smile as Tom while she pulled down his zipper. Her fingers fumbled inside for a moment and then produced his very long and thick cock.
"Lick it."
He was now so hard she didn't even have to lift the cock for her tongue to reach the underside by his balls. With a tentative, slow stroke, her tongue made its way up to the tip. She then lingered at the end with several timid licks.
Andy finally had to use his hand to adjust his own erection, desperately rejecting the temptation to grab it and stroke it. He knew his time would come, so he sat back and enjoyed the show.
"Now suck on it," Tom was telling Kristen.
She slid her lips over the tip and seemed intent on providing little else; at least, until Tom held the back of her head and thrust the cock into her mouth until he felt it hit the back of her throat. Kristen gasped, but there was no way she was going to escape him. She took all of the cock and began an unhurried blowjob.
The men watched her tits shake as she bobbed up and down on Tom's cock and each of them privately wished they had a better view of her ass, hidden under her dress. But they were happy for what they could see and Tom, for one, was close to cumming. Andy slyly found ways to rub his cock without being seen too often and he, too, could have had an orgasm at any time.
Kristen put a hand around the base of Tom's cock and stroked it firmly while continuing to suck on it. The first drop of precum hit her tongue and the sweetness of it warned her of potentially more to come. The blowjob lasted another couple of minutes.
Then Tom groaned loudly and pulled his cock out of Kristen's mouth. He masturbated directly in front of Kristen's chest, obviously intent on emptying himself onto her tits. She could only kneel and wait.
"Oh fuck. Yes. Yes!" Tom cried out.
The contortion on his face was the first hint of the power of the orgasm. Then the first long, hard blast of cum pouring onto Kristen's tits confirmed it. Tom groaned loudly and sent a second stream of white cum onto the tits. Soon, they were covered and strings of cum hung from her nipples.
Beads of sweat glistened on Tom's brow when he was done and pushed his still-hard cock inside his pants.
"Now get over to Andy," he told Kristen. "Oh, but first take off that dress."
She reluctantly slipped out of the dress and, in her panties only, moved in front of Andy and between his legs. He had already pulled out his massive erection and she began the second blowjob with both men staring at the tight ass covered only by a tiny pair of panties.
It didn't take Andy long. Without any warning other than his grunts and thrusting of his hips, he began to deposit his cum inside Kristen's mouth. She attempted to swallow as much as she could to keep pace with him, but streams of cum soon slid down her cheeks and onto her chin. Andy came over and over again until he finally slouched back and Kristen pulled away.
Needless to say, Jason thoroughly enjoyed the retelling of the proceedings by the two men at the next Happy Hour. He assured them that their parts in his dealings with Kristen were not yet done. Jason felt she was far from 'cured' of her evil ways.
His next adventure for her was filled with numerous opportunities for the entire plan to fall apart. But he trusted Tom and Andy and he trusted himself in pulling it off. The biggest 'X' factor in the equation was the client. But Jason quickly presumed, correctly, that any man put into the position he was going to be put in would act a certain way.
Jason needed to know when the next client was coming to town that Kristen would be 'assigned' to. Tom and Andy got that information for him. It was a middle-aged man from Kansas who would be in town one night after meeting with company officials...and Kristen.
Jason promptly reserved a hotel room for that night in the same hotel the company always used for their visiting clients. Next, he wrote a note to be delivered to Kristen by Tom and Andy. It read: 'Room 842. Hyatt Regency downtown. Be there 8 PM Wednesday night or I e-mail the pictures.'
On Wednesday evening, the client, named Ed, found a note slipped under his door soon after his dinner with Kristen. It requested that he arrive at Room 842 at 9 PM and was signed by Kristen, or so he thought. Impatiently, Ed counted down the minutes until the rendezvous with his beautiful hostess.
In the meantime, Kristen kept her appointment and was ushered into the hotel room by Jason.
"Good job, Kristen. You learn quickly," Jason said as he closed the door.
She frowned and said, "What is it this time, jerk. And I'm not having sex with you."
Jason laughed. "But I heard it's your specialty. Well, as least oral sex is. I haven't found out about the other...yet. So I thought I'd bring in a guinea pig to try you out. Then I'll decide whether I want you or not. Because, you see, Kristen, I will have the ultimate say in this, not you."
She looked around the plush room and her eyes focused on the bed and a small package that rested on it. Jason led them to it.
"You have a very simple job tonight, Kristen. All I need you to do is lie on this bed," Jason said, opening the package and reaching inside.
He pulled out a light blue, very sheer and very small negligee.
"Change into this, please," he told her.
Kristen snatched the negligee with a hateful swipe of her hand and headed for the bathroom. Jason didn't try to stop her. He would get what he wanted later in the evening. A few moments later, Kristen reappeared.
Jason could only stare openly at the perfection of her shapely figure in the revealing outfit that barely covered her pussy and ass; not to mention the deep diving neckline. Spaghetti straps held it in place and when she stood with a light behind her, Jason could see straight through.
"Damn, Kristen," he muttered. "This guy's going to sign any contract you put in front of his eyes tomorrow."
"What guy?"
Jason smiled. "Oh, didn't I mention Ed? He's coming over at nine."
"Fuck you," Kristen bellowed. "I'm not going to..."
Jason had reached into the package again and pulled out a long rope. When Kristen saw it she stopped speaking for a second, then said in anger, "Oh no you don't. You can't..."
Jason grabbed her wrist and yanked her onto the bed. Despite her determined struggles, he had her on her back with both wrists tied to the bed within two minutes. He had to force himself not to jump on her as he watched her tits quiver and threaten to fall out of the negligee and her pussy peak out from under the bottom of it.
Without saying a word, Jason took the last item from the package...a small video camera...and placed it behind a lamp on a corner table, neatly out of sight and in a location Ed would never bother going to. Jason adjusted the zoom and focus and turned it on.
"We're all set," he told Kristen. "You will do this and you will enjoy it or the video follows the pictures in a separate e-mail. Be sure to smile when he comes in. I'll be back later."
He bent down and kissed Kristen's cheek, running his hand across her tits at the same time. He left, pulling the room door behind him, but not completely closing it. Then he walked into the ice and vending machine room and waited for Ed.
Like clockwork, the client exited the elevator at nine and found Kristen's room. Ed knocked softly and noticed the door was ajar. He sheepishly pushed it open and peeked inside. The last thing Jason saw or heard was the door closing and the security lock being put into place.
Ed Gilkey was an especially unhandsome man, who was a bit overweight and unhappily married to a bit overweight woman. His sex consisted of a hand...his...wrapped around his cock while he sat in various hotel rooms thinking about the women he had seen during the day. A couple hours earlier he was already contemplating a night of 'sex' while images of Kristen flowed through his little brain.
He now stood just inside the door of a room, looking at the unlikely vision of that same woman, in person, scantily dressed and bound to a bed.
"We meet again, Kristen," Ed said, walking toward her. "Thank you for the invitation. A drink with you alone would have sufficed. This is...let's just say, very much appreciated."
Kristen quickly pieced together how it had all happened and she covertly imagined quietly putting an end to Jason's meager life. Having to gratify the two perverts at work was bad enough. Now she was somehow going to have to survive whatever length of time it took this obnoxious man to do...what? God, she shuddered at just the thought of it.
He sat on the bed beside her and she felt it lean awkwardly under his weight. Kristen looked away when she felt his hand sliding up the inside of her right thigh. She instinctively brought her legs together and Ed applied enough pressure to push them apart enough for him to get his fingers under the negligee and within inches of her pussy.
Then he moved up and traced the outside of her breasts, letting the thin material of the gown slide across her skin and expose everything but her nipples. He stretched out his arm and ran the back of his hand along Kristen's cheek. Then he stood up.
Ed ran his fingers up one of Kristen's arms and along the rope.
"Nice touch," he said softly.
Kristen's heart raced when she saw him begin to undress. She pulled one last time on the ropes and convinced herself there was no getting out. Ed's shirt was off and his massive chest and stomach sickened her. Then he loosened his belt, unbuttoned his pants, and pulled down the zipper.
She could not look as the pants and his shoes and socks came off.
"Look at me, Kristen. Look at what you do to me."
Unsure if it was worth angering him, she glanced over. The front of his boxer shorts stuck out almost comically as the result of his hard on. When he knew she was looking, Ed pulled down the shorts.
Kristen cringed at the sight. He was big. Bigger than she would have ever imagined and, had he been twenty five and gorgeous, she might have considered herself in heaven. This was hell.
The thick cock sprung up and down as he moved back toward the bed. He could hear Kristen's irregular breathing as he got onto the bed between her legs and put his hands on her thighs.
'Please make it go fast,' she silently prayed.
Ed pushed up her lingerie and her pussy came into view. She refused to lift her ass so he forced the gown to come free and let it gather around her tits. Then he lowered his head and pushed her legs apart. Kristen quit watching at that point and clung to the ropes when Ed covered her pussy with his mouth and began to attack her slit and clit.
It was the least erotic thing she'd ever had done to her, but he never hurt her and his tongue on her clit ultimately had the same effect as anybody else's. Despite her determination to not give this guy the least bit of satisfaction, her body involuntarily began to quiver the longer and harder he licked and sucked her clit.
Ed reached up and put a hand inside her negligee, grabbing a tit and squeezing the nipple between his fingers. Kristen stifled a moan, but couldn't stop her hips from rising from the bed and forcing her pussy even harder onto his mouth.
"Ah, you like this, don't you?" Ed said. "You ARE a whore after all, aren't you?"
It was a good thing her hands were tied or she might have struck him. She couldn't even kick him properly and likely wouldn't anyway in fear of retaliation. While her mind struggled with these thoughts, her body progressed toward an orgasm, so she put her mind back on preventing that.
Luckily, Ed moved up her body and lifted the negligee over her head and fully exposing her chest. He ran a finger over her tits one time and then started a prolonged licking and sucking of them that only brought Kristen closer and closer to cumming.
He bit a nipple and her body jerked in response. She heard him laugh quietly.
"I think you're ready now," he told her. "As if you weren't ready the moment I walked in."
There was no stopping him. Kristen's body was his and all her thrashing about on the bed only excited him more. His knees prevented her legs from closing and the bulbous head of his cock was at the entrance to her pussy. She felt like screaming as she felt it spread her apart.
If there was a positive involved in all his foreplay, it was the fact she was a little wet. She needed to be when Ed drove the immense cock into her with a single, violent thrust. This time she could not hold back her loud gasp.
It felt like a baseball bat had been shoved inside her. Then he began to fuck her and she fully realized how long he was. It took over a minute for Kristen to adjust to what he was doing to her, including the amount of pressure his huge body was exerting on her tiny frame. Just as she was gaining comfort, Ed lifted her by the ass and his cock rubbed against new areas in her pussy.
He managed to lean down and get a tit into his mouth. His tongue on her nipple sent shockwaves to her pussy and she felt herself getting wetter. Then his finger was on her clit and she knew he heard her tiny squeal.
The next couple minutes were the worst for Kristen. Between his mouth and finger and the cock inside her, she knew she was going to cum unless he came first and fell off her. But he gave no signs of being ready and Kristen's body told her it was. She fought against it valiantly while the bed creaked under the exertion of Ed's fucking.
Like a piston, his cock entered her and brought her closer to a climax. Her body quaked. Her stomach tightened in preparation of the orgasm. She silently begged him to cum first.
But Ed knew. He could wait. He wanted desperately to be in her when the gorgeous woman had her orgasm. He rubbed her clit as hard and fast as he could. Then he heard her.
The groans were unmistakable. The shaking of her body was undeniable. Kristen was ready to cum.
He pounded her harder and, although she never yelled it out, Ed knew she was starting to cum. Kristen's body heaved up and down, the pussy thrusting forward to meet Ed's cock with every stroke. He watched her face grimace as wave after wave overcame her and her frequent moans gave away the pleasure she felt.
It was too much for him and he cried out, "Now, Kristen. Now! Ohhhhhh, fuck. Yes!"
Shot after shot of cum flowed out of his balls, through his cock, and into her already soaking wet pussy. He held her up by the ass and drove his cock into her deeper and deeper. The juices ran down the inside of her thigh and they rolled back and forth on the bed as far as the ropes allowed until he collapsed beside her, their legs intertwined and his cock still inside her.
"Holy shit," Ed muttered. "That was fantastic."
Kristen never said a word...until Jason came in shortly after Ed had untied Kristen and left her in the room alone.
"You fucking bastard," she bellowed. "You had no right to do that. In fact, it's criminal. I should..."
"You should shut up," Jason said as he pulled the video camera from its hiding place. "Did you cum? Tom and Andy and I had a bet. I bet you would cum. We'll have to watch this and find out."
Kristen was dressed and looking at Jason's smile as if she'd do anything to smack it off of him. But she knew it was useless. He had the pictures and now the video. How long would the blackmailing go on?
"I'll be in touch," Jason told her. "We're almost done. There's only one more thing I want."
Kristen simmered by herself in the hotel room after watching Jason walk out and close the door behind him.
A week passed without Kristen hearing a word from any of the three men who had invaded her life. Maybe they were satisfied with their little video documentary of her exploits with Ed. She winced at the thought of them sitting somewhere, cocks in hand, beating off while watching the fat client fuck her without mercy. Kristen cringed even harder at the thought of them watching her cum.
But she couldn't forget what Jason had said: 'There's one more thing I want.' That parting shot bothered her.
Jason purposely extended the time between Kristen's hotel room adventure and his last piece of punishment so that she could suffer through exactly what she was suffering through—complete uncertainty and apprehension that every day may bring on the next punishment. His control over her was complete and he knew that fact, alone, was driving her crazy.
Kristen's last price to pay came suddenly when it finally did happen. Jason met her at the door of the condo one night after work.
"Welcome home," he grinned.
Kristen flung her purse onto a chair and Jason inspected the fashionable business suit she wore. The jacket hung open and the ultra-wide collars of her white blouse lay on top of it. The black skirt was short and tight, as was her usual style.
"This better be the end of it," Kristen threatened. "I'm losing my patience."
Jason laughed. "Yeah, you did that a lot at the café. I suspect you do that a lot at work. I'm trying to break you of it, Kristen, for your own good. It will help your career. I swear."
"What the fuck do you want?"
Jason slowly circled her body, letting his hand lightly slide across her clothing every now and then, eventually ending up on her skirt and ass.
"I want the one thing I haven't had yet, Kristen. You."
He came around and faced her again. "And since it's only going to happen once, I want it to be good. Really good. For both of us, of course."
Kristen couldn't control herself any more. She slapped him in the face and it echoed throughout the large living room so loudly it even startled her. Fortunately, Jason was not a violent man. He preferred mind games over brute force.
He rubbed his cheek and said, "Nice. I kind of wish we got to see what you would have done to Ed if your hands had been free. And speaking of which, great job trying to hide that orgasm. We thought it was almost more erotic watching you do anything you could to prevent it and then conceal it."
Jason walked over to the counter, saying, "So, with that in mind, I thought you might need a really good, uninhibited orgasm."
He reached into a bag and pulled out a large vibrator with an even larger ball at the end. Kristen heard the hum when Jason came back and turned it on.
"Hear that?" he asked. "I bet it's even better than Big Ed's tongue. And tonight is your lucky night. You get to find out."
Jason switched it off and told her, "You're going to cum for me. You're going to cum long and hard and loud. No holding back, Kristen. It's just you and me and the vibrator."
"And then I'll never see your fucking face again?" she said.
"Well, after I do the one thing I want to do. Then, yes."
Kristen didn't ask, knowing she'd find out soon enough. She was told to follow him into the bedroom. Jason closed the blinds and smiled at her.
"One final show, Kristen. Just for me. No cameras," he said. "Take off your shoes and the jacket."
When that was done, Jason went to her and rested his hands on the outside of her blouse, around her tits. Neither person spoke as he began to unbutton the blouse. His eyes were fixated on her breasts despite the number of times he had already seen them, either in person or in the video. He pulled off the blouse and tossed it onto a chair.
Jason walked behind her and unhooked the bra. Kristen let the straps fall down her arms without struggling against it, giving in to him this one last time. He reached around and cupped both tits in his hands and Kristen felt his cock against her ass, even through his pants and her skirt. Jason massaged the tits until he felt her nipples react by hardening.



He put his hands on the back of her legs and brought them up to the bottom of her ass, under her skirt.
"Take it off," he said calmly.
He pulled his hands out just long enough for the skirt to fall to the floor. Then he squeezed both of her ass cheeks through her panties and put one hand between her legs. Jason felt her body grow stiffer at his touch.
He pulled off her panties himself and stood back to admire her.
"Yes, just as gorgeous as ever, Kristen. You really do need to let more men see this," he said.
When his inspection was over, he told her, "Get on the bed. On your back, please."
Kristen did as instructed, looking over at Jason when she was settled. He handed her the vibrator. It was already on.
"Now use this and make yourself cum. If you even think about faking it, the e-mails go out tonight. I want to hear you, Kristen. Let yourself go this time and thank me later," Jason said. "Start with your tits and work down."
When the vibrator made its first contact with her left nipple, Jason began to strip. By the time he was naked, she had brought both nipples to erection. But they couldn't match the hardness of Jason's cock. The sight of her playing with her breasts made his cock stand out with almost painful stiffness.
Kristen watched him move over to a chair and sit down near the foot of the bed. He could see her entire body very easily, especially her pussy. With the vibrator still at her tits, Jason began to stroke his cock.
Soon, Kristen moved the vibrator down. She spread her legs and slowly let the pulsating ball approach her pussy. She deliberately avoided her clit, knowing that once she hit it, the temptation would be to not leave it. Kristen didn't want Jason to have that satisfaction so early. She would draw it out as long as she could.
Jason leaned back, with cock in hand, and relished the sight of Kristen's spread pussy being covered by the vibrator. It was obvious to him that she was delaying letting it touch her clit. That was fine. He would get what he wanted eventually.
The jolt that ran through Kristen's entire body when she finally let the vibrator hit her clit was more dramatic than she expected. The tremors sent out from the large ball were better than any tongue or hand and she unconsciously raised her ass an inch or two to meet the incredible sensation. She closed her eyes and bit her lip.
Jason smiled when he saw it. His cock was throbbing. Knowing that Kristen was now on her way to what he thought would be a wild orgasm made him have to slow down his masturbation. He watched her slide the vibrator up and down over her clit resulting in little quivers in her stomach that even he could see.
He stroked his cock a couple more times, and then stopped. He could cum at any moment. Kristen's face was screwed up in various contortions the longer the vibrator stayed on her clit. Her body rocked as if she was fucking the instrument between her legs. She no longer tried to hide anything about her condition as the need to cum grew stronger and stronger. Jason had won, after all.
Her little mews of delight convinced Jason it would be soon. Still, she let the vibrator slip across her clit, changing the angle and increasing the pressure as each minute passed. Her moans grew louder and more frequent. Jason held his cock and felt the heat coming from it in his palm.
"Ohhhhhh God," Kristen said softly. Then, a little louder, "Yes. Ahhhhhhh."
Her legs were bent at the knees, sometimes held together to grip the vibrator and sometimes spread to let her manipulate it. Then Jason saw her hold it in place, directly on top of her clit. She pressed harder.
"Oh fuck! Yesss. Yessssss. Oh my God!"
Her body began to shake from head to toe. Her pussy rose and fell with the onset of the orgasm, but the vibrator never left her clit. Kristen cried out in delight as she came and Jason watched with a huge smile. One orgasm followed another and the hum of the ball was lost in Kristen's nearly continuous shrieks of joy.
Kristen's free hand clutched at the sheets. Her head slammed against the pillow. The room echoed with her cries.
Only when it was over did Jason stand up. His erection pointed straight up as he moved towards the side of the bed. A bead of precum was on the tip.
"Come here," Jason instructed Kristen.
She was too weak to argue as she slid over to him.
"Stand up and lean over."
She gladly put both hands on the bed to support herself after standing. Jason, from behind her, spread Kristen's legs a little more and placed his cock at the entrance to her pussy. He could feel the wetness on the head of his cock and thrust it into her without warning.
Kristen groaned, but accepted Jason's final piece of retribution without further dispute. Jason marveled at the perfection of her pussy—the ideal combination of moisture and tightness. He pounded into her and smacked his legs against her ass. He grabbed her tits and kneaded them roughly, knowing he would cum within seconds.
Sure enough, his balls contracted and Jason grunted as he started to erupt inside her. He fucked her with intermittent, forceful plunges of his cock, each one resulting in another shot of cum. Kristen collapsed onto the bed and Jason simply kept fucking her from behind. The sight of her beautiful ass spread under him and his cock inserted into her pussy made him cum one more time.
He was still hard when he pulled out, but unable to cum any more. He stared down at the exhausted, spent woman who had been his target from the very beginning. He thought back to the first encounters at the café. Jason didn't know if Kristen would 'reform her ways', but he knew he had her full attention. Time would tell if further penalties were needed.
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I winced when I overheard the phone conversation between my wife and her sister about an upcoming vacation we had planned. I could only hear Amy's side of the dialogue, but it was clear she was inviting Debbie and her family to come along.
I had nothing against Debbie. She was about forty one, five years younger than us, and kind of cute, but never stopped talking. The entire trip would now be filled with her endless chatter. Bill, her husband, was OK. I liked Bill.
And then there was Alexandra, or Alex as she was called by everyone. Alex was nineteen, going on twelve. Just about everybody had given up trying to control Alex. A week with the college sophomore would at least be entertaining, because I could sit back and watch her wreak havoc on Debbie and Bill's trip without having to be the one to rein her in.
Not to mention simply getting to look at her for a week. Alex was by far the most gorgeous girl I had ever seen in my life. She had the body to match her looks and didn't hesitate to flaunt it. As we would be heading to warmer climates, just imagining some of her outfits made me hard.
Amy was apologetic when she came in and told me of the arrangements. I knew she would be. I also knew her remorseful mood would carry over into bed, where I used my advantage to be the beneficiary of one of her incredible blowjobs. Nobody can match Amy's skill using her mouth and hands on a hard cock. I came in torrents, but have to admit I had an image of Alex on my mind.
So, the week in Key West was to include my in-laws. There were actually some pluses to that, including the fact Amy and Debbie would go off on their own and I would have time to do what I wanted. I envisioned a lot of bar hopping and meeting new friends, some of which would even be straight.
The mid-forties is an interesting age, especially when you look a little younger, as both Amy and I do. At forty six, you aren't so old thirty-somethings totally ignore you and you're mature enough to know which ones are bullshitting you. I consider myself fairly good looking, with all my hair and a decent body. I think women are attracted to me, but don't get the wrong idea. I have never willfully looked for another woman. The sex Amy and I have is more than satisfactory.
But things happen, you know. And God did things happen in Key West. I will relate what I experienced personally and what I eventually found out from the others in the party, as I'll explain at the end.
The trip down was uneventful except for the temporary disappearance of Alex in the airport. She was found in one of the lounges with a middle-aged executive, drinking shots and generally flirting with him until he actually thought he had a chance with her. The guy obviously never met Alex before.
More than half drunk, she survived the flight like the rest of us.
I talked to Debbie on the plane more than I had expected to. I mean, I had expected to do a lot of listening to Debbie, but she let me get a few words in and it was rather pleasant. Debbie's got the same cute, oval face as Amy, with the same dark eyes and little nose. Her hair is cut short and always looks great. Like her sister, Debbie is only about five feet three inches tall and maybe one hundred ten pounds. Her waist is tiny and her breasts are proportionally small, but sufficient to be inviting.
I thought by the end of the flight that we were on pretty good terms.
We found our hotel on South Roosevelt Avenue and checked in. Each family had a suite, consisting of a living room and bedroom plus a small area with a wet bar, microwave and refrigerator. Alex was still complaining about having to sleep on the couch when Amy and I left her and her parents to fight it out.
Alex didn't always get her way, but God she was persistent. Only when there was nothing more for her to gain from arguing would she stop. I'm sure it was a successful technique with any man she encountered, such as college professors and boyfriends. She had a seductive voice when she wanted to use it. Combined with her face and model's body, she was a formidable foe.
I truly just wanted to relax for a week and I wasn't going to let Debbie and her family prevent that from happening. Little did I know what a key role they would play in the week being one of the best ever for me and Amy.
My adventure started the very first afternoon, just a few hours after arriving. I had drifted off on my own to tour the hotel grounds and walk across to the beach. I was gone less than an hour. When I came back, Amy wasn't in the room so I walked down the hall to Debbie and Bill's room. I knocked and a few seconds later, Alex opened the door.
"Oh, hi Uncle John," she said with a smile from behind the door.
"Is Amy here?"
She shook her head. "Nope. They all went looking for you. You didn't see them?"
"No," I said.
"C'mon in," she said, opening the door wider.
For some reason, I hesitated. But I walked in anyway and as soon as Alex moved out from behind the door I saw that she wore a colorful blue and red bikini. She had to notice my prolonged glance at her as I entered. She closed the door and walked past me into the living area of the suite. I stared brazenly at her luscious ass and long, lean body, thinking about an entire week of staring at her heavenly figure.
"Don't let me keep you from prime pool time, if that's what you had planned," I told her.
"I have all week," Alex replied, falling onto the couch and crossing her legs.
I continued across to the sliding glass door that led out to a tiny patio. Below us, the white sand of Smathers Beach and, beyond that, the sparkling clear water of the Gulf of Mexico stretched as far as I could see. Palm trees lined the beach and bright blue umbrellas shaded the sunbathers.
"I don't suppose we'll be seeing you until late into the night," I said.
Alex just smiled. "We'll see."
"Do you expect to find many guys your age down here?" I asked. "Key West is packed with older men, you know."
Alex stood up and slowly strolled over to me. She said, "Maybe it's an older guy I'm looking for, Uncle John."
She tilted her head and stared at me until I almost melted. She was close enough to reach out and touch, but I convinced myself not to.
"They would all be wishing they were nineteen again so they could be with you, Alex."
She replied, "But nineteen year old guys don't know what I want. They only care about themselves. They only care about getting their hard cocks inside my pussy."
I was too stunned by her words to respond. So she continued: "An older guy knows how to take his time and make sure I'm ready. He cares about me first."
Alex had my back pretty much pinned against the glass, even though our bodies were not touching. I was about to move around her when she reached down and took hold of my right hand. She raised it without any resistance from me until I realized she was going to place it on the side of her tit.
"No, Alex," I complained.
She pulled harder and my palm rested on the outside of her bikini top. The fullness of her breast was obvious just with the miniscule touch my fingers had of it. She pressed the hand against her with more force.
"And I know what you want," she said softly. "Touch me, Uncle John. Feel my tits."
I'll never understand what made me keep my hand there, except for the fact I wanted desperately to touch her. And she knew it. My fingers instinctively tightened around the tit and I moved my palm up so it covered her nipple, giving me my first good feel of the supple skin at the top of her breast, outside the bikini.
I felt my cock react to what was happening. When Alex put her hand on top of mine and pushed it under the bikini, I got even harder. She removed her hand and I massaged the top of her breast. Then she reached up and slid the strap of her bikini off her shoulder. Only her nipple was now covered and my hand was working its way in that direction.
Something in my brain clicked and I jerked my hand away.
"No! We can't, Alex. It's...wrong."
Without saying a word, she pulled her arm out of the strap and let the bikini fall until her entire breast was exposed. I couldn't take my eyes off the beautiful fullness and firmness of it.
"Yes we can, Uncle John. Who's going to know?" Alex said. "I want you to lick it. Please. I love it when guys lick my tits."
I refused to move. I looked into her imploring eyes and had to look away. Then I felt her hand on my crotch. Oh my God. When her fingers tightened around my cock through my shorts I thought I would explode. She pulled on the budding erection and I leaned forward.
My tongue slid across her nipple one time. Then again. Then I was licking it harder and taking more and more of it into my mouth. I was sucking my niece's tit and getting harder by the second. I wanted more. I lightly bit the nipple and put my hand under the breast to support it while I sucked harder.
"Ohhhh yes," Alex moaned. "Just like that."
She let go of my cock and soon her bikini top was coming off and being thrown aside. I couldn't stop myself. I alternated between her two tits, listening to her beg me to bite harder. She clutched my cock again and she had to feel the heat of it all the way through my pants. I put my hands on her ass and our bodies came together, with only her hand in between.
Finally, and decisively, I pulled away, pushed Alex aside and walked out of the room.
Five floors below, sitting on a bench by herself, Debbie continued to stare up at the scene unfolding behind the sliding glass door of her room.
***
A half hour earlier, Amy and Bill had separated from Debbie while she was inside an antique shop. Debbie waved them on when they yelled in that they were returning to the hotel.
Bill was a quiet man, not one to take over a party or share his inner thoughts. He was attractive and athletic, but not overly so in either regard. He was the type of guy anybody could easily get along with.
Amy, for some reason, was able to extract more conversation out of him than anyone in the family, including Debbie. Amy and Bill were comfortable with each other and I was comfortable with them being on a vacation together. There was not a single reason for concern.
They were laughing as they entered the hotel. Bill's stories about Alex needed no embellishment to be humorous on their own. They rode the elevator up and walked down the hall. Just as Bill was ready to enter his room, Amy invited him down to ours. It was a consequential invitation in so many ways, as time would tell.
They found the room empty, which wouldn't have been the case had Bill been allowed to enter his own room, currently occupied by myself and Alex. Amy offered Bill a beer, which he declined. They sat on the balcony and looked out at the water and beach.
Fifteen minutes was all Amy needed to say that it was too hot for sitting outside.
When they were back in the room and Amy had pulled shut the blinds to block the sun, she pulled on the front of her blouse and said, "Whew. Southern Florida is almost too hot for me. I know Debbie loves it, but the afternoons here are too much."
Bill looked at her with his most innocent guise and replied, "Where's your bikini?"
Amy chuckled and said, "God. You really don't want to see me in a bikini, Bill."
"But it's why I agreed on the trip."
Amy slapped him on the arm, but her hand never came back. Bill had hold of it and used it to pull her closer. Their eyes met for only an instant. Then his lips were on hers and a kiss followed. It startled Amy, but she didn't retreat. The kiss endured and grew stronger. Then Bill had an arm around his sister-in-law and the kiss was passionate.
Amy's little whimpers were ignored. Their tongues met and Bill's hands began to explore the outside of Amy's shirt. The hands traveled around to the front and he lightly slid them across, covertly opening a single button in the middle of the shirt.
The only sounds were the kisses and Amy's moans. They let their bodies meet and Amy instantly recognized the hardness between Bill's legs. It excited her even more and she unconsciously ground her body into his.
Bill ran his hands through her hair and held her head. When the seemingly interminable kiss ended, they held each other without saying a word. They each had too many thoughts to express just one.
Then Amy's hand was on Bill's crotch. The touch was light, but meaningful. A few seconds later, she was kneeling in front of him. Bill simply watched as Amy pulled down his zipper, reached in, and pulled out his long, thick cock.
She looked up at him one time before running her tongue along the entire length of the erection. All of a sudden, she glanced up and said, "Listen for the door."
Bill nodded but wasn't sure how much listening he would be doing with an expert cocksucker beginning to treat him to the blowjob of his life. He felt her lips wrapped around his shaft and the tongue continue to rub against it. Then Amy began to bob her head up and down and Bill knew he was in for something special.
Amy gripped the cock and stroked it furiously as she continued to use her mouth on the remainder. Occasionally, she took him deep into her throat and Bill fucked her face for a moment. The throbbing cock leaked precum onto her tongue and Amy sucked him harder.
"Amy," Bill said quietly. "You're going to...oh God. Amy! Stop. I'm gonna cum. Stop!"
She had no intention of stopping until he was done. She pulled him closer by pulling on his ass. The cock sank deeper into her mouth.
Then Bill grunted loudly, put his hands on the back of Amy's head, and started to cum. He repeatedly thrust forward and each one put another load of warm, sweet cum in her mouth. Amy swallowed and sucked, getting pleasure out of every single drop Bill's cock deposited.
It was over in thirty seconds. Amy stood up and wiped her chin while Bill zipped up his shorts.
"What about you?" Bill asked. "I owe you one."
Amy smiled and said, "We may not be alone for long. Next time."
At that moment, I slipped my key into the door and opened it, finding Bill and Amy innocently standing in the living area.
"You're back," I said, having regained a little of my own composure in the walk down the hall.
"Yes. Just a while ago," Amy said, walking towards me.
We kissed and she tasted sweeter than normal. I looked at her and nonchalantly pointed to a button that was open on her blouse.
"Where's Debbie?" I asked.
Bill and Amy shrugged. "Left her in a store, as usual," Bill said.
***
At dinner, it was Debbie who was most troubled. Alex and I had a fairly good idea what had happened between us and Amy and Bill had their own understanding. But Debbie, from her vantage point of a park bench and without hearing any of the conversation between Alex and myself, was truly distressed at the fact Alex was seducing her uncle. Equally disturbing was the fact the uncle seemed to enjoy it.
Conversations took place as though nothing had ever happened. The plunging neckline of Alex's summery dress did get my attention which, in turn, didn't go unnoticed by Debbie. Bill and Amy sat next to each other and none of us realized Amy's foot occasionally worked its way up Bill's pant leg.
Thus began a most interesting vacation for the five of us.
Debbie had a restless night trying to think of the best way to approach Alex on the subject of what she saw. Debbie initially ruled out the possibility of approaching me first, although she knew that would be easier than talking to the problem child. However, her jealousy overruled her common sense and Debbie decided it WOULD be me she talked to. Apparently the flight down had piqued her interest more than I anticipated.
The morning went by without incident and before lunch all five of us were in lounge chairs by the pool. Amy and Debbie, of course, saw this as a multiple hour event. I saw it as an attempt to last one hour in the blazing sun and then find something else to do.
More than once during the hour I noticed the striking resemblance between Amy and Debbie when all they wore were bathing suits. When they lay on their stomachs, for instance, it really was hard telling one from the other. Little did I know how significant that resemblance would soon become.
When I'd had enough of the pool, I announced that I was going down to Duval Street to get something to eat and invited anybody to come along. I got no takers. I had brought my shorts and a t-shirt, so I put those on and left the others to work on their tans. I hadn't even left the hotel grounds when I realized my swimming suit was going to be uncomfortable under my shorts. So I headed up to the room to change.
Debbie and Amy were talking, as usual, when Amy dug into her beach bag.
"What are you missing?" Debbie asked.
"I can't find my Kindle. It must have left it in the bedroom charging."
"I'm ready for a break if you want me to go get it," Debbie volunteered.
"Do you mind?" Amy said.
"Not at all," Debbie said, already rising from her lounge chair. "Give me your key."
She pulled on her sheer cover-up top and, with the key in hand, started into the hotel. Several chairs down, unnoticed by anyone, Alex picked up her phone and checked the time.
I was naked, standing at the bedroom dresser looking for underwear and thinking about Alex and Debbie. Strangely, it was Debbie's body in her two piece bathing suit that was mostly on my mind. I stroked my cock innocently a couple times and felt it react instantly to the thought of Debbie and me in a situation similar to the one Alex put me in. I concluded it wouldn't be at all bad.
I was nearly erect when I heard the door open. The meandering thoughts in my mind had me in the mood to be playful with Amy, so I hid just inside the closet closest to the door coming into the bedroom. I heard the soft footsteps approaching and my cock twitched in the darkness. I saw her shadow first, and then finally she came into view.
Her back was towards me. I sprang out and threw myself onto her, forcing her straight down onto the bed with my arms wrapping around her body.
Debbie tried to shriek, but her breath was knocked out of her when she landed on the bed with me on her back. I was gripping her breasts pretty good when she turned her head around and I saw who it was.
"Oh shit!" I exclaimed.
I only lifted myself a little because the realization hit me that I was naked and very hard.
"John! It's me," Debbie cried out.
My hands were out from under her but my nakedness remained.
"Don't turn around," I said nervously.
That's when Debbie giggled and I knew the crisis was over.
"Well, THAT'S not fair," she complained. "You get to fondle me and I don't even get to look?"
I was struggling to find an answer when Debbie turned slightly onto her side, glancing back as I got onto my feet again. Her eyes locked onto my cock and for just an instant it halted its rapid return to normalcy. Then Debbie scanned my body from head to toe.
I began to turn to get clothes.
"Don't! I mean...not yet, John," Debbie said with a plea in her voice.
I looked at her and she sat on the end of the bed, facing me. She debated whether to confront me with her knowledge of me and Alex. She thought about asking why somebody closer to my own age couldn't get the same attention. Instead, she picked up the room key Amy had given her and said, "Nobody can get in."
Her meaning was clear. The look on her face was obvious. She stared at my cock. I stepped forward and Debbie reached out for it. She let my cock rest in the palm of her hand before lightly squeezing it. The blood rushed to it and in a matter of seconds I was hard again.
"I felt you on my ass, John," she said quietly. "You didn't know it was me, but I wonder if you'd have been as hard if you knew it was."



"You can see it now," I replied. "That's your answer."
My cock ached from Debbie's gentle stroking. I reached down and pushed the cover off her shoulders. She took it off for me. Then she bent forward and kissed the head of my cock.
"You have a wonderful body, John. Amy is very lucky," Debbie said. "Bill isn't very...romantic."
I didn't respond and she kissed the side of my cock, followed by a flick of her tongue along the bottom. When I didn't move, she licked me over and over again, letting her tongue linger at the underside of the tip. Was this skill hereditary?
I reached down again and this time slipped the straps of her bathing suit top down her arms. Debbie smiled at me and stood up. She turned her back to me without saying a word. I untied the top and removed it.
This time, my hands were allowed to remain on her wonderful tits when I held them firmly. Debbie pushed her ass back onto my erection and I squeezed and pulled on her nipples. I could smell the coconut from her lotion and her hair had the scent of the seaside air. I knew at that point I wanted to fuck my sister-in-law before she left the room.
My hand slid down her body and inside the bottom of her suit. I heard Debbie sigh when my fingers slipped past her clit and into the warm, moist opening to her pussy. Her body was tight against mine as a finger entered her, gathered her juices, and then headed back up to her clit. I pressed hard and rubbed the soft nub.
"Oh God, John. That feels so good," she murmured.
"Get undressed, Debbie."
She eagerly slipped off the last of her bathing suit and fretfully turned to face me.
I said, "I want you, Debbie. Is it OK?"
"I'm not leaving until you do," she answered.
With that, she sat on the bed once more and leaned back. When she was lying, she spread her legs a little.
I remained standing when I got between them and put the head of my cock at the entrance to her pussy. Debbie looked frightened, I thought, but clearly wanted this. I rubbed her clit for a moment and felt how wet she was. Yes, she wanted this.
I made sure my cock was in place and leaned forward. Her pussy opened easily and the first inch entered her quickly. Debbie's eyes were closed and her mouth was open, but she didn't speak. I pushed harder and half my cock was inside her. Then I was in all the way and Debbie looked up at me.
She grinned and I began to fuck her. It was tentative at first, like two teenagers doing it for the first time. But then Debbie wrapped her legs around me and I held her by the ass. The pace quickened and, soon, I was fucking her with all the intensity I could muster. Debbie put her hands on her tits and played with them while my cock rammed into her harder and harder.
"That's it. Fuck me, John," she said quietly.
The bed squeaked as we rocked it back and forth. I leaned forward and clutched at Debbie's tits until she moaned out loud. Her tight pussy gripped my cock like a vice and I knew it wouldn't take long to cum. Neither of us seemed to want a prolonged session. We wanted to fuck.
"Harder, John! Harder!" she cried out.
Each thrust forced the headboard against the wall, but we kept going. I saw Debbie put a finger on her clit and her back arched off the bed. My cock pounded her mercilessly.
"Oh yessss! I'm close. Yessss!"
So was I. I frantically wanted us to cum at the same time. I watched and listened to her for the sign and she gave it.
"John! John, now! Oh my God!"
My thrusts were almost violent when our orgasms started. I could feel Debbie's pussy grip me with each wave of her climax and that, in turn, resulted in shot after shot of cum inside her. Near the end, we rolled on the bed holding each other, my cock still inside her depositing the last drops of cum. I felt her body quiver occasionally as she finished. We kissed and I licked her tits until I pulled out.
"Thank you," she whispered.
"You were great," I told her. "I hope it wasn't the only time."
"I hope not, too."
I dressed and left for lunch while Debbie cleaned up, dressed, found the Kindle, and headed for the pool. When she reappeared, Amy jokingly asked what had taken so long. Debbie just said she had to make a bathroom stop. Alex checked the time and grinned.
***
I was finishing my lunch, sitting at a table in the back corner of a bar when I saw Alex. She glanced around as if looking for someone, and headed my way. She wore a tank top with no bra and shorts. God, she was gorgeous.
She sat across from me without waiting for an invitation.
"Does sex make you hungry, Uncle John?" she asked.
There wasn't another customer within thirty feet of us, or I would have been more concerned.
"What are you talking about, Alex?"
"I know about you and Mom."
I took the last bite of my sandwich at the same time a waiter came up and got Alex's drink order. That gave me enough time to think, but my answer would have been the same anyway.
"I have no idea what you're talking about," I told her.
"I know you had sex with my Mom before coming over here. Don't deny it," she said calmly. "It takes five minutes to go from the pool to the room and back. Not twenty five."
After the waiter left her drink and the check, I said, "You're mistaken, Alex."
She leaned forward and said, "Mom won't be so cool about it if I confront her, Uncle John. She'll freak. That wouldn't be good for the rest of the trip, would it? I know her. She'll go sobbing to Aunt Amy begging forgiveness."
She took a long drink and saw my eyes wander down to the tits partially hidden by the tank top.
"Here's the deal, Uncle John," she continued. "I want equal time. If you thought my Mom was good, you should try my tight little pussy. I'll leave you without a voice by the time we're done."
At the same time I wanted to slap my niece, I felt my cock getting harder.
"It's too risky," I said.
"It wasn't too fucking risky to screw my mother in your room," Alex said boldly.
"We had both keys."
Alex grinned and leaned forward even farther than below, nearly letting her breasts fall out. "When you least expect it, Uncle John, I'm going to tell you I want you to fuck me...and you'll do it. The risk of being caught will make it more exciting. Now let's go back."
My head was spinning as I paid for lunch and we walked down Duval Street with the intention, at least in my mind, of catching a cab to the hotel. Alex had other thoughts.
We looked like normal tourists, stopping to look at shop windows along the way, saying very little of consequence. When we got to one of the clothing stores, Alex said, "C'mon. Let's look in here."
The shop sold brightly colored bikinis and teenager oriented tops and shorts. The only person in sight was a young girl near the counter with pink streaks through her hair. She ignored us while busily completing a text on her phone.
Within thirty seconds, Alex had a pair of girl's shorts in one hand and was handing me a pair of men's shorts with the other.
"Follow me."
We wandered back to the dressing rooms apparently without the least bit of interest from the little clerk. Near the back of the set of dressing rooms, Alex took my arm and dragged me behind the curtain, which she flung shut.
"Fuck me, Uncle John."
She pulled her top off almost before she was done talking.
"Not here, Alex."
"Yes, here. I warned you."
She unzipped her shorts and pushed them off, revealing the fact she had no panties on. The beauty of her naked body was undeniable and I just stared. She grinned at me and put her hand on my crotch.
"I bet you're wondering if you can fuck again so soon after having my Mom," she said softly. She pressed on my cock harder. "And I bet I can make you so hard you'll beg to fuck me."
She already was. Then she opened my shorts and let them fall to the floor. By the time she had my underwear down, my cock was beginning to rise.
Alex spent no more than one minute with my cock in her mouth before I was ready.
"Never question me," she said when she stood up.
She turned her back to me and leaned against the wall.
"Fuck me, Uncle John. Now!"
Alex spread her legs and I looked at her incredible ass and pink pussy. I couldn't have walked out if I tried. Yes, I thought about her threat and the fact she most certainly would do it. But, primarily, I thought about wanting to fuck this stunning young woman from behind.
When she felt my cock between her legs, Alex reached back and put it in place. She was wet, like Debbie, but when I quickly pushed my cock inside the difference became obvious. I had never been in a pussy so tight and my groan was audible. Alex had to be smiling when I fully realized how true her prediction had been. Her 'tight little pussy' WAS unbelievable.
I reached around for her tits and pounded into her, relishing every fabulous thrust. Alex's nipples hardened under my touch. I felt her body twitch when I pulled on them and I slammed against her ass harder. We were making enough noise already without adding our voices to it. But I heard Alex's whimpers as she got closer.
Soon, I heard a muffled 'Yes!' as she began to cum. I clung to her, unable to cum at the same time and, truth be told, thoroughly enjoying the sensation of the beautiful young girl cumming while I held her and relentlessly driving my hard cock into her.
Alex came forever, it seemed, and I felt the juices flow around my cock. It was soon afterwards—when she concentrated on squeezing me even harder with her pussy—that I let out a stifled grunt and emptied my cock into her several times.
"Never underestimate me, Uncle John," Alex said while we dressed.
"Oh, I won't."
We didn't get a second look from the clerk as we returned the clothes and left the shop. We were in Key West, after all.
Most people in Alex's position would have been satisfied with the successful 'blackmailing' of me that she pulled off. But Alex wasn't like most people. She still had knowledge that could be used against her mother, thanks to my corroboration of the fact Debbie and I had fucked.
A person with Alex's mindset would never allow an asset like that to go wasted and she was quick to use it. However, in keeping with her quirky personality, she used it in an unconventional manner.
Her attraction to 'older guys' was not limited to older Uncles, apparently. Alex hung on to the early childhood admiration she had for her father and often thought about seducing him. Perhaps she needed the experience with me to convince her to do it. Now she had the perfect excuse for involving her mother so there would be no need to hide the act afterwards.
Late in the morning of the next day, Alex found herself alone in the hotel room with Debbie. Amy and I were exploring the city and Bill was on the beach, expecting Debbie at any moment.
But Debbie was about to become too busy to join him.
"Are you and Dad happy?" Alex asked her mother casually as they sat on the couch.
Debbie's head snapped around to look at her daughter. "What makes you ask a silly thing like that?"
Alex shrugged and said, "I don't know. Dad doesn't seem to want to be around you much."
Debbie was flustered but intent on getting the thought out of Alex's mind, no matter how true it might have been.
"We're very happy, hon."
Alex looked at her mother with doubt. "Do you have sex with him?"
"Really, Alex," Debbie said with disdain. "You have no right to ask that, even if you're my daughter."
Alex paused before saying, "It seems to me if you and Dad were having enough sex, you wouldn't have to go to Uncle John."
Debbie's mouth hung open for an instant and Alex saw the alarm in her eyes.
"Alex! How DARE you suggest...."
"Because I know it's true," Alex said with complete composure.
"You know no such thing. Whatever made you dream that one up?" Debbie said, the fright still very visible in her eyes.
"When it took you twenty five minutes to find a Kindle in a hotel bedroom."
Debbie stood up and said uneasily, "I had to use the bathroom. Now drop the subject."
"You lied to Aunt Amy, Mom. I know what you did."
"I'm going to the beach," Debbie declared, almost in tears.
Alex got up and walked briskly to her mother, grabbing her by the arm.
"It's alright, Mom. Nobody ever needs to know," Alex told her. "Your secret is safe with me."
Alex saw her mother's lips quiver and the tears welling up in her eyes. Debbie tried to pull away and said, "Let me go."
Alex pulled her back.
"I want you and Dad to be happy, Mom. I can help."
Debbie was fighting back the sobs.
Alex continued: "He never needs to know about you and Uncle John. Let me help."
"How?" Debbie managed to say.
"You have to trust me, Mom," Alex said. "I can help you and Dad have the best sex you've ever had in your life. But I need to be there."
Debbie stared at her in disbelief. "Be there?! What do you mean 'be there'?"
"A threesome. All three of us having sex, that's what I mean," Alex said. "And you'll do it or I'll tell somebody about your little hunt for the Kindle. I might tell Aunt Amy...or I might...."
"Stop! That's enough," Debbie sobbed. "How do you plan on doing this...threesome?"
"Easy. One of these times we're all in the room together, let me know you are ready. I'll do the rest."
Debbie's entire body was shaking from fear, shock, and a little mortification. She knew she had to do this or Debbie would...God, she couldn't even think about that.
As Alex expected, it was later that evening--after the family had spent the day in and around Key West--that she got the word from Debbie that it would happen that night. They had visited a few bars after dinner and both of Alex's parents were feeling good. Debbie, who was not a heavy drinker on most occasions, had one extra glass of wine to prepare herself for what she knew would be a traumatic rest of the evening.
Alex looked on in relative silence and successfully hid her excitement.
Once the two families were back in their separate hotel rooms, Debbie pulled Alex aside and whispered to her, "Wait until we close the bedroom door. Then come in. I want it to look like a surprise to me, OK?"
Alex nodded.
Half an hour later, the door closed. Alex waited a minute or two and then walked over to it, feeling her pulse quicken with each step. In those couple of minutes, Bill had taken off his shirt and playfully slapped Debbie on the ass after she had removed her shorts.
That's when Alex opened the door and walked in on them.
"What do you need, hon?" Debbie asked.
Alex smiled and strolled next to her father.
"I sure had fun tonight. I thought maybe we could keep it going for a while," Alex said.
She scraped her fingernails across Bill's chest.
"Instead of you two trying to have sex without me hearing, why don't I just join you?" Alex added.
"Alex, if you want to go back out and find a bar with some guys your own age, I think it would be better," Bill replied.
"And leave you all to Mom?" Alex said, moving behind Bill and sliding her hand down the front of his shorts. "I don't think so."
She found his cock and rubbed it.
"What do you say, Mom?" Alex asked Debbie.
It was the most uncomfortable Debbie had ever felt in her life. She understood she was going to have to play along with Alex and tried to make it sound genuine.
"I'm willing to try it one time," she said.
Bill gazed at Debbie and interpreted the uneasy look on her face as indecision. But a single gesture may have saved Alex's plan. Debbie nodded to Bill.
"I'm not sure that this...," Bill started to say.
"Shhhhh. It's alright, Dad."
Alex tightened her grip on his cock and felt it begin to harden.
"Mom, why don't you get Dad undressed for us," Alex said, pulling her hand out. "I want to see him naked."
Bill was ashamed of the fact he was even harder by the time Debbie had him undressed, but the unlikeliness of what was happening was overshadowed by his wife's half-naked state and his beautiful daughter's apparent insistence on the three of them having sex.
"Now let's get him really hard," Alex said, walking behind her mother.
She slowly stripped Debbie in front of Bill, both women intently watching his cock grow longer and harder with each piece of clothing Alex removed from her mother. Alex wondered if that was how I looked when I first saw Debbie naked and I would have assured her it was.
Alex said, "Mom, why don't you get down and use your mouth while I get ready."
Debbie hesitated, but eventually dropped to her knees and began to lick Bill's cock while Alex did a slow and deliberately erotic strip tease for her father. By the time she stepped out of her panties and was naked, Bill was ready to explode in Debbie's mouth.
When Alex walked up to Bill, Debbie moved aside and let her daughter have the space. Alex put her body against Bill's and kissed him as passionately as she possibly could. His cock was squeezed between them, pointing up, and Alex made sure to grind her body harder against his. Aided by the alcohol and an ever-growing horniness, Bill found himself groping every inch of Alex's body.
Debbie was more than a little discomfited, but she also felt the eroticism of watching it while naked made her ready for anything.
"Lay down, Dad," Alex told him a moment later. "C'mon, Mom. There's room for two. Get on the other side."
With Bill in the middle of the bed, Alex got on one side and Debbie the other. With Alex taking the lead, they both began to lick and suck on the thick, hard cock. Alex wanted to put on an exceptional show for Bill and it was about to start. Alex gradually initiated more kisses of Debbie than she did of the cock. Soon, the two women were kissing and embracing directly over Bill.
He had the perfect view of Alex kissing her way down Debbie's body until Alex was licking and sucking on one of Debbie's tits. Debbie was too stunned to look down at her husband. Besides, her attention was being taken by the shockwaves Alex was sending through her body by sucking on her nipples.
Alex managed to drop one hand onto Bill's cock and stroked it while she finished working on Debbie's tits. Alex felt the precum on her hand and knew it was time.
"Move over just a bit, Mom," Alex told her.
With Debbie out of the way, Alex straddled Bill and put her pussy straight above his cock. Alex moved into place and felt the head of the cock start to spread her. Without a word, she lowered herself onto him.
Bill groaned and Alex smiled. He felt wonderful inside her and she was very wet. They began to fuck.
"Lick my tits, Mom. Just like I did yours."
There was almost no hesitation as Debbie moved over and took one of Alex's perfect tits into her mouth. Bill rammed his cock into Alex harder and faster while he watched his wife suck the tit as if she'd been doing it her whole life. Bill reached over and put his hand on Debbie's pussy, feeling how wet and warm she was. He rubbed her clit and Debbie moaned for all of them to hear.
Alex had won again. She had made the impossible happen and now they would all benefit from it.
"C'mon, Dad. Fuck me harder," Alex begged.
She bounced in his lap with the hard shaft thrusting into her like a piston. Debbie held her tit and licked it, knowing that Alex could feel the results in her pussy.
"Oh God, yes! Yes!" Alex cried out.
Bill was pushing two fingers up into Debbie's pussy as he got closer to cumming and every time he massaged her clit she pleaded for more. It was a race to see who would cum first.
Bill won this one, warning Alex he was ready, and then grunting noisily as his orgasm began. Alex put two fingers on her clit and forced herself to cum at the same time. Their cries of delight filled the bedroom and the bed itself chimed in with a series of squeaks. Bill came over and over until his cum spilled out of Alex's pussy. She squeezed him harder as she climaxed and held her mother's head against her chest.



As soon as Bill was done, he grabbed Debbie by the hips and pulled her over so he could lick her clit. Less than a minute later, her body exploded in a long, hard orgasm, aided by Alex's attack on her tits. They fell together onto the bed, remaining together until morning.
***
Breakfast the next day seemed completely normal to myself and Amy. Little did we know how the other three felt and what they were thinking. Our own little secrets were nothing compared to theirs.
We had all decided that this day would be a 'free' day where no activities were planned for the entire group. It was every man and woman for themselves, basically.
Close to noon, Bill was walking down the hall and saw the door to our room slightly ajar. He knocked and peeked in, asking if anyone was home.
"In here," Amy called out.
Bill entered and found her in the little kitchenette.
"Where's John?" he asked.
"Looking for the best deal on a golf cart to rent so we can get around a little more," she explained, drying her hands.
"So we're alone," Bill smiled.
"Yep."
"And we have time for me to pay my debt?" Bill said.
Amy grinned back and said, "You don't owe me anything."
"Oh, yes I do. And I pay my debts."
He moved closer and they kissed innocently at first, but it became more zealous when Bill's hand slid up and under the little skirt Amy wore. He heard her whimper when his fingers slid across her panties and onto her clit.
"I'd love to, Bill, but I don't know...," Amy said.
"Be quiet. Somebody might hear."
With that, he bent down and reached up for her panties. He pulled them off quickly and Amy let him. Bill pushed up the skirt and planted his face on her pussy. Amy leaned back against the counter and Bill started to lick up and down her pussy.
"Bill. Oh my God...yes," Amy purred.
His tongue was like a small cock as it explored her deeper and deeper. Amy clutched at his hair and moaned when his tongue hit her clit. She rocked forward and forced his mouth onto her clit even tighter. He ate her for the next several minutes.
I know because I had come back to the room, finding the door ajar just as Bill had. I snuck in, hearing my wife's mews of delight. I watched them the entire time.
I watched her bend her head back as her orgasm approached. I saw Bill hold her by the ass and squeeze her soft cheeks. I listened to her announce that she was going to cum.
My cock ached inside my shorts when I watched Amy's orgasm for the first time as a non-participant. I loved the way her face showed the pleasure she was getting out of her brother-in-law eating her pussy. I loved hearing the indistinguishable words she spoke.
It was over quickly. I think she was still a little afraid of...
"Hi," I announced.
I almost laughed out loud at the scene when they realized I was there. Bill bumped his head on the way up and Amy hit him again when she tried to push her skirt back into place.
"John! I thought you...you were...," she stammered.
I smiled. "I came back. I'm glad I did. We need to talk...all four of us. Let's go find Debbie."
Two very flustered people and myself walked down to Bill and Debbie's room, where we found Amy's sister. Her confusion was compounded when I said to everybody, "Sit down. I think some confessions are in order."
The next hour was one of the most interesting in my life. I was first to acknowledge being with Debbie, who reluctantly backed up my story. Amy seemed relieved to be able to talk about her and Bill. There was no way I was bringing Alex into the conversation, and Debbie seemed content to not mention what she saw from the park bench, but Bill and Amy were not disinclined to tell the story of their threesome. In fact, I could see the excitement on their faces when they relived it and Amy and I were both ready to fuck somebody by the end of the tale.
The sexual energy between the four of us was palpable. That's when Amy made a suggestion...timidly, at first.
"Now that we no longer have to hide what we've been doing and, probably, all want to continue to do, we should make it as much fun as possible," she explained. "I think we should meet at least once a month. We will alternate who is in charge. That person gets to pick a partner first and decide what they will do."
There was unanimous consensus. The inaugural meeting was scheduled for the following evening in our room, which gave everybody more than twenty four hours to back out if they had second thoughts. Since it was Amy's idea, she was in charge.
Needless to say, you could easily sense the growing anticipation as the hours went past. Alex did not have a clue, for once in her life, and spent the bulk of her time at the bars. The adults in the party had their own plan now.
Amy and I never discussed who she would be with first because I just assumed it would be Bill. The thought of her picking me and having sex in front of her sister and Bill did cross my mind. I would have enjoyed that.
But, when we were all finally gathered in the room, Amy stood up and said, "I've been thinking a lot about the story of Alex and Debbie and Bill."
'A threesome again,' I said to myself. 'This will be great.'
Amy continued: "I could see in her eyes how much Debbie liked what she and Alex did. I think I want that, too. So I pick Debbie and you guys have to wait."
Bill and I were speechless for a moment, and then Bill said, "Yes! Excellent choice. That'll work!"
I laughed and nodded my agreement.
Then Amy walked over to her sister and held out two hands to help pull her to her feet.
"I'm nervous," Amy told Debbie.
"I'll help you. Most of it will come natural, though," Debbie assured her. "Kiss me first."
Amy did, although she was pretty reserved about it. Therefore, it was Debbie that moved things along. She was the one to intensify the kiss and she was the one who first reached for the top button of Amy's blouse and open it. When the second button was done, Debbie rested her hands on top of her sister's bra and breasts.
After a few seconds, Debbie took Amy's hands and placed them on Debbie's chest. She wore a t-shirt and bra, but when Amy removed her hands a moment later, the hard nipples could be made out.
Then Debbie slowly opened Amy's blouse and let it hang freely while she ran her fingers over the top of Amy's tits. She pulled the blouse off and let Amy lift off her t-shirt.
At that point, I had to do more than just watch. I unzipped my shorts and pulled out my cock. That got the girls' attention and, when Bill did the same, they seemed a lot more at ease.
They kissed again and Debbie unhooked Amy's bra. Bill and I were both masturbating when Amy's tits came into view. Debbie didn't go to them immediately. She let Amy take off her bra and touch her breasts gently before Debbie leaned in and lightly licked one of Amy's tits.
I could see the anxiety on Amy's face, but that quickly went away the more Debbie licked and sucked on the tits. A minute later, the anxiety was back when Amy was given the chance to return the favor to Debbie.
"It's OK, Amy. You know what you like," Debbie said. "Do that to me."
Amy gradually kissed and licked her way closer to Debbie's nipples before finally taking one between her lips. After that, it was easy. She opened her mouth and took in as much as she could, letting her tongue do the work on the bright pink nipples.
I had to stop stroking my cock or I would have cum right there. We had a long way to go and I didn't want an orgasm just yet.
Amy wore one of her skirts and Debbie's hands rose up my wife's thighs, just as I had seen Bill do the previous day. Then Debbie moved behind Amy and placed a hand on top of Amy's pussy. She rubbed it through the silky panties and I heard Amy moan for the first time.
"Take it off, Amy," Debbie told her.
Amy unzipped the skirt and let it fall. The panties were almost thongs and I saw Bill staring at Amy's ass and pussy, his cock throbbing in his palm.
Debbie removed the panties and kissed her way up the back of Amy's leg, ending with a series of licks and kisses on one of her cheeks.
"Get me naked, too," we heard Debbie say.
Amy quickly removed her sister's shorts and panties, but without the licks. She might not have been ready for that, yet, but it wouldn't take long, thanks to Debbie's expertise.
They faced each other and kissed again, their hands travelling all over their naked bodies. Even Amy was starting to let herself touch Debbie's bare ass and pussy.
"That's it, sis. Don't be afraid," Debbie whispered.
Then Debbie said, "Sit on the couch. I want to make you cum."
I wasn't sure I could watch this and not cum myself. When I saw Amy sit down and spread her legs apart, I had never felt my cock so hard in my life. Then Debbie got on her knees on the floor between Amy's legs. God, I couldn't believe what I was seeing.
Debbie was patient...at first. She didn't want to scare Amy, but that ended up not being a legitimate concern. Amy wanted desperately for her sister to make her cum. So, when Debbie licked closer and closer to her pussy, Amy put her hand on the back of her head and drew her in.
Amy gasped the first time Debbie's tongue ran up her pussy to her clit. Then she pleaded, "Yes, Debbie! Yes. Right there. Harder!"
I saw Debbie's mouth enclose the clit for a moment. Then her tongue was sliding in and out of the pussy and Amy squirmed on the couch, almost uncontrollably as her orgasm approached.
"Oh God! I'm gonna cum, Deb. Ohhhhhhh...!"
Bill and I watched my wife writhe back and forth while Debbie ate her and prolonged the orgasm. Amy's squeals of delight were loud and genuine. She was totally lost in what her sister was doing to her and our cocks attested to how much we enjoyed it.
Amy eventually had to pull away from Debbie, who would have continued licking her clit all night if given the chance. That's when Debbie saw our cock and she said to Bill, "Take off those shorts and let Amy suck you. John, get behind me."
Bill and I stripped in a matter of seconds. Bill got on the couch, straddling my wife's body, and placing his cock in front of her face.
I gladly slid behind Debbie and got ready to enter her pussy. I pushed my cock in and Debbie proclaimed her approval with a loud, "Oh my God!"
In front of us, Bill was getting one of Amy's famous blowjobs while I pounded her sister. I gripped Debbie's tits and felt her pussy tighten around my cock. I was so damned horny, it only took a minute to cum.
"Now!" I warned her.
My body slammed against her ass and my cock poured load after load of cum into her pussy. Each thrust brought more cum and another moan from Debbie. Just as I finished, we both looked up to see Bill shooting streams of white cum all over Amy's smiling face. The last couple shots were aimed at her tits. She had never looked so happy.
So, my trepidation about vacationing with the in-laws was unfounded. It has brought us much closer and the fun continues to this day with our monthly 'meeting.' In between, each couple is having better sex than ever. Perhaps we'll bring Alex into the group someday. In the meantime, she can seduce me any time she wants.
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Author's Note: Just a quickie to see if I can still do this or not.
*****
I've never felt guilty about my relationship with my sister, although having to say that might indicate I have a tinge of remorse in the back of my mind. I suppose it's not 'natural' and certainly frowned upon in most cultures, but when it feels so good... Anyway, Cheryl and I have done some things most brothers and sisters never get to do and I'm glad we did. In fact, we are still finding new things to try thirty years later.
The first time was during Christmas when I was home from college. I was twenty and Cheryl was eighteen. Our parents went to visit relatives for a few hours and Cheryl and I were left alone. It's obvious, looking back on it, that she had the whole thing planned out, but it came as a total surprise to me and that definitely made it more fun.
There was a bathroom between our two bedrooms upstairs. I heard the shower running when I walked past it heading to my bedroom and wondered to myself why Cheryl would be using it at that unusual time. About five minutes after hearing the water turn off I was ready to leave my room. The bathroom door opened at the same time I entered the hallway.
Cheryl had a towel hanging in front of her, holding it in place just above her breasts. Her long, thick, brunette hair was wet and hung down her back as she walked toward me. I watched the towel as it moved between her legs, barely covering her pussy. Cheryl smiled the entire time.
She came up to me and stopped, saying, "We're alone, right?"
"Uh, yeah. I guess for a while," I stammered.
"Good," she replied. "There's something I want to show you."
She pushed me backwards with one hand on my chest. I stepped back until we were both inside the room. Then she put her body against mine, with the towel in between, and kissed me. It was a short, innocent kiss. Then I saw her beautiful, big eyes looking into mine and we kissed again, our tongues meeting during a much more prolonged caress. I put my arms around her and felt the cold, bare skin of her back. I pulled her toward me, subconsciously also trying to keep the towel in place.
Cheryl took one of my hands and placed it on her breast, over the towel. I pressed on it, still intent on keeping her covered as much as possible. However, the incredible feeling of her soft tit in the palm of my hand began to change my mind. We kissed once more and I felt my cock begin to harden.
It must have been the sign Cheryl was waiting for because she placed a hand on it, rubbing it gently through my jeans.
"Cheryl, no," I said quietly. "We can't..."
Before I could stop her, my sister grabbed the towel and flung it onto my bed. I just stood there and stared at her gorgeous body. Her breasts were only starting to fill out. Her waist was small and her hips perfectly curved. Cheryl watched me look down at the tiny patch of dark hair above her clit.
"Touch me, John. Touch me everywhere," she told me.
I hesitantly put both hands on her tits, squeezing them gently while she returned her hand to my crotch. I was already thicker and longer and Cheryl was able to feel the outline of my cock. I pinched her nipples and she gasped.
Cheryl unbuttoned the top of my jeans and pulled down the zipper. The smell of her shampoo and soap made me want her even more, despite a lingering sense that what was happening was very wrong. I felt the palm of her hand on the outside of my underwear, grasping at my erection. She pushed the jeans down. I reached around and slid my hands down to the top of her ass.
As we kissed, Cheryl stroked my cock through my shorts and I embraced both of her tiny little ass cheeks. She was winning and had to know it when I leaned down to take one of her tits into my mouth. I liked the nipple and sucked on her tit until I heard her moan. Her hand slid inside my shorts and finally took hold of my throbbing cock.
Cheryl bent down and pulled my underwear and jeans all the way off. Then she ran one hand up the length of my cock before lightly kissing the tip. I considered telling her to stop, but the words never came out. When I felt her tongue on the underside of my erection, I never considered telling her again.
The memory of the first time she put me inside her mouth will stay with me forever. Her lips were so soft and her tongue so wet and warm. Cheryl was slow at first, seemingly unsure of herself. Then I began to wonder if, indeed, this was her first time. She gave me a blowjob like no other I'd ever experienced. The combination of her hands and mouth and tongue had me ready to cum within the first minute, but I struggled to hold off as long as I could to appreciate the tremendous feeling.
My sister also seemed to sense when I was close, pulling her head back and slowly sliding her tongue up and down my cock while I calmed down. She licked the precum from the bright pink head and then put me back in her mouth and sucked some more. This was repeated until I was ready to explode.
I had my hands on the back of her head when I said, "Oh God, Cheryl. Cheryl!"
She never slowed down. I felt my cock hitting the back of her throat when I felt the first rush of cum flowing upwards.
"Cheryl! Now. I'm...coming!"
She couldn't have pulled back if she tried. I held her in place and fucked her face while shot after shot of warm cum filled her mouth. I saw it dribble down her cheeks and onto her tits. I came again and again until it was over and I stood there gasping for air.
Cheryl's lips and chin were covered with my cum. She looked up and smiled, her big eyes seeking my approval.
"You shouldn't have done that," I managed to say.
"You didn't like it?"
"I loved it. That doesn't make it right."
She had moved over to the bed and was using the towel to clean off. I stepped in front of her and said, "Get on the bed. On your back."
Cheryl obeyed and I stood over her, my cock glistening from leftover cum. I leaned down and sucked on a tit, getting the nipple rock hard. Then I did the same to her other breast. I could hear her breathing become faster and harder so I put a hand between her legs. The first thing I felt was the warm moisture coming from her pussy. I rubbed her clit for just an instant, watching Cheryl's body stiffen in response.
I moved down and got on my knees between her legs. She spread them voluntarily and I licked my way up the inside of her thigh until I got to her pussy. I avoided it as long as I could, teasing her with my licks and kissed. The moment my lips found her pussy, my sister's ass came off the bed. I slid my hands underneath and prepared to give her the best orgasm ever.
"Oh my God, John," was all she could say the first time my tongue ran across her swollen clit.
I lifted her up to my face and wrapped my mouth around her clit. Her little body quivered as I attacked her nub harder and harder. I squeezed her ass and listened to her whimper the more I sucked on her. Then I moved down and slid my tongue inside her pussy, watching her arch her back at the same time. The taste of her juices was magnificent.
When I returned to her clit, I reached up and massaged her tits, pulling on the nipples and pinching them a little harder each time.
"Yes. Yes, John! Just like that," she begged.
We went on for almost five minutes, her body trembling as time passed and her orgasm neared.
"John! Oh fuck, yes! Yes!"
"Cum for me, sis."
I licked her clit and Cheryl cried out, "Yes! Yes!"
I could barely keep in contact with her clit as she came. I held her by the ass and buried my face deeper into her pussy. She might have cum several times for all I knew, but I didn't let up until her cries ended and she tried to crawl away from my mouth.
I threw myself on top of her and we hugged and kissed for the longest time. That night, after my parents were in bed on the first floor, Cheryl came into my room and crawled into my bed. She was naked and quickly took off my underwear.
"I want to sleep with you tonight, John," she said before kissing me.
"I would like that."
I ran my hands across her tits and down her flat stomach until one was between her legs. She clutched at my hardening cock.
"I'm sorry, but...but...," Cheryl began to say.
"Don't be. I thought today was wonderful," I assured her.
"No. It's not that, John," she said, stroking my cock. "It's just that...well...we can't, you know, we can't fuck and I don't want you to be mad."
"I won't be mad. But why?"
Cheryl edged even closer and said, "Well, I haven't...um...I'm a virgin and I kind of want to stay that way for a while. Is that OK? Can we just...?"
I kissed her and rolled on top of her, eventually sucking on a tit.
"Of course it is, Cheryl. Whatever you want. I'll do anything," I told her.
"Keep doing what you did today and I'll be happy forever."
I smiled and said, "Roll on your side, facing the wall."
She did and I put my body tight against hers, my cock against her ass and one of my hands on her tits. For the next ten minutes I touched every inch of her body until we were both on the verge of coming. I kissed and licked her neck and shoulder. Cheryl pushed her ass back against me and I let my cock rub inside her crack until I was so hard it hurt. Just as I touched her clit, she rolled over on top of me. In a split second, she turned around and we began a sixty-nine.
I held Cheryl by the ass and repeated, the best I could, what I had done earlier to make her happy. With both of us concentrating on the other, it took several minutes of pure pleasure to be ready to cum. Cheryl was first and she lifted her head from my cock to allow her orgasm to come and go. The second my cock was back in her mouth, I came. God bless her because my sister swallowed every ounce of my cum and licked me until I was dry.
We slept very well that night with my head on her chest and her arm around me.
We were together at every opportunity the rest of the time I was home that year. Although it was very hard to resist, I did not fuck Cheryl, as she had requested. In turn, she made me cum with her hands, mouth and tongue until I didn't think I could have another orgasm. We did it in every room of the house, clothed and unclothed, whenever we were alone or, occasionally, when we could get away with it even when we weren't alone.
Years passed quickly and my little sister eventually got married to a nice enough guy who probably didn't give her the attention she deserved. They had two kids by the time Cheryl was in her late twenties. Still, when I saw her, she seemed lonely. She grew even more beautiful and filled out her body perfectly. My lust for her never waned.
The year I turned thirty, Cheryl surprised me with the most wonderful present. I traveled a lot for business back then and told her I was spending a night close to her and asked her if she was available for dinner. She answered that she couldn't make it to dinner but, with her husband also traveling, could hire a babysitter and join me in the evening. We agreed to meet in my hotel room.
I guess the thought had gone through my head that maybe something would happen, but kept pushing the idea aside because my sister was married. I never wanted to get in the middle of that and cause trouble. Cheryl, of course, had other ideas.
When I opened the door when she knocked, I froze in place at the sight of her in a sweater and very short skirt. The moment she was inside and the door was closed, we embraced as if I was back in college again. I held her against the wall and kissed her harder and longer than ever before. Instinctively, my hands were all over her before I caught myself and backed away.
"John, I want you to make me cum just like you used to. I miss you so much," Cheryl said.
I smiled and said, "OK. But I have a request this time. I want you to strip for me so I can what a beautiful woman you've turned into."
Cheryl laughed and said, "All these years I've tried to keep a figure just for you. But get naked first so I can see if you like me or not."
I knew exactly what she wanted and I took off my clothes in my own slow strip tease. Once I was naked, I sat on the bed with my cock already beginning to react. Then Cheryl kicked off her shoes and, with a big grin on her face, pulled her sweater over her head. She wore a sheer bra that did little to hide the erect nipples on her full breasts. She unzipped her skirt and let it gradually lower until her tiny panties were visible. Cheryl threw the skirt aside. My eyes never left her breasts as she unhooked her bra in the back and let the straps fall down her shoulders.
"They're gorgeous, Cheryl. Just gorgeous," I said.
I put my hard cock in my hand, much to Cheryl's delight, as she ran her own hands over her tits and nipples. I stroked harder when she pulled on the nipples just like I used to. Then she got naked and I had to let go of my cock before I came. She slowly turned around to let me see her luscious ass. That's when I had to get up.
I held her from behind, letting my erection press against her ass and my hands caress her tits. I never wanted to let her go again. When I touched her pussy she was soaking wet and moaning from desire.
"I could cum on your ass right now, little sis," I whispered to her.
She giggled and said, "I believe it. Let me do it instead."
Cheryl turned and lowered herself until my stiff cock was in front of her face. It was just like she was eighteen again when I felt her lips close around my cock and she began to bob her head up and down. Her hair wasn't quite as long now, but it was still thick and I held her head as she gave me another incredible blowjob. Her hand was around the base and her lips and tongue concentrated on the rest as I came closer and closer to cumming. When my moans signaled to her it was time, she aimed the cock at her tits and stroked me like a pro.
I came in buckets, each shot delivering a fresh stream of white cum onto her tits. By the time I was done, even Cheryl's hand was covered in it.
"Oh my God you're the best," I told her as she sat on the edge of the bed.
"My turn?" she asked, leaning back erotically and spreading her legs.
As I approached her, she added, "Same rules apply, John. I want your mouth and tongue."
As always, I would do anything for her and I tried to tease her as long as I could before taking her wonderful clit and pussy into my mouth. I played with her tits while she writhed on the bed in delight. I stabbed at her clit with my tongue and thrust it deep inside her pussy. Her legs were on my shoulders when I took her clit into my mouth and brought her to a long, loud climax.
We rolled naked on the bed together, each of us cumming two more times in the next hour and a half of mutual fondling.
Another ten years passed without another encounter, partly because of the distance between our cities and partly because I think we both knew if we started doing it regularly it would never stop. When I did see her at family gatherings, you could feel the sexual tension between us, but we never acted upon it. So I was ecstatic when I received the invitation near my fortieth birthday to meet Cheryl privately once again. Except, her idea of privately was at her office in a thirty five story building. But I trusted her and counted down the days until we saw each other again. I should have known to never doubt my little sister. Cheryl had fantasies just like the rest of us and, luckily, she chose me to fulfill one of them.
I checked in at the security desk of the large office building and received my pass to get to Cheryl's floor. There, I met a receptionist who called my sister and announced that I was there. I sat in the waiting area for only a minute before she appeared. As usual, she looked stunning in a silky blouse and short, black skirt. We hugged and she took me back to her office.
It had huge windows that looked out over the city, but that was the only way you could see into the office. I heard Cheryl lock the door after she closed it and she came to me immediately.
"You aren't leaving until you've made me cum, John," she said with a grin. "We still can't fuck, but I want the city to see you make me cum."
She reached for my cock, which was already getting hard, and she said, "Can you do that, John? You know I'll pay you back if you do."
I kissed her so hard she had to lean against the desk to remain standing. All the time, my hands were unbuttoning her blouse and pulling it out of her skirt. As soon as I had access to her bra-covered tits, I clutched at them roughly and heard my sister moan with joy. As I began to kiss her cleavage, I saw the front clasp to the bra. In seconds, it was open and her beautiful tits were exposed. Cheryl was rubbing my cock frantically as I took a breast into my mouth and sucked on it. I bit the nipple just enough to make her cry out and then switched to the other one.
A minute later, I stood and took her by the arm.
"Over here," I said, pulling her behind the desk and in front of the windows.
Standing behind her I pulled aside her blouse and bra, giving the city a good view of her chest. We were twenty one stories up, but there were buildings across the street and plenty of pedestrians within sight.
"Is this what you want, Cheryl?" I asked her with a smile.
"God, John. I'm so horny right now. Make me cum...now!"
I kicked the chair aside and lifted her onto the edge of the desk. I forced her legs apart and pushed up her skirt until I saw her panties. I yanked them off, removing her heels in the process. Then I took the skirt in my hands and lifted it, with Cheryl raising herself a few inches to free the skirt from under her ass. With it completely out of the way, I had access to the clit I knew would let her cum. Cheryl leaned back, her pussy aimed out the windows and her tits in plain sight.
I saw the excitement on her face and I let her revel in her fantasy for a moment. I did wonder, at that instant, if anybody in the closest building would happen to look over and watch. I had to admit it was an exhilarating feeling. Then I started to make her cum.
All the tastes and smells I was used to from all the years before came back and I methodically worked on her clit and pussy until I knew she was close. I stopped. Started again. Brought her closer. Let her beg me. And then I let my sister cum in torrents.
Her muffled cries were music to my ears as she squirmed on top of the desk, pulling my face tighter against her, forcing me to suck on her clit and making her cum again and again. Beads of sweat glistened on her forehead when I was done. I licked her juices from my lips and we both laughed at the intensity of it all.
Then I pulled her off the desk and had her lean against the windows, her chest still uncovered.
"All these years I've wanted to cum on this tight, little ass. Now I'm going to," I told her. "Spread your legs."
I lifted her skirt and threw it onto her back. Cheryl steadied herself with both hands on the windows as I took out my cock and placed it on top of her ass. Soon it was rock hard and I was sliding it up and down her crack.
"John! John, I see somebody watching. Do you see that woman straight across maybe one floor above us?" she said excitedly.
It only took a second to spot the middle-aged woman. I smiled, as I'm sure Cheryl did, at the sight of her hand inside her pants. I never felt as aroused as I did at that moment.
"Got it," I said. "Let's give her a real show."
I turned Cheryl slightly so the voyeur could see my cock, or at least knew where it was the whole time. Then I grabbed my sister by the hips and forced my cock up and down her ass, using the cheeks as substitutes for hands. It didn't take long.
"Almost there," I warned Cheryl. "God, I'd like to do this all day."
I had another thirty seconds.



"Yes! Now!"
I pressed as hard as I could. The first spurt of cum landed on the inside of the skirt. Then a pool of white cum accumulated at the top of her ass as I continued my orgasm. I leaned back and groaned, finally taking my cock in my hand and finishing myself off with the last few drops I could put out.
"Look at her," Cheryl exclaimed. "She's cumming, too. How cool is THAT!"
Without a doubt, the woman was steadying herself on a window sill as she came. She was bent over farther and farther, reaching between her legs to get the last ounce of pleasure from her clit and pussy. We saw her mouth open wide and then close as she looked our way one more time and then turned and disappeared.
"Jesus, that was great," Cheryl sighed. "There's some Kleenex in that drawer."
She pointed and I cleaned her ass the best I could before we began to dress again.
So, here I am just a few days from my fiftieth birthday. Cheryl's kids are young adults and she and I are quickly approaching the end of middle-age. Every time I see her I think she is sexier and sexier. Her hair is shorter, but perfectly styled. She looks like she could run a marathon. I get hard just thinking about her. And that reminds me that there is only one thing I've never done with Cheryl, but I honored her wishes and I am proud of that fact. Still, if I ever started a bucket list, it would be number one.
I got an unusual e-mail from Cheryl the other day. All it said was, "I want you. Tell me when and where."
Of course, I wanted to make it special and I'm a little better off financially than ever before, so I looked at my work calendar and found the next date I would be in her neighborhood. When she confirmed she would be available, I booked a suite with a whirlpool tub and invited her to the room, without giving her the details.
I was surprised to see her in a rather formal dress when she arrived on the designated evening. But she looked exquisite in the low cut neckline, slimming waistline, and curve-hugging material that flowed almost to her ankles.
"You are an angel, Cheryl," I said as I closed the door and we kissed. "How do I survive all this time between our visits?"
"I assumed you hooked up with that woman from the office building across from me," she said.
I laughed and slapped her ass while we entered the suite.
"Wow. Look at this," she said in awe. "I remember far less fancy rooms."
"All I remember is you being there," I said, taking her in my arms again.
"I have a surprise for you, John."
"What is it?" I asked.
She seemed to blush and, after a short pause, said softly, "I want you to fuck me tonight, big brother."
I couldn't have possibly held her any tighter. My hands glided up and down her back until I rested them on her ass. I squeezed for a second and then asked her, "Are you wearing panties?"
"Of course not. No bra either. Why would I? I was coming to see you," she explained with a grin. "So, when do I get to try out that whirlpool?"
The tub was in a corner of the suite outside the bathroom. Cheryl had to know it would be soon when she ran a hand over my cock and felt how hard it was.
"I brought some of your favorite wine," I told her. "Let's have that first."
"You know you don't have to get me drunk to have sex," Cheryl laughed. "You're just teasing me."
"I wanted this visit to be special. You just made it even more special. I think we should celebrate."
I couldn't take my eyes off my sister's fantastic body as we sat in the living area and got caught up on news while drinking. Each time she moved in her chair the neckline of her dress shifted to reveal more of one breast and then the other. At times it seemed a nipple would surely appear from underneath the material, but each time I was denied the pleasure.
After nearly half of hour, Cheryl said to me, "Get undressed, John. I think your cock needs more room."
I laughed and leisurely starting removing my clothes while she sat, watched, and drank her wine. Long before I had my boxers off she could see the tent my erection created. It did feel good to finally release it and stand naked in front of Cheryl. She rewarded me by slipping a hand inside the front of her dress, massaging one of her tits.
"You still look wonderful," she said, inspecting me from head to toe.
It never embarrassed me to stand in front of her with a hard-on. We both knew what it meant and on this night it never had as much meaning.
"Now come get me undressed," Cheryl said, standing in front of her chair.
She turned her back to me, giving me access to the zipper of her dress. But first I had to wrap my arms around her and feel the softness of the skin revealed by the dress' neckline. My fingers slipped lower and lower until disappearing under the material and finding the nipple of her left breast. She sighed when I squeezed it, pushing her ass back against me. Only then did I reach for the zipper.
Her shoulders were fuller than when she was eighteen, but she always had perfect skin and when I lowered the straps of the dress down her arms I couldn't resist kissing it. I watched her flawless tits come into view. My cock throbbed as it rubbed against her dress. I let the material fall to the waistline and caressed her tits.
Then I pushed down on the dress and slipped it over her hips and ass. It fluttered to the floor without a sound. My sister and I were naked once more...just like it should be.
Cheryl stepped out of the dress and walked over to the tub, my eyes locked onto her ass as it swayed. She leaned down and turned on the jets, smiling as she stood back up and looked over at me.
"Plenty of room for two," she said.
Cheryl stepped into the water and carefully moved into place at one end, facing me. She sat and gradually let her body sink lower until the swirling water was bubbling around her tits. She closed her eyes. The smile on her face was priceless.
I climbed in and reclined, facing her. Our legs were intertwined comfortably. I thought I was in heaven.
As if I needed to be more aroused, Cheryl's foot found my cock and gently rubbed it under the water. Her toes worked on the thick head of the cock, seeking out that magic spot underneath that makes me hard as a rock every time.
Eventually, she pushed herself up and came over to me, water dripping off her chest as she leaned forward.
"I think you're ready for me," my sister said.
"I've been ready for thirty years, Cheryl."
She straddled my legs and reached down for my cock. It stood like a pole as I shifted into place and she slowly lowered her body. There was nothing hurried about her actions. It was as if we'd done this dozens of time. But we hadn't. This was the first time and Cheryl hesitated just as I felt the tip of my cock come in contact with her pussy.
Cheryl looked at me and said, "I love you, John. I always have."
"I love you too, Cheryl. More than you'll ever know."
The head of my cock spread the lips of her pussy. The first inch or two slid in and then Cheryl gently lowered herself onto me.
God, what a feeling. It was everything I imagined and more. I could feel her pussy gripping my thick cock and when I began to slide it in and out it felt like a hand holding me tightly. Cheryl lowered her tit to my face and I eagerly sucked on it, giving equal time to each one as we began to fuck more intensely. I held onto her ass, marveling at how little it had changed in all the years.
Cheryl said softly, "We're going to do this more than once, John. So don't hold back."
The words alone almost made me cum. But I was in no hurry to end one of the greatest feelings ever, so I let her ride me for several more minutes, licking and sucking her tits almost the entire time. Cheryl put a hand between her legs and worked on her clit. I loved watching her face change expressions as she came closer and closer to her orgasm. Her mouth opened to let out little whimpers and she closed her eyes tightly to enjoy the sensations.
Soon, she was upright and I held her tits in my hands. I watched her tilt her head back as she moaned loudly.
"Oh yes. Fuck me harder, John."
I slammed my cock into her as fast and hard as I could. Water splashed around us as we both prepared for the climax.
"Yes! God, yes. I'm...so...close," Cheryl cried out.
The only warning I gave her was a massive grunt. Then I erupted inside her. Cheryl came simultaneously and our moans echoed throughout the suite. Even in the churning water, the sound of our bodies smacking together could be heard. My sister begged me to keep going. I clutched at her tits, leaving red marks everywhere a finger dug into them.
For many seconds after my orgasm had ended, Cheryl made herself continue cumming by furiously rubbing her clit.
Then she collapsed on top of me. We reclined in the water without saying a word, my semi-rigid cock still inside her. When she squeezed me with her pussy and I groaned, she laughed. I slapped her on the ass.
"Well? Was it worth the wait, brother?"
I kissed her. "Well worth it. You're amazing."
We got out of the tub and I used a towel to dry off Cheryl and myself. It certainly made me flash back to the first time I saw her with a towel in the hallway of our house. When I was through, she insisted we stay undressed and we both poured another glass of wine. Sitting there relaxing and talking, seeing her beautiful body the entire time was a delightful experience. Occasionally, she got up to walk around the suite and check out all the rooms, but I'm pretty sure she only did it to let me watch her and get hornier and hornier.
The final time she did that, she sat in her chair, spread her legs, and leisurely slid a finger up and down over her clit. My cock reacted accordingly.
"Are you ready for another session?" she said in a near whisper.
My heart pounded. I felt the blood rushing into my cock.
"I'll always be ready for you, sis."
She smiled and said, "It's your choice this time."
Little did she know I had been thinking about it since the time we got out of the tub.
"I do have something in mind," I told her. "But why don't you come here and get me ready first. Just like you always did before."
This time I was the one spreading my legs while she kneeled in front of me. To my delight, Cheryl treated my cock like a precious gift, softly fondling it with her hands before sliding her tongue up and down the shaft. Only after I was good and hard did she put it into her mouth and suck on it like always.
"As much as I like that, I need you to get up," I finally told her.
As she stood, I said, "Walk to the bed."
I was right behind and put my arms around her when we reached the foot of the bed.
"Remember the office window? This time it's just you and me and I'm NOT going to cum on your ass," I said. "Now put your hands on the bed."
As she bent over, Cheryl's legs separated just enough to give me access to her pussy. I put my cock in place, but just as she had done in the tub, I delayed the inevitable. Instead, I rubbed her clit.
"Tell me what you want, sis."
"I want you to fuck me, John."
"Beg for it, Cheryl."
I rubbed her clit harder.
"Oh God, John. Please fuck me. Now."
I thrust forward and my cock vanished inside her soaking wet pussy. She screamed with delight and I grabbed her tit. I pulled back a little and slammed into her again, resulting in another squeal. Soon, the bed creaked as I fucked her faster and harder. I held her by the hips and Cheryl used her own hand to massage her clit.
"Yes, John. Fuck me. Fuck...me!"
I banged her from behind so hard her ass cheeks were turning red. Cheryl's fingers clutched at the bed covers and her head bobbed as the intensity of our fucking increased. Each time my cock pulled back, my sister's juices shined in the light on every inch of it. And she was still SO tight.
"Now, sis. I'm cumming," I warned her.
Her pussy tightened and I slammed into her, feeling the first spurt of my cum pour out. Then another thrust and another gush. Cheryl started to cum and her body quaked violently. I just kept fucking her until I was empty, letting her finish her own orgasm.
Her arms gave out and she was flat on the bed with me on top, my cock still inside her. I managed to spurt out another few drops with a couple of small thrusts. Then it was over.
"Happy fiftieth, John," I heard Cheryl mutter.
"Thank you. What are you doing in ten years?"
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It's difficult being a thirty-year-old lesbian in a conservative law firm, especially when you are simply a staff member and not a partner in the firm. Dark suits are expected, even on the female attorneys. This is not one of those progressive start-ups where individuality is encouraged. This firm has been around for more than one hundred years and the culture hasn't changed much from Day One.
None of that history alters the way I feel about certain people that work here; it only affects how I must act in public around those people. Yes, it bothers me to see two young, unmarried lawyers—one male and one female—do their courting in the open while I surreptitiously lust after an attractive woman in the privacy of my office.
For several weeks now, my lust has been directed toward a paralegal ten years older than myself...and married. Of course, Brooke has no clue that I watch every move she makes or that I undress her in my mind while we chat. She has the greatest blonde hair—it's almost white—styled in a pixie cut and bangs. God, I want to run my fingers through it every time I see her, not to mention where else I want my hands on her.
Recently, it got this bad. Brooke asked me for some help on a document and I stood next to her at her desk providing guidance. The entire time, I was sneaking peeks down her blouse at the luscious, full breasts underneath. I could see the edge of her sheer bra. I could see the slope of her tits and the impression of her nipples on the fabric of her shirt.
When we were done I returned to my office and locked myself in. I flung myself onto my chair and unbuttoned my pants. I couldn't get my hand inside fast enough to stroke my aching clit. I leaned back and masturbated for a couple minutes, imagining Brooke's tits without the bra or blouse. I rubbed harder and thought about taking one of her tits into my mouth and sucking on it. Soon, I was arching my back, stifling a squeal as my orgasm began. I allowed a hand to move onto my tit, squeezing the nipple and causing a second surge to flow through my body.
If I was to ever have her to myself, it would have to be a calculated courtship. I would have to make myself virtually impossible to reject and that sounded pretty daunting based on my experiences outside the office. Brooke actually made it a little easier by inviting me to lunch a couple days later. Nobody was more surprised than me and I was nervous as we walked to the diner of my choice, a place where I knew we could talk without being overheard.
We settled in and ordered, chatting about work-related stuff with Brooke dominating the discussion. Then she asked: "Do you have any hobbies, Traci?"
My ability to be blunt has cost me friends in the past, but it's a habit I find hard to break. So, I replied, "Well, I like cycling...and eating...and writing porn."
I've always considered Brooke to be pretty cool, but I have to give her credit for accepting my answer with a mere rising of her eyebrows and a grin.
"Really? What kind? I mean, what are the topics you write about?"
It wasn't the reply I expected, but jumped on the opportunity to proceed.
"Oh, usually couples or incest. But I think lesbian stories are my favorite," I said calmly.
"Why's that?" Brooke said.
"Because I don't think enough women appreciate the fulfillment that can be achieved in a relationship with another woman," I said. "Especially married women. A married woman is normally resigned to keeping her husband happy at her own expense. It's all about him. Then they get older and the sex gets boring and eventually they are in a sexless marriage. A woman knows what it takes to satisfy another woman. They give AND receive the type of sex they want and both parties benefit. Simply put: the sex is better."
"Don't you consider it cheating on your spouse if a married woman has a relationship with another woman?" Brooke asked.
I shrugged and said, "Perhaps. I'd rather look at it as living a full life without harming your spouse. What harm is done if you find sexual satisfaction with another woman when you and your husband provide nothing more than security to each other? The sex is either dead or dying. Obtaining personal sexual gratification with somebody else should actually relieve some of the tension in the marriage."
Our food arrived and I watched Brooke eat a little, but more often she pushed the food around with her fork while in deep thought. Maybe this was actually working.
"Do the women in your story know each other when they meet?" Brooke asked.
"Yes," I said quickly. "I mean, it's almost impossible to go up to a total stranger and strike up a conversation and have that turn into a relationship."
"Do you know that from experience?"
I smiled and said, "Kind of."
After a pause to take a bite, she said, "Are you a lesbian, Traci?"
"Well, technically, I guess I'm bisexual," I responded. "I had sex with guys when I was a lot younger. It was OK, I guess. I normally didn't have an orgasm, but they did and they left happy. Then a girlfriend introduced me to lesbian sex and I've preferred that ever since."
"What kinds of women attract you?"
I knew what I was about to say could very well end the lunch, but nobody ever accused me of being shy.
"I like mature women. Not grannies, but somebody older than me. Intelligent and witty. Thin, with average breasts...not too big. A little waist and tiny ass. Long legs and short hair."
I had described her perfectly and Brooke avoided making eye contact once she realized it. I'm pretty sure I saw her blush.
"Are they hard to find?" she asked.
"Damn right. So I tend to stalk them when I find them."
Brooke laughed, but I sensed a touch of nervousness in the sound. Then she said, "What happens in your stories? Do they end up happy?"
"Every time," I said. "Both women realize how wonderful the bond is between them and, of course, the sex is fantastic."
After a long pause, Brooke said, "I would think it's hard to tell if you are sexually attracted to another woman."
I replied, "Oh, not at all. What's the difference between that and being attracted to a guy? You either feel it or you don't. Granted, at first it's mostly a physical attraction. But then you find it becomes emotional and that's when the real relationship begins. But trust me, that initial physical attraction is fantastic."
Brooke changed the topic and I came back from lunch with mixed feelings about how it went. At times I definitely had the impression I had struck a nerve with Brooke and other times I had the impression she thought I was crazy. Either way, I wanted her and I wasn't about to give up the pursuit.
In less than twenty four hours, I had an answer to the question of how the lunch went. Brooke and I both get to the office well before most other people. There's an hour in the morning where we almost have the place to ourselves, although on some days we never see each other. This time, Brooke came to the door of my office, waited for me to say 'Hi', and then entered my office, closing the door behind her. It happened so fast I barely had time to feel my heart begin to race.
"What's up, Brooke?" I asked, leaning back in my chair.
She wore a typical outfit for her—a simple blouse and black slacks that hugged her small frame.
"I...I thought all night about what we talked about at lunch," she began, still standing at the door. "I'm happy for you that you've been able to sort out what is rewarding for you and what isn't. And I think it's cool that you can write about that. I just, well, I couldn't stop thinking about what you said about relationships, especially in a marriage."
When she paused, I said, "What part, Brooke?"
"Everything you said about sex in a marriage has happened to me," she said. The expression on her face indicated how hard it was for her to say it. "The desire is gone and all we do is make each other feel comfortable in our routine. There...there has to be more, Traci, and I think you started me thinking about...things. Like how I feel about other people."
"Sit down, Brooke," I said, pointing to the only extra chair I had.
"No, that's alright. Thanks. I don't want to take up much of your time..."
I stood up and walked toward her, not exactly sure what I was about to say. But knowing it was important I did this right. I stopped before getting into what I thought was her personal space.
"Take as much of my time as you want. I can tell this makes you nervous, Brooke. Tell me what you mean by your feelings about other people," I said.
Her entire body language shouted uneasiness. She moved her arms awkwardly and played with the rings on her fingers as she talked.
"I guess I can't get over the feeling of...of guilt...if I allowed myself to, um, be attracted to another person besides my husband," she stammered. "It's like I'd be hiding something from him if I let myself do that...even if it was a woman."
Brooke may have felt confused about her feelings, but I didn't and I couldn't look at her stunning face and body much longer without having them. I moved closer.
"I think if you'd allow yourself to experience it one time you would have a better idea of how you really feel," I said in a soft voice.
I reached out and lightly brushed the bangs on her forehead with my fingertips. It was a first touch, but an important one. She didn't budge. I traced the outline of her face down to her chin, never taking my eyes off hers. I inched closer until our bodies barely touched. I leaned in and kissed her cheek for just an instant.
"Relax," I whispered.
"Somebody might..."
I reached around her and locked the door, pressing my body against her in the process. I put my hand on the side of her face and held it there. When I removed it, I put my lips on hers. Neither of us tried to turn it into anything else.
I pulled back slightly and said, "Kiss me, Brooke."
This time I knew she meant it. Brooke tilted her head and spread her lips, permitting me to trace them with my tongue. I swore I wasn't going to touch her so soon, but my hands were naturally drawn her to her and I put them on her waist. Almost immediately, her tongue was joining mine and the kiss turned more intense. It lasted longer than I expected.
"I didn't mean to come in here and...and...," Brooke started to say.
"And what? Kiss me?"
"That, too," she said. We were still close enough to kiss again and she said, "What happens in your stories next, Traci?"
"Well, the experienced woman tries to calm down the married one."
"How does she do that...because this married woman is very, very nervous."
I responded by kissing my way down her face and onto her neck. I spread the collar of her blouse and moved to the front. Then I unbuttoned one button and waited for her reaction. When nothing was said or done, I kissed the newly revealed skin and opened one more button. Now the top of her breasts and the edge of her bra came into view.
"You're not helping to calm me down, Traci," Brooke told me.
"Should I stop?"
A long pause was followed with, "No."
The blouse was now opened below her breasts and I kissed the inside of her tits, licking them just a little before stopping. I continued unbuttoning until I reached her pants. I lifted the blouse out of them and finished with the last two buttons. I let it hang loose and kissed Brooke for just a second or two.
"Feel better, yet?" I asked her with a grin.
"Oh, sure. Lots," Brooke answered sarcastically.
I moved my hands to the opening in her blouse and put my fingers on the bare skin below her breasts. I could feel her entire body tense up at my touch, but she allowed me to slide them up and onto the sides of her tits. Her bra was thin and I was able to massage her breasts easily. Then I slipped my hands behind her and unhooked the bra.
Brooke anxiously slid her tongue along her lips and I felt her breathing become short and quick. She was definitely still uneasy about all this. I moved my hands back to her breasts and slowly used my fingers to push up her bra. Soon, I had my palms on her nipples. Brooke gasped just barely loud enough for me to hear. Maybe it was more of a long, hard breath than a gasp, but it was a reaction, for sure. I lifted the bra far enough to expose her breasts.
I wish I knew what Brooke was thinking as I gazed longingly at her beautiful small, but firm, tits. I knew what I was thinking and leaned down so I could run my tongue over her left nipple. Brooke was now back against the door, using it to prop herself up. I kissed her breast before putting my lips on her nipple. Then I opened my mouth and slowly took in as much as I could, letting my tongue swipe at the ever-enlarging nipple.
"Ohhhh, Traci," she muttered.
I sucked harder, eventually moving over to the other breast.
"Traci, no. Please."
I stood up again and looked into her wide eyes.
"Do you feel that all the way through your body, Brooke?" I said quietly. "Do you feel it between your legs when I suck on your nipple?"
She could only nod.
I said, "Imagine if I bit it softly with my teeth, Brooke. And put my hand on your pussy so I could rub your clit. Imagine what that would feel like."
I kissed her long and hard instead of letting her answer. Then I put the bra back in place and fastened it. I leisurely buttoned her blouse and let her tuck it into her slacks.
"Think about what that would feel like," I told her. "Come back tomorrow and let me know if it is something you'd like to try. Oh, and don't wear a bra when you come to see me. OK?"
She never said a word before opening the door and leaving, although the look on her face was one I'd never seen before. It was a mixture of lust, shock, and bewilderment. But I believed her when she indicated she felt something. I was happy for her.
Somehow I managed to make it home without masturbating after the short encounter with Brooke. When I finally got into bed that night, it didn't take long for me to have my hand on my pussy, thinking about Brooke's tits, and rubbing my clit until I came three times. God, I was moaning and rolling on the bed with images of Brooke flying through my brain. She was consuming my world and even the remotest possibility that we might start a relationship made me...well, tomorrow might tell us a lot. Brooke would either decide it wasn't right for her or...or... I made myself cum one more time.
I heard Brooke's footsteps before I saw her at the door to my office. I was standing behind my desk chair, smiling at the sight of her. She wore a casual top with long sleeves, almost like a sweater. I thought, just maybe, I saw a hint of her nipples. As usual, she had pants on.
Brooke closed the door...but didn't lock it.
"I want to talk, Traci," she said. "Sit down."
It was a preemptive strike that didn't bode well. She sat in the 'guest' chair and crossed her legs. I faced her in my chair.
"Traci, I'm not going to tell you that yesterday wasn't...stimulating," she began. "It WAS in many ways. You are obviously very good at knowing how to please a woman."
I'm used to my supervisor 'sandwiching' negative comments between two good ones. It sounded to me as if this was going to be Brooke's approach.
She continued: "But I need to know the consequences of progressing down that path. I'm not talking about what happens to the women in your fictional stories. I want to know what happens in real life if a married woman of my age starts a liaison with somebody your age...and sex. What are the emotional costs that have to be paid, Traci?"
It certainly wasn't what I expected her to say or ask. It also sounded as if the door was still open if I played this right.
"Well, I think that all depends on your mindset," I told her. "You can persuade yourself that it is basically wrong and is cheating, the result of which will be a heavy emotional cost no matter the physical enjoyment you get out of it. Or you can open your mind to the fact life is full of surprises and that one of them might be that another woman can give you total satisfaction when a man can't. In that case, there is no cost. Everything is gained, including an introduction to a world you didn't even know existed before yesterday. You may get several shots at this in your lifetime, Brooke. But when are you ever going to be younger than today?"
I was getting used to her long periods of silence during our conversations. This one was like waiting for a jury to return a verdict.
"But how do I know if I'm only attracted to you for the sexual pleasure?" she finally said. "That's pretty selfish on my part."
"Quit thinking like a man," I said emphatically, "As I told you at lunch, when two women are in a relationship they tend to give and receive equally. It comes naturally if you truly love the person. You'll WANT to please the other person as much as they please you. It doesn't always happen the first time they're together, or even the second. But, given time, if the treatment is fair on both sides, it comes naturally."
"If it DOES happen the first time," Brooke said almost shyly, "is that a good sign?"
I laughed and said, "Yes, that's a good sign. Did it happen?"
Brooke answered, "You told me not to wear a bra the next time."
She lifted her top just enough to show me she did not have a bra on. I smiled.
Brooke said, "I wanted to make you happy yesterday, but...but...I didn't know how, Traci. Can you teach me?"
My heart was racing so hard I felt it pounding.
"I promised you yesterday I'd let you know what it feels like. Let me do that and you'll begin to understand," I said.
I stood up and Brooke was on her feet before I got to her. She locked the door.
"Over here," I said, signaling with my finger for her to join me.
I was close to the only bare wall in my office. I had her stand with her back to the wall and then I kissed her. There were no preliminaries this time. We both moaned as our tongues met and our arms wrapped around each other. I forced her back against the wall while my hands glided inside her top. I eagerly found her breasts and kneaded them. Brooke initiated another kiss while I pulled and squeezed her nipples, her muffled moans increasing in volume at the same time.
I pulled up the top and sucked on her tits. Brooke held my head in place with her hand and I took the first little bite of her nipple.
"Oh my God, Traci!"
That's all the incentive I needed to move a hand to the top of her pants. I found a button and then the zipper. Backing away for just an instant, I got her pants opened. Then I returned my mouth to her breasts and slid a hand inside her panties. As I expected, Brooke was already warm and wet.
"Now, I want you to just relax and let me take care of things," I whispered into her ear. "I'm going to make you cum, Brooke. Don't resist it."
Even after saying that, I felt her body attempt to pull away from my hand when my fingers made first contact with her clit. That's why the wall was there. I pushed her against it harder and sucked on her tits while my hand rubbed her ever-enlarging clit. It took a minute for her tension to diminish, but when it did I saw her push down slightly on her pants to loosen them and give my hand more room. At the same time, she spread her legs a little.
I put a finger inside her pussy and got it wet. I was kissing Brooke when I did it and her moan of approval was a good sign. I slid the finger back up and used it on her clit even harder and faster than before. Now Brooke's body was rocking in rhythm with my hand, even pushing out against it as if she was trying to fuck it. I obliged by putting two fingers inside her before returning to her throbbing nub.
I was able to put my other hand down the back of her pants and grip her ass. God, her cheek was so small and round and firm. I ground my pussy against her leg in an effort to relieve the ache, but my own orgasm would have to wait.



Brooke was getting closer. I could tell by the sounds she made and the quivering of her body. My soaking wet fingers pressed harder. I knew if I could just lick it one time she would cum. But then she let me know it wouldn't be necessary...this time.
"Traci! Oh God, Traci. You really are going to...yes, yes! Right there!"
I leaned down and bit on her nipple. I felt Brooke suppress a shriek. I bit again and that did it.
"Yes! Now. Now! I'm...cumming."
What a sensation it was to feel her entire body explode for the first time at the hands of another woman. Brooke thrust her hips forward and I rubbed her as hard as I could. She was panting louder as wave after wave of delight flowed through her body. When I thought it was ending, I sucked on her tits and plunged more fingers into her pussy. She came again. And again.
Eventually, she collapsed into my arms and we kissed with my hands on her ass.
"I didn't come in here to do that," Brooke said.
"But you didn't stop me."
"I...I couldn't," she said.
"Brooke, one of the things you're going to have to do is be honest with yourself," I told her while she closed up her slacks again. "I think you came in here knowing that we might do something. It's why you didn't wear a bra. It's why you asked me to teach you. Part of you wants to do this and part of you is fighting it. For this to work, you have to be one hundred percent committed."
She sighed and sat down. I returned to my desk chair.
Brooke said, "How do I do that?"
I thought for a second to make sure I worded it correctly, and then told her, "We need a better location than this and a lot more time. We need to meet privately."
Brooke fiddled with her rings again before looking up at me, saying, "My husband is away on business all week. I have the house to myself."
She paused and said, "Can you come over some evening after work?"
I tried not to leap from my chair and throw myself on top of her. My smile probably gave me away.
"Yes, I can, if that is really what you want."
"It is," she said. Then, she grinned and said, "Any special instructions for me this time?"
It didn't take long to answer that one. It was what I was already thinking.
"Wear something sexy."
"Only if you will," she replied.
"Deal."
It was two days before we were to meet at Brooke's place and it seemed to me she tried hard to avoid me at work. I knew it wasn't possible for her to be more excited about our date than I was and her actions at work made me think she was feeling a combination of excitement and trepidation. I prayed she would not back out at the last instant.
She did not. I drove home after work on the day we were to meet and anxiously changed into a dress I rarely had the nerve to wear. It was ridiculously short with a plunging neckline, taut waistline, and loose flowing skirt. I put on a pair of bikini panties and decided against a bra. I felt obscene and hoped Brooke appreciated it.
She, of course, had the advantage of playing the hostess and when I arrived at her house, I was delighted to see her wearing a silky, short, black nightshirt that buttoned down the front. She looked stunning.
I removed my coat and Brooke said, "Wow. You look great, Traci. I'm shocked you don't wear that at work."
"Oh, sure. I'd be terminated before lunch," I replied.
"But you could have any guy you wanted," Brooke said as we walked into the family room.
"If I wanted," I said.
Brooke sat in a large recliner with one leg pulled up under her. The shirt scarcely covered her pussy and ass and she had to notice my gaze. I took the couch and crossed my legs, knowing I was showing almost as much. We talked for a short while until Brooke brought drinks and snacks out of the kitchen. Neither of us are big alcohol drinkers, so it was soft drinks for both of us and that was fine with me. I was going to need all of my senses if the evening went the way I hoped.
Brooke offered to take me on a tour of the rather large house and I readily accepted. I don't believe in a sixth sense, but there was something occurring during the beginning of that tour. You could feel the magnetism between us increasing. With each passing minute I wanted more and more to take her in my arms. I thought if we simply touched one time we would both engulf the other.
We arrived at one of the extra bedrooms and were just inside the door. Brooke looked at me while she spoke, but I didn't hear a word. Our eyes said everything.
"Have you ever used this room?" I asked her.
"As a bedroom? No."
"I think you should. Right now."
She had to have been feeling the same magnetism because our kiss was instantaneous and incredibly passionate.
"Undress me, Brooke."
I wanted to make sure she was into this completely and not just receiving my love. I was surprised to watch her run her hands up the front of my chest, inside the dress, before forcing the straps off my shoulders. Then she reached back and unzipped it. I never felt as good about having a woman watch my breasts appear as I did when Brooke slid the dress to my waist. She stared for the longest time and then let the dress fall to the floor. Her fingers slid over my breasts but didn't linger. She pulled down my panties and took them off. I was naked and very, very horny.
"Lick my breasts, Brooke. Just like I did yours."
At first I wasn't sure she would do it. I don't think SHE was sure she would do it until, finally, her face came to my tits. Her first kiss was tentative. Then a slight lick, followed by another. When I rested my hand in her hair, she took a breast into her mouth and sucked on it. I was in heaven already and we'd just started. This was going to be great.
I remembered my first time with a woman and how confused I felt. My mind spun with all kinds of thoughts: 'This isn't right,' or 'Am I normal?', and especially 'Why do I enjoy this so much?' I wondered what Brooke was thinking at that moment.
So I asked her.
"Are you OK?" I said.
She responded, "A week ago I would have said you were crazy if you said we'd be doing this. Does it mean I'm...I mean, I'm married, Traci. I don't understand why I think it's OK to be doing this."
"You have to stop thinking in terms of having to fit into a sexual role just because you are a married woman, Brooke," I told her. "You are a woman, period, with emotions and wants and needs. It's OK to be doing this because it will be equal parts giving and receiving once we really get started."
She looked at me and said, "We haven't started, yet?"
I laughed and said, "Not by a long shot."
With that, I began to unbutton her shirt. As soon as it was open, I pulled it off and admired her beautiful, mature body. I suppose there's nothing wrong with skinny little teenage girls, but there's something about a forty-year-old woman's body that can't be matched when she had gone to the lengths that Brooke obviously had to maintain it. Before we got 'started,' I wanted to savor her.
I pulled her to me and we kissed, my hands exploring every inch of that body. I loved the feeling of her full tits pressing against mine; and, the roundness of her ass; and, the soft skin everywhere. When we were done, I took her hand and led her to the bed.
"We'll take our time, Brooke," I said.
"I don't know if I can."
"There's no need to rush this," I assured her. "Just enjoy it."
We got on the bed together, lying on our sides, facing each other with virtually no space between us. I was happy to watch Brooke cup my tits for a moment, but then move her hand down to my pussy. It was important that she felt confident enough to touch me anywhere she wanted. It was a good start.
I tried to help by inching down and sucking on her tits. Her moans convinced me we could proceed and, even better, her fingers sought out my clit. Now she was getting into it.
"I want to make you cum first," Brooke said to my surprise. "It may not be done the way you like, but I want to try."
I smiled and answered, "Do what feels right. It'll be fine."
It was her turn to lick and suck my breasts with her hand still between my legs. I rolled onto my back and Brooke took that opportunity to slide a finger inside me. I spread my legs and sighed when she went back to clit. It would have been perfectly fine with me if all she did was masturbate me until I came. In fact, I was half prepared for that. So, my pulse quickened when Brooke began to move lower until she was licking the inside of my thigh.
I wished there could have been a way for me to tell her that there was no way she could screw this up. I knew she was nervous about making me happy, but God I was ready to cum and she hadn't even done much yet. Hopefully the massive climax I knew was coming would give her a hint that I loved her.
After what seemed an eternity, Brooke finally put her lips on my pussy and I arched my back to accept them.
"Oh yes, Brooke. Lick me right there," I said as guidance.
She wasn't applying nearly enough pressure for my liking, but the realization that her tongue was floating over my clit was enough for now. I let her go at her own pace, feeling my body slowly build toward an orgasm. She widened the area she was licking and even closed her mouth around my clit at one point. I grabbed the back of her head and pulled her closer. I didn't want to scare her, but she seemed eager to pick up the pace.
"That is SO good. Just like that," I honestly told her.
The next few minutes were pure delight. Brooke got better. My body got closer and I kept reassuring her verbally. Soon, she had to feel the shaking as I started to lose control. I raised my hips and she licked faster.
"Oh God. God! Yes, Brooke!"
She reached up and grabbed a tit. I squeezed the other nipple and my body exploded.
"Yes! Yesssss!"
It truly was one of the best orgasms I ever had, knowing who it was that caused it. Brooke was wonderful in the way she managed to keep contact with my clit, holding me in place the best she could despite my rocking and rolling on the bed. I think I came twice, but my mind wasn't exactly working right at that point.
I had to squirm away from her face to get her to stop, God bless her, and Brooke just lingered down there, kissing my thighs and pussy and stomach. Soon, she was on top of me in my arms.
I rolled her over and began to explore her body from top to bottom. I think by the time—several long minutes later—I was ready for her pussy, she was about to scream at me to let her cum. It didn't take much. Her orgasm went on and on and I could only believe that I probably had a convert on my hands. Brooke was, indeed, ready for sex with another woman on a continual basis.
Eventually, we left the bedroom and remained naked as we sat on the family room couch and talked. Of course, that led to another session not long afterwards. There was no more discussion of muddled feelings that evening...and work would never be the same for either of us.



        

  
    Brooke Ch. 02
  
  Brooke Ch. 02

        Brooke's husband makes it a threesome.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/brooke-ch-02-4

Title: Brooke Ch. 02

Author: eroslit

Category: Group Sex

Description: Brooke's husband makes it a threesome.

Tags: group sex, group, husband, threesome

Series: Brooke


"Traci, I'm so confused."
Brooke sat in my office with the door closed. The forty-year-old paralegal looked truly flustered and had no idea how much that turned me on. She already knew I loved attractive, older women like herself. Now she was driving me crazy with her expression of helplessness.
"Why's that, Brooke?"
She fiddled with the hem of her short skirt after crossing her legs.
"I really did like what we did the other night," she confessed. "You warned me the sex would be better than it is with Bob. But I had no idea it would be THAT good."
I shrugged and said, "I tried to tell you. Men in general, and husbands in particular, have no idea what a woman wants or needs. So, why are you confused?"
The distress on her face was obvious when she finally said, "I have no intention of ever leaving Bob. I think I told you that already. But how can I ever have sex with him again and not be thinking of you the entire time. It will just be the same old boring sex we've always had and I'll be thinking of how you made me feel. Eventually he'll notice that I'm not into it and that will be the end of it. Traci, I want you but I also want him. Help me."
My objective had never been to break up Brooke's marriage. I simply found her athletic body, cute face, and short hair extremely sexy and I wanted to have sex with her...on a regular basis. Having broken the ice at Brooke's house the week before and hearing now that she had, in fact, enjoyed it, I saw an opportunity to fulfill another of my life-long fantasies.
"Let's look at this from Bob's perspective for a moment," I said. "What do men like even better than sex with their wife?"
"Sex with somebody else's wife?" Brooke asked.
"You're on the right track, Brooke. I would argue that it's sex with their wife and another woman."
After a short pause, she said, "At the same time?"
"Of course. Or sex with another woman while the wife watches. That can be very erotic, too, you know."
It was obvious to her at that point, I think, where I was going. Before she had a chance to discard the notion immediately, I added, "What we need to do is have him see you in another way sexually. We need to liven it up in your bedroom, Brooke, and then he'll want you day and night."
"We?"
I gave her a disgusted look and said, "Well, how many other women do you know that you could invite over to make a threesome?"
"Not many."
"Exactly. I'm volunteering."
Brooke said, "But I thought you were...well, you know...into women."
"I've had boyfriends before. I like sex with guys. I just like sex with women better."
"So you want me to invite you over some night, with Bob there, and we all have sex with each other. How, exactly, do you suggest I propose this to him?"
I smiled and said, "First of all, I think he'd agree before you even finished the sentence. Secondly, I suggest you don't mention anything about sex. You let me handle that end of it. If it goes as I envision it, the sex will take care of itself and your marriage will never be the same."
"That's an understatement," Brooke replied. "I hope I still have one."
"Trust me on this one, Brooke. You can thank me later."
I'm a thirty-year-old woman in decent shape and am considered fairly attractive by both men and women. My self-confidence is higher than most people's and there was no doubt in my mind I could talk Bob into doing this, even having never met him before. I was doing this for Brooke and I was bound and determined to make it work.
I let Brooke determine the date and time that we would get together. When she told me at work one day that it was all set the following Friday evening, I asked her how her husband took it.
"Oh, he's not the most sociable person in the world," she moaned. "I'm sure he's kind of dreading it so anything you can do to keep him interested from the beginning will help."
I said, "I won't wait long before I talk to him. Which reminds me...I need to be alone with him for a few minutes when that happens. So, if you see me wander off to wherever he is, leave us alone. You have to turn off your possessiveness impulse during this whole thing. OK?"
"Whatever you say, Traci. But...oh well, it might work."
"Might work?" I exclaimed. "It's going to be the best damned night of your life, Brooke!"
When Friday night arrived, I did feel a little pressure to pull this off. However, my attitude had been all along: 'What could go wrong?' Assuming Bob was your average male, he was about to live a fantasy that he thought only happened in movies.
Brooke met me at the door and we walked into the family room together. I had to admit, I was a bit taken back when I saw the man sitting there. Brooke introduced her husband, who was undoubtedly the best looking man I'd ever met in person. He was Brooke's age, with thick hair and a body to kill for. I stammered my way through the initial conversation, trying to get my mind off what this guy looked like naked. How could any woman not want to do anything humanly possible to stay married to him? And have sex with him every waking moment?
I wore a t-shirt with a neckline that I knew was more than a little bit revealing, so I left the bra at home. My jeans were a bit tight, but Brooke liked my ass so I presumed Bob would, too. Watching his eyes those first few minutes after we met confirmed to me that my casual outfit met with his approval.
Nothing occurred in the first half hour that would indicate Bob and Brooke weren't the most typical American couple you ever met. I didn't detect any tension between them and my hopes grew as we approached the time I thought it would be appropriate to get Bob to myself for a little chat.
When he walked into the kitchen, I looked over at Brooke, nodded, and then joined Bob. We were out of sight of the family room and Brooke could not hear us.
Bob saw me walk in and said, "Brooke talks about you all the time, Traci. I'm glad I got to meet you."
He was getting a drink and asked me, "Need a refill?"
"Yes. Thanks," I told him. "I hope she hasn't told you everything she knows about me."
He smiled and said, "Oh, you have secrets?"
"Don't we all?"
He handed me my drink and replied, "I suppose. Tell me one of yours."
I was really beginning to like this guy. I imagined he and I playing all kinds of mind games with each other if we were together. Brooke was much too reserved for that. I'd have to talk to her about it.
"I like older men," I finally said.
Bob replied, "Well, you should love me, then. I'm at least ten years older than you."
"Actually, that's one of the reasons I wanted to talk to you alone, Bob," I said, setting my glass on the counter.
I stepped closer until we were touching. I said, "Brooke and I have a little surprise for you tonight."
I was standing at his side when I put my hand on his crotch. It was just a light touch, but I let my hand linger there and watched his expression. He didn't flinch.
"A surprise?" he asked.
I pressed harder and felt his cock.
"Yes. We want to put on a show and I need to ask a favor of you to make this even better," I said. "We'll only go as far as you want, but you need to let me know if you like it or not."
I felt him starting to stiffen and I rubbed a little harder.
"The only way I'll know if you are enjoying it is if you get hard, Bob," I told him. "The only way I'll know if you get hard is if you pull out your cock. When the time is right...and you'll know when that is...let me see your hard cock. Don't be bashful. There's a reward for you in the end if you play along. OK?"
I could feel the outline of his hardening cock already and could only imagine what it would be like after Brooke and I were through.
"I don't know why I trust you, Traci, but I do," he said.
"So, tell me one of your secrets," I said.
"I love younger women."
"We're going to get along just fine, Bob."
We walked back into the family room together, but I never sat down. I went over to Brooke and reached out my hands to pull her up. We were maybe ten feet in front of Bob's chair as I put my arm around Brooke and kissed her on the cheek.
"I said we had a surprise for you," I said to Bob. "Here it is."
I moved behind Brooke and kissed her on the neck and ear. She wore a long sleeve top that had a couple buttons at the top. I opened them while watching Brooke watch Bob. Her expression was one of anticipation and maybe a little fright. That was good for our purposes. When I had the buttons open, I slid a few fingers inside her shirt and onto the top of her tits. After a few seconds, I reached down and took off the shirt.
I kissed her shoulders and, at the same time, inched the straps of her bra a little lower. The cups hung loosely and began to reveal her beautiful tits. I unhooked the bra in the back and held it in place for just a moment before pulling it away. Only then did Bob show signs of following my instructions by placing his hand on top of his jeans and rubbing his cock. This shouldn't take long, I thought to myself.
Who knows what either of them were thinking when my hands enclosed Brooke's tits in a tight grip. When I let go, I pulled on the nipples a little and felt Brooke take in a quick, deep breath. I slowly moved around and bent just enough to be able to kiss her right nipple. Then my tongue slid across it. I made sure I wasn't blocking Bob's view when I finally put the tit in my mouth. For a couple minutes I sucked on one tit and then the other, watching the nipples grow to twice their original size.
I unbuttoned Brooke's pants and slid down the zipper. I helped her out of the jeans before circling around until I was behind her again. The bulge in Bob's pants was plainly visible now and I was getting desperate to see his cock. I slid a hand inside the front of Brooke's panties and felt her warm, wet pussy.
That's what it took for Bob to finally open his jeans and pull out his massive erection. I didn't say a word as it stood like a pole rising from his lap. I just rubbed Brooke's clit harder and faster, causing her to gasp and arch her back. Bob took the cock in his hand and very slowly stroked it for us.
I hated to rush things, but I took off Brooke's panties in eagerness to move along. As often as Bob had seen his wife naked, I was quite certain it had never been under these circumstances and his cock was evidence of that fact. Nor did I believe he had ever seen a woman kneel in front of Brooke and lick her pussy the way I did next. When I stood again and glanced at Bob, I'm not sure how I refrained from going to him and taking care of that cock.
But Brooke had work to do. She had to undress me, which she did lovingly and with equal attention to my tits and pussy. If either of us had a fear of Bob somehow protesting the sight of his wife with another woman, he dispelled it immediately by continuing to stroke his thick cock.
"Now, I think you have figured out that Brooke and I love each other very much," I said to Bob. "But she assures me she loves you just as much, or more. We want to show you just how much. Together."
I looked at Brooke with a grin and said, "Can I see him naked?"
"I'd love that."
"Can you strip him for me?" I asked her.
I stood and watched Brooke go to the chair and take off her husband's clothes. He had the typical forty-year-old bulges, but was in much better shape than most men his age. And that cock. Oh God, that great cock.
When she was done, I joined Brooke and we got on our knees on either side of his crotch. She was first to run her tongue up the length of his shaft, but I quickly joined her. I could feel the blood surging through him and the head of his cock was a bright pink. It was fun feeling Brooke's tongue collide with mine as we battled for space. Then I let her take him into her mouth, as long as I had equal time afterwards. I wasn't used to anything that long and thick, but I managed to get most of it in and let my lips and tongue do the rest.
Although Bob might have been happy if we just kept that up all night, I had other plans.
"Brooke, one of us needs to make him cum and I nominate you," I told her.
"But you're our guest," she answered.
"I insist. Get up there and let him fuck you while I watch," I said. "I might even help."
The smile on Brooke's face as she climbed onto Bob's lap was one of pure delight. I really did hope that they were reconnecting in a way they once had, earlier in their marriage. At the same time, I wanted Brooke to understand that it was OK for me to be a part of this and to enhance her enjoyment of the sex. I wasn't going to give her up without a fight.
It was great watching her slowly settle down on top of Bob's cock. I pondered what it felt like having something that big gradually penetrate my pussy. Only when she was firmly in place did I lean in and begin to lick on her tit. Soon I was sucking on it while they fucked.
Bob reached up and took my tit in his hand. He pinched the nipple and I moaned my approval. Brooke took it all in stride, undoubtedly fully focused on riding her husband's cock until they both came. Then I moved over and kissed Bob. A few seconds later, he had one of my tits in his mouth. Through it all, he kept pounding his cock into Brooke's pussy.
"I'm going to cum watching you two," Brooke warned us.
"That's the idea," I replied. "I want to hear it when you do."
"Oh, you will."
I alternated between the two of them, doing what I could to get them closer. I was attending to Brooke's tits when I felt Bob's hand on my pussy. He found my clit and my body twitched at his touch.
Then Brooke cried out, "Yes. I'm so close!"
The chair creaked as the pace of their fucking increased. I bit one of Brooke's nipples.
"Oh my God! Yes! Yes!"
She was holding my head with both hands.
"Ohhhh! Bob, fuck me harder. Please!"
I was sucking her tit when she came. Over and over she cried out as her orgasm built to a climax. Then we heard Bob groan and mumble something inaudible, followed by a fierce thrust of his cock upward, followed by another. Each one deposited a new stream of cum inside Brooke as they came together. I could only stand back and watch as their orgasms went on and on.
Finally, Brooke fell forward into Bob's arms and they held each other, his cock still inside her. It really was a wonderful sight...and I was so horny I could explode.
I let them rest for a moment, and then said, "OK, now that the preliminaries are over, I think it's time to get serious. Do we all agree that we're pretty comfortable with each other?"
Brooke separated herself from Bob, but remained seated in her husband's lap with his arm around her.
She said, "I'm fine. How about you, Bob?"
"That was fantastic," he agreed. "But Traci still needs to cum."
"That's where the comfort with each other is going to enter the picture," I explained, "because I'm not leaving this house until Bob's cock is inside me. Brooke can help, but I have to have that cock. We'll give you a few minutes to rest up, Bob, and then it's my turn."
We remained naked while refreshing our drinks and that only made me even more desperate as I watched two beautiful people strut around. I would have been very happy with Brooke's face between my legs, but each time I glanced at Bob's cock I wanted it more. I teased him with endless views of my pussy and ass, which might explain why he never actually got completely limp.
Another thirty minutes passed before Brooke said, "I can't wait any longer, guys. I want to watch this."
I said to Bob, "It's your choice this time. As you can tell, Brooke and I will agree to anything."
You could almost see the wheels turning inside his head, but I also figured he must have been thinking about this since the first session ended. He told me, "I think I'd like to see you eating Brooke while she sits on the couch. I'll be behind you. The rest should be obvious."
It was and Brooke readily took her place on the couch. She spread her legs and I got into place. It was nice to taste her sweet pussy once again, just like when she and I were together for the first time. Only on this occasion I heard Bob move up behind me. Then I felt his hands on my ass, caressing my cheeks and massaging the skin. I drove my tongue deep inside Brooke and felt Bob's cock resting on top of my ass. Without seeing it, I had the impression it was once again rock hard.
I was licking Brooke's clit when I first felt the cock at the entrance to my pussy. I spread my legs a little bit farther apart. The head of his cock split me open and I prepared myself for the penetration. However, nothing prepared me for the incredible sensation of Bob's cock entering me like a log, forcing apart my pussy and filling my body.
I moaned out loud, my face buried between Brooke's legs. Bob pulled back, but not completely out. He thrust into me again and I used my arms as shock absorbers. Then he was fucking me and I had his wife's clit in my mouth.
God, that was the best sex had ever felt to me. A huge cock inside me and a juicy clit between my lips. Then Bob reached under me and took my tits in his hands. I was in heaven. His pace picked up when I also reached up and put my hands on Brooke's breasts. Whatever Bob did to mine, I did to hers. Meanwhile, the room was filled with the sound of Bob's body smacking into my ass each time he pushed forward.
Before I lost all of my senses, I looked back and told Bob, "Cum wherever you want. I'm not picky."
It was a good thing I got that out of the way, because as soon as he put his hand on my clit, I was ready to cum. Brooke also seemed close, with her body quivering harder and harder the more I sucked on her clit.
Almost without warning, my orgasm started. I shouted out as my body released wave after wave of ecstasy. I clutched at the edge of the couch, resting my head on Brooke's inner thigh. I could feel the muscles in my pussy grip Bob even harder. He never slowed down and I came several times in succession.
The moment I licked Brooke again, she had her orgasm. At least now I could hold myself in place a little better to make sure she finished. When she did, Bob pulled out and told me to face him.
He was masturbating and I barely got turned before shot after shot of his cum struck me in the face and chest. I loved the feeling of it and I licked as much as I could from around my mouth. It dripped onto my tits and stomach and Bob spread it around with his cock. Jesus, that man could cum.
So, now that we knew Bob was buying into the 'Brooke is bi and I love her even more because of it' reality, it was a matter of expanding on what we had started. Brooke's goal was to improve her marriage. My goal was to turn Bob into a sexual machine that either of us could use at any time. I didn't get a chance to discuss it at length with Brooke until we had lunch a few days later.
"What do you think ought to be our next step with Bob?" I asked Brooke.
"I've been thinking about that," she admitted between bites of her salad. "But most of my ideas centered around what I would want. Like, having him watch you and me or listening to you cum while he fucked me. But I know you are better at guessing what HE would want most. Do you have any ideas?"
"Please don't get upset at this, Brooke, but I believe he wants both of us equally," I said. "Remember what I said before. Better sex with you is great, but being able to fuck somebody besides his wife is every man's dream, especially if the wife knows and is OK with it. In my opinion, we need to present him with a scenario where he's allowed to 'cheat' with me and then combine that with sex with you."
I could see Brooke thinking that over, followed by a slight nodding of her head.
"Yeah, that might be a possibility. I sure wish I could see the cheating part, though," she said with a grin.



"Or a video of the cheating part?"
Her eyes widened and Brooke said, "You would do that?"
"If it means being fucked by Bob, yes."
As she ate, I said, "But it would be much better if you were there and I know how we can do it. Plus, you can still have a video of the whole thing."
I outlined the plan and Brooke agreed to every part of it. All that remained was getting Bob to fall into the trap, but that would likely be quite easy.
It began with a text I sent to Bob's phone in which I pleaded to see him alone some evening after work. He replied it would have to be at my place, which was exactly what I was going to suggest anyway. We set the day and time. Then I gave the info to Brooke, who said she could easily tell Bob she had to work late that day. As she explained to me later, he seemed very pleased at that news.
The rest was simple. I hid a small video camera in the corner of my living room and told Brooke she would be hiding in the loft overlooking the area. As long as she kept quiet, he'd never know.
It wasn't worth dwelling on for very long, but I did wonder about the quirkiness of Bob and Brooke's relationship. They had evolved into a tedious marriage in which neither of them gave much consideration to the desires or needs of the other. Brooke ended up succumbing to my advances and, yet, retained enough feeling for Bob to allow the threesome to occur. Bob accepted his wife's involvement with another woman as long as he benefited. Then, he readily consented to meeting the other woman alone. If the evening went as planned, they hopefully would come away from it with all questions about each other erased and their desire for each other renewed. Plus, they might learn a few tricks along the way that they could use later...alone.
Bob arrived a few minutes late and I welcomed him into my place with a hug and small kiss. He seemed nervous to me at first, but relaxed as we sat on the couch and talked. I wore a knit top that buttoned all the way down and made sure plenty of cleavage showed. I also had on a pair of sweat pants that tied at the top. For his convenience, I decided against a bra or panties. His eyes were all over me from the beginning and I felt my pussy responding.
"I really enjoyed the night at your place," I told him. "I hope you weren't upset with Brooke for what she and I did."
"It took me by surprise, for sure," he replied. "But it was one of the more stimulating things I'd ever seen, as you might have been able to tell."
"Yes, I could tell. I'm glad you agreed to play along."
I spent the next few minutes walking around, resupplying the drinks and snacks, making sure I bent over every now and then to give him a view of my tits and ass. I didn't believe I had to do much teasing with Bob to get him to respond, and I was proven right when I was standing with my back to him very near the couch. I thought I heard him get up and then I felt his arms wrap around me.
"I love your body, Traci," he said with his face against my hair on one side.
I put my hands on his and said, "I'm glad. I like showing it to you."
He pulled me tighter against his body and moved his hands up to my tits. He massaged them through my shirt for a moment and then slid his fingers inside. As much as I enjoyed what he was doing and, hopefully, what he was about to do, my thoughts were with Brooke in the loft. She was behind us so I couldn't see that she was leaning out to get a better view with her hand already working its way onto her pussy. I was concerned about her for no reason.
Bob squeezed my nipples and I moaned, tilting my head back to him. He kissed my neck and I began to feel his erection against my ass.
"I want you to do anything you want," I said softly. "I'm all yours tonight, Bob."
"I want to make you cum until you beg me to stop, Traci."
He was unbuttoning my shirt.
"I'm not sure I'll ever want to stop."
Bob pulled my shirt off and spun me around, kissing me frantically while his hands grasped my tits. Then he lowered his head and sucked on my tits, sending jolts all the way down to my pussy. I reached out for his crotch and found his hard cock, gripping it the best I could through his pants. I managed to get his shirt off between kisses and started to work on his pants, but he was intent on getting me naked so I waited while he yanked down my sweatpants. I kicked them aside and let him hold and lick and suck nearly every inch of me.
By then I was desperate for his big cock and got away from him long enough to get him naked. As I expected, his cock was almost fully erect already and I wasn't sure how long I could put off letting him put it inside me.
But I wanted to put on a show for the camera and for Brooke, so I reached over to the table and put some salsa on my finger while Bob watched. Then I spread it over his cock, looked up at him with a smile, and slowly began to lick it off. I didn't think it was possible for him to get any harder, but each lick seemed to make it happen. Soon, I had him between my lips and onto my tongue, lowering my head until I felt him on the back of my throat. He started to rock back and forth and I matched his rhythm with a prolonged blowjob.
Brooke had her jeans open and was rubbing her clit at a pretty good pace. If I had been next to her I probably would have warned her to slow down, there was going to be a lot more to see, yet.
At the first taste of precum seeping from Bob's cock, I stood up and let him hold me.
He told me, "I want to fuck you now. I can't wait any longer."
He sat on the couch and put his arms out, inviting me to sit on his lap. My eyes were locked onto his immense cock as I went to him and I let my pussy rub against it while I settled into place. I was leaning slightly forward and Bob pinched my nipples, knowing what it did to me. I withheld a yelp and lifted myself so I could put the head of his cock at the entrance to my pussy.
I already knew what it was going to be like to feel him slide inside of me. Still, I gasped as I lowered myself and he pushed up. My eyes were closed and my mouth was open silently until I felt my ass on his lap.
"Oh my God that feels so good," I finally sighed. "Now fuck me, Bob."
With his hands on my hips, he did just that. I was so wet and ready for him we quickly were fucking at a speed that normally would have made me cum in a minute. But as we were both getting closer, he put his hands on my ass and told me, "Wrap your legs around my waist."
With that, he stood up, supporting me with his arms as my legs gripped his body. I put my arms around his neck and we stood, his cock never ceasing to fuck me. I moaned with delight, never having felt anything as sensual as what we were doing.
"Harder, Bob. Fuck me harder!"
After another minute, he carried me over to a long coffee table that I used mostly to throw magazines onto. To my surprise, he laid me on it and continued to fuck me as I clung to the wooded edges. He was on his knees, thrusting that huge cock into me as fast as he could. He leaned down to suck on my tits and I knew my orgasm was near.
But he wasn't ready, yet.
"Get on your hands and knees, Traci."
He pulled out and I gladly obeyed. With my legs spread, he slammed back into me from behind and the fucking began again. He put his hands on my tits and I reached down for my clit.
"Almost there," I warned him.
"Cum for me, Traci. I want to hear you."
My entire body seemed to be filled with tremors, from my tits to my pussy.
"God, yes Bob! Harder!"
I thought he would shove me off the table with the force of his thrusts.
"Now! Now!" I cried out. "Ohhhhhh fuck!"
I came loud and long. My hair flew back and forth as I shook my head with the power of my orgasm. Midway through, Bob came with an animalistic grunt and shot after shot of cum poured into my pussy. I begged him to keep fucking me, in spite of his prediction I would beg him to stop. But he couldn't cum anymore and we rested with my head on the table and his body leaning on my ass, his cock still hard inside me.
"Jesus, Traci. You're pretty good for someone who likes women."
I giggled and said, "There are advantages to both."
He eventually let me off the table and we fell onto the couch together. Above us, Brooke had somehow successfully postponed her own orgasm, but was only half dressed and well beyond horny. Her turn would come soon enough.
Bob and I stayed naked and my heart raced at what I knew was about to happen. Yes, I was still comprehensive, but cautiously optimistic the night would be successful. Fifteen minutes passed before it happened and Brooke told me later she was making sure Bob was at least a little recovered from his session with me.
From off to our side, walking out of a hallway came Brooke completely nude. Bob was definitely shocked, but showed no signs of being the least bit embarrassed. Perhaps Brooke's smile and look of playfulness helped.
"That was fun to watch," she said, approaching her husband and me.
"You saw it?"
"The whole thing. I loved the coffee table part."
Bob was standing and Brooke went straight into his arms.
He said, "We should try that at home sometime."
As they kissed, I saw Bob getting hard again. This was going to work, for sure.
"Unless Brooke cheated on us up there in the loft," I said. "she should be pretty horny. What do you say we take care of that, Bob?"
"Together, I hope."
"Absolutely," I told him.
He put Brooke on her back on the couch and I went straight to her tits while he got between her legs. Bob and I needed a few more minutes to recover so we spent considerable time working over her tits and clit. She was writhing and pleading for Bob to fuck her. I looked down and damn if his cock wasn't huge again. He was quickly becoming an idol of mine as I saw him more and more as a fucking machine.
It was great fun watching him climb on top of her and plunge his cock deep inside her pussy. Brooke's legs encircled his waist and I continued to suck on her tits while they fucked. In time, I backed off and just watched as they rolled together, nearly falling off the couch on more than one occasion. Of course, Brooke came first, but that worked because I'm pretty sure she came multiple times, crying out loudly the entire time. Bob joined her just as she was finishing and the entire scene was fantastic to watch. I was sure that part of the video would be a favorite of theirs.
Bob wouldn't leave that night without being allowed to watch Brooke and I make each other cum at least once. Somehow, he managed to shower us both with loads of cum at the end.
Most importantly, they were becoming a sexually obsessed couple once again and I was reaping the rewards. The future looked bright for the three of us, as I would soon find out.
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"How can I ever thank you, Traci," Brooke said as she hugged me in my office. "You saved my marriage. Bob and I have never been closer and, needless to say, our sex life is fantastic. We watched the video of the night you had him over at your place and I think we fucked three times before morning."
I smiled and said, "It's not like I haven't gained from all of this, Brooke. First of all, you and I still have our special relationship and I'm not going to let your husband have you all to himself. Secondly, we need to pursue your question about how you can thank me."
She sat down and said, "You name it. I'll do anything after what you've done for us."
"When's your next vacation?" I asked.
"The end of February."
"Where are you going this time?"
She grinned and said, "St. Maarten. My favorite island."
"French side or Dutch?" I said.
"We're staying in Grand Case on the French side, but we'll get over to the Dutch side at some point."
Before I could speak, Brooke sat up straight and said, "Oh my God, Traci. Can you get the time off to come?"
I laughed out loud. "I have plenty of time if you two want company."
Brooke sprang across the room and took me into her arms as I stood by the window sill. I felt her hands on my ass.
"An entire week of just the three of us," she gushed. "I don't think I can stand waiting that long. Please say you'll join us."
"Let's see what Bob says," I said much more calmly.
"Oh, right. Like he'll not want to do this," Brooke said, kissing me passionately and moving her hands onto my breasts. My blouse and bra were compressed in her grip, not to mention my tits. But she knew what I liked and I responded by prolonging the kiss.
A minute later, she said, "Can you stand two of us fighting over your body and making you cum all day and all night?"
"I'd like to find out," I said.
Bob and Brooke are about forty-years-old. I'm thirty. I was attracted to Brooke first and seduced her into a lesbian relationship that started at work and progressed from there. She's got incredible tits and a great body overall for her age. Her hair is short and bordering on white it is so light. Both she and Bob are good looking, but will never be on magazine covers. He's got a nice body, but that's not what I like most about him. His cock is epic. No, not the gigantic thing you see on porn sites. Just bigger than anything I'd ever seen before in my limited escapades with mostly younger men. I'll never give up women, but if I could only have one cock the rest of my life I'd choose Bob's.
I found it odd that the thing that slowly wore down Bob and Brooke's marriage—their independent natures—was what brought them back together, with my help. They had grown farther and farther apart because they didn't rely on each other totally. They began to find ways to live their lives without a sexual attachment to the other. When Brooke succumbed to my advances, it was because she was not emotionally committed to Bob. Then we let Bob in on our secret in a non-confrontational way and he immediately accepted the fact Brooke loved having sex with both me and him. She also allowed him freedom to be with me, as long as everybody was open about it. Now, they are independent to do whatever they want with whomever they want, as long as it involves just the three of us.
That's where things stood when I joined them on a trip to the Caribbean island of St. Maarten. As excited as we all were for the trip, none of us imagined how incredible it would turn out. I spent a good portion of my next paycheck on sexy new clothes, even though I hoped the majority of the week would be spent naked. Brooke did way more trips than me so I relied heavily on her for packing tips. She did convince me to put in a few formal dresses to go with my bikinis and tank tops. Oh, and shoes of all types, of course.
Just to make sure Brooke and I were on the same page before we left, she and I discussed how we would share Bob. There was very little disagreement. We would pretty much play it by ear as the days went along, but I did gain a concession from her that Bob and I could be alone at some point. This most likely was only allowed by her because of how the night worked out at my house when Bob came over and Brooke watched secretly from the loft. The resulting threesome that night was one to remember.
The flight to the island was long and it was hard keeping my hands off Bob as he sat in the middle seat between us. But, finally, we landed and, with luggage in our possession again, we found a taxi for the drive across the island.
Le Petit Hotel in Grand Case reminded me of something you would see in Key West. The white exterior contrasted nicely with the colorful lobby area. But the best surprise was saved for when we walked into our first floor deluxe studio room. It contained a separate kitchen, eating area, living area, bedroom, and porch, from which you could walk onto the beach. It was perfect.
We were all starved, so we agreed to find a nearby restaurant before stocking up on stuff for the kitchen and then hitting the beach. We found a cafe within comfortable walking distance and it had a big enough menu to meet our varied tastes. All I could think about anyway was being back in the room with my two favorite people. We grabbed some snacks and drinks on the way back and after putting those away began to change for the beach. Bob was the one that insisted none of us change in private, so the bedroom became a large changing room with each of us attentively watching the others get into their bathing suits.
Brooke, of course, looked incredible in her colorful bikini and Bob wore a baggy pair of trunks that offered a tempting amount of space to reach inside. My bikini was similar to Brooke's, but with ties on the bottom. We got through that brief, but fun, period of nudity without any sex, which was becoming quite rare for us.
The beach was great and the weather even better, but Bob was not as big a fan of lying out as me and Brooke, so we went back into the room after about an hour. We found out the real reason for his anxiousness to get back when he pulled shut the blinds covering the sliding glass door to the porch.
Bob walked up behind Brooke, put his arms around her, and said, "OK. Time for the vacation to start."
I sat in a chair facing them and got ready for the show. Bob's hands engulfed Brooke's tits and it didn't take long for her erect nipples to appear. He kissed her neck while untying her top and letting it drop to the floor. My hand was already searching out my clit and Brooke smiled approvingly.
By the time Bob turned his wife around so he could suck on her tits, the bulge in the front of his trunks was obvious. Brooke put her hand around it and began to stroke. I slouched a little lower in the chair and rubbed my clit a little faster.
Bob removed the bottom of Brooke's bikini and lingered around her pussy long enough to swipe his tongue over it several times. Then he stood and allowed her to get him naked. Bob's cock sprang up like a pole once it was free and Brooke was on her knees immediately.
But she looked over at me and said, "Come on, Traci. It might take two of us."
I gladly joined her and the two of us ran our tongues up the shaft in unison. Bob managed to undo my bikini top in the process and got it off. We'd worry about the bottom later, after Brooke and I drove him to near orgasm with our mouths. I played with Brooke's tits while we alternated sucking on the cock.
"Get on your back, Brooke. I need to fuck somebody before you guys make me cum," Bob said.
I got naked while Brooke settled onto the floor. Bob got between her legs and I straddled her head, impatiently awaiting her tongue on my pussy. Watching that massive cock spread Brooke's pussy and slowly sliding inside was fantastic. She groaned the entire time until finally pulling me down to her and gliding her tongue over my very wet pussy. Bob started to fuck her with a steady cadence and I felt Brooke's tongue slide inside of me.
I couldn't take my eyes off Bob's cock as it drove like a piston in and out of his wife. The moisture on it glistened in the light and the sound just made me want it myself even more. Instead, I had Brooke's marvelous tongue now stabbing at my clit and my entire body shook with delight. I felt her lips close and she began to suck on my engorged clit.
For at least five minutes we went on like this, our moans growing louder and more intense. It was only natural that Brooke, the recipient of the effects of Bob's cock, came first. I was more than willing to let her take a break from eating me while she came and Bob and I watched her body twist and turn during her climax. But the moment her tongue hit my clit again, I joined her in a long, wonderful orgasm. Then Bob gave us a treat by pulling out and stroking his cock until stream after stream of cum poured over Brooke's tits and stomach and pussy.
It was a decent start to the week, I thought to myself. If only I knew what was in store for all of us.
With our porch looking out over the beach and the fact we sat on it quite often, it was only natural that we soon found out who our neighbors were. It was the morning of our first full day on the island that Brooke and I were enjoying coffee and first saw the family in the room beside us. They walked to the beach without noticing us, or at least without acknowledging us, but we were easily able to determine that it was a couple in their early forties and a teenage daughter, perhaps college age.
"Very nice," Brooke said softly.
"Which one?"
"Both. That guy is really cute and, damn it Traci, you even have me looking at the woman now," she said. "I like her long, blonde hair and what a body. I'm jealous."
The woman was definitely curvier than Brooke and I, but by no means would be considered heavy. She was right about the husband. He was going to be worth watching for as long as they stayed.
"The daughter inherited good genes," I said. "I'd like an hour with her alone."
"I get the second hour," Brooke insisted.
"Maybe we should start with Mom," I said. "I'd love to have my fingers in that long hair while trying to get those beautiful boobs in my mouth. It might be a tough sell, though, with a guy like that in bed with her every night."
"You've been known to convince women that's it worth a try," Brooke said with a smile.
"I do my best."
Fate was certainly with us on that trip because Bob had signed up for a deep sea fishing excursion that day and he told us over a late breakfast that the guy next door was also going. I looked at Brooke and she knew immediately what I was plotting. It was risky, but you only live once.
Soon after we knew the men were gone, we started watching for our opportunity.
"Let me get things started if we get her alone," I told Brooke. "The daughter could be a problem, though."
"Hell no," Brooke replied. "She doesn't want to be with Mom all day. She'll be out looking for guys her age. Mom will be alone, for sure."
This time Brooke nailed it. Right before noon, we saw the woman by herself in the shade of her porch. She had on a see-through cover and large sunglasses that made her already gorgeous face even more appealing. Her long legs stretched out in front of her and I wasn't sure I could hold a conversation with this woman without stammering my way through it.
Brooke and I had changed out of our bikinis into sleeveless tops and shorts. There was no use scaring off someone we were about to meet for the first time by letting her see us in those right away. Then we stepped outside to take the short walk and introduce ourselves.
"Hi, I'm Traci and this is Brooke," I said as we approached her. "We're in the room next door and just wanted to introduce ourselves."
She took off her sunglasses and, if it was possible, she was even better looking without them as her blue eyes shined back at us.
"Hi. I'm Kelley. Have a seat."
Brooke and I took chairs next to each other across from Kelley, who put the glasses back on and grinned.
"Are we keeping you from anything?" I asked.
She said, "Not at all. My daughter is off somewhere unknown and my husband is fishing."
I felt Brooke's foot hit my leg right before she said, "Yeah, he's on the same boat as my husband. How old is your daughter."
"She's eighteen. Her name's Lori. We were afraid she'd be bored stiff here, but we'll see if she makes any friends today. Boyfriends, I should say."
Brooke said, "She's very pretty. I'm sure she won't have any trouble making friends."
"She's very independent," Kelley said. "Very mature. It worries me sometimes and other times it's a blessing. As long as she checks in occasionally I'm alright. Are there four of you staying together?"
"No, just three," I replied. "I sleep on the couch. Brooke and Bob are used to me hanging around. Brooke and I work together."
Kelley seemed unsure how to take my blatant lie about the couch and I wasn't in a hurry to clarify things. I'd let her think it was all true...for now. She wouldn't have believed the truth anyway.
"Oh, that's nice," Kelley said. "We've never traveled with friends. Scott wouldn't be very comfortable with that. He's not even all that thrilled with having Lori with us."
"So he's possessive of you?" I asked her.
She grimaced and said, "Very. It's his one fault."
I imagined being able to live with a gorgeous dude that had his body and only one fault. Or living with Kelley who appeared to have not a single fault. Brooke had to notice me staring at Kelley's chest as the two of them talked. Even through the cover-up she wore, the unmistakable splendor of her breasts was evident.
We chatted for a few minutes and then Kelley said, "I'm afraid I don't have anything to offer you in way of drinks. We just haven't stocked up the kitchen, yet."
"We have stuff," Brooke answered quickly. "Why don't we move over to our place?"
I never knew Brooke had it in her to seduce a woman in such a cool way. I secretly slapped her on the ass while the three of us walked to our room. Her grin assured me she was also proud of herself.
Brooke took care of the drink orders while Kelley and I talked in the living room.
"What does your husband do?" I asked her.
"He's an attorney. He's always very busy and stressed. This vacation will be good, but not long enough. It took forever to get him to agree to go," she said.
"It must be hard on you."
She shrugged and said, "I work, too. I have to with Lori going into college. But that's life, I guess."
After a pause, she added, "I don't want to sound like I'm not happy. I am. It's just...difficult sometimes."
Brooke brought us the drinks, made from a margarita mix we bought at the store. Knowing her, the one Kelley had probably had a splash or two of extra tequila in it. We sat down and talked for another fifteen minutes.
Kelley didn't accept my offer for a refill, but she did seem more at ease with us and we laughed at many of her Lori stories. When Brooke and I were both in the kitchen at one point, she rose to join us. This was my chance, I thought to myself. It was now or never.
As we stood together, I said to Kelley, "Brooke and I find this time of day to be the most relaxing. You're welcome to join us if you have the time."
I began to move behind her.
She said, "I...I think I do."
"We can relieve some of that stress you've been feeling, Kelley," I said.
I put my hands on her shoulders and gently massaged them. Her silky cover-up moved along with my fingers. Kelley and Brooke looked at each other and Brooke offered a reassuring grin. I pulled down on the cover-up and reached around to untie it at her waist. It came off easily.
"Maybe I should get back...," Kelley began to say.
I put my face on her luscious, long blonde hair and whispered, "Don't go. You'll be glad you stayed."
I reached for her flat, firm abdomen and slid my hands up to the bottom of her breasts.
"No. Really. I...I...," Kelley stammered.
Brooke moved closer and put a hand on the inside of her thigh. As the hand rose, Brooke moved even closer until their bodies were just inches apart. I cupped Kelley's right tit in my hand without squeezing. Brooke's fingers were at the bottom of her bikini.
"Relax," I murmured. "It's alright."
At the same time I put a hand inside the top of her bikini, Brooke slid a finger inside the bottom and found Kelley's pussy. I could feel her entire body stiffen.
"Let go, Kelley. There's nothing to be afraid of," I said.
I couldn't believe the marvelous feeling of her large breast in my hand, with the nipple beginning to harden against my palm. I kneaded the tit the best I could with the bikini still on. Finally, I had to pull up on the cups to release both tits, despite Kelley's gasp.
"It's alright," I told her, untying the top and taking it off.
Brooke now had a hand completely inside the bikini bottom, gently rubbing Kelley's pussy. I saw that the woman's eyes were closed as she tried to comprehend what was happening.
In one last attempt, she whimpered, "Please. Stop."
But Brooke ran two fingers over Kelley's clit and I pinched her nipple, causing Kelley to cry out. There was never another attempt to end the attack on her body.
Brooke quickly pulled down the bikini bottom while I worked over both tits. Brooke didn't immediately put her face between Kelley's legs, thinking it might be too early for that. Instead, she rose, put her lips lightly on Kelley's and continued to rub her clit. I watched with delight as the kiss continued and intensified. Then my hands were on Kelley's ass, squeezing the supple skin between my fingers. God, I wanted her so bad.
If it was Kelley's intent to make us stop, all was lost when she and Brooke held each other and kissed as passionately as I had ever seen two strangers kiss. I just stood back and stared at Kelley's beautiful body in the arms of my girlfriend, not at all jealous because I knew I would have my chance with her. Brooke took a second after the kiss to lick Kelley's erect nipples. Then Brooke said, "Sit on the edge of the table."
Kelley did and Brooke got between her legs while I took her place at Kelley's tits. I saw the top of Brooke's head, knowing full well why Kelley leaned back and muttered something I couldn't hear. I began to suck on those big tits while Brooke licked and sucked Kelley's clit and drove her tongue inside her pussy.
"Yes. Yes," Kelley said over and over at the new sensations she was feeling.
Eventually, Kelley was on her back. Brooke had her arms around the woman's legs, holding her in place as Kelley's body began to quiver. I was lightly biting the nipples, then licking them and taking as much of the tit into my mouth as I could fit.
"No more," Kelley begged. "That's enough. I'm...I'm...going to...of my God. Stop!"
But we didn't stop. Brooke was sucking on the clit and stabbing it with her tongue. I was rolling a nipple between my thumb and forefinger.
"No! No! Ohhhhhh fuck!"
There's something unique, I think, about a woman's first orgasm at the hands...and mouth...of another woman. For some, it's the first true orgasm they ever have. In any case, it's better than any other. Kelley came and came for what seemed an eternity, with her body squirming on the table and her shrieks of joy filling the room. Brooke only moved away when Kelley tried to crawl to the other end of the table.
Kelley covered her face with her hands and I saw a few strands of hair covered with perspiration on her forehead. She was still very, very sexy.
"I can't believe you did that," Kelley sighed. "I've never...I mean, I don't do that with anyone but Scott."
"It's not the same, is it?" I said.
"Hell no, it's not the same. My God I thought I'd never stop cumming."
"So we can invite you over again?" Brooke asked.



Kelley looked at us and said, "Do you two...do that?"
"Of course," she said. "All the time."
"I can see why," Kelley said, trying to get up the strength to get off the table.
The entire episode was rehashed in full detail over dinner with Bob. He had to reposition his hard cock a couple times near the end, but he otherwise enjoyed the tale.
"Now, that's all pretty interesting because Scott made it sound like she's a little bit of a prude," Bob told us. "At least that's the impression he gave. I guess maybe you've let her see the light."
"And you still want to fuck her, don't you?" Brooke said.
"Damn right."
"Maybe if you're a good boy," Brooke told her husband, tapping his hand lightly and grinning.
Bob was a very good boy in bed that night, managing to fuck both Brooke and I before midnight. Then it was my turn to shower with him in the morning and I got another taste of his cock...this time from behind...before it was over. Even at that, the day was very young and much, much more was in store.
Brooke and I chose that day to take a cab across the island to Philipsburg on the Dutch side. As we waited outside the front of the hotel, Kelley and Scott came out and we decided to share the cab and all go together. It worked out perfectly...and not just for me and Brooke.
Bob, of course, would have no part of an all-day shopping trip. He was fine spending time at the beach or sitting on the porch drinking a margarita, or two. Much to his surprise and pleasure, Lori had also decided to skip the trip to Philipsburg. She appeared on her porch in the same bikini Bob saw her in the previous day—a tastefully skimpy, bluish suit that went well with her long blonde hair and tanned skin. At first, she seemed unaware of Bob's presence and incessant staring. Then she saw him and waved bashfully. Bob had no way of knowing that all the pieces were in place for an afternoon he would not soon forget.
Bob fully expected the girl to wander off. Instead, she lingered on the porch for a while, standing at the railing and looking out over the beach. Bob was a few dozen yards away, but still had an adequate view of her flawless ass, legs, and back. She was young enough to retain her hourglass figure and old enough to be filled out in all the right places. He had certainly been aroused by the story about her Mom, but this teenager was enough to make him forget about Kelley for a while.
Bob couldn't have been more shocked when Lori walked off the porch and turned in his direction. He watched every step she took; the way her breasts moved in response to her legs striding through the sand.
Lori stopped at the step leading onto his porch and said, "Would you mind company?"
"Of course not."
"I'm Lori," she said, helping herself to a chair and crossing her legs.
"I'm Bob. I was with your Dad yesterday on a fishing trip."
She smiled and said sarcastically, "I bet THAT was fun."
Bob laughed. "We aren't single teenagers. I'm sure you had a better day than us."
Lori shook her head and replied, "I doubt it. There are not many guys here my age and the ones I've met are asses."
"Well then...let an old guy entertain you for a while."
"I like older men," Lori said with a serious look on her face. She adjusted her sunglasses and added, "They can be asses, too, of course, but I like maturity."
"What are you doing today?" Bob asked.
"Don't know. What do you suggest?"
Bob was taken aback by her question and disregarded saying what he was thinking. He finally said, "Have you ever been to Orient Beach?"
"Nope. This is my first time here."
"It's about a ten minute cab ride away," Bob said. "It's rather well known for being a 'clothing optional' beach."
Lori uncrossed her legs and leaned forward, saying, "You mean a nude beach? Really?"
"In full disclosure, I have to tell you that of all the times I've been there, the nude people should be dressed and the people in bikinis should be nude."
Lori laughed loudly and said, "Can we go? I'll help pay for the cab. Honest."
"If you have time and allowed to go, we can go."
"I'm eighteen," she said proudly. "I can do whatever I fuckin' want."
This time Bob laughed. "Get your stuff and meet me back here."
Lori literally ran back to her room, another sight that pleased Bob to no end. In less than five minutes, she was back with a bag full of beach supplies and a long t-shirt over her bikini.
"Let's go," she said excitedly.
Orient Beach, like many in the Caribbean, was a crescent shaped bay lined with hotels and condos. The beach itself was covered with lounge chairs, umbrellas, and people. By the time Lori and Bob arrived, they were chatting as if they had known each other for years and Bob let the teenager pick out their spot among the crowd. They laid out a towel Bob had brought and Lori dug in her bag for sunscreen after taking off her t-shirt.
They were seated close together and Bob saw Lori looking around them once she had the bottle of lotion in her hand.
"Look!" she said softly and pointing down the beach. "There's a woman sitting topless. Can I do that, please? My parents would NEVER let me do that."
"You think I'm going to say no?" Bob said honestly.
Lori giggled and reached behind her neck. In a matter of seconds, she had her bikini top off and Bob was trying not to stare at the best set of tits he'd ever laid eyes on. Lori put some lotion on her hand and began to spread it over her breasts, both of which sported an unmistakable outline of her bikini.
"I hope I don't burn too bad," she said without pausing.
"We won't stay long, if you think you will."
"I'm not leaving until I see a naked person," Lori insisted.
Then she lay on her stomach, handed the lotion to Bob, and told him, "Get my back and legs, please."
He didn't dare look around him and count the number of men who had most likely been gazing at her from the second they arrived. Bob just did his job, starting with her smooth shoulders and upper back. By the time he got to her waistline, he was practically shaking at the thought of having to do her legs. Bob couldn't, in good conscience, pass up the opportunity. Thus, with lotion in hand, he covered the bottom of one side of her ass and moved down her thigh to her knee and calf. Then he got the other side, starting at the calf and finishing with a lengthy swipe across her other cheek.
"There. You're safe now," Bob told her as she turned over.
"Thanks."
A second later, she said, "Oh, look. At the edge of the water over there. It's a naked guy coming this way. This is fantastic."
By the time he got close enough for us to see, he was, as expected, a man in his sixties with a beer belly and less than impressive cock.
"That is so cool," Lori exclaimed. Then, "I'm going in the water. You coming?"
"In a minute, maybe. You go ahead."
She trotted into the surf and gracefully dove head first under the waves. Lori swam like a pro away from the shoreline before stopping and turning to face Bob. The water was up to her neck. He saw her wave for him to join her.
Bob took a deep breath and walked into the water. He dove under one time, and then stood again to finish his walk to where Lori stood. They were nearly alone, with the closest person being a good twenty yards away. Bob saw Lori grinning and moving a bit. Soon he knew why.
Lori held up the bottom of her bikini.
"Hold this for me," she said, handing it to Bob.
He took it and watched her swim a little farther out, her delicious ass just above the water. She turned and came back, standing again with the top of her breasts above water.
"You're a great swimmer," he said.
She moved closer and told him, "Thanks. And thanks for bringing me here. This is so much fun."
Lori leaned up and kissed him lightly on the lips, her tits coming out of the water. Her hand rested on his crotch. She said softly, "Wouldn't it be cool to fuck in the ocean?"
Bob felt his cock twitch and begin to harden. Lori gripped it tighter.
"I think you need to find a guy your own age for that, Lori."
Her hand reached inside his trunks.
"Aren't you getting naked?"
"Not here. I don't want to be one of those old dudes at Orient Beach."
"Oh, I can tell already you aren't anything like that old guy we saw," she said, gripping his hard cock.
Bob was very glad his back was to the beach. It would be several minutes before he would be able to leave the water without embarrassment. Lori finally released his cock, stood close enough for her body to touch his, and said, "How many chances like this do you get in life, Bob?"
He allowed his hands to travel over her back and ass before saying, "If you can wait until we get back, I'll fuck you like none of your little boyfriends ever have. But I won't do it in public."
She smiled and answered, "That's fair. Now, I'm going to give the guys on the beach a show. Bring my bikini with you when you come in."
Bob floated in the water with just his head above the surface as he, and every other male on Orient Beach, watched the stark naked teenager stroll out of the water. She pulled her hair behind her head to squeeze water out of it, thrusting her chest out in the process. When she arrived at the towel with their stuff, she sat with her knees pulled up and her arms wrapped around them. A few minutes later, Bob joined her.
They stayed less than an hour. Lori put her bikini bottom and t-shirt back on and they gathered up their belongings before walking to the parking lot and finding a cab. Bob saw her nipples protruding under the thin material of the shirt and he wondered if she was as eager to get back to the hotel as he was. Or was her question about chances like this a flippant remark she never intended to answer?
Lori did keep her promise about helping to pay for the cab and Bob invited her to his room, knowing that having Brooke and I walk in on them was better than having her parents do the same. Bob didn't have to wait long to find out that Lori was going to make him keep his word. As soon as they had set down their beach gear, she went up to Bob and wrapped herself around him. She kissed him feverishly, exploring his mouth with her tongue and pressing her pussy against his cock. The moment it ended, he yanked off her shirt.
Lori pulled off his shirt and rubbed his crotch through his trunks while staring intensely into his eyes.
"Show me how a real man fucks," she commanded in the sexiest voice Bob had ever heard.
He untied her bikini bottom and pulled it off. She responded by pulling down his trunks. Before she could do anything else, Bob swept up the startled, naked teen into his arms and took her into the bedroom. She shrieked as he tossed her onto the bed, but the smile on her face assured him she was ready. Bob was on top of her immediately and they kissed once more, rolling on the bed with Lori's legs wrapped around him. Her energy aroused him, not to mention the feel of her lithe body. The result was an erection that rubbed against her stomach as they tumbled.
When they broke apart, Lori dived for the cock she had been feeling. She caressed it for only a moment before sliding her tongue from his balls to the tip. Lori teased the head for a little while until she finally slid it into her mouth. To Bob's enjoyment, she was meticulous at first, taking the cock all the way in before slowly pulling back. Her tongue never stopped working and soon she was bobbing up and down on the shaft like a pro...which she may have been, for all Bob knew.
He was glad when she quickly moved up to straddle his waist, placing her neatly shaven pussy directly over his stiff cock. Bob had never seen a more beautiful girl, with her blonde hair hanging over her shoulders and her firm tits waiting for his hands and mouth. Lori put the cock in place and, with a wicked grin, lowered herself onto it.
"Oh my God, that feels so good," he told her.
She was very wet and he was all the way in without issue. That's when he fully appreciated the tightness of her young pussy. She began to move and he just closed his eyes and enjoyed it.
"Fuck me, Bob," she said quietly. "Show me how a grown man can fuck a little girl like me."
He picked up the pace, holding her by the ass at first until he moved his hands to her tits. He massaged them a little rougher as the fucking continued, pulling on the nipples and watching them grow. Bob felt Lori tightening the muscles of her pussy around him and he drove his cock into her faster and harder.
"That's it," she moaned. "Fuck me!"
They rolled onto their sides, never missing a beat. Bob sucked on Lori's tits and lightly bit the nipples, feeling her pussy constrict in response. Then he was on top of her, pounding her pussy with his cock as hard as he could.
"Yes. Yes!" she cried out.
Bob had his hands under her soft ass, pulling her up to him with each thrust. She gripped his ass and demanded more. The bed rocked for several minutes as they brought each other closer.
"Oh fuck, yes! Just a little...more...," Lori sighed.
She came with a squeal of ecstasy, holding onto Bob as tight as she could while her orgasm burst through her body. Bob buried his face in her hair and urged her to keep cumming. She obeyed nicely. Then, with a massive grunt, his own orgasm erupted. Each new groan was accompanied by a deposit of his cum in her sweet, tight pussy as he drove his cock into her repeatedly. Even when he thought he was empty, a new tightening of her pussy around his cock led to another spurt.
Bob tumbled off of her so they could recover. Lori was the first to move, sliding on top and kissing him.
"Wow, you ARE good," she told him. "Tell me we can do this again."
"If I have my way, it will be a daily event."
Lori laughed, not having a clue what further adventures truly awaited them.
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In the spirit of the open relationship between myself, a thirty-year-old woman, and my good friends Brooke and Bob, a forty-year-old married couple, it was Bob's responsibility to give me and Brooke all the details of his encounter with Lori, the eighteen-year-old daughter of the couple in the hotel room next to us during our vacation in St. Martin, a beautiful Caribbean island. We were sharing a room during our week-long escape, as well as sharing the women next door. Brooke and I had already seduced Kelley, Lori's mother, one day and then Bob and Lori had their own session in bed the next day. Of course, just hearing about Bob and Lori's trip to the nude beach, followed by their heated sex, elicited a threesome of special quality between Bob, Brooke and myself.
That's the way it was between us. Bob and Brooke's marriage had been on the verge of collapse until I opened their eyes to the sexual universe they lived in. Brooke and I were just as satisfied together as when either, or both, of us had Bob's substantial cock to enjoy. Bob also knew that his taking of a gorgeous teenager wouldn't mean the end of his marriage. In fact, it just whetted our appetites to have her to ourselves, if possible.
But that's for another day. This new day would center in large part around Kelley's husband, Scott—a handsome man with the body of a young athlete. Needless to say, Scott and Kelley's marriage was not quite the same as Bob and Brooke's. It was traditional, in every sense of the word. There was no imagination in their sex and the thought of fucking somebody else never crossed their minds; or, if it did, it was a fleeting thought never acted upon.
Scott and Kelley had never met Bob, Brooke and me.
You learn a lot about yourself when you are outside the daily routine. A vacation forces you to associate with people you've never met and probably never will again. Thus, a person lacking a risk-taking tendency at home might reveal their real self on a trip. Brooke and I proved that point with Kelley. Scott came across as a definite non-risk-taker. But you never know.
It was around noon when I came back from the beach and found our room empty. I changed into a tank top and shorts, omitting a bra and panties pretty much out of habit while on vacation. Considering what had occurred the past couple days, it was not out of the question that Bob and Brooke were next door. So, I went out the back, off the porch, and made the short walk over to Scott and Kelley's porch. I saw movement inside the room and quickly determined it was Scott. I stepped up onto his porch and approached the sliding glass door.
I tapped on it lightly and saw him turn to look. With a smile, he motioned for me to come in. The door slid open and I entered the room.
"Hi," Scott said. "Need anything?"
"Oh, I was just looking for Bob and Brooke and thought they might be here."
"Nope. Haven't seen them. They could be with Kelley and Lori because I haven't seen them for a while, either."
This was my first chance to see Scott from this close, and I had to admit he was a REALLY good looking guy. A t-shirt hid his chest, but if it was anything like his arms and legs, I wanted it. I had seen his ass from our porch as he walked to and from the beach. It seemed to fit my standards just fine.
"OK, then," I told him. "I didn't mean to interrupt. I'll..."
"You don't have to go," he said quickly. "Have you eaten?"
"I'm fine. Thanks."
"Drink?"
"No thanks."
Now, if he'd asked me if I wanted to fuck...
"Do the three of you travel often?" he asked, leaning against the kitchen table.
"No. This is the first trip. So far it has worked out great. I'm sure we'll do it again."
I was very confident he knew nothing of what his wife and daughter had done with us and I wasn't going to give him the news. I was more concerned with how a proactive seduction on my part would be accepted by him. The only thing that stuck in the back of my head was something Bob had said after a fishing trip with Scott that indicated Scott considered Kelley somewhat of a prude. That, perhaps, left the door open to a willingness to mess around with somebody ten years younger.
"We don't normally bring Lori," he said, "but she'll be entering college soon and either can't, or won't want to, take trips with us."
"She's very cute."
"Takes after Kelley."
I moved closer and said, "Oh, I don't know."
I ran my hand down the outside of his arm until reaching his wrist. Then I moved his hand onto my waist and said, "Her Dad isn't all that bad looking, either."
When he left his hand on my tank top, I made a gradual swipe across his crotch with my hand. My eyes rose to meet his.
"Touch me, Scott. Touch my breast."
The uneasiness on his face was obvious. I saw him swallow and run his tongue across his lips. Then his hand rose and found the outside of my breast, still with the tank top between my skin and his hand.
"It's OK," I assured him.
He put his palm over my nipple and squeezed. I grinned to show my approval and pressed my hand against his cock. He wasn't yet hard, but I felt a positive reaction through his shorts.
"Pull down my top so you can see my tit, Scott."
"No. I can't, Traci," he said, withdrawing his hand.
I gripped his cock more tightly.
"C'mon, who's going to know? I want you to lick my tit. I love the feeling of a man's tongue on my nipple."
I was stroking him now and he was growing harder by the second. It seemed for a moment as if he wouldn't do it. Then, his hand returned and his fingers gingerly pulled down my tank top in the middle. He stretched the shirt over my right tit, eventually revealing the nipple. He paused for a second, and then lowered it farther.
"Now, suck my tit, Scott."
He did and I made sure he heard my sigh. I pressed my tit harder against his mouth and he took more of it in. He was nearly fully erect now and I kept stroking.
"Suck the other...," I began to say.
However, we both heard the sliding glass door open and Scott frantically pulled away and I covered my tit back up with my tank top. I looked over my shoulder in time to see Lori stepping into the room.
"I've been watching," she said calmly, closing the door and the blinds as she spoke. "I really did hate to interrupt, but I wondered what Mom would think if she showed up."
"Traci, I think you should go," Scott said nervously.
"No," Lori declared. "I think she should stay. She's going to be a part of this deal."
"What deal?" Scott asked. "Nothing was going to happen so don't let your imagination run away with you."
"I could be wrong, but given a choice between believing your denial to Mom that anything happened or seeing the picture I have on my phone, she'd be more likely to believe the picture," Lori said, holding up her phone.
"You fucking brat," Scott uttered angrily.
"So, let's make a deal."
"What the fuck do you want?"
She set aside her beach bag and walked past me to her father. She was really quite stunning with her long blonde hair and magnificent body, accentuated by her low cut t-shirt and tiny shorts. She oozed sensuality.
"Are you still hard?" she asked, placing her hand where mine had been.
"Don't you...," Scott said, trying to pull away.
"Kind of," Lori interrupted. "You must like tits. Well, here's what I want in order to forget that I ever saw anything...and to erase the photo."
She rubbed his crotch.
"I want the two of you to make me cum," she said. "And I want to cum while you fuck me, Dad. I want this hard cock in my pussy, fucking me until I cum while Traci sucks on my tits."
"We won't do it," Scott answered. "Tell your mother. She'll believe me over you."
Lori held up the phone.
I looked at Scott pleadingly, wanting to do two things: save his marriage and be a part of this unlikely threesome.
"Do what she says, Scott. It's not worth the pain," I told him.
I couldn't even imagine what was going through Scott's mind. I saw the bulge in his pants grow larger and larger as his daughter massaged his cock; but he knew, like I did, it was his daughter causing it to happen. Still, if I was a guy his age and had the opportunity to fuck somebody that looked like her...
"One time," he finally said. "That's it."
Lori began to open his shorts, then stopped and said, "We better move into the bedroom."
No one said a word as we marched into the large bedroom, dominated by the king size bed. Lori returned to the front of her father's shorts and got them open. Even before she started to push the shorts down his legs, I saw Scott's cock. God, the head was huge and veins bulged out the entire way down to his balls. Once freed, it pointed up like a staff.
Lori took off his shirt and admired the impressive, nude man standing in front of her.
She looked at me and said, "C'mon, Traci. Help me out with his cock."
I didn't need to be told twice as we both kneeled down on either side of his erection. Our tongues began to work in unison, licking him from top to bottom and taking turns taking him into our mouths, feeling the pulsing warmth of the cock. To my surprise, he got even harder and thicker. I wondered if Lori knew what she was getting herself into.
She was the first to stand, saying to Scott, "Take off my clothes. Then do Traci."
I didn't know where to look. I had Scott's cock standing at attention at the same time he was uncovering Lori's incredible, firm tits. Then he took off her shorts to reveal her flawless ass and pussy, with just a hint of blonde hair above her clit. By the state of his seemingly perpetual erection, Scott must have approved, as well. Then he turned to me and a moment later I was naked, having successfully restrained myself from taking his cock in my hand.
Lori jumped onto the bed and lay on her back, gleaming up at us, saying, "Get between my legs and lick my clit, Dad. Traci, I want you up here at my tits."
We dutifully got in place. I'm pretty sure I began before Scott had the nerve to put his mouth over his daughter's pussy. I licked the already firm nipple of the closest breast before putting as much of it into my mouth as I could. My hand went to her other tit and then I heard her quick breath as Scott made first contact with her clit. Lori closed her eyes and I saw her hips begin to rise and fall in rhythm with Scott's manipulation of her clit. She put both hands on the back of his head and pulled him closer. I bit her nipple and she groaned loudly.
I resigned myself to the fact I probably wasn't going to cum during this, but God it was hot watching Scott eat out Lori while I attacked her tits. Each time Lori let out a new whimper it made me hornier. I knew what she was feeling and how good her pending orgasm was going to be. I wanted to be her.
"Now fuck me," she told Scott.
I moved back while Scott repositioned himself. His cock was as stiff and long as any I'd ever seen in my life. I decided at that moment that the week wasn't going to be complete until he had it inside me. But, for now, his daughter was going to be the beneficiary of it and Scott put his cock between Lori's legs. I thought I heard her very quietly gasp as it began to enter her pussy. Then the cock was half gone and Scott stopped. He pulled out a little and with a sudden, violent thrust, he drove his cock forward until his balls hit her ass.
The moment he leaned up enough to give me room, I dove for Lori's tits and began to suck on them again. They shook as Scott picked up the pace of his fucking, but I was still able to work on the nipples and let Lori get an added zing to the pleasure she was already feeling in her pussy. I saw her clutching the bed cover tighter and tighter the longer they fucked.
From the sound of it, Scott was the one getting ready to cum first. But it was Lori that shouted out and began a climax that shook the bed. I put a nipple between my lips and squeezed it as hard as I could, stabbing it with my tongue. Lori's orgasm seemed to last forever. But, as one orgasm ended, another started.
I moved back just in time because Scott pulled out of Lori, stroked his cock, and covered her tits and stomach with stream after stream of white cum. Every time he grunted, another shot appeared until there was a pool around her navel.
So, I had another great story to tell Brooke and Bob at the next meal.
"I can't believe she made him do it," Brooke said, eating her salad. "That takes a lot of guts."
"She knows what she wants and how to get it," I said. "Jesus, they both came like forever. I'm thinking that won't be the last time they fuck."
"Kelley probably would kill both of them," Bob said. "There's a difference between her experimenting with two female friends and her husband and daughter fucking."
Brooke and I agreed, but I said, "Still, she's awfully tempting when she acts like she did today. It might be worth the risk."
All was not well in the room occupied by Kelley, Scott and Lori. Kelley was not quite over her first sexual encounter with Brooke and me. Scott had Lori's threat hanging over his head, as well as the memory of fucking her in front of me. Lori was considering all the new-found powers she seemed to have over Bob and her father.
Actually, it simply reinforced the advantage of an open relationship like I had with Bob and Brooke. If our friends next door had just been honest with each other from the beginning, all this angst wouldn't have amassed until it was ready to explode. But those are the choices people make and there are consequences for every action...as Scott was about to find out.
Twenty-four hours after he fucked Lori, Scott was in the shower after leaving Lori and Kelley on the beach by themselves. He dried off and wrapped a towel around his waist before entering the bedroom. Scott opened a dresser drawer and began to pull out clothes. When he had what he needed, he went back into the bathroom.
He had only put on his shorts when he heard a voice at the bathroom door: "You sure aren't much of a sunbather."
Lori leaned against the door.
"Never have been," Scott replied.
"Mom will be out there for hours."
With that, Lori entered the room and closed and locked the door. She quickly pulled off the t-shirt she wore over her bikini.
"I told you already we would only do what you wanted one time," Scott said. "It's over."
Lori walked toward him, letting her hand graze across his cock as she moved between him and the shower. She reached behind and untied the top of her bikini. Lori held it in place, but the slack permitted the bulk of her luscious tits to show. As if in slow motion, she let the top fall to her side in her hand.
"I'm going to shower. I think you should stay and watch," she said.
Lori dropped the bikini top and reached out for his cock once more. It was long enough for her to briefly wrap her fingers around it through the shorts. Then she untied the bottom of her suit and let it fall to the ground. Scott stared at the perfect body that stood naked just inches away.
"You DO want to watch, don't you?" she asked in her sexiest voice.
With one final squeeze of his budding erection, she spun around to turn on the water. As she bent forward, her ass pointed back at Scott as if begging for his attention. Lori tested the water, looked over her shoulder, and gracefully stepped into the shower. Scott moved back until his ass rested on the counter. If he left now, there was no guarantee that Lori would stop seducing him. However, it would send a message to her. If he stayed, she won.
Scott watched Lori in silhouette as she put her head under the water and reached up for her hair. As she did, she tilted her head back and jutted her breasts forward. Her hands slid down the length of her blonde hair slowly before she stood up straight again, the water pouring over her body. Lori never looked directly at Scott, but she knew he was still there.
She took a bar of soap and started at her neck and shoulders. When she reached her tits, she glanced over at her father and grinned. Lori covered her tits in soap.
"Let me see your cock now," she told him.
Scott began to unzip his fly.
"No. Take them off," Lori said, continuing to clean her tits.
She smiled with satisfaction when his rock hard cock appeared. She ran the soap over her stomach and hips.
"Play with it," Lori told Scott.
He began to slowly masturbate as Lori put her hand with the soap between her legs. She turned to face him and rubbed her pussy until it was covered with foamy soap. Scott was stroking himself faster. With the water now running down Lori's back, she went back over her tits and stomach so that her entire front was soapy. She sensuously spread it around as she watched her father.
Then she put the soap down and put a hand back on her pussy. Scott could plainly see Lori was now joining him in masturbation. She rubbed her clit for a moment until sliding a couple fingers inside her wet pussy. Her mouth was open slightly as her head tilted back with pleasure. Her free hand began to pinch her nipple and Lori moaned loud enough for Scott to hear.
A drop of precum appeared at the tip of his cock when Lori returned to her clit.
She looked at him and said, "I want you to cum with me, Dad. You'll know when."
He remained silent in his humiliation, anger, and lust. He listened to his daughter's moans grow louder and longer. He watched her hand speed up as it manipulated her clit. Finally, Scott felt his cock and balls warn of an impending orgasm.
Scott waited. Lori was in total control of him, now.
Lori leaned against the wall of the shower.
"Oh my God. Yes! Almost there."
Another minute passed. Scott's palm was covered with his precum.
"Ohhhhh fuck. Now. Now! I'm cumming!"
Scott rushed to the shower door and pushed it open. Lori was grimacing with the onset of her orgasm and opened her eyes just in time to see the first spurt of her father's cum fly towards her. She cried out as she came in unison with Scott, who was frantically pulling on his cock resulting in multiple sprays of cum flying into the shower. Together they groaned as the climaxes peaked and began to subside.
At the same time that Lori stepped under the water to relax and rinse off, Scott slammed the shower door shut, grabbed his clothes, and stomped out into the bedroom.
'That's it,' Scott swore to himself. 'That little whore can't keep doing this. I might have to admit to a moment's indiscretion with Traci if Lori shows Kelley the pictures, but that's easier than what Lori is doing to me now. Fucking little cunt.'
Lori, meanwhile, was quite pleased with herself. A potentially mind-numbing vacation in the middle of nowhere had turned very interesting, indeed. She had direct access to Bob next door and his superb cock. Or, she could just stay in the room and have Scott at the click of her fingers. Turning eighteen was ending up much better than she had anticipated.
Scott made it through the remainder of the day without incident, but struggled to sleep that night as he continued to mull over the possible outcomes of his encounters with Lori. The most troublesome aspect of the whole thing seemed to be his propensity to get hard every time he thought about her naked. He found himself stroking his cock through his boxer shorts in the darkness of the bedroom, hoping Kelley was sound enough asleep not to notice. He dare not cum, so he rolled over and tried to sleep. A minute later, his erection somewhat diminished, he quietly got out of bed to get a drink in the kitchen.
Lori slept on the living room couch, which converted into a day bed. Scott tiptoed past her into the kitchen and opened the refrigerator door. He debated between juice and a can of pop, eventually reaching for the juice. He let the door close and the darkness returned. With the help of a dim nightlight in the hall, he managed to find a glass in the cupboard.



Just as he was about to pour the juice, he jumped at the feeling of something at his waist.
"Thirsty?"
Lori's whispered voice in his ear took his mind off the shock of her arms around his body.
"Jesus," he muttered.
Scott put down the juice and said, "Leave me alone."
Lori's hands slid down his body to the top of his boxers.
"We're going to have to be REAL quiet," she said.
"We're going to have to go back to bed," Scott responded. "Don't touch me."
It was too late. Her hand was on his cock, rubbing the material of his boxers against it.
"I bet you're hard all night thinking about me, aren't you?" she murmured. "I'm naked right now. But you'll find that out soon enough."
Yes, he had felt her tits against his bare back and now his inevitable erection was returning as she gripped his cock harder. Once she determined it was hard enough, she pulled down on his boxers.
"Don't you dare," Scott hissed.
With the boxers half way down his thighs, Lori reached around for his cock. She stroked it until it pointed up the way she liked it best.
"Turn around."
He could barely make out his daughter's features as he turned and she kneeled down. But there was no mistaking the sensation of her tongue gliding over the length of his cock. The blood rushed into it like a raging current and Scott felt the cock expand to its fullest extent. All he could see was the top of her head as Lori steadily put more of it into her mouth and the cock hit her throat. She began a blowjob that Scott both dreaded and desired. She was clearly the most skilled of a handful of women who had done this to him. None before her, however, could say they were his daughter.
Scott was prepared to cum in her mouth if that's what she wanted. But it wasn't.
A moment later, she pulled off his boxers, rose to her feet, and sat on the edge of the counter.
"Now eat me," she told him quietly.
Scott saw her legs spread wider as Lori leaned back onto her hands. He bent over and put his lips on her pussy. Scott finally got his drink as his tongue rose over her pussy and Lori's juices clung to it. He put the tip of his tongue inside her and licked the top of her pussy. Scott felt his cock twitching at the thought of being there, entering that wet, warm cavity. Then he came out and continued the trip up to her clit. The engorged nub was easy to find among the folds of her skin and he licked it and sucked on it as she softly moaned.
He felt her body quiver the longer he worked over the clit. Would she cum like this?
No. Lori gently pushed him away and jumped onto the floor. Immediately, she turned so that her ass was facing him. She leaned on the counter and said, "Fuck me."
There was no debating the issue. Scott's throbbing cock was at her pussy instantly. The moment he felt the tip spreading her apart, he thrust forward. Lori hummed with joy as her father began to fuck her with equal loathing and lust. The sex was almost brutal, but it was what they both needed. The sound of their bodies smacking together echoed in the little kitchen, but likely never made it to the bedroom. No words were said; just the noise of Scott's big cock slithering in and out of Lori's pussy.
At first, he held her by the hips. Soon, however, he was clasping her tits, squeezing them tighter and tighter as his orgasm approached. Lori strained not to cry out or beg for more. She sensed the intensity of her father's desperate plunges into her body and let that suffice.
This time, he was the first to cum. Rasping moans supplemented the multiple loads of cum he emptied into her. Lori quickly followed with a protracted climax that she had to admit was one of the best ever. Whatever they each may have been thinking when it was over and they were pressed against the counter in fatigue, there was no denying the quality of the sex. If it was a battle of wills, Lori was winning by a landslide. Time would tell if Scott's advantage as parent would let him win the war.
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Co-workers have many uses. Their knowledge can be shared, making two people smarter than either one. They can be leaned on in times of trouble. They can be sex partners.
Cheryl and Mary had no desire to have sex. They needed each other to survive an extremely stressful work environment and, for about the past six months, that's exactly what they did. They became closer and closer until they were rarely seen apart when not at their desks. Even then, one could be seen helping another on a troublesome document or learning a new application.
Perhaps they got along so well because they were so different. Cheryl had long, brown hair and was tall. Mary was blonde and short. Cheryl was a risk taker and Mary was as introverted as they came. Their only similarities seemed to be their ages—both were thirty—and their slim figures. Plus, they were both married.
It was that last fact that led to most of their lengthy lunchtime discussions. They were in their fifth and sixth years of marriage. The honeymoons were over. Each was getting to know their spouse a little better and that wasn't always a good thing. Oh, neither one was on the verge of divorce. It was just that the sparkle of being a newlywed was long gone and a routine was settling in.
The girls were not hesitant to talk about it and, of course, nothing was out-of-bounds for Cheryl.
"How's your sex life been?" she asked Mary at lunch one day.
"Fine. I mean, like, Tom would have sex every waking moment if he could. Or, rather, if I would," Mary replied. "I'm exhausted when I get home, Cheryl. I need time and space to unwind before I think about that stuff."
"Is he good?"
Mary smiled. "Yeah. He gets pretty wild, though. You know me...Ms. Conservative. But it's OK. How about you and Joe?"
"We're fine, too. I suppose it's rare to have two people that are perfect matches for each other," Cheryl said. "We have different philosophies, but the sex we have is good. I just wish there was more of it."
And so it went. The odds were good that, without an intervention, one of the couples wouldn't last to see their tenth anniversary. Luckily, things were about to change.
It began with an innocent invitation by Cheryl for the two couples to spend an evening at dinner together and gather afterward at Cheryl and Joe's condo for drinks. It would be the first time all four were together. Tom was very much looking forward to it, having heard so much about Cheryl. Joe was less enthusiastic, which was essentially his approach to everything.
From the moment Tom first saw Cheryl, he had trouble keeping his eyes off her and even more trouble keeping his mind off her. She wore a fairly unadventurous outfit, but that didn't stop him from imagining what was underneath the tall brunette's clothing. Tom loved her effervescent personality and found himself talking to her almost exclusively. Mary was just happy everybody seemed to be getting along.
The festivities moved to Cheryl's condo and she and Joe found the other couple very easy to please. Tom readily helped Cheryl with the drinks and snacks while Mary and Joe chatted. If any of them had been paying attention to such things, they would have seen that the pattern had already been established. Like particles that either attract or repel each other, pairings were formed and marital status had nothing to do with it. Within half an hour, Cheryl was feeling the attraction to Tom and Mary to Joe.
The former was physical and the latter was intellectual. The results were the same: an excitement that all of them felt needed to be acted upon. As expected, Tom acted first.
He found himself alone with Cheryl in the basement den, a circumstance she found easy to accomplish.
"I hope you won't be offended if I say you are very pretty, Cheryl," Tom said. "Mary is lucky to get to work with you every day."
Cheryl's blush preceded her answer. "Thank you. I'm glad I finally got to meet you after all this time."
"What lies has my wife been telling you?"
"How would I know if they were lies?" Cheryl said coyly. "She says you have lot of, um, 'energy.' Is that true?"
The little tilt of Cheryl's head and the look in her eyes nearly made him take her into his arms.
"I'm not exactly sure how she meant that. But it's probably true."
Cheryl laughed and said, "Joe is just the opposite, so I wondered if I would like anyone so different. But I do, in case you were pondering that."
"I'm glad you do," Tom told her. "I do have one question for you that may sound strange, though."
"Go ahead."
"Do you dress so conservatively at work, also?"
Cheryl grinned and said, "Not really. You don't like this?"
"Oh, no. It's not that. You look great," Tom explained as Cheryl delighted in watching him squirm. "I just wondered...you know..."
"What I look like naked," she finished for him.
The startled look on Tom's face quickly turned to one of pleasure. "Yes, actually. I'll admit it."
"Mary was right, then," Cheryl replied. "So, what's your offer?"
"My offer?"
"Let's say I agreed to send you a picture, what do I get in return?" Cheryl asked.
"A picture," he quickly replied. "That's only fair."
"It is. Give me your number."
They each pulled out their cell phones and exchanged numbers with nervous anticipation. They assured each other their spouses would never know and headed back upstairs.
Speaking of which, Mary and Joe were making expectedly slow headway in forging a relationship. They discussed world affairs and the election and the potential long-term dangers of fracking. Not fucking. Fracking. In the end, they liked each other. No phone numbers were exchanged between them.
Cheryl spent the next twenty four hours planning her picture for Tom. It had to be just right. She determined early on that it would not be what he probably hoped for: a full nude shot. No, Cheryl would tease him. She wanted him to beg for it, knowing that the consequence would be equal treatment from him in return. That was fine with her. This would be fun.
Finally, the evening after the dinner and drinks, Cheryl was alone in the bedroom with phone in hand. She wore her tiniest pair of lacy bra and panties, the fabric of which hid virtually nothing when the light was just right. Cheryl made sure they hid enough to disappoint the intended audience. Then, using the ten second delay option, she set the phone on the dresser and let it take the first shot. She reviewed it and took two more at different angles. After selecting the second pose, she sent it to Tom.
He was watching TV with Mary when he saw the email come in from Cheryl. The paper clip attachment indicator that came with it caused his heart to race. Tom moved into the bathroom, closed and locked the door. His cock reacted at the first view of Cheryl's long, lean body. He expanded the picture and stared at it. Soon, his zipper was down and he was stroking his ever-growing erection as he gazed longingly at Cheryl's full breasts, flat stomach, and smooth pussy. Sure, the breasts and pussy were covered by a bra and panties, but Tom visualized what was underneath. His cock was rock hard by the time he closed the picture. He stuffed his cock back into his pants, waited for it to calm down, and returned to the couch.
So, she had kept up her end of the bargain...kind of. She wouldn't send him a nude photo and she wouldn't get one back. Tom didn't intend it to be a punishment. It was a continuation of the game. When he got up the next morning to shower, he kept his briefs on and opened her photo. A few strokes through the fabric had him thick and hard. The first picture he took of himself was perfect, showing the outline of his erection as it threatened to escape at the waistband. He sent it to Cheryl.
There was only a touch of guilt on her mind as Cheryl opened the photo from Tom at work. She smiled knowingly as she studied it, thinking of the multitude of things she would like to do with that cock if Mary did not. Then she plotted her next move.
Tom would be expecting the next picture, so Cheryl sent him a text message. A very simple 'Hi.'
He replied back: 'Hi. Nice picture.'
'Same here. Is that the best you can do?'
'Ha. I had no enticement to do better.'
Cheryl thought for a moment and answered, 'You must be the verbal type.'
'Call me and find out.'
Cheryl was dialing his number almost before she finished reading the text. He answered on the second ring.
"Hi there. Bored at work?" he asked.
"Yep. You?"
"Yep."
"Do you have an office?"
"I do."
"Close the door," she said.
"It's closed," he replied.
"Then why aren't you looking at my picture getting hard again?"
"I wasn't hard in my picture," Tom said. "That's my normal state."
Cheryl laughed and said, "Nice try. Now rub it and get hard for me."
"I will...if you promise to send me another pic. A better pic this time."
"What would make it better?"
He repositioned his cock as it grew inside his pants. "More skin."
"I'll send you a picture of my back."
"I want to see your tits, Cheryl."
She smiled and said, "Are you hard yet?"
"Yep."
"Wrap your fingers around it."
"Rub your clit."
Cheryl didn't need to be told twice. She pulled up on her skirt and put her hand on top of her panties. They were already damp.
"OK."
"I was hard all night, Cheryl. But you in your underwear isn't going to cut it."
She tried to stifle her chuckle. She responded, "I could have shopped online at Sears and seen as much as you sent me."
Each one was masturbating the entire time, their pulse rate rising minute by minute.
Tom repeated, "I want to see your tits,"
"Would that make you cum, Tom?"
"Depends on your tits."
This time she did laugh, saying, "I'd want photographic proof that you came."
"God, you drive a tough bargain."
"Or cum now."
"I'm close."
"OK. So, I'll send you another pic tonight. Bye."
They were disconnected before Tom could reply. But he stroked his rock hard cock for a few more seconds before letting go of it.
By the time she got home, Cheryl had reconsidered her promise of another picture. Oh, she wasn't backing down. To the contrary, she wanted to up the ante. She sent Tom a text: 'When can you FaceTime me in private?'
The response was almost immediate. 'Tomorrow night. 7 pm. Mary has a meeting.'
'Do it,' was the reply from Cheryl. Joe was out of town for two more days.
At 6:55 the next night, Cheryl changed into the exact same bra and panties she wore in the picture. She set up her iPad and waited. Across town, Tom was naked except for his briefs preparing to make the call. He waited until 7:02.
"Well, that looks familiar," Tom said when Cheryl came on the screen, sitting on the edge of the bed.
"It's all I own," she replied. "Stand up. Let me see you."
Tom stood and moved back, letting her see him from the face to the knees. She gazed without saying a word.
"I haven't gotten the next picture, yet," he said.
"This is your picture."
"You promised to be topless."
"Mary never said you were this impatient," Cheryl told him. "Get as hard as in your picture and I'll get topless."
Tom's hand moved to his cock and he rubbed it slowly, instantly feeling the blood flow into it and the throbbing begin. Cheryl watched intently as the shaft hardened.
"There. Now take off the bra," Tom ordered.
Cheryl was grinning as she reached behind her back and unhooked the bra. She let it hang with the straps starting to fall off her shoulders. Inch by inch the breasts appeared. Finally, she tossed the bra aside. It was Tom's turn to stare at the firm tits and small hard nipples.
"Very nice," he said.
His cock ached and he massaged it, never taking his eyes off the tits.
"Now, I think the deal was you would cum for me," Cheryl said.
"I thought we decided we would cum together."
Cheryl smiled and replied, "I'm not sure that was discussed. But, I'm open to considering it."
Tom reached inside his briefs and grabbed his cock. It was warm on his palm and the head looked like it was about to explode. She hid it from her view the entire time.
"Let me see it, Tom."
"Agree to cum with me."
"Agreed."
Only when her hand slid inside her panties did Tom put his thumbs inside the waistband of his briefs, pulling them out and pushing them down. The head of his cock appeared as Cheryl rubbed her clit. Then he was stepping out of the briefs and his cock rose from between his legs like a pole. Cheryl's heart pounded at the sight of the biggest erection she'd ever seen. She desperately wanted to lick it and suck on it. She wanted it inside her wet pussy.
Tom began to masturbate as Cheryl did the same. He watched her put a hand on one of her tits, playing the nipple. He could see her fingers being inserted into her pussy, drawing the moisture from it before moving back up to her clit. Cheryl watched Tom's hand slide up and down his massive cock, the blue veins bulging out on all sides.
"Push down your panties," Tom told her.
Cheryl obeyed and leaned back on the bed while rubbing her clit harder. He heard her moan. She pulled one leg out from the panties and spread herself farther apart. Tom saw the pink skin of her pussy and the first drop of precum oozed from the tip of his cock.
"I'm moving into the bathroom," he told her.
Cheryl watched as his iPad was moved, occasionally getting an up-close glimpse of his cock swaying as he walked. Then the picture steadied and Tom was at the edge of the shower. He began to stroke himself once more.
Cheryl's whimpers were persistent and clearly audible now. Her tits bounced as she rubbed her clit harder and harder.
"Oh God," Tom heard her sigh.
"Cum for me, Cheryl."
Another couple minutes passed, with Tom trying urgently not to cum too fast. Cheryl was wriggling on the bed, ready to cry out as soon as her orgasm began.
Then Tom groaned, "Now. I'm cumming."
Cheryl couldn't take her eyes off the screen as Tom unloaded his cock with long, white streams of cum spraying into the shower. She saw him wince with each grunt; with each new burst of cum. And then she came.
She threw her head back on the bed and she rubbed her clit as the climax flowed through her body. Tom watched her hair flail in all directions as she squealed with delight. On and on the orgasm went, a new shudder occurring each time Cheryl managed to see the screen and the remnants of his own orgasm on the tip of Tom's cock.
"Holy shit, that was great," Tom declared when Cheryl was done.
"I've never cum like that in my life. When can I have that cock in person?"
Thus began the negotiations between Tom and Cheryl. Meanwhile, Mary and Joe were moving along like tortoises, exchanging e-mails in which they discussed the major topics of the day and exulting in their attempts to outwit the other. Joe couldn't wait to get out of his business meetings and get back to the hotel where he could read the latest news from Mary. He even allowed himself the pleasure of thinking what it would be like living with a woman who appreciated the proper use of the mind.
By the time Joe was back in town, he and Mary were communicating by e-mail several times a day. The conversations became more and more informal, with a suitable amount of philosophy mixed in. They were connecting in a way neither of them had experienced before...and they liked it. Left on their own, it would naturally lead to a physical relationship.
But fate was about to play its hand.
Mary was not technologically challenged. She knew how modern devices worked, including cell phones. She also knew her husband. It did not take her long to 'steal' his phone's passcode once she had it in her mind she wanted it. After that, it was simple to find the texts and pictures from Cheryl.
Mary wasn't necessarily angry. Nothing Cheryl did would surprise her. In fact, little that Tom did would surprise her. So, she momentarily felt betrayed. But then, the solution to a lingering problem flashed through her brain. With a smile, she shut off the phone and anxiously awaited work the next morning.
Cheryl welcomed Mary into her office as always that day. However, she wasn't used to Mary closing the door behind her before she sat.
"I've been thinking about the night we all got together, Cheryl," Mary began with a pleasant look on her face.
"Oh? What about it?"
"Did you and Joe enjoy it?"
"We loved it," Cheryl said. "I think we should do it again. I'm sure Joe would agree."
"Good, because that's what I came in here to suggest," Mary told her. "But I think the next time will be very different."
"Why?"
Mary crossed her legs and took a deep breath. "Because I'm not sure dinner and drinks will be enough for you and Tom."
Cheryl's confused look was followed by, "What do you mean, Mary?"
"I mean you're going to want to fuck," she said bluntly. "Am I right?"
"Mary! What the hell are you talking about!?"
"I'm talking about you and my husband exchanging texts and photos and, apparently, at least one FaceTime session."
Cheryl's face turned pale and her heart nearly leapt out of her chest.
"I...I...don't know what you...," Cheryl started to say.
"Stop it, Cheryl. I saw them. Now, let's talk about this," Mary said calmly.
Feeling much more relaxed now that the initial blow was delivered, Mary said, "You and Tom were probably made for each other. Unless you already have and I don't know about it, I suspect sex between you two would be pretty...wild. Just the way he likes it. Joe, on the other hand, is a passionate thinker. I know that because we've been talking the entire time you and Tom have been getting each other off. So, here's my proposal."
She paused before continuing: "I propose we have another evening together. I'll host it if you want. You and Tom can do whatever you want, as long as Joe and I have our own time together. The understanding going into it has to be that we all go home with the person we brought and that more gatherings will be scheduled in the future."
Cheryl replied, "And if one of the guys doesn't agree to it?"
"C'mon, Cheryl. You can only mean Joe and I'm confident he'll do it."
Cheryl, of course, accepted the offer with suppressed glee. She would get her fling with a well-hung sex fiend and Joe...well; Joe would get whatever he wanted, whatever that was. Neither wife needed to do much persuading to get their husband to agree. It most likely would have all happened in due time anyway and this arrangement let all four of them experience a fantasy, of sorts, under less stressful conditions.
A date was found when all four were available and Mary and Tom hosted, as promised. They owned a four-level split with a finished basement and three bedrooms upstairs. On the two middle levels were the kitchen, dining room, living room and den. It was the ideal setup for what was about to occur.
It took very little time for the swap to take place, although Tom and Cheryl were hesitant to hold each other as they both wanted to do. Instead, Tom took Cheryl's hand and led her into the basement, closing the door behind them. Mary and Joe sat on the couch and talked. The instant Tom and Cheryl were at the bottom of the steps, Tom pushed Cheryl against the wall and lifted her face so that he could kiss her. Cheryl's whimper of surprise was quickly replaced by groans of lust as their tongues came together and their bodies rubbed.
Tom got his hand inside the back of Cheryl's very short skirt and he gripped her ass. The other hand kneaded a breast roughly. She could already feel his burgeoning erection through their clothing and knew it wouldn't be long before she would have it. But Tom was in control and he lifted her top to reveal her tits. He yanked the bra aside and put a breast inside his mouth.
"Ohhh, yes Tom. Suck on it," she told him.



Cheryl's hand was frantically rubbing his crotch as Tom licked and bit her nipple. He put the bra back in place and lowered her top when he felt her fumbling for his zipper. Tom let her open his pants and bring out the rock hart cock she was so desperate for. Cheryl kneeled down and licked it twice before taking it into her mouth.
Her head bobbed rapidly as she delivered her blowjob. The cock was even bigger than what she had seen online and Cheryl's pussy ached to have it inside her. The first salty taste of his precum was accompanied by Tom asking her to stand up. When she was standing, he lifted her skirt and pulled down her panties. Once they were off, he lifted the skirt again and put his cock at the entrance to her pussy.
"Finally, I get to fuck you," he told her with a grin. "Cum for me like you did the other night."
Tom positioned his cock at just the right angle and swiftly drove it into her with a massive grunt.
"Oh my God. Yessssss!" Cheryl sighed.
Tom held her by the ass while they fucked. Cheryl steadied herself against the wall and reveled in the sensation of the huge cock filling her pussy with one forceful thrust after another. The sound of their sex filled the room and their mutual groans grew louder. The minutes passed like seconds as they concentrated on their orgasms.
Tom was massaging Cheryl's tits when she started to cum.
"Fuck, yes! Yes! Now," she cried out.
She wrapped her arms around Tom's neck and let her climax begin. Tom lifted her by the ass and Cheryl put her legs around his waist as she came. Their bodies smacked together with each thrust and Cheryl begged him to fuck her harder. That's when Tom came. Half a dozen times he poured cum into her pussy and, still, Cheryl wanted more.
One level above them, oblivious to the proceedings below, Mary and Joe discussed topics of mutual interest. Slowly, but surely, the attraction between them grew to a stage neither of them were familiar with. They were falling in love.
Having established the cerebral connection, it was time to get physical. Mary suggested they go upstairs to the bedroom and Joe followed her with a renewed energy he had not felt in years. Once behind the closed bedroom door, Mary kicked off her sandals and rolled onto the bed. She patted the bedcover to invite Joe next to her. He removed his shoes and joined her.
The first hug was a prolonged one, complemented with a steady rolling that brought their bodies closer together. They kissed casually until Mary put her hand on the back of Joe's head and it turned into a more fervent show of affection. Ultimately, Joe ended up on top of Mary, both of them still fully dressed.
"I want you to show me how much you really love me," Mary murmured.
It was a few more minutes before he began to unbutton her blouse. He stopped just below her breasts to push back the material and lightly kiss her fair skin. Then he continued down until the last button was undone. Joe pulled the blouse open and gazed at the soft breasts and thin, white bra.
"Open it, Joe," Mary told him.
The front clasp of the bra unhooked easily and Joe sheepishly exposed the budding nipples underneath. He slid his tongue over one and then the other. They began to grow as his lips enclosed them in little bites. Finally, he sucked on them as Mary pulled the blouse and bra aside. She felt the effects of his attention to her tits clear down to her pussy and her heart pounded harder when Joe anxiously pulled off her blouse and bra, tossing them onto the floor. Mary quickly removed his shirt.
Joe kissed her and their bare chests came together, exciting both of them equally. They rolled on the bed and Mary gradually moved a hand to Joe's crotch. The presence of his erection was unmistakable and she rubbed it as they kissed. With Mary now on top, she moved down and began to take off his jeans. She stared at the outline of the cock inside his briefs the entire time she undressed him. Then she slid back up and ran the palm of her hand over the erection. Joe watched as she unhurriedly pulled the underwear down, exposing his cock and balls.
Mary flung the briefs away and crawled up to the long, thick shaft. She lowered her head and ran her tongue from his balls to the tip. Joe closed his eyes and enjoyed the systematic licking of every inch of his cock that Mary was providing. It was throbbing by the time she took the cock into her mouth and sucked on it. Joe ran his fingers through Mary's hair, instinctively raising his hips to meet each downward thrust of her head.
After a few minutes, Mary leaned back and removed the remainder of her clothes. Joe watched with his hand firmly wrapped around his wet cock. He gazed at the light blonde hair above her pussy and the gentle curve of her hips and ass. Mary never said a thing as she positioned herself above his cock.
Meanwhile, Cheryl and Tom emerged from the basement and peered into the empty living room. Cheryl had thrown on just her top and Tom had on only shorts. Discovering nobody, they walked into the kitchen and each grabbed a quick drink.
"I guess they bought into the idea, too," Cheryl said with a grin.
"We know one thing," Tom replied. "They'll be a while."
"So, entertain me," Cheryl said.
Tom set down his glass and forcefully pulled Cheryl towards him, wrapping one arm around her waist. She giggled just before he kissed her hard and long, with one of his hands groping at her bare ass. Cheryl barely had time to reach for his cock before he turned her around and drove her face-first onto the kitchen table. She was bent at the waist and Tom pushed her top out of the way. She heard the zipper of his shorts being opened, followed by the pants hitting the ground.
"Spread your legs if you want properly entertained," Tom told her.
Cheryl submitted to the demand, eager to feel his cock once again. She didn't have to wait long. Tom found her pussy and shoved his cock into her without warning. The cock was still soaked with her juices from the first time they fucked and Cheryl was still wet, so it was all just a continuation of the basement encounter. Still, both of them enjoyed the mere act so much that the sound of Tom smacking into Cheryl's ass seemed quite natural.
"Ohhhh yes," Cheryl sighed. "Fuck me with that incredible cock, Tom."
He held her by the hips to keep the edge of the table from hurting her too much. Cheryl's ass stuck out invitingly and Tom slammed into it harder and harder with Cheryl bracing herself the best she could. Soon, the only thing that mattered was having another orgasm.
Cheryl had little doubt she would cum first this time, so soon after they had both already climaxed. And that's what happened. She cried out with delight as her pussy exploded in a series of long orgasms. Tom reached under her to grip her tits and his handling of her nipples just made her cum some more. Then he pulled out and, over her shoulder, Cheryl watched him stroke his cock until several streams of cum landed on her ass. His grunts and groans slowly eased until the last drop was in place.
In the bedroom, Mary had steadily lowered herself onto Joe's shaft. They paused to relish the sensation before beginning a steady, rhythmic fucking with Mary facing her new lover. Joe played with her tits as he felt her tight pussy grip his cock. Mary tilted forward and let him suck on the tits with her hands resting on either side of his head on the pillow. Joe reached down and put his hands on her ass, feeling the soft, cool flesh as they fucked.
They rolled onto their sides with their legs intertwined and Joe's cock continuing to thrust into Mary's wet pussy. The new angle heightened the friction on his cock and he knew he was close. When Joe began to squeeze her nipples, Mary felt her orgasm begin.
"Oh my God. I'm going to cum," she told him softly. "Don't stop, Joe."
He fucked her faster and pulled her leg over top of his. Then she came with a flurry of little whimpers. In the midst of her strongest tremors, Joe joined her and began to empty his cock into her. They came for what seemed an eternity before taking each other into their arms, Joe's semi-erection still inside Mary's soaking wet pussy. Many minutes later, he would be ready to make her cum again.
The future was quite clear for the two couples. Within three months the divorces were final and the exchange was complete. Tom and Cheryl made a game out of fucking in every room and on every piece of furniture. Joe and Mary could sometimes be heard showing their love behind a closed bedroom door. Both Mary and Cheryl seemed completely at ease, much to the bewilderment of their co-workers.
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"Have you ever cheated on Carol?"
It was the type of question that Scott was used to from his best friend Nate. They'd known each other for many years and, even if they weren't enjoying a few beers at their favorite sports bar, were comfortable asking such intimate questions.
"No," Scott replied nonchalantly. "Haven't had a reason to."
"Let me give you some reasons," Nate said, holding up his hand and pointing to fingers as he spoke. "You've been married for twenty years. You're forty years old. You're still good looking. Our office is full of eligible babes."
"I'm not interested in any of them," Scott answered.
"The hell you aren't. You watch Ellen Chandler walk past until she's out of sight. You'd probably do Cathi from Accounting on top of your desk if she let you."
Scott smiled and said, "Ah, there's the key. If she'd let me."
"I hear all you have to do is tap her on the shoulder and she starts stripping off clothes," Nate said, taking another long drink. After a pause, he asked, "So, would you prefer somebody older or younger?"
Scott shook his head in disbelief, but responded, "Younger."
"How much younger?"
"Since we're daydreaming here," Scott said, "old enough to know what sex is about, but young enough to have a body worth seeing naked."
Nate nodded. "OK, that still leaves plenty of girls at work for you. Don't you get bored having the same sex with Carol all the time?"
"I didn't know you were an expert on our sex lives, Nate. You been seeing her on the side?"
Nate knew his best friend was only needling him. There were no secrets between them.
"It was a lucky guess," Nate told him. "We're all in the same boat at this age. It's when you begin to realize you won't be young forever and time is running out on certain experiences you may want to have, if you know what I mean."
Scott knew and he said, "No thanks. I'm just fine."
"I'll send a pretty young thing your way one day and we'll see what you say then," Nate said with a nod.
Scott had answered every question honestly. He was happily married to Carol and never approached another woman with cheating on his mind. Sure, he looked at women at work the same as he did anywhere else. Some of them may have even flirted with the tall, handsome man, but Scott never wavered from his choice to stay faithful.
However, Nate had hit on a nerve that Scott would never admit to. The sex in his marriage was routine, unimaginative, and boring. The time and place it occurred was predictable. Scott and Carol believed they knew what the other liked and stuck to it without ever discussing alternatives. Carol had no idea that Scott wanted more oral sex and he was clueless about Carol's fantasy of being taken by surprise in the kitchen or family room.
A legitimate roadblock to spontaneous sex or having it anywhere other than behind their bedroom door was the presence of Angie, their eighteen year old daughter. Until she left for college—which was three months away—Scott and Carol had a natural excuse not to broaden their sexual horizons. Angie came and went at all hours of the day and night now that she had graduated from high school. She roamed the house at will and seemed to have no sense of privacy.
Part of that came from the fact that she was extremely popular in school and was used to being the center of attention. Her exceptional beauty, long blonde hair, and brains made her a favorite from the time boys first noticed such things. She was physically and emotionally mature beyond her years. Add to that a penchant for adventure and it was safe to say Angie's life was never boring.
Carol was constantly rebuking her daughter for dating older guys, but it never worked. Angie became accustomed to mingling with an older crowd than her high school cohorts, which meant she was subjected to a somewhat higher standard of social intercourse. She was being taken to fancier nightclubs with a more mature clientele. She had to grow up fast.
This all resulted in a girl who was coddled by adult friends and treated like the teenager she truly was at home. It was inevitable that the two lifestyles would eventually collide.
Carol often traveled out of town with girlfriends during the summer. It was an early Friday morning when she headed for the airport about the same time Scott was going to work. She reminded him she would be home late Monday night and Scott drove to work content in the thought of having the house much to himself, assuming Angie would be out partying late or sleeping in.
When Scott arrived home after work, he saw Angie's car and knew his 'free' time would not start until later in the evening. He tossed his briefcase onto a bar stool as usual and began to take off his tie while walking up the steps to his bedroom. The house was silent as he made his way down the hallway.
Angie's bedroom was the first on the right and Scott naturally peered inside the open doorway as he passed. He saw Angie stretched out on the bed, lying on her stomach staring at her phone, with one leg bent upward. In that split second he couldn't help but notice she wore only a t-shirt and panties.
"Hi," Scott said loudly as he passed.
"Hi, Dad," Angie answered, followed by, "Hey, Dad, come here."
Scott quickly turned and looked into her room again. Angie had rolled onto her side, facing him.
"How long is Mom going to be gone this time?" she asked.
"Until Monday night."
Scott's eyes scanned the full length of her long, lean legs, clear up to the tiny panties and beyond, to the ample cleavage visible at the top of her t-shirt.
"OK," Angie replied. "Most of my friends are gone, too. So I might be here most of the weekend."
"That's fine," Scott said as he continued down the hallway to his own bedroom.
In the past year or so, he had found himself noticing his daughter's physical appearance much more often. Angie wasn't in the habit of walking around the house half naked, but just her normal attire couldn't conceal the perfection of her maturing body. As he undressed, Scott returned his mind to the image of her round ass as she lay on the bed and the outline of her breasts in the shirt. It alarmed him a little that he felt his cock react to the memory.
It wasn't part of his routine to shower immediately upon arriving home from work, but being the end of a long week and knowing he was on his own for dinner, Scott decided to take a shower. He walked into the large master bathroom and opened the glass door to the shower. He turned on the water, closed the door, and removed his boxer shorts to expose a larger than normal cock, knowing full well who was to blame for that.
Finally, he stepped inside and let the water begin to flow over him. Scott's eyes were closed and his hand mechanically moved to his cock as he once again recalled Angie's image. He felt the blood rushing in as his grip tightened and the gentle curve of his daughter's ass came to mind.
Outside the master bedroom, Angie heard the shower and grinned as she walked quietly down the hall. She crept through the bedroom and to the door of the bathroom, which she opened without a sound. She saw her father's naked back and ass, comforted by the fact he was facing away from her. Angie was inside the bathroom with the door closed again before she realized that he was holding his cock. When she saw his arm slowly moving up and down her heart jumped.
Angie tiptoed forward until she could see the ever-growing erection in Scott's hand. She froze in place when he pulled his hand away and turned to find the shampoo. He had put a small amount in his palm and raised it to his head before finally noticing Angie out of the corner of his eye.
Their eyes met. Then Angie's fell to Scott's cock, which stood at full attention.
"I want to watch, Daddy," she said calmly.
"I think you've seen enough," Scott retorted tersely.
"No. I want to watch."
With that, Angie lifted her t-shirt and threw it aside. She stood topless and in the bikini panties she wore before. Scott stared at her for what seemed an eternity until raising both hands to his hair and working in the shampoo. Angie stepped closer to the glass shower door. While Scott rinsed out the shampoo, she removed her panties.
He noticed her nudity when reaching for the soap, but did not stare or react in any other way. Angie moved forward until she was just inches from the door. When Scott began to wash himself, she put a hand between her legs. Soon, it was obvious to Scott that Angie was rubbing her pussy and clit. He continued to wash, slowly moving down to his legs.
They were at ninety degree angles to each other, but Scott clearly saw his daughter's hand moving quicker and quicker over her neatly shaven pussy. His erection had subsided slightly, but was ready to grow again the closer his soapy hand got to it. Then he looked into Angie's eyes and saw the lust on her face. Scott turned to face her and moved closer to the door.
Only the thin pane of wet glass separated them now.
Angie watched intently as Scott lathered up his cock with soap. It was harder than ever by the time his palm wrapped around it again and he began masturbating. Scott gazed down and saw Angie inserting two fingers into her soaking wet pussy. Her mouth opened silently at the pleasure it provided. Scott stroked himself faster.
Angie leaned forward until her tits pressed against the glass and flattened around the nipples. Her hand frantically moved back up to her clit and she moaned loud enough for Scott to hear. He couldn't remember the last time his cock was this hard as his soapy hand fondled it harder and harder. Their foreheads were against the glass, mouths just inches apart and fog forming on the door as their breathing quickened.
Angie whimpered loudly as her orgasm approached. Scott watched her face contort and his own expression gave away his impending climax.
"Cum for me, Daddy," Angie begged.
The sound of her voice; the sight of her luscious tits; the motion between her legs. It all sent Scott over the top.
He cried out with a massive grunt as the first gush of cum splashed against the shower door. The sight of it made Angie cum with a scream of delight. Shot after shot of cum poured from Scott's massive cock and Angie responded with loud shrieks of joy. Together they came with a force they didn't know existed.
Exhausted and spent, they leaned against the door for a minute, staring mutely into each other's eyes. Eventually, Scott moved back under the shower and Angie picked up her clothes and left the room.
"What was THAT all about?" Scott asked his daughter after he dressed and found her in the family room.
"You could have ignored me," she replied, flipping back her long blonde hair.
He refused to give her the satisfaction of answering truthfully. Instead, he said, "Don't do it again. It's not...right."
She withheld a laugh but was smiling broadly as he walked away. Angie picked up her phone and opened her email app. Moments later, as Scott sat at the desk in the basement den, his phone signaled the presence of a new email message from Angie.
He opened it and read: 'Thought you might want this.'
Attached was a video. When he started it, he saw Angie from behind, walking toward the shower. She had propped up the phone on the bathroom counter and recorded the entire episode. Scott watched himself begin to wash his hair, followed by Angie stripping and their subsequent mutual masturbation. His cock grew harder and harder with each passing minute while he watched and listened. He stared at his daughter's perfect little ass and her tits as they pressed against the glass just inches from his own body. He saw his cock in the shower, covered in white soap.
Scott rubbed his crotch when he heard Angie's first moan, her hand sliding up and down her pussy with ever-increasing intensity. Then he watched them both cum and he had to take his hand off his pants before cumming once again.
The video showed Angie walking toward the phone, her tits bouncing as she came closer. Finally, the video ended and Scott leaned back in his chair, desperately trying to understand what was happening.
He avoided Angie purposely for the remainder of the evening. In due time, he went to bed, sliding under the covers in just his boxers. He considered watching the video one more time, but decided it would only lead to one thing and he was still in the mood not to give in to Angie ever again, even though she would never know.
Scott stared at the ceiling, alternating between reliving the shower and figuring out how to deal with Angie. No woman, including Carol, had ever made him do what Angie persuaded him to and he couldn't get the feeling of exhilaration out of his mind. It couldn't continue, obviously, but Scott kept flashing back to his conversation with Nate. How many chances would he ever get? He closed his eyes.
Scott was suddenly awoken by movement in the bed. He was momentarily disoriented, but quickly realized somebody was crawling under the covers next to him. Angie's flowing hair and smiling face moved closer to his.
"Hi, Dad."
"You can't stay, Angie."
Her answer was to take his left hand and pull it onto her bare chest. Scott felt the nipple on his palm as Angie pressed down on the hand. She forced it to rub across the tit and Scott's fingers instinctively closed around it.
"Get out of my bed, Angie," Scott told her with subdued annoyance.
"No. I want you to hold me all night and keep me warm."
Scott lifted his arm away from her just as he felt her hand on top of his boxers, seeking out his cock.
"Did you like the video?" she asked, rubbing him harder. "You sure came a lot in the shower."
She was reaching inside the opening of the boxers and pulling the cock out. Scott felt it begin to stiffen even before she held it in her hand.
Angie said softly, "I never saw such a big cock, Daddy. So I wanted to feel it myself and maybe, you know..."
She pulled down the cover until the cock was in the open air. Then Angie scooted down the bed and put the side of her head on Scott's thigh, just below his cock and balls. She stroked him gently as his erection grew. Once it was completely stiff, Angie pulled off Scott's boxers with no resistance from him.
He could see in the dim light that she was naked. Then her head was back on his leg and he felt her tongue on the bottom of his balls. Scott flinched, but Angie kept licking and stroking his cock. Inch by inch she moved across his balls and a little higher until she was at the base of his long, thick cock.
Scott didn't think it was possible to get as hard as he was so soon after cumming in the shower, but he'd never before been treated to his daughter's special skills. Her technique in the bathroom had been visual. Now it was purely sensual with touch being the primary sense. Scott closed his eyes when Angie's tongue finally made contact with his rigid shaft.
Angie removed her hand and allowed space for her tongue to slowly glide upward until reaching the underside of the swollen head. She felt the cock twitch as she stabbed at it with the tip of her tongue. She licked all around the head and kissed it gently with her lips. Scott's entire body was tense.
He had to look down to capture the sight of his daughter opening her mouth and sliding the first inch of his cock between her lips. With increasing pressure, she lowered her head bit by bit until the entirety of his cock disappeared and Scott felt her lips at the top of his balls. Only then did she deliberately raise her head again to release the throbbing cock.
Angie ran her tongue across her lips, looking up at her father. Then she returned to the cock, licked it for a moment, and put it in her mouth once again. This time she began a rhythmic bobbing of her head as the blowjob started for real and Scott resigned himself to the fact he wasn't going to stop it. He followed the gentle curves of her body down to her hips and ass. He watched her tits sway in cadence with the bobbing of her head. He realized his most coveted sexual desire was being fulfilled...by his daughter.
The next couple minutes were pure ecstasy. The sensation of Angie's lips tightly wrapped around his cock and her tongue caressing it as she continued to suck him brought Scott to the brink of an orgasm for the second time that evening. His hips began to rise and fall while he fucked her face. He gripped the sheets on either side of him more tightly.
"Angie. Angie!" he said with swelling urgency the closer he got.
She picked up the pace.
Scott put his hand on the back of her head and called out, "Oh God. Yessss."
Angie tasted the first of his precum. She licked the tip of his cock and then commenced sucking him again.
"Angie! Oh fuck!"
He arched his back and blasted his cum down Angie's throat. She swallowed as much as she could while continuing the blowjob. Her hand frantically worked the base of the cock and her mouth did the rest. Loads of cum poured across her tongue, out the side of her mouth, and down her chin. Still, Scott came and came until his body collapsed limply, despite all of Angie's efforts to draw more cum from his cock.
She wiped the excess from her chin and crawled up onto the pillow next to her father's head. She turned onto her side with her back facing him. She took his right arm and wrapped it around her, their bodies touching from head to toe. Scott didn't resist when Angie nestled his hand between her tits. He was too fatigued to fight her.
He fell asleep spooning his naked daughter, his cock snug against her ass.
Scott woke up twice during the night: once to find his head on Angie's shoulder, a breast within reach of his lips; and again, later, with his back to Angie and her arm around his waist. With sunlight now peeking through the blinds, he awoke on his back and Angie on her stomach next to him. He fought the temptation to reach for her ass. Perhaps the one night of intimacy was enough to meet her cravings and they could live somewhat normal lives again. However, Scott couldn't deny the twitch in his cock as he looked down at her.
He rolled out of bed and stepped into the bathroom. He stared in the mirror before moving to the shower and turning on the water. Standing under it gave him a sense of being cleansed of the past twelve hours' events and he seemed to wake more fully as time passed. Then, he realized the glass door behind him was opening and Angie stepped inside.
"Good morning, Daddy."
"Why don't you just watch, hon," Scott said sarcastically.
"No. I want more this time," she said.
Angie put her body against his and kissed him. Scott was an unwilling participant until her tongue slid inside his mouth and he returned the favor. Angie put her arms around his neck and the kiss became more passionate very quickly. Soon, her ass was pressed against the glass and Scott's hands were all over her. He was learning that he had absolutely no restraint anytime she was within sight...or reach.
Just as Angie had expected and hoped for, her father's erection returned in full. She let the cock rub against her body while they kissed, making sure constant friction was applied to it as it grew. Scott groped her breasts and pussy, eventually rubbing her clit until she moaned.
"Fuck me, Daddy. Right here. Now."
Scott didn't answer, except to turn her around so that she was facing the back of the shower and the small seat extending from the wall. He pushed on the top of her back and Angie bent forward, putting both hands on the seat and pointing her ass back towards Scott.
"Spread your legs," he demanded. "Is it safe?"
"Yes. I've been on the pill for a year," she answered quickly.
Scott put his cock on the top of Angie's ass and reached under her to cup her tits in his hands. He massaged them roughly, sliding his cock up and down her crack. Water poured over his own back and ass while he got into place, putting the head of his cock between Angie's legs.



Her heart pounded with anticipation as she felt the tip of the cock expand her pussy lips. Very slowly, Scott pushed forward until the cock began to slide inside her. Her tight pussy gave way grudgingly and Scott marveled at the incredible feeling of fucking such a young woman again. He stopped once he was completely in, just to prolong the enjoyment. Then he began to fuck Angie.
She was fortunate in that she had always been able to reach orgasm without worrying about any additional stimulation. All Angie had to do was hang onto the seat and let her father's cock do the work. She had learned, however, that a few squeezes of her nipples sped up and intensified the orgasms. So she reached down and worked over her hard nipples as they fucked, stopping occasionally before cumming too quickly.
Scott was also concerned about being too quick. He felt like he could have cum after the first ninety seconds, but held back for both of their sakes. In the end, they spent a good five minutes relishing in pure fucking.
Then Scott heard Angie's moans grow louder. He watched her pull on her nipples and he struggled to hold back his cock's eruption.
"That's it. Fuck me harder," Angie cried out.
Scott quickened the pace.
"Yes. Yes!" she howled.
Angie's entire body shook. Scott could feel her pussy contracting with each wave of her orgasm. He gripped her by the hips and came with a thunderous grunt. The sound of his body repeatedly smacking into her ass echoed in the room as their orgasms continued. Angie lost track of how many times she came and Scott did everything he could to stay hard inside her until she was done.
He pulled out and let Angie lean against the wall before taking her in his arms and kissing her. He leaned down and put a tit in his mouth, biting lightly on the nipple. Angie's body shuddered from the jolt, but there was no threat of her cumming again any time soon.
They washed each other and dried off without speaking. Words really weren't necessary, yet.
But Scott knew they would have to talk. Ground rules would have to be set and expectations established.
Lunch offered the first opportunity, as they sat at the table outside the kitchen.
"We can't do this once your mother gets back, you know," Scott told Angie.
"Well, not as easily. But there are ways," she answered.
"Don't even try it when she's in the house," he said. "It'll be a waste of your time."
Angie grinned and said, "But wouldn't it turn you on, Dad? Fucking me in the basement while Mom's upstairs. Just a quickie."
"No, it wouldn't."
"What DOES turn you on?" she asked seriously.
He looked at her to gauge whether she really expected an answer or not. Clearly, she did.
Angie added, "If you could have one thing involving sex, what would it be?"
Scott had already eliminated oral sex from his bucket list, so he thought of another.
"Two girls. You and a friend," he said casually.
Angie beamed and said, "Cool! I can do that. But only under one condition."
"What's that?"
"I get two guys. You and a friend."
Nate immediately came to Scott's mind, but he would have to consider that one more closely. For now, he told Angie, "Deal. But I go first since you forced me into this."
Angie also had a candidate in mind. Her best friend Leslie was twenty one, a brunette, with a cover girl's face and body. Leslie was a true introvert and Angie prepared herself for a rejection of the idea when she approached Leslie with it, but something made Angie think it was something Leslie might be quite interested in. Under the quiet exterior, Angie had discovered Leslie to be somewhat of a risk taker. This might work.
Angie texted her and said they had to meet that afternoon, if possible. Leslie agreed and the place and time were set.
"Who's the oldest guy you ever fucked?" Angie asked Leslie shortly after they had settled into their booth at the local coffee shop.
"Is that why we had to meet, so you had an answer to that question?" Leslie said.
"Partially. Now tell me."
Leslie thought for a moment and said, "Probably Jason at work. He's like almost thirty I think."
"Would you consider fucking a good looking guy if he was more like forty?"
Leslie shrugged. "I guess. If he was cute and still had a body, sure."
"I can arrange it."
Leslie took a drink and looked over the top of the cup at her friend.
"I need to see him first," Leslie said.
"You already have."
"Who is it?"
Angie paused before answering, "My dad."
"What!?" Leslie blurted out loudly.
Angie motioned for her to be quiet. Leslie leaned forward over the table and said in her quietest voice, "You want me to fuck your DAD? Are you shittin' me?"
"Actually, we would be doing it together?"
Leslie threw herself against the back of the booth and stared at Angie. She shook her head and said, "Together?"
"Yeah, both of us. At the same time," Angie said coolly. "You won't be sorry."
"How do you know that?" Leslie asked, her eyes narrowing as she spoke.
Angie grinned sheepishly and replied, "I just know. Trust me."
"You're fucking your father?"
Angie tilted her head to one side and said, "Well, just once so far."
"Jesus," Leslie sighed. "What was THAT like?"
Angie's face lit up and she leaned forward, saying, "It was fucking fantastic, Leslie. He's got the biggest cock I've ever seen. And he can't control himself whenever he sees me naked. Together, I think we could make him cum until his cock falls off."
"Has he agreed to this?"
"It was his idea. I thought of you immediately," Angie said. "Please say you'll do it. Please!"
Leslie agreed, more out of curiosity than anything else. She really wanted to watch Angie and Scott fuck, and if she got part of the action, too, that was icing on the cake. The more she thought about it the better it sounded.
Angie could hardly wait to get home and tell Scott, who had met Leslie very briefly one time, but definitely remembered the pretty girl with the long brown hair and more than ample breasts. The next day, Sunday, was the day it had to happen before Scott returned to work and Carol came home. Leslie was available and said she would be at Angie and Scott's house at three o'clock Sunday afternoon.
Angie gave Scott one more blowjob after the arrangements had been made, allowing the night to pass without further sex so that they were both ready for Leslie's visit. They could see the excitement in each other's eyes as the hour approached. Angie changed into her tightest jeans and a V-neck top with no bra right before Leslie arrived. She could see the hint of a bulge in Scott's jeans when he first saw her and she knew Leslie would not be disappointed.
Angie was even more sure of that when Leslie arrived and walked into the house wearing a satiny blouse and very short skirt. Scott couldn't disguise his quick inspection of Leslie when they met in the family room, after which Angie eagerly offered drinks and snacks and the threesome settled into a conversation overshadowed by an air of obvious tension.
It was Scott who ultimately turned to the topic of most importance.
"Leslie, I assume you know why we've invited you over," Scott said to her.
"I do," she said curtly.
"And you agree to it?"
"Yes."
Scott looked at his daughter and asked, "How do you want to get started?"
"It's your party," she replied with a smile. "You tell us."
Scott's glance returned to Leslie and he said, "I think I'd like to see you undress each other first. That would be a good start."
Angie stood up, swiftly followed by Leslie, and the girls met in the middle of the room a few feet in front of Scott's chair. They looked at each other and grinned. Angie was the first to reach out for the buttons on the front of Leslie's blouse. It was already opened nearly to the tits and as soon as the first button was opened, Scott could begin to see the fullness of the breasts inside. Angie worked her way down until the shirt hung open. Both girls looked at Scott for a reaction and he simply nodded. Angie stepped behind Leslie and pulled off the blouse.
Scott's eyes were locked onto the stunning pair of perfect breasts. They were full and firm, with small but erect nipples. He studied the flawless curve of her hourglass figure down to her waist. Leslie's stomach was smooth and hard and Scott felt his cock begin to respond.
Angie playfully ran her fingers over the breasts and Leslie giggled nervously.
"Do you mind if I give my cock some room to grow?" Scott asked the girls, but looking directly at Leslie.
"Please do," she replied.
Scott unzipped his jeans and pulled out his semi-erect cock. Leslie stared at it while Angie unzipped the side of Leslie' skirt. Angie pulled it down and Leslie stepped out of it, standing now in only a pair of bikini panties. Scott felt his cock grow longer and thicker in his hand. He let it stand on its own as Angie removed Leslie's panties and added them to the small pile of clothes beside her.
Scott had to return his hand to his cock at the mere sight of the naked Leslie. Angie had a nice body, but it didn't match the fullness of her slightly older friend. Angie was a burgeoning woman. Leslie was an adult with all the advantages that came with it.
"You were right," Leslie said with a grin as she moved behind Angie, who knew exactly what her friend was referring to.
Then Leslie slowly lifted Angie's top and slipped it over her head, revealing the tits that Scott was growing so fond of. The nipples were already hard from anticipation of what would soon occur in the room. Leslie opened Angie's jeans and yanked them off, followed by Angie's panties.
The two girls stood naked in front of Scott for a moment and he released his cock to show them the effect they had on him. The cock stood like a pole with veins bulging on every side. In unison, the girls walked over to him and leaned forward. They laughed as they fought over who could get his jeans off the fastest. Then they pulled off his boxers and got on their knees on either side of his bare legs.
"Angie said you were big," Leslie told Scott. "I never imagined anything like this."
Two mouths traveled down to the cock and began to kiss and lick it. Scott promptly took off his shirt and leaned back to enjoy his dream come true. A pair of tongues attacked his cock from every angle, sometimes colliding in their attempt to leave not an inch untouched. Angie was the first to put it into her mouth, but Leslie quickly followed suit and proved to be an exceptional blowjob artist. They traded back and forth while Scott tried to delay his orgasm.
"OK, girls," Scott said as he motioned for them to move back. "That's enough foreplay. It's time to fuck."
He stood with the girls standing side-by-side in front of him. He stepped up to Leslie first, and cradled her tits in his hands. She put his stiff cock in her hand and held it while Scott put a tit in his mouth. He sucked on it and licked the nipple until it was stiff. He put a hand between her legs and felt the warm wetness on his fingers.
He moved over to his daughter and repeated the process with her. His cock ached from the need to be inside one of them and he knew it would be soon.
"Who's first?" he asked.
"I think it's only fair our guest goes first," Angie told him.
Scott looked at Leslie, who gave no indication of feeling otherwise. Indeed, her eyes fell to his erection as if to signal her desire for it.
Scott walked behind her and ran his fingers over her tender ass. He stood closer so his cock was pressed against it and said, "Is that OK with you, Leslie?"
"Absolutely."
"Why don't you lay on the couch for me," Scott told her.
Leslie eagerly obeyed and looked marvelous, stretched out with her legs spread and her tits rising from her chest.
"Angie, you can help by sucking on those tits, if you don't mind," Scott said while climbing between Leslie's legs.
"I'd be glad to," she replied with a smile.
Scott put his cock in place and Angie kneeled next to her friend. Leslie spread her legs farther apart when she felt the cock begin to enter her. She groaned as it spread her apart and dove deeper into her wet pussy. Scott put his hand under her ass and lifted it for a better angle. Then Angie put her mouth around Leslie's right tit and the fucking began in earnest.
Scott drove his cock into the girl with unmerciful force, but Leslie wasn't going to complain about the biggest cock she'd ever had driving her crazy with lust. She lifted her legs to give Scott all the room he needed to satisfy her.
Angie put a hand on Leslie's clit and Leslie begged them both for more. Angie moved to the other tit without losing touch with the clit or interfering with Scott's piston-like cock. Leslie squirmed on the couch with delight. It was the first threesome for all of them and was exceeding any expectations they may have had.
Scott held Leslie by the inside of her thighs, using the leverage to increase the speed and potency of his thrusts. Her tight pussy held his throbbing cock like a hand as they both got closer and closer to cumming. Angie rubbed Leslie's clit a little harder and that did it.
"Oh fuck, yes! Now!"
Her climax began with a series of little cries and a lot of shaking by her body. Leslie clutched the side of the couch and hung on as Scott fucked her harder. Each time Angie pulled on her nipple with her lips, Leslie came again. Finally, Scott groaned loudly as his balls released his cum. He emptied his cock into the pulsating pussy as he and Leslie came together. She wrapped her legs around his waist and they rolled back and forth on the couch in the throes of a prolonged climax.
Angie leaned back and rubbed her clit as she watched them finish.
"Oh my God," Leslie moaned. "That was incredible. Please tell me we aren't done?"
"No way," Angie said beside her. "I'm next."
Indeed she was, and less than an hour later, Scott was flat on his back on the floor with Angie riding his cock and Leslie sitting on his face. It had been many, many years since Scott had tasted the juices of a young woman and Leslie was the beneficiary now. Scott drove his tongue deep inside her multiple times before seeking out her clit with his mouth and tongue. He sucked on it and licked it while holding on to Leslie's ass cheeks.
Angie came first, having paid her dues when her father and Leslie fucked. She cried out with each new surge of energy brought on by another orgasm. Scott concentrated on making Leslie cum...which she did...before he finally deposited his cum inside Angie's pussy.
They sat naked, recovering, for the next hour. Plans were made for their next encounter whenever circumstances would allow it. Meanwhile, Scott anticipated that Angie would have her own private demands that night when they were alone. He was, naturally, looking forward to it.
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"This has been the longest school year EVER," Jennifer sighed, throwing herself against the back of her chair in disgust.
"You can make it through one more week, Jen," Amanda told her. "And besides, we've only been teaching five years, so don't make it sound like such an historic event."
"I don't know how somebody like Susan Adams can do this for...what...thirty-nine years?" Jennifer said. "I'd go insane first."
"Concentrate on summer and the fun we'll have," Amanda suggested. "Have you thought about any good trips we can take?"
"No," Jennifer admitted, "I've been too depressed. Maybe once finals are over and all the year-end paperwork crap is finished I can think about it. I definitely do want to do something and it better be pretty damn exciting after this interminable year."
The two high school teachers were best friends, having started their careers at the same time. They were each in their late twenties, single, and among the youngest teachers at the large high school. Despite Jennifer's current state of mind, they were generally considered sociable and approachable by their fellow staff members. The students loved them, especially the boys. Amanda and Jennifer were both fairly attractive, but opposites in that Jennifer was a tall blonde and Amanda a shorter brunette. Otherwise, they thought alike and were seldom apart for very long.
"OK, be thinking about it," Amanda said, "Unless Jason makes a better offer, of course."
Jennifer winced and said, "I'm done with him. Two dates was enough. How about you? Anybody new this week?"
"Very funny. Don't forget I went with Tommy for almost a month this winter," Amanda told her. "You can't say the same for any guys you've met."
"All my guys have been too old," Jennifer said. "I'm in the mood for a young dude. A little less mature."
"You just want a good fuck."
"Well, that too. I need a night or two of just pure sex. No strings attached."
Amanda laughed. "Am I invited?"
"Sure. We can share."
Neither of them knew how prophetic those words would be.
Amanda and Jennifer did, in fact, survive the end of the school year and were finally free from the daily grind. Amanda's condo complex had a swimming pool and the two teachers could often be seen sunbathing and swimming as the temperatures rose. They would then spend any additional time together on the porch outside the walk-out basement. Their discussions were varied and seldom boring.
"So, who was your favorite student this year?" Amanda asked Jennifer one day on the porch.
She thought for a moment and finally replied, "I think it would have to be David Albright. Not the brightest kid, but God that body."
"He's the one that got the wrestling scholarship to the D3 school?"
"Yeah," Jennifer confirmed. "I'd like him to put me in a headlock just one time. Pin me to the mat and do a figure-four leg catch, or whatever it's called."
Amanda laughed and said, "I'd pay to see that. I'm thinking you imagine all this happening while you're naked."
"Damn right."
"Yeah, he's pretty cute," Amanda said. "Plus, he's eighteen and no longer a student. That opens up all kinds of opportunities."
Jennifer nodded. "We've had this discussion before about graduating seniors. You still wouldn't hesitate to date one if you had the chance?"
"Hell no, I wouldn't hesitate. I'm not necessarily looking to rob the cradle like YOU, but ten years age difference wouldn't stop me if he looked like David."
One of the reasons the women remained friends was their mutual desire to not marry until they were thirty and were settled into their careers. Both had aspirations of moving up the education ladder, but not yet. The daunting tasks of succeeding in a marriage, perhaps raising kids, and advancing their careers were to be put off another couple of years. In the meantime, they would enjoy their youth.
It was less than a week later that they were sitting on the porch, in their modest two-piece bathing suits, enjoying an early afternoon drink. The back of Amanda's condo looked out over a small stretch of grass, with woods beyond that. She only had to maintain whatever annual flowers she wanted to plant next to the porch. All other bushes and the grass were maintained for the residents by a lawn care company paid for by condo association fees. This happened to be the day when the grass was being cut.
The women talked over the noise of nearby mowers until Jennifer stopped mid-sentence and gasped.
"Is that...?"
Jennifer stared and Amanda followed her line of sight.
"Amanda, I think that's David on that mower."
Amanda squinted and lowered her sunglasses, saying, "Yeah. I think it is, Jen. He's coming this way, too."
A few seconds later, there was no doubt in either woman's mind. The bare-chested man on the mower was David Albright. His tan skin glistened from perspiration. The muscles in his arms and legs shook as the mower rolled over the bumpy terrain.
"Damn, he looks good," Jennifer declared. "I'm going to talk to him."
Amanda smiled as her friend quickly rose from her chair and stepped into the lawn. Jennifer only had to wait a second or two before she had David's attention. He drove up to within a few feet of her and turned off the motor.
"Hi, David," Jennifer said. "I didn't know you worked here."
"Started as soon as school was out."
He was leaning on the steering wheel of the large mower, his arms crossed on top of it and his chin resting on one arm.
"You look hot. Can you take a break?"
Jennifer meant he looked warm, but in her mind she was thinking about how fucking 'hot' he truly looked up close.
"Sure. I haven't had my lunch break, yet," he answered. He looked over his shoulder and added, "I don't hear the other guys. They must have stopped already."
"Good. C'mon into the condo with us."
David was surprised to see Amanda on the porch, also in a swim suit. After a year of seeing the teachers in their conservative work outfits, the sight of them in bathing suits was unexpected...and appreciated.
"Hi, Miss Scott," he said, stepping onto the porch.
"Call me Amanda, David. We're not in school anymore."
"Sit down, David," Jennifer told him. "Want something to drink?"
He saw their colorful mixed drinks, but replied, "A Coke or Pepsi is fine. Thanks."
Amanda saw him watch Jennifer as she walked away. Then he looked at Amanda with an expression that signaled having been caught. All the same, Amanda had been equally guilty of inspecting him as he came onto the porch.
Jennifer returned with his drink and sat so that David was between the two teachers. They asked him what his plans were at college and he eventually became more comfortable in the setting. All three of them were much more interested in what their eyes were seeing than what their ears were hearing.
Jennifer suspected that their time together was limited, so she made the first bold move.
"How long do you have before you have to work again?" she asked David.
"Maybe half an hour."
She glanced at Amanda, then at David, and said, "Good. I think that's enough time. C'mon inside the condo, David."
Amanda had somewhat of an idea what was on her friend's mind, but was surprised she attempted it so soon. The parade of Jennifer, David, and Amanda made its way inside. Jennifer closed the drapes as soon as they were all in. Then she walked over to David.
The room they were in was a den in the finished basement. It had an L-shaped couch, a recliner, a table to eat on, and chairs around that. David and Amanda were just behind the couch.
"I think we can fill half an hour if you're interested," she said, sliding her fingers across the front of his shorts. "Would you like that?"
"I would...and I think we have time," he replied timidly.
Jennifer's hand returned to his crotch and she let it linger over his cock. A squeeze or two confirmed to her that he was quite interested.
"Take off your shorts, David," Jennifer said.
The teachers watched as he opened and pushed down the shorts, kicking them aside once they were off. His briefs were small and tight, permitting a near-perfect view of the outline of his budding erection. Jennifer ran her fingers along the cock and pressed on it with her palm. Without pausing, she grabbed the waistband of the underwear and pulled it down. Amanda stared at the large cock while Jennifer removed the briefs.
Amanda stepped back and took a seat at the table, never taking her eyes off David's gorgeous body. She watched Jennifer run her hands up the inside of David's thighs until reaching his balls. By the time her fingers slid up his cock, it was nearly fully erect. Jennifer was kneeling, her face just inches away from the cock. When she kissed the very tip, the cock couldn't have been any harder.
"Lean against the couch, David," Jennifer said softly.
Once he was in place, Jennifer lightly stroked his cock with one hand wrapped around it. David put both of his hands on the top of the couch to further steady himself. Then he watched as Jennifer's tongue slowly rose from his balls to the bulging head of his shaft.
Amanda briefly wondered just how far Jennifer would go; but then just as quickly answered herself with 'Until he cums.' Satisfied with that answer, Amanda got comfortable and prepared to watch the show.
Jennifer was licking the cock from top to bottom and on all sides. It rose like a pole and needed no support, although Jennifer sometimes held it and felt the warmth of the blood rushing through the veins. Finally, she opened her mouth and took in nearly the entire thing. Very slowly she drew her head back and repeated the process. After that, she began to bob her head up and down on the cock while David timed his short thrusts to match. From David's point of view, the sight of his teacher's tits rising and falling, barely held in by her top, was almost enough to make him cum immediately. However, the feeling was too good to let it be over so soon.
Amanda could feel the moisture collecting in her pussy as she watched. She was far too timid to reach inside her bathing suit and rub her clit, but she desperately wanted to. Even more so, she wanted David's incredible cock down there, filling her pussy and making her cum. For now, she settled for watching her best friend suck on her favorite former student's massive erection.
David's face revealed just how much he was enjoying the blowjob. He grimaced as his orgasm got closer and closer, but mostly he had a contented expression from his unexpected good fortune. A moment later he could not suppress a groan. He was close and Jennifer knew it.
Jennifer reached around and put her hands on David's firm ass, clutching at the flesh as she took his cock deeper and deeper into her mouth. Amanda was now totally jealous, not to mention extremely horny. Her pussy screamed for attention, but the shy teacher wasn't ready to cross the line Jennifer leaped over.
Then the women heard David's loudest moan, followed by his exclamation, "Yes! Ohhhh God!"
Jennifer's hand frantically worked the bottom of the cock while her mouth awaited the beginning of his orgasm. She pumped faster while her lips clamped down on the thick erection.
"Now! Now!" David cried out.
He threw his hips forward with the first blast of cum. David held Jennifer's head in place as he began to fuck her face harder, each thrust resulting in a new stream of cum filling her mouth. Jennifer swallowed the best she could, but cum still dripped out the side of her mouth and down her chin. David's guttural groans seemed to go on forever as he emptied his balls into the teacher's mouth.
Amanda stared in silence, her heart racing like never before. She watched David's abs expand and contract each time he came, the muscles quivering with the force of his climax. Jennifer used the cum dripping down his cock to stroke him harder, causing the last few drops of cum to flow out.
Finally, she pulled away and David leaned back against the couch. Jennifer used the back of her hand to wipe away the cum she couldn't lick from her chin.
"Wow," Jennifer sighed. "That was awesome."
"Best lunch break ever," David confirmed.
"You'll be working all summer, right?" Jennifer asked him.
"Yep."
"We're going to give you our cell phone numbers. I want you to text each of us when you know you are going to be working here. Plan on spending lunch with us," Jennifer said.
She looked at me as if for confirmation and I quickly nodded.
"I should know the day before. It all depends on the weather," David told them as he began to dress.
The teachers remained in the den after David had driven away on his mower. Amanda gazed at Jennifer and shook her head.
"What?!" Jennifer blurted out.
"I'd say you're disgusting, but that was one of the greatest things I ever saw," Amanda said from the opposite end of the couch. "He's REALLY built...and what a cock."
"I thought I was going to cum when I grabbed his butt. I love them nice and hard like that."
"Yeah, he was hard alright," Amanda said. "So, what's next?"
Jennifer smiled. "Obviously, we have to fuck that guy."
"We?"
"C'mon, Amanda. Don't be such a wuss. How many chances like this are you going to get? I'll go first if you want, but I'm predicting if you watch us fuck one time you won't be able to let him out of this basement without throwing him on the floor and sitting on his cock."
Amanda frowned and said, "A blowjob is one thing, but I'm not sure David is the type that would fuck his teacher. He seemed a little shy with you at first."
"God, Amanda," Jennifer moaned. "You saw how fast he got hard with us in bathing suits. Wait until he sees me naked. Or better yet, both of us naked. We'll never get him to leave."
"Maybe," Amanda replied. "You go first. I have this gut feeling that your wunderkind may be a little young, yet. Don't be disappointed when he fucks like the teenager he is."
A week passed with no word from David. Then it finally rained and two days later both teachers got a text telling them David would be at Amanda's condo the next day. It turned out to be an overcast day and definitely not a pool day, so the women wore t-shirts and shorts. Jennifer was braless, not wanting any unnecessary obstacles between her and David. She smiled when she saw the large trucks of the lawn care service at the entrance to the condo complex as she drove in around eleven in the morning.
She and Amanda went straight to the basement den and chatted while they waited. Amanda had to admit to herself that she was excited about the prospects of another encounter between Jennifer and David, but still had a sense in the back of her mind that disillusionment was also a possibility. What if he didn't want to fuck Jennifer? What if he...and then she glanced at her blonde friend and the ample breasts peeking out from the top of her shirt. Hell, he'd fuck her.
Shortly after noon, the unmistakable sound of David's mower grew louder and louder until it pulled into view behind the condo. The teachers watched the bare chested young man shut it down and jump off. His baggy shorts flopped against his muscular legs as he walked up to the sliding glass door. Amanda signaled for him to enter and he did.
Jennifer and Amanda were seated at the table and David leaned against the back of the couch while the casual greetings took place.
"Thanks for the heads up that you'd be here," Jennifer told him.
"No problem. I wasn't sure the other guys would want me to cut back here again, but it worked out great."
"And you can stay a while?" Jennifer said.
"Yep."
"How did you enjoy the last time you were here?"
"It was awesome," David replied. "I didn't expect it."
Jennifer said, "Amanda doesn't think you want to have sex with me. Do you?"
David grinned nervously and answered, "Sure."
When he didn't say anything more, Jennifer stood up and walked over to him. She came close enough for their bodies to touch.
"Well, I want to have sex with you and I think it'll be great," she said softly.
Jennifer took his hands and pulled them up to her chest. David voluntarily began to massage her tits, causing the opening in her t-shirt to spread farther apart and reveal more of her skin. Jennifer put a hand on his crotch and clutched the already thickening cock while lightly kissing the side of his face. In just seconds, she was clutching an erection that nearly reached the top of his shorts.
She kissed him on the lips and soon their tongues battled for space. David pinched Jennifer's hard nipples through her shirt and she moaned.
"Take it off," she said to him between kisses.
David quickly lifted the shirt to reveal her luscious tits. He stared for a moment and then she told him, "Go ahead."
He leaned down and licked one for a few seconds before putting it into his mouth and sucking on it excitedly. David moved to the other tit and gave it the same treatment. The nipples had doubled in size and were a bright pink. All the while, Jennifer pulled on his cock.
"Take off my shorts, David."
He unbuttoned the pants and let them fall to the floor, immediately running his hand over the outside of her tiny panties. He felt the warmth from her pussy as Jennifer kicked the shorts away. David slid his hand inside and rubbed her clit at the same time she was untying the front of his shorts. She smiled when they fell to reveal his long, hard cock. David then pulled off her panties and they stood naked together.
Amanda looked on intently, feeling the pressure building up in her own pussy. She uncrossed her legs under the table and leaned back in her chair, staring at almost nothing other than David's cock.
David and Jennifer kissed some more, their hands exploring every inch of each other in the process. Jennifer then led him around the couch and she laid down on the long extension of the L-shaped sofa. Fortunately for Amanda, Jennifer was in full view, which meant David certainly would be, also.
He wasted no time in climbing on top of her and sucking on her breasts. He pushed them up with his hands and nibbled on the nipples until Jennifer whimpered with delight. David's cock brushed against her pussy and clit, making Jennifer even more desperate than she already was.
Amanda gave in to her own temptation and, with nobody noticing, slid her hand inside her shorts and began to massage her clit. She put two fingers inside her wet pussy and used the moisture to quicken the pace of her masturbation.
On the couch, Jennifer was positioning David's cock at the entrance to her pussy. She closed her eyes, bit her lip, and waited for him. David did not delay. He pushed forward and spread open her pussy with the thick head of his cock. She was so wet that he entered her without effort, their bodies coming together in the process.
"Oh my God," Jennifer sighed. "That feels SO good."
Any thoughts of his inexperience were alleviated by the size of his cock. Then David completely removed any doubt by putting his hands under Jennifer's ass, lifting her off the couch, and ramming his cock into her with skillful precision. This continued for another minute or two before David placed the teacher back on the couch and leaned down to take a tit into his mouth. He sucked on it and bit lightly on the nipple, initiating a shriek out of Jennifer.
Amanda squirmed silently as she rubbed her clit. She spread her legs as much as her shorts and panties would let her. She could just barely see David's cock as it slid in and out of her friend, but she could easily hear Jennifer's moans of delight and words of encouragement to her former student.
Jennifer wrapped her legs around David's waist, feeling her orgasm approaching much quicker than she anticipated. She did everything she could to delay the climax, wanting to thoroughly enjoy the sensation of David's thick cock filling her pussy. She wrapped her hands around his massive upper arms while he braced himself on the couch. Through it all, his cock kept pounding her like a piston.



"Fuck me harder," Jennifer urged him.
David had been quiet thus far, but his breathing was growing heavier and noisier and his occasional grunts signaled both women that he would soon cum. Jennifer squeezed her pussy more tightly around his cock and Amanda quickened the pace of her masturbation.
"Harder!" Jennifer pleaded. "I'm almost there."
The couch shook with the intensity of the fucking. David's groans were nearly constant.
"Oh God. Yes! Yesss!"
Jennifer's orgasm flowed through her body with sudden force. Her hips rose from the couch and David met that reaction with almost violent thrusts of his cock. Jennifer's shrieks filled the room as wave after wave made her cry out. She clung to the cushions, lost in the ecstasy of one of the longest, hardest orgasms she'd ever had.
David stayed in her until the teacher seemed to be finished. Then, he pulled out of her and aimed his cock at her chest, stroking it wildly. Amanda looked on attentively, anticipating quite a show in a few seconds.
And that's all it took before David's cock exploded with a stream of white cum shooting up to Jennifer's neck and finally onto her tits. Again and again he came with the cum beginning to accumulate on her tits and in the valley between them.
That was all Amanda needed to see. As quietly as she could, she came over and over at the sight of David's cock emptying itself onto Jennifer's chest. Even when David mostly disappeared when he leaned down to kiss Jennifer, Amanda's body quivered from aftershocks of her orgasm.
Amanda was seated normally again when David rose to dress and Jennifer headed to the basement bathroom to clean up. She came out cum-free, but naked, and walked over to David.
"I hope you can come back," she said.
"I think I can arrange that."
"You'll text us?"
"Yes."
He left with a smile towards Amanda. When the sliding door was closed, Jennifer dressed and said, "You seemed to enjoy that."
Amanda replied, "Not as much as you."
"But you came."
"I did not!"
"Amanda, I heard you clear over there," Jennifer told her, motioning towards the couch. "You came when he was pouring his cum all over me. I don't think he saw you, but I heard you. Wasn't it fucking fantastic?"
"Was he good?"
"Oh my God! I've never felt a cock like that inside me before. You HAVE to let him fuck you, Amanda."
Amanda looked away, faintly shaking her head.
"I don't know, Jen."
After a short pause, Amanda added, "He does have a great cock. I'd like to feel it once."
"Trust me," Jennifer said with authority. "Touching it...even sucking on it...is nothing compared to having him fuck you with it. Next time he's here, you're going to do it."
The next six days were like a recurring nightmare for Amanda. Visions of David and Jennifer on the couch were constantly on her mind and that led to inner turmoil over whether to participate or not the next time he was there. One day she couldn't wait and the next day she was convinced it was wrong. On top of that, insecurity about her own body reared its ugly head. What made Jennifer think David would even consider fucking her?
Jennifer and Amanda chatted several times during the week and Amanda, in her best effort to avoid a confrontation, simply said she would think about having sex with David. Jennifer's tactic was to keep asking until Amanda caved in. Meanwhile, Amanda thought about having sex with David, oftentimes in bed at night, resulting in a prolonged orgasm from masturbation. The conclusion she kept coming to was that she would probably fuck him if it was just him and her in private. That way, if something went wrong nobody would know but them. However, she knew Jennifer would want to watch them if it occurred during lunch in the den. Amanda wasn't quite ready for that, yet.
She would have ignored David's text if it hadn't also gone to Jennifer. Instead, she replied that she would be there, as usual. Jennifer did the same, and Amanda's pulse was off the charts for twenty four hours straight.
The next day was sufficiently warm and sunny to warrant bathing suits again. They both added light-weight, see-through covers to the outfit as they waited for David. In her mind, Amanda was steadfast that she would not take part in any sex. Then she was certain she wanted David's cock in some form or another. Then she wanted to feign being sick and get out of it entirely.
They both heard the mower at the same time.
"Let me get things started," Jennifer said.
"No problem," Amanda answered. "I wouldn't know where to start."
"Geez, Amanda. Always start with the cock. Always."
David entered the den with a broader smile than usual, it seemed to Amanda. Perhaps he was feeling more comfortable around them. She wished she could say the same about him.
"Hi, David," Jennifer said, meeting him inside the door.
She tugged on his tank top and said, "We don't get to see your great chest today?"
"I might let you."
Jennifer's hand was inside the shirt when she told him, "You better. Amanda has a surprise for you today, too."
Amanda's eyes shot back up from between David's legs at the mention of her name. The puzzled look on her face didn't faze Jennifer.
"She felt left out last time," Jennifer said, lowering her hand to David's crotch, "But she's a little shy. She doesn't have sex with just any guy, you know. Rumor has it she's very good at it and she'd be willing to let you fuck her if we both can convince her. Do you think we can do that?"
David was studying the short brunette's exquisite body the entire time Jennifer spoke. As much as he relished his experiences with Jennifer, the thought of doing the same with the pretty and reticent Amanda thrilled him in another way.
"I'm sure we can, with the right enticement," David said, his cock growing with the continuous attention of Jennifer's hand.
"She told me she really loves your cock, David," Jennifer told him. "Let her touch it and you might be able to do anything you want."
He pulled off his tank top and just as quickly lowered his shorts. Amanda's heart pounded harder at the now familiar sight of David's erection coming into full bloom. He and Jennifer walked over to her. Jennifer moved behind her friend and removed the silky cover, leaving Amanda in just her bathing suit. David took one of Amanda's hands and put it on his cock. While she began to tighten her grip on it, David reached out and slid his hands across her breasts. The thin material of the suit could not hide the budding nipples underneath.
Amanda tried to hide her trembling as she stroked him faster. He was fully erect now and the pulsating cock felt so incredible in her little hand. That's when Amanda felt her top being unhooked in the back and David beginning to slide it off her tits.
"I think this is enough for today," Amanda said fretfully as her tits were exposed.
David responded by cupping a tit in his hand and sucking on it. Amanda felt the tingle shoot straight from her nipple to her pussy. She squeezed his cock even harder.
"I think you want more," David said, moving to her other tit.
"David," she whined, intending to say more.
Instead, the presence of his hand on her pussy caused Amanda to pause. She felt the hand slide inside her suit and search out her throbbing clit. He put a nipple between his teeth and press hard between her legs. Amanda tried to pull away, but Jennifer prevented it.
"Don't you want to feel my cock inside your pussy, Amanda?" David asked her in a low, steady voice. "Or do you just want me to eat you until you cum?"
He was bending down to remove the last piece of her bathing suit before she could reply. He slipped it off and looked at her neatly shaven pussy and strip of dark hair above her clit. David put his hands on her tight ass and ran his tongue up the length of her pussy, lingering at the clit to put it between his lips. Amanda's body shuddered at the sensation.
David stood up again and Amanda tried to steady her breathing.
"You are soaking wet, Amanda. I think you want to fuck," David told her. "Can you taste it?"
He kissed her hard and their tongues met immediately. She COULD taste herself and the sweetness only made her hornier.
"We're going to fuck and you are going to cum until you scream," he said. "Now tell me how you want it?"
Amanda's face was crimson.
"Damn both of you!"
Amanda pushed Jennifer aside and moved to the table. Jennifer and David watched her turn to put her ass on the table, and then lay back, her pussy pointing straight at David. He stepped forward and spread her legs wider while Jennifer looked on from behind him.
David had to push down on his cock to get it in line with the opening to Amanda's pussy. The teacher gazed over the top of her tits to see the imposing shaft get in place. She twitched at the first feeling of the head making contact with her skin and then she took a deep breath. David had his hands on the sides of her legs as he leaned forward. He could feel her muscles shivering.
The lips of her pussy separated and David drove his cock inside.
Amanda exhaled with a loud groan. The initial sensation of being torn apart was quickly replaced with the delightful feeling of David's cock filling her pussy and caressing every one of the most sensitive areas within. Her hands were clenched into fists from anticipation of his entry into her, but soon she relaxed and concentrated on his thick cock sliding in and out of her soaking wet pussy.
David held her legs up and that created new areas for the cock to hit. Amanda couldn't subdue more moans from the pure bliss she was feeling when David fucked her harder. She drove her hips forward to meet his thrusts the best she could, but found that he was quite capable of doing it all on his own.
Jennifer managed to sneak in a few strokes of her clit, but was content to simply watch the pair fuck. She was happy for Amanda and anxiously awaited what she assumed would be an intense climax.
David had moved his hands up to Amanda's tits and were kneading them roughly. Amanda arched her back each time he squeezed her nipples, gripping his cock more firmly with her pussy.
She managed to blurt out, "Cum inside me, David. It's alright."
Her instructions were a few minutes early, but they were wonderful minutes. Both of them felt their orgasms grow until neither could hold back any longer.
David was first. With a deafening grunt and near-violent thrust, he began to unload his cock inside Amanda. Somewhere around his third shot of cum, Amanda joined him. She cried out and lifted her ass off the table when her orgasm finally was released. Her hands were fists again and slammed down on the table with each surge of her climax. Cum was dripping onto her thigh by the time both she and David were finished.
"Jesus, you two," an excited Jennifer said.
Amanda giggled and covered her face with her hand. David pulled out, his semi-erect cock covered from the head to his balls in cum.
"I thought you said she was shy?" David said.
"You have a way of changing all that, David," Jennifer said. "It's a gift you have."
Amanda, sitting on the edge of the table, stated, "His cock is a gift and I might want more another time."
The women had two more months to utilize David's skills and they didn't waste their time with him. Now that Amanda was a believer, he routinely had to fuck both of them in his short lunch break. Not once did he disappoint as threesomes became the norm and the teachers' friendship took on a whole new life.
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Brian sat in the quiet solitude of his new apartment. The TV was on, but he wasn't watching or listening. His mind was still attempting to grasp the fallout of a recently concluded divorce from his wife of nineteen years. Neither side had really 'won' anything, other than freedom from the other. The root cause had been a slow, but sure, dissolving of love and trust. It was equally divided among the two of them.
Now, at thirty nine years of age, Brian had to start over. Or was it a new opportunity? That's what all his closest friends kept telling him. He had a real estate career. He would survive financially. Friends told him to take advantage of his situation and do things he'd never done; go places he'd never seen.
All of that was fine. What Brian was having trouble with was everyday life. Little things, like the fact he had gone over a month without sex. Sex with another person, that is. Brian didn't exactly know the rules on when it was appropriate to start looking for another woman, so he kind of let things happen naturally and, so far, that meant nothing was happening.
He was actually rather looking forward to dating again. It had been far too long since he really lusted after someone. Twenty years had passed since a woman willfully gave herself to him. He wondered if a woman his age existed that enjoyed having sex in any room at any time of the day or night. If so, what were the odds of finding her?
This is what kept Brian up late at night.
Fortunately, one bright spot in the whole ugly divorce was Brian's daughter, Alex. She was eighteen years old, but mature beyond her age. She was a comfort to both parents throughout the break-up, but particularly to Brian. She visited often and her naturally cheerful personality always boosted his morale.
Alex wanted to follow in her Dad's footsteps in the real estate business and he knew she had the brains and looks to do it. Now that she was out of high school he could let her work in his office and begin to learn the intricacies of high volume sales. He was sure it would be fun to have her around.
Alex was in a no-lose situation. She could live with whichever parent she chose. She got along great with both. Financially, looking at it from a life-long career perspective, it made more sense to live with Brian. Her only concern was the possibility of another woman entering his life. That could pose a problem.
Her solution was to do what she always did: take a direct approach.
Springtime was quickly turning into summer and the days heated up rapidly. It was a Thursday afternoon and the pool at Brian's condo complex was nearly empty except for Alex and a retired couple. She enjoyed the frequent stares she got from the old man, ogling Alex in her tiny bikini with the bandeau top. She made sure to turn onto her stomach to provide him a view of her ass. The game was fun for her and she knew how to play it well.
Eventually, she saw Brian's car go past and she gathered up her gear and headed to his condo. Her short blonde hair blew in the soft breeze as she walked. This was a life she could live, Alex thought to herself.
Alex entered the condo by the front door. Not seeing Brian in the kitchen or family room, she walked towards his bedroom. Brian was coming out of the master bath, which had a walk-in closet at one end. He wore only his briefs.
"Alex, I'm changing," he told her, with only a hint of exasperation.
"I could tell," Alex said, plopping down on the edge of the bed.
Brian opened a dresser drawer to find socks.
"How was your day?" Alex asked, staring at her father's ass.
"Busy."
"When can I start helping?"
Brian turned toward her and Alex's eyes fell to his crotch.
"Pretty soon. Now how about you let me dress," Brian said.
"You didn't say anything about my new bikini."
Brian replied casually, "I like it. It looks good on you."
Alex rose from the bed and stepped up behind Brian, who was about to reenter the bathroom to get clothes from the closet. Her arms wrapped around his muscular chest and he stopped. She pressed her body against his.
"It's going to be great working for you, Dad."
Brian looked back over his shoulder and said, "It's hard work, hon. It's not all fun and games."
"Oh, I know that," she said, running her nails across his chest. "I'll do whatever you say."
"Good. Now let me get dressed."
"Not yet," Alex said softly. "You need to relax a little."
Her hands slid down his abdomen until reaching the top of his underwear. As good as it felt, Brian was about to force his way out of her grasp. And then one of Alex's hands slid onto the top of his briefs and down to his cock. The palm rested there, pressing on it lightly before starting to slide up and down.
"Alex, I'm your father."
"And I'm old enough to make decisions on my own," she replied.
In just those few seconds, Brian's cock doubled in size. Alex pulled it up from the outside of his briefs so that it pointed toward the waistband. She rubbed it harder. Her other hand moved below his balls and cupped them gently.
"Relax," she whispered.
The head of the cock threatened to peek out of the underwear. Brian was fully erect now and Alex knew it. She reached inside the briefs and gripped the long, hard shaft. Her other hand pulled down on the briefs to expose him. The cock sprung free and Alex pumped it faster.
"Alex, let me go," Brian begged.
"Not yet."
She masturbated him, feeling his body quiver each time she moved her hand up the shaft, closer to the swollen head. Alex pressed her tits against his back and her pussy against his ass. Brian squirmed, but did not try to escape.
"Tell me when you're going to cum," she told him quietly.
He didn't reply. She kept stroking him. The cock was warm and rock hard.
Alex heard his breathing become quick and uneven. He groaned without speaking, but she knew he was close.
"That's it, Dad. C'mon."
"God, stop Alex. No!"
"Cum for me, Dad."
"No!" he cried out.
Alex pulled the briefs up over the cock and rubbed it frantically with her palm. Brian grunted loudly and the first shot of cum blasted out the head of his cock. She held him tighter and made him cum over and over again, feeling it collect inside the briefs and envelop his cock. His moans peaked in intensity after a few seconds and then slowly faded as the last of the cum seeped out.
Alex's hand was soaked with the sticky fluid by the time he was done. She kissed the back of his neck. Brian walked out of her grasp and banged the bathroom door shut behind him. He could not see the grin on Alex's face.
She was gone by the time he cleaned up and got dressed.
It was previously agreed upon that Alex would spend the weekend with Brian at the condo. Friday meant more pool time for Alex and an opportunity to show off her meal preparation skills, which were substantial. The shock of the previous evening's events had worn off somewhat by the time Brian got home. Certainly, he had to talk to her, but he was no longer in the mood to permanently kick her out.
He curtly said 'Hi' to her as he passed through the kitchen from the garage entrance to the condo. She was working at the stove, dressed in a t-shirt and the bottom of her bikini. Brian went into the bedroom and closed the door, allowing him to change clothes without interruption this time. He came back out, determined to give his short and direct speech.
"Alex, I recommend we both forget about what happened yesterday and not let it affect us. But I have to insist that it not happen again," Brian said to her over the counter that separated the family room from the kitchen.
Alex turned and said with a smile, "Sure, Dad. No problem."
Her shirt hugged her body closely and it appeared to him as though she was not wearing the top of her bikini or a bra. The t-shirt stopped half way down her ass and he gazed at it for a few seconds after she turned back to cook. He could try all he wanted to forget the previous day, but it would prove impossible. His daughter was a woman now and a beautiful one at that. No man could ignore her; not even her father.
Alex served a delightful meal that Brian greatly enjoyed while discussing the day's events with her. Clearly, he was the one that had to get over the scene in the bedroom, not Alex. The meal helped.
"Can I help clean up?" Brian asked her.
"No. I've got it. Go watch TV," she replied.
He sat at one end of the couch in the family room with a drink on the table next to him. He glanced every now and then at Alex scurrying about the kitchen and had second thoughts about having her over for the entire weekend. However, he was sure of his conviction to end any more of her games before they got out of hand. That was a mistake he would make only once.
Soon, Alex was done in the kitchen and came out to join Brian. She sat at the opposite end of the large couch and they chatted. She pulled her legs up under her so that the t-shirt seemingly was all that covered her entire body. Every now and then she would stretch out a leg and Brian fought the urge to stare at the smooth, tanned skin.
Half an hour passed before Alex leaned over and stretched out on the couch with her head in Brian's lap. She was facing the TV with her back to him. Brian placed a hand on the top of her hip, remembering how she used to do this all the time as a kid. His fingers touched her skin and he moved his hand higher so it was only on her shirt.
Alex reached down and took the hand, pulling it across her body. She pulled it closer to her, just below her tits. No alarms were going off in his head yet, but he couldn't deny the pulsing he felt in his cock. Alex's hand stayed on top of his, holding it firmly against her shirt and body. He could feel her heart beating and her steady breathing.
A moment later, Alex gently moved the hand higher. It touched the bottom of her tits and Brian pulled it back. Alex moved it back up. This time it covered even more of the tit.
"Stop it," he finally said.
Alex rolled onto her back and looked up at him. She was so young and pretty. The shirt rose to the tip of her tits and back down to her stomach. She put the hand on the bottom half of her tit again.
"Touch me, Dad. I want you to touch me."
Brian's cock strained against the inside of his underwear and shorts. Her tit was firm, yet so soft. His fingers squeezed it lightly. Alex moved the hand up to the nipple and let it go. Brian did not pull it back. He felt the nipple harden against his palm and he pressed a little harder.
"Yes. Just like that," Alex mewed.
Her eyes were closed as he watched her. Alex's lips separated as he massaged her some more. His cock grew thicker as he kneaded the tit and Alex moaned.
Then she reached down, arched her back, and pulled the shirt up. Brian lifted his hand and, with the shirt pulled just to the bottom of her tits, he slid his fingers inside. Her skin was cool and soft and wonderful. The nipple was hard and growing harder. Brian moved his hand over to the other tit.
Alex lifted the shirt and hastily drew it over her head, tossing it onto the floor. Brian held one tit, staring at his daughter's chest.
"That feels so nice, Dad. Please don't stop."
It was like he was frozen, unable to move or think logically. Alex's magnificent tits mesmerized him and he desperately wanted to ease the pressure inside his pants. He pinched her nipple and Alex groaned loudly. She put a hand on his crotch and bit her lip.
This was the point at which Brian had to act. All day he prepared himself for this moment. Then Alex was pulling down his zipper and rolling over on her side to face him. He watched her hand slip inside the opening and onto his erection. He looked at her breasts. Brian would not stop her, this time or forever.
As Alex unbuttoned his shorts to open them farther, Brian put a hand on the strip of cloth across her hip. When Alex began to rub his cock through his underwear, his hand moved to her ass and he felt the bikini bottom sliding across her skin.
Alex pulled down the briefs and her father's hard cock rose like a pole. Brian squeezed the cheek of her ass and Alex inched her face closer to his cock. She kissed it lightly. The cock twitched and she kissed it higher, directly under the bulbous head. Brian's hand was under the bikini, clutching at her flesh.
The moment that Alex's tongue first swiped along his cock, Brian put his head back and closed his eyes. Every muscle in his body stiffened as she repeatedly licked him from bottom to top, lingering at the head to tantalize the most sensitive spot underneath. Over and over she licked him as he rested his hand on her ass.
When she believed the cock was as hard as it could get, Alex got on her hands and knees with her face in Brian's crotch. He put a tit in his hand at the same time she opened her lips and put the head of the cock inside her mouth. Inch by inch she took him in until the cock hit the back of her throat.
She slid her tongue over it before pulling up and then sliding down once more. Brian was clawing at her tit when Alex began the blowjob in earnest.
He watched her hair toss up and down. Brian put his hand on her head and reveled in the sensation of her lips and tongue gliding over his rigid cock. He looked at her ass pointed up and the bikini disappearing into the crack. He wanted every inch of her now. She was the unrestrained lover he'd been looking for all those years.
They both knew how this would end. Alex tasted his precum about the same time she heard his first moan. Brian drove his hips up to meet her mouth as her head bobbed up and down. He muttered something under his breath and then exclaimed out loud, "Oh fuck. Yes!"
Cum poured into Alex's mouth faster than she could swallow. Without ever losing contact with his cock, she swallowed and sucked, cum running down her chin in the process. Brian's groans filled the room while his orgasm continued and his daughter's hand assisted the blowjob. Her mouth was covered in his cum by the time he was done.
Brian collapsed back against the cushions of the couch and Alex leaned up.
"I want to sleep with you tonight, Dad."
He had no energy to respond. Brian very much wanted to sleep with Alex or, at the very least, endeavor to repay her for the two best orgasms of his life. The thought of having her body next to him all night was almost too much to believe. There was no use in trying to convince himself they would never fuck unless...unless that wasn't Alex's plan. He could only hope that wasn't her plan because the alternative was just wrong.
Brian stayed up later than usual that night. Alex had already gone into his bedroom and he knew she was in his bed waiting for him. It was like waiting until the very last minute to pay your taxes. You know you have to do it but you'll do anything to put it off. In this case, the 'payment' wouldn't be nearly as painful, except in terms of guilt.
In due course, Brian turned off the TV and walked into the bedroom. Only a light from the hallway illuminated the otherwise dark room. Alex was on the far side of the bed, lying on her side with the bedcover pulled back just enough to expose a single tit. Brian began to undress with his daughter watching every move he made. Once he was naked, he climbed in next her.
Alex grinned and scooted over until their bodies touched. She was naked and Brian knew it. They kissed and Brian wrapped his arm around her, moving his hand down to her bare ass while their tongues met. His cock was caught between them and he felt it begin to react to having his gorgeous, naked daughter next to him.
"I want to repay you for making me cum, hon," Brian told her. "Let me do that tonight."
"I'd love that, Dad. It probably won't take long."
He smiled and forced her onto her back, lowering his head to her chest. Alex pulled the cover down and gave him clear access to her tits. Brian cupped one in his hand before running his tongue over the other nipple. He licked a good portion of the tit before finally putting it into his mouth. Brian sucked on it and felt the nipple grow under his tongue.
He switched sides and Alex detected the first tingle in her pussy from the attention being paid to her nipples. She pulled her father's head down and he sucked harder on her tits. That's when she first felt his hand on her pussy. The fingers sought out her clit and she spread her legs to help. Brian lightly bit her nipple at the same time he rubbed her clit and Alex moaned her approval.
A moment later, Brian was kissing his way down her body and moving between her legs. He kissed her thighs and licked his way up to her pussy. A thin strip of hair above the clit was all that covered her silky smooth skin. Brian kissed the lips of her pussy and then ran his tongue over them for the first time.
He could already taste her sweet juices as his tongue found her hole and slid inside. Alex lifted her ass off the bed to give him a better angle. Brian put his tongue inside her until it wouldn't go any farther. He licked her and pulled out, fucking her with his tongue several more times.
It had been far too long since he had eaten out a pussy and his cock showed the effects as he moved up to Alex's clit. His hard cock rubbed against her leg and Alex would have paid more attention to it if it hadn't been for her father's lips on her clit. He kissed it and then licked it, feeling her body shudder in response.
Soon, it was inside his mouth and he was stabbing at it with his tongue at a rapid pace. He put his hands under Alex's ass and held her up while he ate her. Her murmurs of delight grew louder. She began to grip the bedcover tighter.
"Oh my God, yes. Right there!" she told him.
Alex's hips rose and fell involuntarily as she tried to fuck Brian's face. She put a hand on her tit and pulled on the nipple, rolling it between her thumb and forefinger.
"Ohhhhh yessssss," she squealed.
Her legs were stretched out over Brian's shoulders. Juices flowed onto his chin as the orgasm approached. Her body wriggled on the bed.
"Now! Fuck, yesssss! Now!"
Alex came long and hard. Brian clung to her with both arms and sucked on the clit, feeling her orgasms grow and wane, only to start again. She was only making inaudible sounds now, unable to form words. She panted loudly as the orgasms continued endlessly with Brian's assistance. Her thighs squeezed his head and Brian loved every second of it.
Finally, she had to pull away from his mouth, begging him to stop while she recovered. Brian moved up and put his head on her tits, licking them gently and feeling her lower body twitch each time he hit her nipples.
"Oh my God, that was fucking awesome," she said quietly.
They fell asleep in each other's arms. They did not fuck that night and both of them were OK with that: Brian because of lingering guilt and Alex because she knew she had plans for later.
They slept in Saturday morning. Brian was the first to get out bed for the shower and Alex watched him close the bathroom door behind him. She left him alone, despite an urge to join him. But it would be a long day and there would be other opportunities to be with him. When he came back out, dressed only in boxers, she rolled out of bed and walked over to him. She saw him scanning her nude body as she stepped up to kiss him. When she turned to enter the bathroom, she slid her hand across his crotch. A long day, indeed.
Alex wore a pair of panties and one of Brian's dress shirts, unbuttoned at the top just enough to give a hint of her braless tits and at the bottom to flash the tiny pink underwear on occasion. Her plan was simple and foolproof: she would tease her father until he couldn't stop himself from fucking her. She suspected, rightfully, that he was struggling with the idea and it was her goal to make him want it so bad it just happened naturally. If it took two days, so be it.



The truth was—Brian wanted to fuck her every time he laid eyes on her. With her breasts sometimes visible through the shirt if the light was just right or if she leaned the right way and her ass peeking out from under the tail of the shirt, it was a constant flood of sexual imagery. Brian moved to and from all three levels of the condo doing odd jobs while Alex roamed from the computer to the TV to the kitchen. Lunch passed without incident and the afternoon wore on.
"Aren't you going to the pool?" Brian asked Alex at one point.
"No. Too crowded."
"The old men will be disappointed," he said.
"I'm sure there will be women their age to gawk at," Alex replied.
"Women their age don't look like you."
Alex said, "I only want you looking at me this weekend."
Brian did plenty of that. Alex knew it and took great pleasure in it. The sexual tension that grew during the day was as good as foreplay for both of them. Alex took every occasion to put herself in front of Brian. She brushed against him more than once, but they both declined to hold the other in any way. This was teasing at its very best with a clear end in mind.
Because the condo was built on a hill, the finished basement opened up to the back yard. Residents walked their dogs there occasionally, but it was most often an empty grassy area. A large sliding glass door and a window in the rec room all looked onto the yard. Brian hardly ever had reason to close the blinds on either one and they were open on this day.
Alex decided to use this to her advantage and put an end to the teasing late in the afternoon.
Brian was on the L-shaped couch watching TV. He wore shorts and a t-shirt. Alex walked in and, without saying a word, picked up the remote and turned off the TV.
She turned to face her father and leisurely unbuttoned the first button still in place at the top of the shirt. Alex swayed her hips very faintly to imaginary music. She pulled the shirt apart just a bit to show more of her tits. Brian's eyes were riveted to her chest.
"Open your shorts, Dad," she said.
"The blinds are wide open," he told her.
"I know. It'll make it more exciting."
Brian opened his shorts and pulled down the zipper. Alex unbuttoned another button.
"Take them off," she demanded.
Her hand slid inside her shirt and touched her tit. Brian took off his shorts, the beginning of his erection already starting to show under his briefs. She opened another button, now down to her navel.
"Take out your cock, Dad."
"Alex, really..."
"Take it out."
Brian reached inside his underwear and pulled out his hardening cock.
"Hold it," she told him.
He gripped it loosely while Alex unbuttoned the next to last button. Brian's hand began to stroke the cock. Alex finished opening her shirt and let it hang loose. Brian stared at the tight panties hugging her pussy.
"Take off your shirt," she said.
With his erection standing on its own when he let go, Brian removed his t-shirt. Alex played with her tits and continued swaying erotically. She saw Brian looking out the window for a second, but then his eyes were back on her. Alex pulled back one side of her shirt, exposing a tit and the hard nipple. Brian stroked himself the entire time.
"Get naked," Alex said.
Another look out the window assured Brian there were no voyeurs and he pulled off his briefs. Alex slowly let the shirt drop off her shoulders and down her arms. Brian watched it fall to the floor and his cock wanted to explode in his hand.
Alex turned so her ass faced him. She pushed down her panties just a couple inches so the crack of her ass showed. She bent over slightly and pushed them down farther. Standing back up again she uncovered her ass completely and wiggled until the panties were at her ankles. She kicked them aside and put her hands on her ass, caressing the skin of her cheeks.
Brian had to slow the pace of his masturbation or he would have cum on the spot. Or was that her plan? Did she want to watch her father masturbate in front of an open window and door? Prove to him that she could make him cum on command?
Brian REALLY wanted to fuck Alex.
She turned and walked toward him, seemingly in slow motion.
"Get on your back," she said.
Brian stretched out as instructed. Alex swung a leg across his body and climbed onto the couch, straddling him on her knees when she was done. His cock was inches from her pussy.
"Are you ready to fuck me now, Dad?"
Brian nodded and answered, "Very ready."
Alex took his cock in her hand and stroked it, feeling it pulsate with the rush of blood flowing through it. She placed the tip between the lips at the entrance to her pussy. Brian's heart pounded with anticipation.
She was wonderfully tight from the very beginning. Brian felt the head of his cock start to spread her open and then the sides of her pussy gripped him. Alex lowered herself very gradually and Brian relished every aspect of his cock sliding inside her. He put his hands on her hips and felt her ass settle onto his body.
They stayed like that for many seconds, indifferent to who might see them. They were both totally lost in the moment.
Alex was the first to move, slowly starting to ride her father's cock. Brian was content at first with watching her lithe body rise and fall on his erection. Then he reached up for her tits and massaged them. Alex leaned forward slightly to give him better access and that also changed the angle of his cock, with neither of them complaining. If anybody had walked by at that moment, they would have seen a very content teenager riding the cock of a very content man. Alex loved the feel of Brian's long, thick cock filling her pussy and Brian loved the feel of Alex's warm, wet pussy tightly squeezing his cock. The couch began to creak as Alex picked up the pace and Brian began to drive his cock into her with more aggression. They urged each other on with more frequency and passion. The sound of their bodies slapping together began to fill the room.
"Fuck me harder, Dad!" Alex begged.
Brian was happy to oblige her. He rammed his cock into her with renewed force and felt his climax building. Alex rubbed her clit, intent on cumming at the same time as him. Brian clutched her ass and groaned.
"That's it, Dad. Cum inside me," Alex pleaded.
Brian tilted his head back for a second and then drove his hips straight up with a powerful grunt.
"Oh God!" he cried out.
Alex felt the warm cum hit the inside of her pussy each time he thrust his cock into her. She rubbed her clit harder and squealed as her own climax began. Together, their bodies released all the tension built up over the long day and their orgasms went on and on. Brian's fingers left marks on his daughter's ass where he held her and she never noticed, lost in her own pleasure.
Alex eventually lay on her side next to Brian with his cock still inside her. She managed to cum again a few minutes later and Brian came while on top of her fifteen minutes after that.
It was the first of many, many sessions between them. Time of day and location seemed to make little difference to them. Alex's mother saw very little of her daughter and thought that would be the case for a long time, unless she could find a way to persuade Alex to visit more often. The love of a good challenge seemed to run in the family.
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I don't really know what happened, to be honest with you. I was a perfectly normal thirty-year-old woman who had been married for eight years. No children, but that could happen someday. I had a career as a paralegal in a good sized law firm in a good sized Midwestern city. I was considering going back to school for my law degree. Life was good.
Well, actually, that's a lie. If life had been so good, it wouldn't have happened. Looking back now it's obvious something was missing. You can call it 'excitement' if you want, but something was missing from my life that I unconsciously longed for. I also think the fact I was getting older and realized my opportunities to have 'fun' were numbered played into it.
Add to that the fact that Tom was such a fantastic co-worker and I guess I was bound to fall into the trap. No, I'm not blaming him. God knows it was my fault. It was just the perfect storm of my wants and needs, his appeal, and an opportunity. I have no regrets. I absolutely loved everything we did and I'd do it all over again...and again...and again.
Tom was a forty-year-old lawyer at the firm. He was smart, funny, playful and not at all bad looking. He had a great body for his age, at least what I could see of it in his work clothes. We interacted quite a bit because of our jobs. As a paralegal, I did a lot of the legal research necessary for his cases. I also kept spreadsheets and miscellaneous documents he needed.
For more than a year we saw each other every day in one capacity or another. Once or twice a month he would invite me to lunch and I gladly went along. He was fun and easy to be with.
I never once got the impression he was hitting on me, which occurred more often than I would like to admit in the five years I worked there. I look younger than I am. I've been carded at the casino recently, which I love. I have big dark eyes and straight brown hair that I spend a lot of time and money on to make it look just right. I'm kind of petite with average breasts and a decent ass. People call me 'cute.' I can live with that.
The whole thing started, primarily, because Tom and I both get to work early. I'm there by seven o'clock in the morning. He arrives before eight. Rarely is there anybody else in the office when I walk in. By the time Tom gets in there may be one or two others roaming around. Little did I know what 'trouble' that would cause.
I like to relax with my Starbucks and check my favorite websites before starting in on my billable hours of work in the morning. My office door is always open. Sometimes I turn the lights on that light up the entire floor of our building and sometimes I don't. On this particular day I had not.
Tom stuck his head into my office and said, "Working in the dark again, I see."
"I do my best work in the dark," I replied bluntly.
His eyes opened wide and he said, "I bet you do. I would like to see that."
"In your dreams," I answered, assuming correctly what he was thinking.
Tom walked away and the lights flashed on a few seconds later. I appreciated the fact he did not force the conversation to enter the gutter. But now he had me thinking of sex and, as a lover of good sex, I find it difficult to get it off my mind once it's there. I thought about ways of showing him I was right and it certainly wasn't going to involve my husband. I settled upon the idea of a discreet, yet safe for work, selfie.
That evening, after dark, I managed to separate myself from my TV-watching husband long enough to head upstairs to an extra bedroom and close myself into the dark room. There was just enough light coming in from the street lights outside to get a picture that would show my profile, but not any details.
I slipped off my t-shirt and shorts, leaving me in just a bra and panties, which would not show up if I did this right. On the third attempt, I had the perfect shot of me, gentle curves and all, without being able to distinguish a single feature.
I e-mailed it to Tom's work address with the subject line: 'Working hard.'
Mid-morning of the next day, not having talked to Tom at all yet, I received a reply to the e-mail that simply said: 'Hard at work.'
The game was on from that point forward. No one enjoys a good tease as much as me, but apparently Tom was a close second. I was sure my picture did not make him hard and I wasn't going to stop until I succeeded.
It worked out perfectly that I had the house all to myself for a couple hours after work. I changed out of my work clothes and put on the sexiest bra and panties I owned; a matching pair of thin, silky things that left little to the imagination. I dimmed the light in the room so that he could see what I had on, but not the intimate details, such as my nipples or pussy.
This one took two attempts to get it right. I thought I looked damned sexy, to be honest. I sent it to Tom; subject line: 'New work outfit.'
The next day he walked into my office around seven thirty. I was prepared to be properly reprimanded if that was what he chose to do. The look on his face didn't give away his mood, but his words did.
"Very nice picture, Traci," he said, sitting in a chair opposite my desk.
"I'm glad you liked it," I said with relief and a grin. "I'm not a very good model."
"Oh, you don't give yourself enough credit. I liked it a lot."
"How much?" I asked with a very quick glance at his crotch.
He smiled and said, "Trust me."
"No, show me. It's your turn. Send me a picture tonight."
I think he was honestly surprised at my request, or demand. It looked like he was going to say something right away, but then hesitated before finally answering, "OK. I will."
"Use my cellphone number. It's safe," I told him.
We had previously exchanged cell numbers because there were times we needed to text each other during the day if he was away from the office and needed something quickly. He agreed and left my office looking a little nervous. But I knew he would do it.
I tried to envision in my mind just how far this would go. I expected to get a mildly suggestive photo from him showing not nearly as much as I had. That would be my signal that enough was enough. That would be disappointing, but at least we had fun with it for a few days. Maybe it would lead to something else later.
I realized at that point that I actually got aroused posing for him and that it would be a whole lot of fun to show even more than I had. In fact, I WANTED to. I wanted a man to be stimulated looking at me and thinking about me with little or nothing on. I wanted a man I'd never been with sexually to think of me in those terms. I wanted to be lusted after.
These were somewhat scary beliefs for me. I didn't hate my husband. I didn't want a divorce. But I wanted a man I worked with to get hard looking at a picture of me and, possibly, fuck me if he had the chance. What was wrong with me?
So I was pretty much a zombie after work, holding my phone, staring at it like that would speed up the arrival of Tom's picture. I didn't even know if he would do it that night, but I was unable to function in anticipation of it.
Then the familiar ring of an incoming text message literally made me jump from strained nerves. I opened the message and saw the image appear. I tapped on it.
I saw the torso of a man from the middle of his chest to just above his knees. It did look like the right shape to be Tom. He wore Speedo style briefs. Clearly visible underneath the tight fabric was the outline of the biggest, hardest cock I had ever seen.
OK, I can count on one hand...not even using all the fingers...all the erections I've ever seen in person. But I do go to porn sites. Don't judge me, please. Anyway, this cock was HUGE.
I stared at it forever, imagining my hands and my lips around it, licking it until...
My husband came in and I quickly shut down the phone.
I'm not sure what made me want to wear a little, sexy dress to work the next day...without a bra. It was Friday and generally we dress more casually. I went the other way. It's a summery dress with straps over the shoulders and a loosely flowing hem that stops half way down my thighs. Needless to say, I had Tom on my mind all morning.
He finally came in and sat down just before nine o'clock.
With a grin, he said, "Well?"
"Well what?"
"Did you get the picture?"
"I did," I said without a hint of emotion, even continuing to work on a document to show my apparent apathy.
"Did you like it?"
I waited as long as I could before standing up, walking over to the door, and closing it. I turned the lock, just in case.
"Stand up," I told him.
Tom rose and I moved him to the side a couple feet so his back was facing the wall. I pressed against him and forced him back against it. I kissed him, forcing my tongue into his mouth almost instantly. He immediately did the same to me. So much desire was let loose at that instant, on both of our parts, that you could practically feel it. I ground my hips into his and felt my tits being smashed against his chest. His hand moved to the back of my head and he played with my hair while, at the same time, pulling my face closer to his. The kiss went on forever.
"I loved it," I finally said, pulling my mouth free from his but leaving our bodies touching. "It made me SO horny, Tom. The more I looked at it the more I thought about all the things I could do to it."
"Like...?" he asked.
I kissed him lightly and said, "Like put my hand on it to feel how hard it is."
I put my hand on his crotch and did, indeed, feel how hard it was.
I continued: "I thought about holding it and squeezing it, feeling how warm and hard it was."
I rubbed him a little harder.
"Then I thought about kneeling down and kissing it with my lips," I said. "I imagined the head being so big. I would lick the bottom of it and then slide my tongue all the way down, bringing it back up again very slowly."
He was so hard I could hold him now through the material of his pants. I stroked him as much as I could. That's when I felt his hand behind me, on my ass.
I said very quietly, "I thought about opening my mouth and putting your cock inside, tightening my lips around it and letting my tongue slide all over it."
Tom's hand found the bottom of my hem and slid up the back of my thigh. It only stopped when feeling the beginning of my ass. It inched up farther until reaching the edge of my little panties. He squeezed my flesh gently.
"I wanted to suck on your cock, Tom. I wanted to hear you beg me to keep going. I wanted to hear you groan right before cum poured out of it and down my throat."
I felt his heart pounding and his lungs working hard. His hand was clutching at my cheek. His cock felt like a rock.
He gently pushed me back and said, "We have to stop, Traci. Not here. Not now."
"Can I send you another picture?" I asked in my best teenage girl whiny voice. "It's my turn."
"I would like that," Tom said as he unlocked the door. He adjusted his cock the best he could to hide the erection and walked out.
'That went fairly well,' I thought to myself.
I got the good camera out that night. The one with the self-timer and good flash. I beat my husband home so I wasted no time in finding the best spot to pose while still in my dress. I set up the camera and got the focus right. I'm good with Photoshop so I knew I could crop and edit later if I had to. I took a minute or two thinking about how I wanted to pose on the couch I would be on. Once I had that figured out I went back to the tripod, set a ten second timer, and ran to the couch. I reclined without totally lying down. I pulled the hem of the dress up so that it only barely covered my pussy. I slipped one strap down my arm and exposed a tit.
The flash went off.
I quickly went back to the camera and brought up the preview. Perfect. I took one more just to be sure, but the first one was just fine. I took the camera to my laptop and spent two minutes cropping it and adjusting the light. I looked good enough to fuck, if I do say so myself.
I sent the pic to Tom.
Much later that night—in fact, I was in bed while my husband watched TV—I checked my phone and saw the message from Tom. There was a picture. I opened it and felt my heart begin to race. It was almost the same picture as he sent before, except without the Speedo briefs. The cock that I had told him I was imagining was even bigger and better than I dreamed of. It stood like a pole with veins seemingly ready to burst open. The head was pink and swollen.
My free hand moved down to my pussy. I rubbed myself through my panties. Seconds later, the hand was inside the panties and I was pulling juices up from my pussy onto my clit. I stared at the picture. I rubbed harder. Faster. I thought about the cock in my mouth. In my pussy. Cum getting ready to explode out the top. It was the fastest orgasm I ever had. And maybe the best. I stifled my moans the best I could while my body quivered under the covers. I came over and over again. Oh my God, I lost track of how many times I came looking at that incredible cock.
I thought the weekend would never end. My husband benefited somewhat from the number of times I gawked at Tom's photo. At least, he benefited when I wasn't making myself cum. Consider it practice for what I wanted to do to Tom.
At some point the thought struck me that it would be my turn if Tom and I were to continue with the exchange of photos. There was really only about one option left. He had sent me a nude photo, for all intents and purposes. I would likely have to match that. As I mentioned before, that excited me in certain ways. But it also frightened me a little because what if Tom didn't find me attractive with nothing on? Every little imperfection about my body that I could think of became major flaws in my mind. I envisioned him never talking to me again after THAT picture arrived.
I was a nervous wreck on Monday morning, but didn't have to wait long. Tom was there right after me. He came into my office and closed the door. I didn't play around this time. I met him quickly and we began to kiss. I had on a blouse and one of his hands went straight to the tit I had revealed in my photo. He squeezed the blouse, my bra, and my tit as one. Soon, his other hand was on the other tit and I was seeking out his cock.
"Thank you for the nice surprise," I told him when we stopped to breathe.
He held me close, but quit groping for a moment.
"My pleasure. It didn't disgust you?"
"I'll have to tell you someday what I did the first time I saw it," I said with a grin.
"I'd love to hear," he said. "It likely goes something like what I did after getting your picture. You looked very...relaxed."
"I didn't want to embarrass you, Tom. If you don't want me to send..."
"I want you to send me a picture of you nude," he interrupted.
I knew it. I just knew it. I was going to have to do it after all. Well, there was always Photoshop. But every editing software had its limits and I would be stretching this one to the very edge.
"You may be sorry," I told him between kisses.
"I doubt it. Will you do it, Traci?"
I nodded and ran my palm over his sizeable cock.
Damn right, I would do it. And do it right. Except...it wouldn't be that night because I was never alone and this one was going to take some set-up time and probably multiple takes to get the one I wanted. I apologized to Tom the next day but told him I would be alone that evening. I was, and the preparations began.
I had two hours to work with. I stripped down to just a t-shirt and set up the tripod and camera in the bedroom. I planned on using other settings, as well, but began there. I have a full-length mirror that stands on the floor; the old-fashioned kind your grandmother had. It would allow for a frontal shot with my ass showing in the mirror behind me. It took three test shots to get the angle just right. Then I pulled off the t-shirt, set the timer, and got in place. Good enough.
I moved the tripod to the family room and took one with me by the big window looking out over the back. I took one with me lying on the couch. I went into the kitchen and sat on the counter. I took one from the rear, leaning on the counter with my legs spread and looking back over my shoulder. I wouldn't use that one. Too blatantly erotic, I thought.
Anyway, when I finally got to look at them all on the laptop, I chose the one with the bedroom mirror. I knew I would after posing for it. My nipples were nice and hard. My ass didn't look massive. The light on my hips and pussy was perfect.
I sent it to Tom.
It was around noon the next day before I saw him. I was standing in my office looking for something in the bookcase when he walked in and closed the door. He locked it; always a good sign.
I smiled and said 'Hi.' He turned me towards him and kissed me passionately. I assumed he liked the picture, but asked him anyway.
"Well?"
"I've never been so hard," he replied.
"How hard?" I asked, pressing my body against his.
"The picture I sent you last week wouldn't have done it justice."
I was already rubbing his crotch and the effect was obvious.
"Show me," I told him.
I didn't know if he would, but it was worth a shot. He seemed to think it over for only a second. Then he pulled down his zipper. I quickly put my hand there and reached inside. Luckily he wore boxers and the opening was easily accessible. I pulled out his cock.
I held it in my hand and moved my face closer to his.
"I'm going to suck you off, Tom. I want you to cum in my mouth. You aren't leaving until you've cum," I said.
He didn't say a word. I kneeled down and continued to stroke him.
"Open your blouse," he told me.
I hastily unbuttoned it and let it lay open for him to see my tits. Even with a bra on he saw just about everything except the nipples. Then I leaned forward and kissed the head of his cock. I ran my tongue over it. I licked the underside and felt the cock twitch in my hand. I moved down to the very base of the cock and ran my tongue all the way up to the tip, just like I had promised before. He was fully erect now and even having seen his picture I was in awe of the size.
I licked him one more time before finally putting it in my mouth. I couldn't get nearly all of it in, so I used my hand near the base and my mouth on the rest. He didn't complain. My head bobbed up and down as fast as I could go, slowly every now and then to lick him some more and concentrate on the underside of the tip. A couple minutes passed and then I tasted the precum. I wanted him to cum so much.
I removed my hand and focused on giving him the best blowjob ever. He put his hand on my hair and I heard the first of his moans. I held him by the ass and pulled him closer. He began to fuck my face.
Out of nowhere, I heard the guttural sounds that preceded his climax. Tom held my head in place and a spurt of cum hit the back of my throat. I tried to swallow. Another blast came out and then another. Each thrust of his cock now deposited more cum and what I couldn't swallow dripped down my chin. A half dozen times he came into my mouth.
I licked him just before he pulled out to stuff the cock back into his pants. He helped me up and then leaned toward me, pulled my blouse open, pulled the bra off my tit, and sucked on it until I moaned with delight. He bit the nipple and I felt my pussy tingle.
"That was great," he said. "I owe you one."
I could have been offended, but I wasn't. I knew he would repay me and God knows I wanted him to. I even knew how. I wanted him to fuck me with that thick cock and make me cum until I begged him to stop. The sooner the better.
There would be no more pictures. We had seen everything there was to see. All that was left was the actual act. I was pretty sure it would happen in the office and that added to the thrill. Anybody can get a hotel room. I loved the spontaneity of what we just did, knowing somebody could knock on the door at any time. I tried to imagine his cock slamming into me with the rest of the firm just the thickness of one wooden door away. Yes, I was going to fuck Tom.



I hoped it would be the next day at work so I wore a blouse and skirt. The blouse was moderately transparent; not something I would typically wear to work. But this wasn't going to be a typical day. My bra was small and of the right color to blend in with the blouse and my skin. My panties were practically a thong.
As it ends up, none of that mattered. I got a text from Tom very early in the day: 'Take off your bra and panties.'
I went into the restroom and did as I was told. God, I was shaking like a leaf when I got back to my office and started working. I couldn't concentrate on anything and kept making mistakes when I tried to enter anything on the computer. I kept peeking down at my blouse and the nipples that poked quite obviously at the thin material. My skirt crept up my thighs as if knowing that a few more inches and my pussy would be showing.
Finally, Tom came in and closed the door. He had a serious look on his face. Was he nervous, too? I saw him staring at my tits. A faint grin appeared.
"You followed my orders?"
"I did."
He glanced at my legs. "Show me."
I swiveled my chair until my legs pointed at him. I pulled up the skirt. His grin grew larger.
"So, I need to repay you for yesterday," he said. "But first I need to know you're ready. Rub your clit for me, Traci."
How the hell did he expect me to do that without cumming three times? In any case, I spread my legs a little more, making the skirt rise farther and exposing my pussy. I put a hand there and gently ran the fingers up and down. It took a moment for me to get up the courage to actually begin to masturbate in front of him.
I leaned back in the chair and rubbed my clit. To my surprise, Tom began to rub his crotch at the same time. That helped me because it gave me something to look at besides his face.
"Open one more button of your blouse," he told me.
With my free hand, I obeyed. My tits were now only partially covered and the stimulated nipples pressed against the shirt. My other hand kept working my clit.
Tom unzipped his pants. I stared like a little girl as he reached in and pulled out his semi-erect cock. He stroked it for maybe fifteen seconds until it was the throbbing shaft I saw yesterday. My pussy was soaking wet and I used the moisture to quicken the pace of my masturbation.
"What do you want, Traci?"
"I want your cock."
"Where?"
"In my pussy."
"Tell me what you really want, Traci."
"I want you to fuck me, Tom."
"That's a good girl. Now stand up."
Behind my desk chair was a table where I piled documents.
"Turn and put your hands on the table," Tom said.
He came up behind me and pushed my skirt up to my waist.
"Spread your legs."
I eagerly complied. Tom reached around and slid a hand inside my blouse to hold my tit. That's when I felt his cock against my ass. I wanted it in me SO bad. I needed to cum.
He only waited a few seconds before taking the cock and placing it at the entrance to my pussy. The head of the cock began to spread my lips. He gripped my tit a little tighter. He pushed forward and I braced myself.
I was so wet he entered me with no trouble, except he was so thick I felt like I was being split open by a log. I moaned out loud at the pleasure I felt when he was completely in me up to his balls. Tom remained like that for a moment until pulling back out almost all the way and then plunging the cock deep into me again. Then we fucked.
Oh God, did we fuck. Everything was pretty much a blur after that. He groped both tits and worked over my nipples until I thought I would explode. His cock was like a piston driving in and out of me with ever-increasing intensity. I pleaded with him to fuck me harder. His legs smacked against my ass and it felt fucking wonderful.
"Ohhhh, Tom. Fuck me!" I begged.
The foreplay he had me go through worked. I was ready to cum very, very quickly. I hoped it wasn't too soon for him.
"Yessss. God, yes. I'm...I'm..."
"Cum for me, Traci!"
"Oh fuck!"
I drove my ass back against his body as my orgasm began. I wanted even more of his massive cock. He delivered. I groaned loudly and my body shook. Somewhere in the middle of all that I heard a loud grunt, followed by a violent thrust of his cock into me, and the delivery of shot after shot of cum into my pussy. We came together for the longest time. I could barely support myself with my arms I was so worn out from my climax. Little by little we both finished and I collapsed onto the table with his cock still inside me.
So, there. I fucked Tom and the world didn't come to an end. We're both still married. But nothing...NOTHING...compares to the frequent sessions we have at work behind closed doors. We keep finding new ways to arouse each other before finally fucking. We will most likely take it to a private room at some point, which will allow me to cry out the way I would really like to when he makes me cum. For now, this will do.
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I suppose most of my relatives think I'm a little weird, but photographers and writers are like that. Everyone knows I'm a photographer. I mean, that's my job. But nobody in the family knows I write porn. That's a hobby I'll keep to myself.
I'm twenty eight and single by choice. I've had lots of men, and a few women, show interest in me. I choose to ignore them, at least for long-term relationships. I'm having too much fun living by myself in an old farmhouse I inherited. The closest neighbors are over the next hill in all four directions.
Every now and then a man catches my attention and I think maybe this is the one I could live with. Then something happens that reminds me that relationships are hard. Somebody always loves a little more.
Family members can be like that, too. You see too much of each other and, eventually, your differences come to the surface and you split apart again, kind of like two magnets that are pushing against each other. Other family members you are totally comfortable with, as long as they don't stay too long.
My favorite relative has always been my nephew Mike. He's my oldest sister's oldest son. He's eighteen now. With only ten years between us I think he was naturally attracted to me when the family got together because we could each relate to certain things, like music. Maybe he saw me as the sister he never had. I don't know. In any case, we always got along great.
He was probably fifteen or sixteen when I began to see him as a young man. Mike was tall and thin, but it was at that age that his body began to fill out and I noticed it more and more. I have an in-ground pool in the back yard and when my sister and her family came over to use it, it was Mike I paid the most attention to.
Then he started playing sports in high school and lifting weights and I had my first truly sexual thoughts about Mike. He never gave any indication of thinking of me in the same way. I assumed I would always just be Aunt Traci to him. In reality, we had never spent time alone and, therefore, never had a chance to talk to each other without others around. Once we did, all hell broke loose.
Mike is a cyclist. His high school had a team that wasn't sanctioned; it was just a club that formed among the guys and a teacher volunteered to coach them. Mike really got into it. He began to ride in organized tours on the weekends and often did sixty to one hundred mile rides. Now that he has graduated, he does it on his own whenever he gets the chance.
Living out in the country as I do it is not uncommon to see groups of riders go past my house, as I did on a particularly warm Saturday morning in May. I was working in the yard in a tank top with no bra and jogging shorts, a fairly standard outfit for me on the weekends. The wind was picking up and my wavy brown hair must have looked a mess between being blown and a little perspiration mixed in.
I was at the side of the house closest to the driveway when I thought I heard someone, or something, approaching. I looked up to see a bike coming to a screeching halt a few feet away. Behind the sunglasses and under the helmet was Mike's tanned face.
"Hey," I said as I stood up and he unclipped his shoes and dismounted.
"Hi, Traci! Bet you weren't expecting me."
I used both hands to try to put my hair back in place.
"Nope. It's a nice surprise, Mike."
I unconsciously let my eyes scan him from head to toe, attired in a body hugging jersey and spandex shorts. His legs were really filling out nicely and his... Oh, well, I tried not to stare.
"We're doing a sixty five mile ride today," he said, taking a long drink of water before continuing. "It's the first really hot ride of the year. We'll be going through lots of water."
"C'mon inside and I'll refill those bottles," I offered.
He pulled a second water bottle out of its holder and followed me inside.
"How's your Mom?" I asked.
"She's fine. Doing the same old stuff."
We entered through the back door and went into the kitchen. I took the bottles and filled them with cold water. When I turned to hand them back I might have caught him gazing at my chest, as I had bent forward to turn off the faucet. I began to feel strangely aroused simply being in the same room alone with Mike.
"Thanks. I'll need these later," he said, taking the bottles.
"Do you want to use the bathroom or grab a towel to cool off?"
His jersey was unzipped more than halfway down his chest and I saw the sweat rolling down his skin. Mike had removed his sunglasses and put them in the back pocket of the jersey. His face was red from the sun and perspiration gathered on his brow. He wiped it off with the back of his gloved hand.
"No, I'm fine. I'll only stay a minute. Just wanted to say 'Hi' since we were passing the house."
"I'm glad you did," I said.
He took off his helmet and laid it on the counter along with the water bottles. Then, without warning, he sprayed my chest with one of the bottles. I swiveled away from him, but not before a stream of water crossed my tank top right at the breasts.
"Hey!" I screamed and then laughed.
I wiped the top but the damage was done. It was nearly see-through wherever the water struck it. I faced Mike again and he openly stared at me with a smile. One nipple was plainly visible, along with a good portion of the flesh around it.
"Sorry. My hand slipped," he said.
"Yeah, right. Pretty good aim for an accident."
"You shouldn't wear such revealing clothing, Traci. Guests may show up out of nowhere."
"And spray me with water bottles?" I said sarcastically.
"You never know."
I stepped closer to him and said, "Is my clothing any more revealing than yours?"
I made sure he saw me staring at his crotch.
"There's a purpose to everything I have on," he said.
"And what's that? To turn on your aunt?"
I pulled the zipper of his jersey all the way down and ran my fingernails up his bare chest, lingering around his nipples. I grabbed the bottom of the jersey and lifted it, the tight fit and moisture combining to make it a tougher removal than I anticipated. Mike was grinning when I was done.
"I could have warned you about that," he said. "I bet yours would come off easier."
"I bet you won't find out," I said, tracing the outline of his breast with my finger.
I was standing so close we were almost touching. I moved my hands down to his abs and waist. I slid them down his hips. Very deliberately I made my way to his crotch, finally skimming my fingers up the length of his cock and back onto his stomach.
"This isn't fair," he murmured.
"I gave you water," I said. "This is my payment."
Our mouths and bodies came together. I could feel his cock press against me as we kissed. Our tongues met and his hands moved onto the top of my shorts in back. The longer and harder we kissed the lower his hands got until he was squeezing the cheeks of my ass through my shorts and I was grinding my pussy onto his cock. I moaned when Mike brought his hands to my chest and I gave him just enough room to knead my tits through the damp top. I touched his cock. It was hard.
I was the one who backed away first. I couldn't look at his face.
"I'm so sorry, Mike. I...I...I'm sorry."
"Don't be, Traci. I shouldn't have come here. I better get going."
He hurriedly put on the jersey, grabbed his helmet and water, and nearly ran out the back door. I cried. I cried out of shame and fear. Fear that I might have lost him because of a stupid moment of lust that had built up over the years.
My fears were groundless. Later that night I received a text message from Mike. It read: 'Don't be mad.' There was a photo attached. Mike was naked and his cock was rock hard, pointing out like a rod. I stared at the long, thick shaft until my pussy was soaking wet.
It took forever to get to sleep that night. My heart raced at the possible meaning, or consequence, of Mike's text. Obviously, he wanted to continue what we started that morning. I didn't know what to do. I wasn't even sure what I wanted. He was my goddamn nephew, but I think I wanted to fuck him more than any man I'd ever known. Still...my sister's son?
I was awoken mid-morning on Sunday by my cellphone ringing. I looked at the screen. It was Mike.
"Hello."
"Hi, Traci. This is Mike."
"Hi, Mike."
I honestly didn't have any idea what else to say.
"Did you get my picture last night?"
"I did."
There was a long pause. "Did you like it?"
There was an even longer pause. "Yes."
"Good. I didn't want you to be sorry or mad or anything because of what we did," he said quickly. "I think we've both felt that way for a few years now."
If nothing else, the kid was perceptive.
"You might be right, Mike. But..."
"Did the picture make you horny, Traci?"
"Mike!"
"Well, did it?"
I rolled onto my back and thought for a moment. "Kind of."
"Seeing you in that wet tank top and having you touch me made me so horny I didn't know if I could finish the ride," he said. "I wanted you to know."
"I should have done that, Mike."
"Are you naked now, Traci?"
I swallowed hard and felt my pulse quicken. "No."
"What do you have on?"
"A shirt and panties."
"Take them off, Traci."
It was like I was hypnotized. I laid the phone down and stripped naked.
"OK," I told him.
"I'm in bed naked, Traci. I'm thinking about you naked and my cock is getting hard. I'm touching it, feeling it get harder. I want you to touch your pussy, Traci."
I did. "OK."
"Your hand on my cock yesterday was the greatest thing I ever felt," he said. "I wanted more."
My fingers began to massage my pussy and clit.
"Are you rubbing your pussy, Traci?"
"Yes."
"Good. I'm holding my cock and I can feel it throbbing just from thinking about you touching yourself."
"I wish I could see it, Mike."
"Rub your clit."
I did.
Mike said, "Yesterday I wanted to put my hands inside your top and feel those incredible tits and squeeze your nipples. I wanted to feel your ass inside your shorts."
I was masturbating quicker, spreading my legs to give me better access to my wet pussy and clit.
"I wanted to reach inside your shorts and feel your pussy," Mike said. "I'm so hard, Traci. Harder than the picture I sent you."
"I wish you were here, Mike. My clit is throbbing and I might cum if I keep this up."
"I want you to cum, Traci. I want to hear you cum. I'm stroking my cock faster now."
A long silence followed but I heard his breathing.
I said, "Will you cum with me, Mike?"
"Yes."
"I wish you were inside me," I managed to say, though words were coming harder now.
"I would suck on your tits, Traci. And drive my cock into you until you cried out."
My body began to quiver. I was so close.
"Oh God," I muttered loud enough for him to hear.
"That's it, Traci. Think about us fucking and then you start to cum."
I rubbed my clit frantically. I rocked on the bed as the orgasm grew. I couldn't speak.
"Cum for me. God, my cock is about to explode, Traci."
The phone fell from my hand. I clutched at the covers and came in waves.
"Yessssss. Oh my God, yes. Fuck me, Mike!" I squealed.
There was no need to hold the phone. Mike had set his down so he could take a towel he had ready and let his cock spurt stream after stream of cum into it.
I picked mine up just in time to hear the last of his guttural groans. He heard my final few mutterings as my second or third orgasm subsided.
"Are you there?" I heard him ask meekly.
"Yes. Thank you, Mike. That was fantastic."
"I'm glad. Maybe someday..."
"Maybe," I replied.
It was a long shower that I took, much of the time standing under the water and thinking. Clearly, Mike and I were on the same wavelength when it came to how we felt about each other. The sexual attraction was unmistakable. The aunt/nephew relationship still posed a major stumbling block. At least for me, it did. Mike seemed intent on moving forward as if I was the neighbor next door. My decision would have to be: was my sexual attraction to Mike more significant than my being his aunt?
I would ponder that some more later. My immediate thought was on repaying Mike for the photo he sent. I got out of the shower...with the water still running...and wrapped a towel around me without drying off. I brought my camera back into the bathroom and set it on the counter. I focused it for the inside of the shower and set the delay for ten seconds, taking ten shots.
I hit the shutter, ran into the shower, and posed until I heard the last of the ten shots being taken.
After dressing, I plugged the camera into my laptop and found the one perfect shot, with the water flowing over my tits and pussy and just a hint of my ass. A little cropping and playing with the light made it even better. I sent it to Mike.
His reply was quick: 'Awesome. Beautiful.'
I replied: 'Busy next weekend?'
'Parents out of town. No.'
'Perfect. Want to come over and use the pool?'
'I'll be there. Tell me when.'
'Anytime Saturday.'
'K'
It was one of the longest weeks of my life. I had to warn myself that the possibilities were endless. Anything from nothing happening other than a nice swim to..., well, anything was possible. I hoped for the later and spent much time imagining Mike and I finally fulfilling my desire to have him. But I was prepared for whatever.
On Saturday, I got up early and put on a V-neck t-shirt with no bra and tight denim shorts. I had been on dates where I wasn't as nervous as I was then. This day had far more potential than most of my dates.
When I heard Mike's car in the driveway, I thought I would have a heart attack. I took several deep breaths and tried to calm down. He was wearing his bathing suit and a sleeveless t-shirt. He looked great, as always.
We sat in the kitchen for a while and talked. He told me that his parents were gone for a week and that there was no particular time he had to be back that day. I offered food and beer and he accepted both.
When he was done eating, I said, "I'll bring beer out to the pool. You go ahead, I need to change."
My hands were shaking as I stripped and put on the skimpiest bikini I owned, which was not indecent but was definitely small. I grabbed two beers out of the refrigerator and walked out to the pool. Mike was on one of the recliners finishing his first bottle. He never took his eyes off me once I appeared.
It was a perfect day to be out with almost no breeze and ever-increasing temperatures under a bright sun. I chose to sit under an umbrella but Mike had removed his shirt and was already working on his tan. The outline of his cycling jersey was obvious on his well-developed chest.
"I'd be out here all day long, every day, if I owned this house," Mike said.
"It gets a little boring when I'm by myself," I told him.
"You don't invite other men over?"
I laughed and said, "There aren't many men in my life, Mike."
"If they saw you in that bikini more often there would be. Or if they saw that picture you sent me."
I could feel my face blush. "Make sure nobody else sees that," I told him.
"It's as secure as a phone can be," he said. "Which isn't saying much, but I change my passcode all the time."
"Good. That was meant for just your eyes."
He smiled and said, "And I've looked at it more than once."
"Are you swimming?" I asked him.
"Sure. I was just finishing this beer first."
A moment later, when the empty bottle was placed on the table next to him, Mike rose from the chair.
"You're allowed to swim naked," I said.
He turned and looked at me. I returned his stare before letting my eyes drop to his bathing suit. Mike turned to face the pool, quickly dropped his bathing suit, and stepped towards the edge of the water with my eyes locked on his ass. He dove in gracefully.
He really did have a great body, the few seconds I got to see it. Once he was in the water, I had to settle for views of his chest or his back and ass when he swam. He swam up to the edge and looked at me. I knew what was coming.
"It's perfect. Come on in."
It was Showtime. I wondered if he could see me trembling because I sure could feel it. I got up and walked out from under the umbrella. I reached behind my back and untied the top. I gradually let it fall away from my breasts. I laid it on a chair and put my thumbs inside the bikini bottom. I slid it down my legs and over my feet.
As soon as I stood up, I dove into the water just inches from where Mike stood. I swam away from him to the other side. I turned and looked at him. A few seconds later, we were both slowly gliding toward each other. We met in the center.
I put my arms around Mike and we began to kiss.
That was one of the best feelings I'd ever had, with the water around us and our naked bodies coming together. It didn't hurt that this was the young man I was thinking about twenty four hours a day and wanted so badly. He almost lifted me off my feet when he put his hands on my ass and pulled with his muscular arms. I could feel his cock and reached for it. The kiss persisted with my hand around his thick cock and his hands on my tits.
"Let's go over here," I said when it eventually ended.
I walked him to the edge of the pool at the shallowest point and had him lean back. His cock was just above the waterline. I bent my knees until my face was at his waist level. Mike put his hands behind him on the edge of the pool just as I moved closer.
I held the cock for a moment, watching it grow the final little bit until he was fully erect. I slid my tongue up from his balls to the tip. I did it again. I circled the head of the cock with my lips and tongue. He was SO big and I thought about him inside me, filling my pussy. I put the head inside my mouth and licked it. Then I slid my lips down until he was completely in my mouth.
I sucked on Mike's cock, licked it again, and repeated the process. Soon, my head was bobbing up and down on the thick shaft. Mike put his hand on my hair and I grabbed his ass. The water churned as my pace quickened and Mike began to match my movements with little thrusts into my mouth.
It only took a couple minutes before I heard him start to moan. He held my head in place and fucked my mouth. I prepared myself for his orgasm.
It came suddenly with a violent thrust of his cock and a blast of cum into my throat. He cried out and drove his cock into my mouth again. More cum poured out and I sucked harder. I put my hand at the base of his cock and stroked him, letting him shoot loads of cum onto my tongue. Over and over he came until the last drop dribbled onto my chin.
I put my head under the water and then rose to stand in front of him. We kissed until he put his hands on my hips and turned me so we switched positions.
"Get up on the tile," he told me.
I sat on the edge of the pool.
Mike forced my legs apart, although I was a willing participant. He moved forward and I leaned back a little. His face buried itself into my pussy and I felt his lips on my clit. Then his tongue was probing my pussy and diving inside to taste the sweet juices. The kid knew what he was doing.
He returned to my clit and licked it and sucked on it until he heard me moan. Then he licked it harder and faster. He put his hands under my ass and lifted me up. Mike attacked my clit and I begged for more.
I was about to cum...sitting on the edge of my pool...being eaten by my nephew. It was a pretty good day so far.
"Oh my God, Mike. Yes! Yes!" I screamed.
His tongue stabbed at my clit one more time and I came.
"Ohhhhhh fuck!"
My legs locked themselves around his head and Mike ate me to multiple prolonged orgasms in the middle of my back yard. Every time his hand wrapped around my tit I felt a new surge in my pussy. I finally had to practically kick him away from me.



I managed to make it back over to my chair and Mike got out of the pool, leaning over me and sucking on my tits while I recovered. I wasn't going to fuck him that day and he showed no signs of forcing himself on me. So, I sat and thought for a while. I wanted our first 'real' sex to be special; in a special location.
Finally, I asked him, "Mike, what do you have to do Monday?"
"Nothing, except house sit."
"I have another idea," I said.
"What?"
"How would you like to rent a cabin down in Adams Hills for tomorrow night? We can check in after noon tomorrow and stay until noon on Monday. My treat."
"As long as I can keep my phone charged in case Mom and Dad are trying to get hold of me, it sounds great," he said.
"Good. I'll go in and see if I can reserve it now," I said, knowing that Mike was watching every step I took into the house without my bikini on.
It was a risky move, but a calculated risk. When my sister goes on vacation, she never, ever contacts anybody at home, other than through Facebook. I would have a laptop with me at the cabin, so she'd never suspect we were gone in case I had to reply to a post. I knew from discussions with her before that she had no idea how to use Find Friends on her phone. This would let my first time with Mike be something we would remember forever.
I was able to reserve a one bedroom cabin with a hot tub and balcony. It was a small price to pay for the perfect night with my favorite nephew. When I returned to the pool to tell him, Mike had put his bathing suit back on. I did the same.
We sat for a while, swam again without incident, and ate. Mike left after a great kiss and a promise to see me the next day.
Adams Hills is a national forest half an hour south of my house. It's a beautifully isolated area best known for hiking, camping, and cabins. All I wanted was the cabin part...with Mike. He arrived right on time on Sunday and I offered to drive. I sensed that he was a little nervous, likely knowing exactly what I had in mind. It would be my duty to make him feel comfortable. The success or failure of the next twenty four hours would largely dictate the nature of our relationship for a long, long time.
There are at least a dozen places that rent cabins in Adams Hills. I chose one that I had used before...with girlfriends, no sex...that I knew to be very isolated. The road back to them was a little rough, but Mike seemed to enjoy it. Soon we were at the office and went in to check in.
During the entire process I wondered what the young woman behind the counter was thinking. Did she think I was closer to Mike's age than I really was? Not to be sexist about it, but why was I the one filling out the forms and paying? Perhaps she didn't give a shit. That was my inclination based on her overall lack of enthusiasm.
Ultimately, we got the key, a map of the area, and directions to the cabin.
Just as I had hoped, the cabin was buried in the heart of a thick forest without a sign of life in any direction. I knew there were a half dozen similar cabins within short walking distance, but they were nowhere to be seen. This would work.
The cabin had the typical log exterior and steeply sloping roof, but with large, modern windows all around. Once inside, Mike immediately stared up at the cathedral ceiling that seemed to rise forever. The windows made it seem the woods were part of the interior decoration. The living area was a huge great room with overstuffed couches and chairs. A small kitchen would be more than sufficient for our short stay. The bedroom was equally small, but with a large, old fashioned bed and quilt cover.
Then Mike found the balcony and hot tub.
"Oh my God," he called out. "We're never leaving this area, right?"
"We might want to eat or sleep at some point," I told him.
"We can do that out here."
I was leaning on the balcony railing looking into the woods when Mike came up from behind. He wrapped his arms around me.
"Thanks for doing this, Traci."
"My pleasure, Mike. Now, let's put our stuff away."
It didn't take long to unpack the few clothes we had or put away the small quantity of food I brought from home.
"What do you want to do first?" I asked when we were done in the kitchen.
"The hot tub," he replied quickly.
The answer didn't surprise me.
"Sounds good to me," I said.
"You brought an awesome bikini, I hope."
I looked at him, grinned, and said, "Nope. I won't need it."
I took his hand and we walked onto the balcony. I kicked off my sandals. He removed his shoes. We stripped in unison, openly watching each other attentively. Mike stared at my tits. I gazed at his cock and firm abs.
When I was naked, I walked to the controls of the tub and leaned over to turn it on. The water slowly gurgled until the jets were at full strength. I looked back at Mike and his cock was already growing. I grinned and stepped up to the edge of the tub. I found a good spot and put a foot into the water to test the temperature. Satisfied, I stepped into the water and sat down.
Mike followed and sat directly across from me. I stretched my arms out on either side with the water swirling around my tits. I purposely let my feet rest on the inside of his legs. He sank down in the water and relaxed.
"This is great," I said softly. "I may not get out."
"I told you," Mike said.
I splashed water onto my shoulders and ran my hands across my tits, looking at Mike the entire time.
"If you're trying to make me hard, it's working," he said.
I stretched one leg out and let my foot find his crotch. Sure enough, I could feel his cock beginning to harden. I rubbed it with my sole for a few seconds before pulling back again. The next few minutes we sat in silence, enjoying the water and sounds of the forest.
Then I couldn't wait any longer.
I rose from the seat and moved across to Mike. I straddled his legs and gently settled onto them, leaning forward so it was obvious I wanted him to suck on my tit. He obliged, with his hand working over the other one. Mike switched tits while my pussy ached for attention. I could feel his teeth carefully closing around my nipple.
"I need you, Mike. I want to have sex with you," I said softly.
He looked tense, but when I reached down for his cock, it was rock hard. It was time to do this.
I moved just enough to place my pussy directly over his erection.
"Relax, Mike. Let me do the work," I told him.
I put the head of his cock at the entrance to my pussy. I felt it begin to spread my lips as I lowered my body. I closed my eyes as he began to enter me. Mike put his hands on my ass and I sank onto his cock until it couldn't go any farther.
We lingered like that for several long seconds, enjoying the feeling, until I rose again only to fall onto the thick shaft one more time. I squeezed him with my pussy and I could feel him begin to push up with his hips. Soon, he was fucking me in earnest and I concentrated on the tremendous sensation of his big cock filling my pussy.
Mike kneaded my tits and pulled on the nipples.
"Yes, I love that. Harder!" I urged him.
He pinched them and rolled them between his fingers while continuing to thrust into me at an ever-increasing intensity.
"Oh God, that's so good, Mike. Fuck me!"
I leaned into him and let him suck my tits for a minute while I did most of the movement up and down on his cock. Soon, I felt I was on the verge of cumming.
At that point, I leaned back, rose off of Mike's cock, and stood up.
"Follow me," I said.
I went to the step and climbed out of the hot tub, with Mike and his erection right behind me. I faced the tub and put my hands on the side, bent over at the waist with my legs spread.
"Now fuck me until we cum," I ordered him.
He eagerly got his cock in place and drove it into me with surprising force. I loved it.
"Fuck, yesss!" I cried out.
His legs began to slap my ass as we fucked. Mike put his hands on my hips and held me in place the harder and faster he pounded me. My body told me it was almost time. Mike groaned louder with each thrust.
"C'mon, Mike. Cum for me."
We fucked for another couple minutes. I was ready to scream.
Mike said, "Now, Traci. I'm ready. Oh my God!"
I clung to the edge of the tub, waiting as long as I could before releasing my orgasm. Then Mike brutally drove his cock into me and grunted. I felt him start to cum. I quickly followed.
No matter how hard Mike was fucking me, it was like it wasn't hard enough. I never needed or wanted to cum so bad in my life. The more cum he blasted into me the longer I came myself. I grabbed one of my tits and that set off another orgasm. Still, Mike pounded into me and deposited more cum. My hair clung to my forehead from perspiration when Mike finally was done and I did the best I could to stay upright.
"Christ, Traci. That was fantastic," Mike told me.
"I'm glad we finally had the chance," I said, sitting on the edge of the tub. "I hope we're not done for the day."
"Me, too," he said, matching my smile.
We put on the minimal amount of clothing necessary to sit around the cabin and take a walk in the woods. We kissed a lot. I mean, a lot. It was so cool to be able to have him by me all the time and to hold him and kiss him. I cooked a small dinner because I couldn't pack much, but Mike didn't complain. We sat on the balcony after dinner and I felt a new urge to feel him inside me again.
It wasn't even dark when I said to him, "Let's go to bed, Mike."
I knew he was ready because I succeeded in running my hand over his cock while we walked and a couple times in the cabin. Even with shorts on I could tell his cock wanted more.
When we got inside the bedroom, I stood in front of him and kissed him. Then I lifted off his shirt and played with his chest. He took off my top and fondled my tits before leaning down to suck on each one for a moment. I opened his shorts and let them fall to the floor. I kneeled down and licked his cock a few times, watched it harden, and put it into my mouth. He lifted me up and took off my shorts and panties.
Just like in the pool, he used his tongue on my clit with perfection. When he stood we kissed for the longest time, our hands exploring every inch of each other's body. We just kind of fell onto the bed in an embrace.
I wanted this to be slow and tender. I allowed Mike to fuck me on the balcony because I think we both wanted it at that time. It was definitely satisfying and fun. Now I wanted to make love to him. I wasn't sure he understood the difference, so I was going to have to control the tempo.
Once on the bed, I rolled on top of him. I licked his neck and shoulder as I worked my way down to his chest. I spent as much time and effort on his nipples as he spent on mine and hoped it produced the same great feeling. As much as possible I tried to rub his cock with my body in some way. The first chance I had I took a peek down and he was getting nice and hard.
I licked my way down to his navel and beyond. Mike watched me while I either kissed or licked every inch of him except his cock. I had to stifle a laugh as I saw him grow harder and harder, but I refused to satisfy him.
"What do you want now, Mike?"
"Lick my cock, Traci."
I kissed the insides of his thighs and then his balls.
"Say 'please.'"
"Please lick my cock, Traci," he said with a little more angst.
His cock had to be throbbing as I licked his balls. My hair was sliding across his cock, but not my lips or tongue.
"Do you want to fuck me, Mike?"
"God, yes" he said frantically.
I rolled onto my side and looked at him.
"Make me want to fuck you, then," I told him.
He was on top of me almost instantly. The kiss that followed was the most passionate of any we had had before. It was working.
He kissed me all the way to my tits, which I thought he was going to devour. I tried not to let my body give away just how much I wanted him. He was still rock hard as he moved down to my pussy and began to eat me the way I was becoming quite familiar with. Mike didn't tease very much. I would have to teach him that later. For now, I was fucking loving it.
I gave him a minute or so at my pussy. Then I told him to come up and I took him into my arms. We rolled, kissed, hugged, touched...we did everything but fuck, but God did we both want to. We laughed while tumbling from one side of the bed to the other, alternating who was on top and seeing how close we could bring the other to an orgasm without letting them cum.
Somehow I ended up on my stomach with Mike above me. He played with my ass and slid his cock up and down my crack. I spread my legs virtually begging him to finally fuck me. When I felt the head of his cock ready to enter me, I said, 'No.'
I rolled onto my back.
"Make love to me, Mike. Nice and easy, until we cum together. I want to feel you inside me."
He moved on top of me and I felt the head of his cock begin to split me open once again. Mike's a quick learner because he entered me this time in a slow, deliberate, and very wonderful way. I moaned as every thick inch of him slid inside. Oh my God, I was in heaven.
Mike lowered himself onto me and I put my hands on his broad shoulders.
"I love you so much," I heard myself whisper.
"I love you, too, Traci."
I wrapped my legs around his waist. We rolled gently with each new position giving me a unique awareness of his cock in my pussy. We lay on our sides, facing each other and sometimes kissing, all the while slowly fucking. Mike sucked on my tits. I ran my hand through his hair. Through it all, we fucked.
I lost track of time. Fifteen minutes, maybe, of pure ecstasy. Then Mike had a hand on my clit and I determined it was time to cum.
I tried to warn him but the orgasm made it impossible to speak in actual words. I pulled him closer to me and heard him get ready to cum. After that it was another case of our bodies coming together in a series of climaxes that lasted nearly a minute. I felt the combination of his cum and my juices leaking onto my thigh by the time it was over.
We slept in the nude, of course, managing to make it through until the morning without any more sex. He did lick my tits once or twice and I had his cock in my hand in the morning, but no more sex. All that changed when I decided it was time to get up and shower.
I entered the bathroom alone. I turned on the shower and stepped in by myself. But by the time I was putting my head under the water, I saw Mike walking into the room. I didn't need to invite him. He slid open the glass door and joined me.
I held him while we both got wet and used to the water. His muscular frame was becoming quite familiar to me now and my hands sought out the parts I liked the best, minus his cock, which would get special treatment soon. He did the same to me while we kissed and I knew we would not be leaving that shower without cumming.
Mike grabbed the bar of soap and began to wash my tits. It felt so good sliding over my nipples. He moved down my body to my stomach and eventually the top of my legs. I waited anxiously for him to touch my pussy. I put my arms around his neck and when I felt the soap there, I whispered to him, "Rub it harder, Mike."
He used the corner of the bar of soap to almost enter my pussy. Then he slid it up and rubbed my clit until I moaned with delight.
When it was my turn, I also moved from Mike's chest down to his cock. He was nice and hard by the time I was slithering the bar up and down his cock. He was completely covered in white soapy foam by the time I put the soap away.
I faced the wall of the shower with my back to him. I bent over slightly and spread my legs. Mike knew what to do after that.
We were both so wet and soapy his cock slid in and I almost didn't notice. Mike began to fuck me, gripping my tits firmly. Water flowed over both of us and it felt fantastic. After a minute or two, Mike turned me around and entered me again with my back against the wall. We kissed the entire time he thrust that wonderful cock into me like a piston.
"Yes, Mike. Now. Now!"
I came in torrents, as usual with him. His thrusts became harder and soon he was emptying his cock into my pussy. He was nearly knocking the breath out of me with the force of his insertions, but it was worth it. If that was going to be our last fuck of the mini-vacation, it was a good one.
In fact, it wasn't. We dressed and ate breakfast, after which I convinced Mike to take another walk in the woods. I didn't think it was his favorite part of the trip, but I enjoyed it and wished I had my camera with me the entire time. There was a small lake a half mile away and we sat there and talked for a short while.
When we got back to the cabin we had a few hours left before we had to leave. We spent most of it on the balcony. About an hour before out time was up, I decided to show Mike one more time how much I appreciated the past day.
I walked over to where he sat and leaned over to unbutton his shorts. I kneeled down and pulled them off. I rubbed his cock through his boxers. Then I removed them, too, and scooted forward between his legs. He was already getting hard by the time I kissed his cock.
I took a couple minutes just to gently kiss and lick it, more or less teasing him into a full blown erection. It worked. Only then did I lick the entire length of the shaft and put my lips around the swollen head. It was another minute before I began to take him into my mouth.
I had to give him credit for being able to do it every single time I wanted him hard. But then again, he was fucking eighteen years old. I guess I forgot what guys that age could do.
I tried to give him the best blowjob ever, as least the best he'd had from me. Between my hand and my mouth, no part of his cock was left unattended. My reward was a deep growl by Mike, followed by several spurts of delicious cum down my throat. I sucked him dry and moved up to kiss him, letting him taste the remnants of his cum on my lips.
That was our trip to the cabin. Well, that was our FIRST trip to the cabin. We've been back. We'll always go back and we'll always enjoy each other in ways that few relatives will ever know.
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Some sisters are closer than others. I happen to like mine very much. Melody is a real estate agent. A good one, who deals mostly in high-end luxury homes and estates, but will sometimes sell smaller homes. She makes a ton of money from the sale of multi-million dollar properties. That's not why I like her, however.
For a couple years now, I've acted as an 'assistant' to her on certain transactions. These are the ones that Melody can't afford to lose and the clients are...shall we say, demanding.
It all started as kind of a joke when I asked Melody during a particularly trying sale if she had considered just sleeping with the buyer. She had not, but it stuck in her mind for some reason and she would often bring it up as an alternative. I jokingly would offer to substitute for her if the guy was good looking enough.
I'm single. I'm a photographer, so I'm not rich. But I am fairly attractive, often called 'cute' by my friends. Apparently, that's good enough for Melody.
One night when she had asked to meet me for dinner, she said, "Traci, I have a HUGE favor to ask."
I'd heard this before and it was usually something I could do quite easily.
"What is it, Mel?"
"Well, you know we've kidded about sleeping with a client," she said, stabbing at her food with a fork but not eating. "Maybe the time has come, Traci. You know I've told you about the Lincoln property that I have listed. The three million dollar one. Well, I might have a couple interested in it finally and I'd really, really like to be able to close this deal."
"So, you're going to offer yourself to the guy?"
"Not exactly," she said, peeking up at me when she said it. "I thought...maybe, you know...that maybe you could...kind of...like...be the one."
A long pause was broken by my exclamation, "Melody!"
"Shhhh. Listen to me," she said, leaning forward.
I certainly wanted to hear more and then put an end to it.
"I'd give you ten percent of my commission, Traci," she said. "All you'd have to do is meet with the man and his wife and make sure they were happy."
I was busy doing math in my head. Ten percent of Mel's commission on a three-million-dollar deal was a substantial payment to me. Like, a year's income.
"Define 'happy,'" I said.
"Whatever they want."
"As in sex?" I asked.
"If that's what they want."
"They? Both of them?"
Melody shrugged. "You'll be meeting with both of them. I don't know what they'll want. You should be prepared for anything."
I said, "So, did you tell them, 'I'm sending my whore sister over. Do as you please?'"
"I said, 'I have an assistant who would be more than happy to meet with you privately and answer any questions you might have about the property.'"
I already had an image of this in my mind.
"What does he look like?"
Melody's face brightened and she said, "Traci, I think you'll be pleasantly surprised. His name's Tony. He's in his fifties. Really good looking. And his wife is a trophy. She's maybe forty. Real cute."
"And where does this take place?" I asked.
"Their current home in Lakeside."
"Ten percent?"
"Yes," she said.
"Make it fifteen."
"Jesus, Traci," Melody moaned. Then, after a long delay, she said, "OK. Fifteen."
She gave me some details of the property for sale and promised to send me the brochure later. She didn't think Tony would be asking me for details. That was kind of what I was afraid of. But the commitment had been made and I was anxious to see it through for the money, if nothing else.
I asked her what I should wear.
"You know that black dress you have? The one with the thin straps and plunging neckline? That one."
Of course, the one that only went half way down my thighs and clung a little too much to my butt, I thought. Nothing said 'Buy this house' like cleavage and the outline of my ass.
Melody completed the arrangements the next day and the day after that I had an appointment at Tony's house at nine o'clock at night. God, I was nervous. I must have checked myself in the mirror a dozen times before leaving. My lack of a bra was a bit too obvious in my opinion, but the dress was never meant to be worn over a bra. I swiped my hands across my ass without effect. It was going to show no matter what I did.
Reluctantly, I began the fifteen minute drive to the lavish neighborhood of Lakeside. 'Why would anybody want to leave this place?' I thought to myself as my phone app directed me to the mansion. I pulled into the long driveway, took a deep breath, and walked to the front door.
It opened soon after I pushed the button for the chime. A tall, handsome, obviously Italian man smiled broadly and welcomed me in by name. He accompanied me down a hall, around a corner, and into a fabulous great room. An elegant woman in a dress that made mine look like a K-Mart special, strode towards me.
"Traci, this is my lovely wife Angela," Tony said.
She was all of that. I kept thinking of the term exotic as I looked at her. Dark eyebrows perfectly drawn; dark eyes; high cheekbones; and, a body to die for in a stylish dress.
"Hello. I'm very glad to meet you," I said.
"Welcome. It was so nice of Melody to arrange this," Angela replied. "Please come sit down."
I was still admiring the artwork and accessories in the room when Tony brought each of us a glass of what I'm sure was very expensive wine. My hosts sat on a couch and I was in a chair opposite them, trying to keep the hem of my dress from ending up at my waist. We chatted about my photography and Tony's software design company. I'm pretty sure Angela didn't work. I didn't ask.
It didn't take long, however, for her to do the job she was tasked with on that evening. She rose from the couch and walked over to me, extending her hands in an invitation...or an order...for me to stand. I did and she kept my hands in hers.
"We're extremely interested in Melody's property," Angela said in a flawless voice. "Tony and I suggested to her that one additional perk would most likely assure our purchase. She immediately mentioned you and we agreed. I hope you'll understand the importance of this get-together tonight."
So, I was a 'perk.' My problem with the term went away as soon as I remembered the fifteen percent.
"I understand," I said quietly.
Angela ran a finger up the inside of my dress, along the inside edge of one of my tits. She traced it around the top until meeting the dress, and then back down, very slightly pushing the dress aside as she went. She never exposed my nipple.
"Excellent," she said. "Tony and I would like your participation in a little activity we have long talked about."
Angela traced the other tit. My nipples began to poke against the fabric of the dress. She leaned forward and I knew immediately she was going to kiss me. Damn, she was beautiful and I let her luscious lips fall lightly upon mine.
I'd never kissed a woman before that wasn't a relative and this was the first kiss on the lips. It was nice. Angela opened her mouth and our tongues met rather naturally. She put a hand on my hair and pulled me closer. I was almost disappointed when she began to kiss my neck and shoulder. Then I saw her draw the dress strap to the side and continue kissing.
A shudder went through my body. The strap fell down my arm and Angela kissed lower, onto my chest along the material of the dress. She was at the top of my tit on that side.
Something made me glance over at Tony and I saw him rubbing his crotch. Jesus, what was I getting into? Whatever it was, there was no getting out.
Angela's lips were on my tit. She licked me. She pushed the dress aside and I watched as my erect nipple came into view. Angela moved down and ran her tongue across it. My entire body quivered as she put it between her lips and sucked on it. The whole of my tit was now exposed and Angela was sucking on it more intensely.
Tony had unzipped his pants. I saw him pull out a very long and hard cock. With Angela working over my tit, he began to stroke his erection.
Angela pulled down the other strap and let the dress lay open down to my waist. She sucked both tits in succession and my nipples felt like they were going to explode. More distressing than that was the fact I felt it clear down to my pussy. This woman knew what she was doing and I'm pretty sure her husband had seen it all before.
By the time Angela's hand moved behind me to my ass, nothing was surprising me. I felt her grip my cheek through the dress. Then the hand moved down, found the bottom of the dress, and slid up the back of my thigh until resting again on my panties and ass.
We kiss...passionately...as my lust for her was growing by the minute. I dared not touch her until I knew she wanted me to. I let her lead and her next step was to pull down my dress and let it fall to the floor. I'm proud of my body, but I don't let total strangers stare at it every day. I had a strange sense of vanity in letting these two people do just that.
Angela ran her hands over my chest, down my abdomen, and onto my pussy. She pressed harder against my panties and rubbed me. I think I either gasped or just took in a sudden breath at the first feel of her fingers on my clit. Her hand slid inside the panties and I was wet. Angela slid two fingers inside me and I bit my lip. She moved up to my clit and I definitely moaned out loud.
She took off my panties and I was naked in the middle of the room. Tony was still stroking his rock hard cock.
"Go to him," she said softly. "Take off his clothes."
God, I felt vulnerable. Tony stared at me as if he was already fucking me in his head. I was sure I felt Angela's eyes on my ass when I strode towards Tony. I moved between his legs and bent over to remove his shirt. He offered no help. When I got it off I saw a nicely firm chest with a light covering of dark hair. I went to take off his pants, with his cock still sticking up like a pole out of the fly. I managed to do it and Tony was naked on the couch in front of me.
"Come here, Traci," he said calmly, his arms extended.
I climbed onto his lap with his cock just in front of me. Tony pulled me closer and took a tit into his mouth. He was just as proficient as his wife in driving me crazy with his tongue and lips. He sucked on both tits while his hands caressed my ass.
"I want you to turn and face Angela," he told me.
I obeyed, but he held me by the hips so that as I settled back down, I was directly above his cock. His intent was very clear. I waited for him to have the head of the cock in place, and then I lowered myself onto it.
Oh my God, it felt so good as the massive cock slid inside me. I stared at Angela the entire time. She had taken my seat and was watching us. She spread her legs and lifted her dress. As I began to bob up and down on Tony's cock, Angela removed her panties. With the dress around her waist, she slowly began to masturbate.
Tony reached for my tits and kneaded them roughly while we fucked. Angela rubbed herself a little faster and slouched back in the chair. She had long, lean legs with silky smooth skin. She clearly could have any man, or woman, she wanted.
Tony began to pound into me with more force. When he wasn't holding them, my tits bounced as I rode his cock. It was a new position for me involving the thickest cock I'd ever had and it all added up to an impending orgasm. But I knew I had to wait for Tony. God, it felt so good.
The expression on Angela's face told me she was close, too. I saw fingers disappear into her pussy and she drove her hips up to meet her hand.
Behind me, I heard Tony mutter, "You're so tight, Traci. I want to fuck you all night."
I was flattered, but I couldn't last much longer. If I had touched my clit right then, I would have screamed out in a climax.
Luckily, I heard unmistakable sounds of Tony getting ready to cum. He held me tight by the waist. I rode him faster.
"Oh God, yes! Yes, Traci! Yessssss!"
He slammed his cock into me, held it in place, and poured cum into my pussy. I squeezed my pussy around his cock and he came again and again. His cum combined with my juices and leaked onto my thighs while he fucked me harder. I thought he would never stop, but it felt wonderful.
Tony was still hard when he finally collapsed into the chair and patted my ass. I lifted myself off of him.
That's when I saw Angela motion for me to come to her.
I walked over and she lifted off her dress. She was magnificent in her nudity. Perfect breasts matched her hourglass figure and inviting pussy.
"Lick me, Traci. Make me cum."
I wondered if she knew it was my first time when I kneeled down between her legs. I wondered if she knew how much I wanted to eat her out and make her cum.
I kissed my way up the inside of Angela's thigh to her pussy. It was carefully shaven except for a patch of dark hair above the clit. I kissed the opening to her pussy and tasted the sweet juice. I licked it for the first time and quickly buried my tongue inside her. She lifted her ass to meet my tongue and I stuck it inside her as far as I could. But I knew what she wanted—the same thing I also wanted from a man.
I found her clit.
Angela cried out, "Oh, yes! Traci. Right there!"
I never left that spot until she came. I licked it and sucked on it. I felt her body quivering right before she finally shrieked in climax. I held on to her the best I could, never losing touch with the swollen clit. She came over and over, crying out with glee the longer I worked on her clit.
When she tried to crawl away from me, I stopped. But she pulled me up and placed my face on her tits, which I eagerly sucked. Then she said, "Give me your pussy, Traci."
I climbed onto the chair and she slid down. With my pussy above her mouth, she began to give me the identical treatment I had just given her. I swear it didn't take a whole minute before I was cumming in waves. Never had I felt anything like Angela's tongue stabbing at my clit and plunging into my pussy. I was exhausted by the time I was finished.
Melody sold the property to Tony and Angela and nobody was happier than me. It was a successful beginning to a business relationship that we promised each other would last as long as clients had the need for it.
Three months later, such a client became known. Melody didn't usually do commercial properties, but a small strip mall became available and she took the listing. It was a large sum of money. My share would be as much I made in ten years.
When she contacted me about it, the potential buyers were a group of investors. She didn't tell me how many were in the group. She simply asked if I was available, if necessary, to 'convince' the lead investor she dealt with to buy it. I said 'Sure.'
Melody said he was an older man, perhaps in his early sixties. It sounded easy to me. I was twenty-eight. If I couldn't seduce a sixty-year-old man, I needed to hang it up.
I was told to meet Joe Hastings on a Friday night at a small warehouse where he had offices. Melody said to dress casually. I wore a V-neck shirt and jeans.
It was a decent neighborhood, so I didn't complain about the after-dark arrangements. When I arrived, the parking lot was much more filled with cars than I expected, but I found a spot and walked up to the address I was given. I rang the bell and waited.
Joe let me in and took me into the front office, just inside the door. The door into the warehouse was closed.
"Thank you for coming, Traci," Joe said in a pleasant voice. "Melody said you were cute and she was not mistaken."
"Thank you," I said with a faint blush.
"I don't want to keep you waiting, Traci, so if you would, please put on this blindfold."
He handed me a large blindfold that would offer absolutely no sight in any direction if they were tight enough. They were tight enough. I was truly blind.
"Very good," I heard Joe say. "Now, I'm going to lead you into the next room."
He took my hand. Joe opened a door in front of us and we walked for many yards in what sounded like a very large empty space. Our shoes echoed the entire way until Joe stopped us. I could have been mistaken, but I thought I heard a whisper or something to indicate at least one other person was there.
Joe told me, "Please take off all your clothes, Traci."
Oh, shit. Here we go again, except I couldn't see a thing and didn't know how many people were looking at me. I nervously pulled off my shirt. Then my jeans. I couldn't hear anything new. I reached back and unhooked my bra. I pulled the straps down and let it fall away. The whispering sound came again. I took off my panties. Another murmur.
Joe let me stand there for what seemed like the longest time, but it was only seconds. He took my hand again and led me a few steps to the side.
"Traci, I have an agreement with Melody that I would offer you an opportunity to leave us at this point if you wish. Do you wish to stay or leave?" Joe asked.
I assumed, rightly or not, that Melody would have warned me if real danger lie ahead.
"I'll stay," I said with a slight tremor in my voice.
"Excellent," he said. "Give me your right hand."
I extended it out and he raised it above my shoulder. I felt soft handcuffs clamp around it. He did the same with the other hand.
Fuck. I was shackled in front of God knows how many people, naked, without a clue of what would happen. Next time I would be getting twenty percent, I told myself.
The next thing I heard frightened me. It came from behind and a little to my side and was the unmistakable hum of a small motor. Like...a vibrator. It came nearer in conjunction with footsteps. It passed by my side and sounded to be in front of me. My muscles tensed involuntarily.
Then I gasped and winced from head to toe when I felt it on my right nipple. At first it was just the sensation of something on my body when I wasn't expecting it, but then the pulsation of the hard plastic took effect. The vibrator began to circle my nipple in ever-larger orbits around my breast. Soon, it was back on my swollen nipple being pressed harder. I squirmed without any means of escaping it.
It moved to my other tit. I felt jolts all the way down to my pussy and my breathing turned fast and loud. A moment later the vibrator was inching its way down my body to my navel. My stomach. My waist.
'God, no. Don't let it go there,' I wanted to cry out loud. But I remained silent except for the sighs I could not repress as the device skimmed down the inside of my thigh and back up. Closer and closer. Then it paused and I heard the motor grow louder; the pulsing more intense.
I tried to move away from it but my restraints wouldn't permit it. The vibrator was between my legs, moving up from the base of my ass to the opening of my pussy. It rested for only a second before continuing up. The moment it made contact with my clit I let out an audible moan.
It stopped there and sent a continuous stream of tremors deep into my body.
"No. No!" I screamed.
"What is it, Traci? Do you need to cum?" Joe asked.
The vibrator slid just a fraction of an inch in every direction as it hovered over my clit.
"No!"
"I think you do," Joe said. "I think you want to cum for us."
I gripped the handcuffs in the agony of feeling my body move ever so close to an orgasm I refused to have in front of whatever crowd there was. Then I felt lips on my right tit while the vibrator continued to press against my clit.
"Stop! Please, stop!" I cried out.
Joe's mouth came off my tit and he said, "Tell us you want to cum, Traci. Just tell us and we'll let you."
"No!"
I felt his lips on my breast again, but this time his teeth clenched my nipple and I shrieked. I wanted him to stop. I wanted the vibrator inside me. I wanted to cum, but couldn't make myself say it.
"Tell us, Traci. Beg us to let you cum."



I held out for maybe another half a minute before the vibrator was suddenly pulled away and my body craved anything to release the orgasm.
"Oh God. Let me cum now. Please."
I couldn't see the smile on Joe's face or the man who rose from his chair and walked up to us. The man stood behind me and opened his pants. I could hear it. Then I felt his hands come around to my tits and his erect cock push against my ass.
"Tell us one more time, Traci," Joe told me.
"Make me cum," I begged.
There was enough slack in my handcuffs that the man behind me was able to make me bend forward at the waist.
"Spread your legs," I heard him say.
I obeyed and immediately felt the head of his cock at the entrance to my pussy. He gripped my tits harder and drove his cock into me with a sudden, intense thrust and groan. My wail echoed in the warehouse, but I silently rejoiced in the incredible feeling of that large, thick cock inside me, ready to let me cum.
He moved his hands down to my hips and held me in place as we began to fuck. I was so wet and he was so hard it was pretty easy. I attempted to imagine what the scene must have looked like to anybody else in the room, with my arms over my head, my tits hanging down, and the guy behind me fucking me faster and harder as we went.
He slapped into my ass with each thrust and it reverberated throughout the room. I would have given anything to be able to rub my clit, but that wasn't going to happen. Even so, my orgasm drew near with startling haste.
My moans must have given it away because the guy said, "That's it, Traci. Cum for us now."
I felt his hand on my clit and my climax erupted.
"Yesssss!" I squealed as the orgasm flowed through me.
Just seconds later, the man grunted and slammed his cock into me, releasing the first of many spurts of cum into my pussy. Together we came with loud, prolonged exclamations of delight. I never wanted him to pull out. He squeezed one of my nipples and I swear another wave overcame me. When he was done, I felt the perspiration on my forehead and my hair sticking to it.
His cock slid out and I hung limply, my legs barely able to support me.
Then I felt a man in front of me. I assumed it was a different person and was quite sure of it when his rock hard cock hit my stomach. He kissed me long and hard. Our tongues met and he put his cock in place to enter me from the front.
He put his hands on my ass and lifted me. I wrapped my legs around his waist and he entered me with a loud groan. It was actually a bit of a relief to have my weight off my legs and I could pull on the handcuffs to hold myself up, although he was doing a fine job with his own strength. His cock was huge and he filled my pussy completely.
It was a nice ride. I wasn't ready to cum, but he certainly was. In just a couple minutes he was pounding his cock into me and shooting out stream after stream of cum. It was rather disappointing when he pulled out.
What wasn't disappointing was Joe unlocking the handcuffs and letting my arms fall to my side. Feeling the blood flow through them properly was almost as good as an orgasm. But my respite was short lived. Joe led me a few steps over and told me to back up. My legs hit what felt like a table and Joe told me to lean back.
I was flat on my back when a third gentleman spread my legs and put his hands on my tits. Then he sucked on them while his cock struck my legs. Just those few seconds of work on my nipples had me ready again. He entered me quickly and I felt like I could cum if only he fucked me long enough.
He held my legs up and fucked me hard. I reached down for my clit and felt my body respond immediately. It wouldn't be long.
'C'mon,' I told myself. 'C'mon before he pulls out.'
I frantically rubbed my clit and listened to the man give every indication of cumming soon. Then his voice filled the room as he came. He banged into me repeatedly and I finally felt my own orgasm begin. My voice joined his and my body quaked throughout a difficult, but delightful, climax.
When I sat up, Joe removed the blindfold and I saw that he was naked. So, I knew he had fucked me. The other men were a bit younger and actually quite good looking. They offered me champagne to celebrate the anticipated closing of their deal with Melody and I later treated all of them to a blowjob.
Except for the initial trepidation I felt whenever I met Melody's clients, it was turning out to be a very lucrative and satisfying venture. I mean, there probably would be no way I would have approved of being blindfolded, handcuffed, stripped, and fucked by three men under any other circumstances. Now it's near the top of my list of favorite ways to have sex, although finding opportunities for it to happen may be limited.
As I said before, I'm a photographer. Mostly stills, but I've done some filming in the past as well, which led to Melody's next sale and my next adventure.
It began with an unexpected phone call from a former college roommate that I had kept in touch with over the years.
"Hey, Traci, this is Courtney."
"Oh my God! Courtney! I can't believe it," I said.
"I have good news for you, I think," she told me. "And a huge favor to ask."
"Start with the good news."
"Todd and I are moving close to you," Courtney said.
"Sweet! That will be so cool. How is my boyfriend, Todd?"
"Great, as always. Marriage has been so much better than I thought it would be, Traci. We're so happy."
"I'm glad," I said. "You said you have a favor to ask?"
"Yes. We thought of you immediately when we talked about this. We'd never want a stranger to do it."
"So, tell me."
"Don't be afraid to say 'No,' Traci. I know this is kind of a weird request," Courtney said. "But...well...Todd and I would like to know if you will film us."
"Sure," I said right away. "Where?"
There was a short delay before Courtney finally said, "Well, in bed."
It took me by surprise, but in that split second I had a mental image of the gorgeous hunk Todd and beautiful Courtney naked in bed with me capturing every move they made. It would be worth any discomfort we felt just to see Todd's cock.
"As in, having sex?" I asked.
"Yeah."
"Sure, I can do that," I said with unspoken excitement at the prospect. "Now, I have a question for YOU?"
"What?"
"Do you have a realtor, yet?" I asked.
"Not yet."
"OK. I'll do the filming if you use my sister Melody as your realtor."
"Deal."
It took about six weeks for the purchase of the home and move to take place. During that time I met on and off with Courtney and Todd, usually for dinner, and the thought of filming them got me more aroused each time. I sensed that they both felt the same way.
As I said, Courtney was very pretty with long, blonde hair and a petite body. Todd played tennis in school and was still in great shape. His blue eyes always drove me crazy, but I had no hope of having him with Courtney around.
Now...well, I got wet just thinking about what I was about to do.
A week after they moved into the new place, I got the call from Courtney that they were ready. I arranged to come over on a Saturday afternoon while it was still light, which would help during the filming. I packed a camera bag with the camera and supplies, put on shorts and a t-shirt, and drove to the new house.
There was a definite vibe of edginess in the air after I got there and they gave me a tour, followed by snacks in the large family room. It wasn't fear or regret, just a sense of nervousness. I guess it was to be expected from them. After what I'd been through with Melody's other properties, this one seemed rather calm to me.
Courtney looked wonderful in her tank top. She had bigger tits than me and the top barely contained them. Knowing what was on the agenda, it didn't much matter. Todd was his usual quiet self, exuding confidence and sensuality in every move he made.
I was pretty horny by the time Courtney indicated it was time to get started. I pulled the video camera out of my bag and looked at the couple for instructions.
"We have kind of a request," Courtney said, standing next to Todd. "It was really Todd's idea, but I agreed with him. We think we'd feel more comfortable if you were...like...you know...undressed. Same as us during the filming."
I tried not to laugh.
"Todd's idea?" I said, smiling. "I'm flattered. But if that's what you want, I'm here to serve."
"Great!" Courtney said with relief. "So, we'd like to start by having you film us stripping each other. But...um...in order not to break the flow of the action, we think you should, uh..."
"I should get naked first," I said.
"Yeah."
I had to grin at their reticence, especially after being with Joe and his business partners. I set the camera down and quickly removed my t-shirt and shorts. They both watched as I unhooked my bra and unhurriedly took it off. I felt my pussy getting wet as I pulled off my panties and stood naked in front of them.
I grabbed the camera and said, "Let's go."
"Yeah, well, we'd like to start here in the family room and then move into the bedroom after a while," Courtney said.
"Sounds good to me," I told them. "I won't be giving orders because I want the sound to be natural. So, go slowly enough for me to get the right shots. If you see me moving around, take your time. Don't rush anything."
They both nodded.
"You ready?" Todd asked Courtney.
"Yep. Let's do it."
They came together in the middle of the room and Courtney began to take off Todd's shirt. As soon as I saw the bare skin of his muscular chest, I felt more comfortable. I knew that, soon, I wouldn't be the only naked one in the room and their attention would be on themselves instead of me. They kissed and I slowly circled them.
Todd took off Courtney's top next and I was taken aback by the perfection of her tits. I zoomed in as Todd leaned down and took one them into his mouth. His tongue flicked back and forth across the already erect nipple and then it disappeared between his lips.
Courtney's hands went down to the top of Todd's shorts. She unbuttoned them and pulled down the zipper, sliding her hand inside as I pulled back to get both of them in the frame. She brought his cock into view and I wasn't surprised to see it already hard. Then Courtney pulled off his shorts and kneeled down in front of her husband.
Things were about to get interesting and I didn't feel the least bit the intruder. I did my job, but I had to admit I was getting hornier by the second. The moment Courtney's tongue contacted Todd's swollen cock I felt my pussy respond. This was not going to be easy after all.
I found the best angle and stayed there while Courtney teased Todd with her tongue and lips. I caught him looking over at me a couple times and hoped it helped just a little. It might have, because he was now fully erect and quite impressively so. I suspected Courtney's tongue had more to do with it, however.
Then she began a sensuous blowjob that was more difficult than I thought to capture, simply because I found it so fucking erotic. Obviously I needed to film the blowjob itself, but there were Courtney's tits bouncing along with her head and Todd's great ass. I did my best.
A minute or two later, Todd had Courtney stand up and he finished undressing her. God, she looked incredible with nothing on. He lingered around her pussy, licking her briefly before standing up. They embraced and kissed, his hard cock smashed between their bodies.
"Time to take it to the bedroom," Todd said when the kiss ended.
It was almost funny watching Todd walk down the hall to the bedroom with his massive erection sticking up in front of him. Courtney playfully reached back to grip it in her hand, but Todd swatted the hand away, saying, "You'll get it soon enough."
I opened the blinds in the bedroom to let in more light, after making sure no one could see in. I tested the camera's lighting for a moment and then let them know I was ready. Fortunately, so was Todd. He was no less hard than when we left the family room.
They began by standing at the side of the bed. Soon after I started filming, they rolled onto the bed in a close embrace. It was a tangle of legs and arms as they twisted and turned. Hands were everywhere and I couldn't possibly zoom in on every single grope or squeeze. Todd found his face on Courtney's chest and I WAS able to get some great shots of him sucking on her tits.
Soon, he was on his back and Courtney was on top. I could tell from their facial expressions this was the beginning of the real sex.
Courtney was facing Todd. She moved up until his cock was aimed directly at her pussy. I was facing Courtney and was able to zoom in so that all that was in view was the bulbous head of Todd's cock and the lips around Courtney's pussy. Then the head began to be enveloped by the lips. I slowly zoomed back as Courtney lowered herself onto the cock.
Her mouth opened with an inaudible sigh when the last of the cock was out of view. Todd held her tits as they began to fuck and Courtney obviously loved having her nipples pinched, evidenced by her moans of delight each time Todd squeezed them. I circled them slowly. Todd put his hands on her ass and the soft flesh compressed under his fingers. I got great shots of his thick cock drilling his wife's pussy stroke after stroke, bringing both of them closer to orgasms.
Their voices rose in volume, urging each other on. Courtney's tits bounced free until she used her own hands to work over her nipples.
"Fuck me harder, baby," Courtney begged.
Todd drove his cock into her with more force and I could hear both of them breathing harder.
"Yes. Oh God, yes!" Courtney cried out. "Harder!"
It was only about thirty seconds later that they came in unison with loud groans. A loud slap could be heard each time Todd thrust his cock into her. Soon, his cock was covered with cum each time he pulled out and I couldn't possibly get every good angle during their climax.
Courtney collapsed onto Todd's chest in the end and they rolled with his cock still inside her. Then it was over.
Or so I thought.
"Come here," Courtney said. "You deserve a bonus for doing that."
I put the camera on a desktop, leaving it running unbeknownst to Todd and Courtney. What it captured was Courtney sucking on my tits while Todd ate me out until I had a long, hard orgasm of my own. It didn't take long.
So, I'm still 'on call' for Melody whenever she needs my special contribution to close a deal. It beats working for a living.
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Ashley was pretty much a brat. Anybody that knew her for more than ten minutes could tell you that. But beautiful, sexy, single women in their twenties often get away with being brats by being...sexy. Ashley was used to getting what she wanted and what she wanted most often was sex. In fact, she was somewhat addicted to it.
Oddly enough, however, Ashley's sex life was unusually predictable and routine. A guy would ask her on a date. She accepted. They fucked. And so it went.
None of those dates were with the men Ashley secretly desired. There were reasons for that, none of which mattered much to Ashley. She wanted them.
It was a month before her thirtieth birthday and Ashley was having drinks after work with her older sister, Kayla. Ashley used the straw in her drink to play with the ice, swirling the cubes around aimlessly. The music in the bar was nearly loud enough to cause ripples on the surface, but Ashley didn't seem to hear it.
"What is wrong with you?" Kayla asked.
"Nothing."
"You've been moping around all night," Kayla said. "I sure hope you aren't sulking because of the birthday you've got coming up."
Ashley looked up and said with a frown, "I'm going to be fucking thirty, Kayla. How did YOU feel when you turned thirty?"
"Like I was one year older than twenty-nine," Kayla replied. "Get over it."
"I can't. It's depressing as hell. My entire life is passing me by and I can't stop it."
Kayla laughed and said, "You've got everything you need. What more do you want?"
"It's not always about material things, you know," Ashley answered. "There are other...things...that are important in life. Things that can't be bought."
"Like...?"
"You wouldn't understand, Kayla. You've always been happy with whatever you have. I want...more. I want it all," Ashley said.
"Give me an example."
"I could give you a whole list."
Kayla, slowly losing her temper as she often did with her little sister, said with disgust, "Fine. Give me a list. Write down everything you want that you don't have."
"You'll think I'm a pervert or something," Ashley said.
"Why?"
"Because what I want is mostly...well...physical things."
"Like sex?" Kayla asked.
"Yeah. Mostly."
"Write them down. I want to know."
When they met the next evening at Kayla's house, Ashley provided her list. Kayla hadn't expected her sister to actually follow through on the task and was somewhat surprised to find herself opening up the sheet of paper Ashley handed her. She began to read.
"Oh my God," Kayla said.
A few seconds later, Kayla uttered, "Fuck. Are you kidding me?"
"I told you," Ashley said.
Kayla folded up the paper, unfolded it, read it again, and said, "These are your fantasies?"
"Yep. I'd give anything to do any of them before I'm too old."
Kayla kept the list and spent considerable time after Ashley left thinking about what was in it. Ideas flew back and forth across her brain and plans began to formulate. As much as Kayla thought her overindulged sister didn't deserve it, Kayla saw the opportunity to give Ashley a birthday she'd never forget.
The next day, Kayla set forth making the first item on the list come to fruition, unbeknownst to Ashley.
***
Jason was Ashley's newest co-worker and Kayla heard about the shy, handsome man from the day he was hired. He was twenty-eight and single, but with an on-again, off-again girlfriend. Ashley found Jason to be extraordinarily frustrating as attempts to flirt with him were disregarded; or so she thought.
Truthfully, Jason was uncomfortable with the public setting of Ashley's advances and found the little blonde with the great body to be on his mind far more than he expected when they first met. Not being the kind of man to initiate anything with a woman until he knew her fairly well, his attraction to her went unacted upon.
Then, he got a phone call.
"Hello," Jason answered one morning in his office.
"Hi, Jason? My name is Kayla. I'm Ashley's sister."
"Hi, Kayla. What can I do for you?"
"Actually, it's the other way around. Do you have a minute to talk?"
Jason and Ashley were among the first employees to arrive each day on a floor that held about twenty people in private offices. Ashley had attempted to use the 'quiet time' in the past to chat with Jason and get at least a date out of him, without success.
Half an hour after Jason's phone call, Ashley was pleasantly surprised to find him standing at her door.
"Jason. What's up?"
He entered Ashley's windowless office and closed the door, silently locking it at the same time.
"Hi, Ashley. Sorry to bother you so early, but can you stand up."
With a look of bewilderment, Ashley stood.
"Come here, please."
She walked around the corner of her desk until she was a few feet in front of Jason.
"Get undressed, Ashley."
It took a second for the command to register with her, but a sly grin slowly crossed Ashley's face. She kicked off her shoes and reached for the top button of her blouse. Jason watched intently as she worked her way down the row of buttons, revealing a silky white bra and full, firm tits in the process. It was when she let the blouse fall down her arms that Jason first felt the stiffness inside his pants.
Ashley never took her eyes off his while she unzipped her short skirt. It fell to the floor and she brushed it aside with her foot. Jason scanned her from head to toe. He stepped forward and put a hand on the underside of one of her breasts, gently squeezing the bra and tit. Jason slid the hand down her stomach and onto the outside of her panties. He could feel the warmth.
Ashley didn't wait for Jason's next demand. She reached out and put her palm on his crotch, feeling the hard cock underneath. She rubbed it at the same time Jason was putting his own hand inside her panties, seeking out her clit.
They kissed long enough for Ashley to undo Jason's belt and unzip his pants. She kneeled down to take them off and then ran her hand up and down the outline of his cock inside his briefs. Ashley pulled them off and gazed longingly at the long, thick erection pointing out at her. She leaned forward and licked the cock from the base to the tip before spreading her lips and putting the cock inside her mouth.
Jason put his hand on Ashley's soft hair while her head bobbed up and down on his shaft. He never felt as hard as he did when she finally stood up again in front of him. Jason reached around and unhooked her bra. He slid it off and threw the bra aside, putting a mouth on one tit almost before the bra landed. He sucked on it while cupping the other tit in his hand. The nipple hardened inside Jason's mouth and he bit it lightly, getting a moan of delight out of Ashley.
Then he removed her panties and had her turn so he could admire her tight ass. Jason moved so that his rock hard cock was pressed between her cheeks and he was reaching both arms around her to grab her tits.
"I want to fuck you, Ashley," he said into her ear.
"I want you to, Jason."
He pressed on the top of her back and Ashley leaned forward, putting both hands on her desk to support herself. She spread her legs.
Jason put the head of his cock at the entrance to her pussy, watching her pink skin shimmer from the moisture that collected there. Ashley barely had time to prepare for the forceful thrust of the cock deep inside her. Still, she exhaled a muffled expletive. Not one of revulsion, but pure joy.
Jason let his cock linger inside her and appreciated the tight warmth of Ashley's pussy. He drew it out almost all the way before driving it back into her. Then they began to fuck. Jason held one of Ashley's tits in his hand, pulling and pinching the nipple until she moaned. His cock slid into her like a piston and his legs slammed into her ass with each thrust.
This was little more than unadulterated sex, brought on by several weeks of mutual attraction, pent up desire for each other, and a little encouragement for Jason from an unexpected caller. Both participants would have liked it to last longer, but the excitement of the moment caused both orgasms to build quickly.
The manipulation of Ashley's tits sent tremors through her body that collected at her pussy and drove her closer and closer to a climax. The resulting tightening of the grip on Jason's cock caused him to feel the cum ready to be released.
Finally, Ashley announced as quietly as she could under the circumstances, "Oh fuck. Yessss!"
She gripped the edge of the desk more firmly as her orgasm began. Jason pounded into her with near-violent effort. Then he grunted...plunged his cock into Ashley even harder...and started to fill her pussy with load after load of cum.
Their groans filled the office and the desk creaked from the power of Jason's thrusts. Ashley reached back to rub her clit and another orgasm began. Almost emptied of cum, but still hard, Jason continued to fuck her.
He collapsed on top of her when they were done, his cock dripping the last of his cum onto her ass when he pulled out. A moment later, they were kissing passionately and promising each other to do it again on another day.
A few miles away, Kayla had Ashley's list in her hands, looking at her next assignment.
***
Tom had been Ashley's neighbor for more than two years. He was a young-looking thirty-eight years old with an outgoing personality and biting sense of humor. Tom was married, but that never stopped he nor Ashley from partaking in a friendly game of seduction neither of them expected to fulfill. At least, not until Tom received a phone call from Kayla.
Two nights later, when both Tom and Ashley were in the yard after dinner, Tom sauntered over to talk to his neighbor as usual.
"Hey, Ashley. You look awfully good in those shorts," Tom said, watching Ashley from behind as she put away the hose.
"Tom, you say that about every single thing I've ever worn."
Ashley turned to face him and wiped the last of the water from her hands.
"Well, it must be true then," Tom said. "And don't forget what I said about it being fine if you just go topless in this hot weather. Old man Johnson over there won't mind, I'm sure."
Ashley grinned and said, "Thanks. I won't forget. Not sure it will ever get that hot, though."
"Want to come in for a beer?"
Before Ashley could answer, Tom added, "Patty is away on business again."
In all the time she'd known him, this was the first such invitation. Ashley ran a hand through her hair and replied, "Sure."
She walked behind Tom, gazing at his nice ass and the muscular arms and legs she had noticed so many times before. For an older man, he turned her on like no other. At least, like no other man she had never fucked. Tom led her in through the garage and, holding the door to the house open for her, it was his turn to inspect her luscious little body.
Tom wasn't unhappily married, but his marriage never stopped him from looking at and often lusting after other women. Once or twice in earlier years he succumbed to the temptation. He seemed to be over the habit until moving in next to Ashley. The first time he saw her he secretly wanted her.
Tom grabbed two beers from the refrigerator and joined Ashley in the family room. They sat on opposite sides of an L-shaped couch and gossiped about people in the neighborhood or happenings at work. Ashley chose not to tell Tom about her episode with Jason, even though he likely would have enjoyed it thoroughly. Almost as much as he enjoyed watching her tits press against her tank top while she talked and gestured with her arms.
Ashley noticed the wandering eyes and, by the time she was near the end of her bottle of beer, was in the mood to switch into full seduction mode.
"Wouldn't you rather be out with the guys when Patty was gone," Ashley said to Tom.
"I do that sometimes," he replied. "This is better."
"I don't know much about sports and whatever else you talk about with them."
"But you're better looking than them," Tom said.
"You never got turned down much when you asked a woman out, did you?"
"Not often. I'm out of practice, though."
"It worked with me," Ashley said with a grin.
"You're easy."
She threw a pillow at him which Tom deftly dodged. He said, "I'm sure I could learn a few things on dating from you."
"Ha. I'm sitting here with you," Ashley said. "What's that tell you about my dating schedule?"
"It's early yet," he said. "You'll probably leave here and go out for some REAL fun."
"How do you know what I consider fun?"
"Tell me," Tom said.
There was a slight pause during which Tom was pretty sure he saw Ashley considering her options. Then she got on her hands and knees on the couch and crawled over to him. He couldn't take his eyes off the ample tits attempting to fall out of her skimpy top. Ashley got within reach of him and stopped.
In her sexiest whisper voice, she told him, "I think fucking a handsome married neighbor when his wife is away would be fun."
Tom scarcely had time to say a prayer of thanks for Kayla's advice before Ashley was in his lap, facing him. He wasted no time in placing his hands on her tits, confirming for himself that there was no bra separating them from the tank top. Ashley allowed him to knead them through the shirt while her hands sought out his cock. She could feel it hardening inside his shorts and reached up inside a pant leg to find the cock and give it room to grow.
By that time, Tom was lifting Ashley's top to expose the tits he had prized for so long. Ashley completed the job of removing the top and Tom began to lick and suck on the finest breasts he had ever seen...or tasted. Despite Ashley's moving of his cock, Tom still felt the discomfort of his raging erection trying to escape the confines of his shorts.
Ashley gripped it and said, "God, Tom. That didn't take long."
"You do this to me," he replied between licks.
Ashley slid between Tom's legs and opened the shorts. The tip of his cock was already visible before she even pulled the pants off.
"Do you always go without underwear? I wish I'd known that the past couple years," she said with a grin.
"Only when I'm going to see you."
Tom leaned back and Ashley did what she did best, as he soon found out. She used her tongue, lips, and mouth to urge another inch out of the throbbing hard-on. He watched her blonde hair flop from side to side as the blowjob picked up speed and Ashley only stopped when the first salty taste of precum hit her tongue.
Then she stood in front of Tom and slowly stripped off her shorts and panties. She gave him a few seconds to gaze at her nude body before climbing back onto his lap. Ashley pulled off Tom's shirt and they both sat naked on the couch—Tom with a sizeable erection and Ashley in her customary state of perpetual horniness. She didn't take long to resolve matters. Ashley moved her pussy directly above Tom's cock, using her hand to position it perfectly. Tom watched as she lowered herself, allowing the head of the cock to spread her pussy lips open. Then she sank lower and lower onto the shaft.
Tom closed his eyes as the magnificence of her tight pussy engulfing his cock became real. He put his hands on her tits and played with the hard nipples. Soon, he moved his hands to Ashley's ass, squeezing the soft flesh as they fucked. Ashley settled onto Tom's cock all the way and leaned forward so they could kiss. The new angle heightened the pressure on her favorite spot and she had to delay the inevitable orgasm.
Without warning, Tom leaned to the side and Ashley found herself falling gently onto the couch with Tom still inside her. He moved along with her and they were side by side, kissing and fucking. He rolled her some more and he was on top, driving his cock into her with renewed force. Ashley wrapped her legs around his sturdy waist.
"Fuck me harder, Tom," she begged.
He did just that, saying, "I want to hear you cum, Ashley. Long and loud."
Tom banged her as hard and fast as he could and Ashley gladly accepted all of it. She held him tighter as her orgasm neared. His groans told her he was close, too.
"That's it, Ashley. Cum for me!"
Tom was ecstatic to hear her loud shriek as Ashley's orgasm started. He rammed his cock into her and listened as she pleaded for more. A few seconds later, his own orgasm began with a blast of cum shooting into her pussy. That was followed by many more as they climaxed together in a chorus of loud groans. They rolled on the couch to finish it off, each of their bodies trembling one last time before collapsing in satisfied exhaustion.
***
Kayla had to think long and hard about the next item on Ashley's wish list. She was almost out of ideas and on the verge of striking it from the list when Ashley told her she was going to have to have an electrician come to the house to fix a ceiling fan that wasn't working. Kayla excitedly told her sister she knew a good one that would be cheap and offered to have him call her. Ashley gladly accepted.
Arrangements were made for Kayla's friend to be at Ashley's place three evenings later. Everything fell into place perfectly for both women.
Richard was a thirty-five year old friend of Kayla's who didn't know the first thing about electrical wiring, but he was exceedingly good looking with a body to match. He and Ashley had never met. When Kayla outlined her scheme to Richard, he accepted his role without hesitation, especially after Kayla described Ashley in detail.
He arrived at the designated time with a toolkit in hand and Ashley welcomed him in.
"I'm really glad you could come in the evening," she said, closing the front door behind Richard. "I hated to take time off just for this. I hope it's easy for you."
"I'm sure it will be. I do fans all the time," Richard said with a smile.
"It's in the bedroom. This way," Ashley said, leading the way down the hall.
Richard watched every step the stunning little blonde took in front of him. This job would, in fact, be much easier than Kayla had made it sound.
They turned into the bedroom and Ashley pointed up at the ceiling fan above the bed.
"That's the one," she said, flipping the wall switch on and off with no effect.
Richard set down his tools and said, "Too bad it doesn't work because it's going to get hot in here."
"Oh, it's not too...," Ashley began to say.
But she never got to finish her thought. Richard had walked over to her and forced her back against the wall with a powerful shove.
"Hey!" Ashley cried.
Before she could speak again, Richard's mouth was covering hers and he was kissing her feverishly. Ashley struggled in vain to get out from under his grip. She felt his hands climbing the front of her collared, knit shirt. His tongue entered her mouth. He clutched at her tits.
Ashley's efforts to protest were smothered by the kiss. Richard massaged her tits and then moved his hands to the top of her shorts. He managed to open them. Ashley squirmed while Richard slid a hand inside.
"Consider this payment in advance," Richard said to her, seeking out her clit with his fingers.
"Get off me!" she demanded.
Her pleas were silenced when Richard started to rub her clit and pussy. He kissed her again and moved his hand from inside her shorts to inside her shirt, letting his fingers rise until they rested on her bra. Ashley felt his hard cock against her body. She gasped when he roughly squeezed one of her nipples.
"I'm not sure you want me to get off you," Richard said.
He yanked up her shirt with both hands and pulled it off. Richard fumbled with Ashley's bra until he finally had it open, removing it with equal aggression as the shirt.
"Now let's see how those beautiful tits taste," he said.
When Ashley tried to push him away, Richard took both of her wrists in his strong hands and held them up while he sucked on each tit. He only let her arms down—but still in his vice-like grip—when it was obvious she could not break free. Richard licked and sucked on the tits until the nipples were rock hard.



Then he pulled Ashley from the wall and threw her face down onto the bed with her legs dangling over the side. Richard quickly grabbed the back of her shorts and snatched then down her legs. Once they were off, he did the same to her panties. Ashley tried to escape, but Richard held her in place by the legs until he could move up and put both hands on her back.
He gazed at her square shoulders and the smooth skin of her back. He ran his fingers down her spine and onto the top of the crack in her ass. Richard put a hand on each cheek and squeezed the delicate skin. After a moment, he rubbed her pussy.
"Ah, it seems I was right," Richard said. "Nice and wet."
He forced Ashley's legs apart and undressed, anxiously staring at the warm, wet, pink flesh of her pussy. Richard's stiff cock grew even harder when he let it rest on the top of Ashley's ass. As it slowly slid into place, Richard lifted her by the hips. Ashley braced herself.
She cried out when the cock spread open her pussy and slid inside. Richard pulled back on her hips and his balls smacked against the bottom of her ass. He held that position for a moment, pulled half way out, and slammed into her again. Ashley's groans were repeated over and over when Richard began to fuck her faster.
Richard took one of her tits in his hand and said, "I want you to cum for me, Ashley. I know you want this."
Ashley couldn't deny it. The size of his cock and suddenness of the assault excited her. Now, as this stranger pinched her nipples and caused her body to shudder, she knew she would have no difficulty meeting his demand.
Ashley seized the bed cover with ever-increasing strength as the fucking continued and her orgasm neared. Richard felt her pussy squeezing his cock tighter. He held her by the waist and waited for her to cum.
She gave him no verbal warning; but, Richard knew. He knew from the urgency of her moans and the shaking of her body. He knew from the fists she was making full of covers. He knew from the gathering moisture in her pussy.
Then...she came. A single shriek preceded a series of climaxes that Ashley couldn't prevent. She twisted and turned while Richard continued to pound his cock into her. Only when he believed she was done did he pull out, stroke his cock with his hand, and pour load after load of cum onto her back and ass.
He smacked her ass when he was done.
"You don't know a thing about electricity, do you?" Ashley asked over her shoulder.
"Not a fucking thing," Richard replied. "And if you ever have a leaky faucet, give me a call."
"You'll be the first."
As Richard dressed, Ashley said, "Oh, by the way. Say 'hi' to Kayla for me."
***
So, Ashley was beginning to realize that recent events were all tied to her list and the knowledge that the list was only about half completed thrilled her immensely. Turning 'old' wasn't so bad after all, she convinced herself.
A few days passed before a seemingly routine request at work verified that Kayla was still determined to fulfill each and every one of her sister's dreams. Ashley was informed by her boss that two important clients of the company she worked for were in town for a meeting and they would be staying at a condo the company owned to house such significant guests. Ashley was asked to be there when they arrived to make sure they had everything they needed.
Ashley had done this in the past...without incident. On this occasion, she was prepared to take full advantage of the situation if the gentlemen interested her.
Mark and Les co-owned a startup firm that showed signs of succeeding quite rapidly. The men went to college together and now, in their mid-thirties, were on the verge of prominence. Mark and Les needed to do business with Ashley's company to continue growing. Ashley's company needed the help of Mark and Les' firm to expand. Failure on either side was not an option.
She wore a short sundress the afternoon that Mark and Les were due to arrive. There wasn't much for her to do at the condo in advance thanks to a cleaning crew that routinely visited, so Ashley sat in the condo's family room on the first floor and watched TV. Less than half an hour later, the doorbell rang and she welcomed the two guests into their temporary home.
Both men passed Ashley's initial inspection and she accompanied them into the family room after they deposited their luggage inside the door. Mark and Les declined Ashley's offer of food and drinks, instead choosing to feast on the sight of her legs extending out from under her dress.
"How was your trip?" she asked.
"Long," Mark replied. "We're glad to be here with such a nice place to stay. It beats a hotel."
"They stocked the refrigerator and there are stores just a few minutes away if you need anything else," Ashley told them.
"You're staying for dinner, aren't you?" Les said to Ashley.
She smiled and answered, "I need to show you around and make sure you have everything, but I'm probably not going to stay and eat."
"Too bad," Les said. "So, show us around."
Ashley led them upstairs first, with the men never taking their eyes off the back of her legs and ass as she ascended the steps in front of them. At the top, they stopped and Ashley pointed to the room on the right.
"This is one of the bedrooms."
She then looked to the left and said, "That's an office with desk and couch. There's a bathroom on the other side of this wall connecting the two rooms."
"Very nice," Mark said.
"Let's go down to the finished basement and we'll end up back on the first floor," Ashley told them.
At the bottom of the steps to the basement, Ashley showed them the den, bar, and bathroom.
"There's a grill on the deck and the bar should be fully stocked," she said.
"Which room is your favorite?" Les asked.
Ashley didn't hesitate to answer, "Oh, the master bedroom."
"Why's that?" Mark said.
With a grin, Ashley said, "C'mon. I'll show you."
They proceeded up to the master bedroom in the hallway opposite the kitchen. The room was large, with a full bathroom attached, but had no other distinguishing features.
"Why do you like this one?" Mark asked.
Ashley moved closer to him until they were face to face and almost touching.
She grinned and said, "Because this is where we fuck."
Ashley put a hand on his crotch, leaned in, and began a long, sensuous kiss while casually rubbing his cock. It grew longer by the second and Ashley pressed harder.
"Not just one at a time," Ashley told the men when the kiss ended. "Both at once."
Her hand was now able to wrap around Mark's erection through his pants as Les moved up behind her. Ashley turned her head to kiss Les, who pushed his cock against her ass while running his hands across her bare shoulders. She was now the meat in a sandwich with two horny and willing men in front and back.
Les pulled the thin straps of her dress off her shoulders. Mark watched more and more of Ashley's breasts come into view as the straps fell down her arms. His cock ached for more room as Ashley continued to stroke it. Les put his hands on the top of her breasts and slowly pushed the dress down until her tits were fully exposed.
With Les massaging Ashley's bare tits, Mark pulled the dress over her hips and let it fall to the floor. Mark ran his hand over Ashley's pussy before sliding his hand inside her panties and feeling the warmth between her legs. Then he kneeled down and removed her panties, dress, and shoes.
Ashley had dreamt for so long about being taken by two men at the same time, but never thought it would happen. Now she was naked for them and it was just a matter of time before she was ravished.
At the same time that Les was unzipping his pants and pulling out his hard cock, Mark was licking his way up the inside of Ashley's thigh until reaching her pussy. The men heard her sigh when Mark's tongue found her clit and Les' cock rested between the cheeks of her ass. She reached back and wrapped her fingers around the cock. Mark inserted his tongue into her pussy and tasted the sweet juices already flowing.
Ashley allowed this to continue for a minute and then pulled herself away from the men, climbing onto the bed and swinging her legs onto it.
"Now get naked," she told them both.
She played with her tits and rubbed her clit while watching Mark and Les undress. By the time they were naked, both men had sizeable erections. Ashley's heart raced and her pussy ached as they joined her on the bed.
With a man on each side, Ashley's tits got immediate attention. She'd never had both nipples licked and sucked at the same time and her body shuddered from the incredible sensation. She saw their cocks grow even harder and thicker. Ashley couldn't wait much longer.
She rolled over and slid down the bed to find Mark's cock. Resting on her knees, she licked the cock from the base to the tip, lingering around the underside of the tip. Then she put it inside her mouth and slowly lowered her head until she could go no farther.
Les moved behind her. Ashley felt him spread her legs as she began the blowjob on Mark's cock. Soon, the head of Les' cock was spreading her pussy apart and she braced herself. A loud moan, partially stifled by Mark's cock, signaled Les' cock being driven into Ashley's soaking wet pussy.
Les held Ashley by the hips and enjoyed the feeling of his hard cock being squeezed by Ashley's body. He leaned forward and put a hand on one of her tits, embracing it tighter and tighter as they fucked. Ashley was in heaven with Mark's cock filling her mouth and Les' filling her pussy. It would have been fine with her if none of them came for an hour.
But the sound of their mutual moans indicated they couldn't wait that long. Then Ashley tasted Mark's precum and she sucked on him a little faster. He put a hand on the back of her head, grunted loudly, and began to pour cum down her throat. Ashley swallowed as much as she could, but didn't prevent a stream of cum running down her chin.
Just as Mark finished, Ashley cried out, "Yes! Yessss! Fuck me harder, Les!"
She threw her head back and felt a massive orgasm flow through her body. Les rammed his cock into her faster, feeling his balls contract as his own orgasm began. Ashley's shrieks drowned out the slapping of Les' body against her ass while he came. Mark played with Ashley's tits and it made her cum once again. She was barely able to keep from collapsing onto Mark by the time she was done and Les was pulling out of her.
They all came one more time that evening and Ashley checked another wish off her list.
***
Kayla considered her next assignment the most difficult when she first contemplated how to accomplish it. Failure was a distinct possibility, not to mention the loss of somebody she considered a good friend. But, to Kayla's surprise, the conversation went well after she laid out the purpose of her request. So well, in fact, that Kayla was able to arrange Ashley's next fantasy and spring it upon her as a surprise.
Ashley and Kayla had a younger brother named Bob. His wife was Kristin and she was an adorable, tom-boyish girl with excessive energy. She was the life of any family gathering and a favorite of the men, with her athletic body and a penchant for figure-hugging clothes.
Ashley was pleasantly surprised to see Kristin at her door one weekend morning while the men in the family were playing golf. Ashley's sister-in-law was her bubbly self. There was something about the girl's personality and looks that always excited Ashley. If there was any woman who Ashley would ever think about having sex with, she was now sitting in the family room with her.
"Are you ready for the big birthday coming up?" Kristin asked with a grin.
Ashley frowned and said, "Don't remind me. I'll never be ready for that."
"It's not the end of the world. Thirty will sound pretty good when you're forty," Kristin said. "Is there anything you haven't done yet that you want to?"
Ashley thought back to the list she prepared for Kayla and smiled to herself when she thought of how much had happened recently. She replied, "Oh, sure. Don't we all?"
"Like what?"
Ashley definitely wasn't going to answer that with total honesty, so she said, "Mostly personal goals. I have time, yet. How about you?"
Kristin got up and Ashley watched her walk slowly over to the couch Ashley was on. Kristin sat next to her and said, "I have one I bet you'd never guess."
"Tell me."
Kristin turned towards Ashley and swung a leg up onto the couch. Before Ashley knew what happened, her cute little sister-in-law was sitting in her lap.
In the sexiest voice she could muster, Kristin said, "I want to make love to a woman."
Ashley's heart pounded furiously as she looked into the face she'd admired for so long. The blue eyes sparkled and the soft skin of the face turned a bit redder. Ashley saw Kristin's lips part. Their mouths came closer until they barely touched. Ashley touched Kristin's hair and the kiss intensified.
A moment later, Kristin whispered, "I want you, Ashley. I always have. I want to make you cum so bad."
Ashley pulled Kristin toward her and they kissed passionately. Ashley's hands were all over the back of Kristin's shirt and the fact there was no bra became obvious very quickly. Ashley slid her hands inside the shirt and caressed the soft skin as their tongues fought for space. Kristin put a hand on the front of Ashley's top and pressed harder on a tit.
They tumbled onto the couch without missing a beat during the kiss. Their legs intertwined and their hands were everywhere, seeking out flesh in frantic attempts to please each other.
"Can I undress you, Ashley?" Kristin asked.
"Yes," Ashley said in breathless anticipation.
Kristin lifted Ashley's top to reveal a thin, white bra. She threw the top aside and leaned down to kiss the top of Ashley's tits. Soon, Kristin was reaching behind Ashley and unhooking the bra, pulling it down her arms. Kristin did her best to hide her nervousness about having this first encounter with another woman. She tentatively kissed and licked the exposed tits before finally putting one in her mouth and sucking on it with more vigor.
Ashley's hands sought out Kristin's tits and she squeezed them through the shirt. Kristin felt Ashley's nipples grow and put them between her lips until Ashley moaned with delight. Kristin allowed her sister-in-law to pull off her shirt and suck on her breasts, amazed at the effect it had all the way down to her pussy.
Lying on the couch topless, their mouths and hands exploring everywhere, neither woman doubted that they would soon be cumming. Kristin got Ashley naked first and then it was her turn. They came together in an embrace that lasted several minutes, rolling side to side and exploring the wetness of each other's pussy with their fingers.
Ashley ended up on top and traveled the length of Kristin's body with her tongue. She stopped only when Kristin spread her legs and waited for Ashley's mouth to close around her pussy. Ashley quickly accommodated her new lover's wish and began to lick and suck on the large clit.
"Oh my God, Ashley," Kristin sighed. "Just like that."
It was all new to Ashley, but she knew what she liked and tried her best to give it to Kristin. She reached up and held a tit while letting her tongue stab at the clit. Kristin pushed down on the hand and Ashley clutched the tit a little tighter. She found the nipple and squeezed it. She felt Kristin's entire body shiver.
"That's so good," Kristin moaned. "I'm close."
Indeed, Ashley felt the body quake harder and harder. She put a hand under Kristin's ass and pulled her up to her face.
Kristin gripped the edge of the couch and cried out, "Yes! Yes! Now! Oh God...Ashley!"
Kristin's orgasm burst through her like never before and she pushed her pussy into Ashley's face in an attempt to get the tongue to press harder. Ashley obliged. Cries echoed in the room as Kristin came over and over again. Ashley put her tongue inside Kristin's pussy and tasted the sweet juices before returning to the clit.
Kristin's legs were still tightly wrapped around Ashley's head when she begged her to stop. After escaping, they swapped places and Kristin eagerly attacked Ashley's pussy and clit. Ashley came quickly and powerfully, something she thought impossible without the aid of a cock.
This would be the first of many, many such encounters between them.
***
It was the night before Ashley's birthday and she and Kayla were sitting in Ashley's family room waiting for a pizza to be delivered that Kayla had ordered from the car.
"I can't believe you," Ashley said. "I never dreamt of realizing even one of the items on my list, let alone all of them."
"All but one," Kayla reminded her sister.
Ashley shrugged and said, "Yeah, but I knew wanting to fuck the star quarterback from the high school team was stretching it a bit. Even now that he's eighteen and graduated I'm sure he wouldn't want an old woman like me."
"You're not old and I bet Trent would jump at the chance to have you."
"Right," Ashley said with derision. "The days of my getting a cock like that are long gone."
The doorbell rang and Ashley walked over to answer it, with money in hand. The look on her face when she opened the door made the boy outside smile.
"Trent! We were just...I mean, are you, um, delivering pizzas now?" Ashley stammered.
The tall, muscular kid held a pizza box in his hands, but said, "Nope, but I do have a special delivery for you. Can I come in?"
The confused woman watched him march past and she closed the door.
"Hi, Kayla," Trent said once inside.
"Hi, Trent. Thanks for coming over."
Ashley began to extend her hand with the money in it and Trent laughed, saying, "There's nothing in the box. This one's on me."
Ashley looked at Kayla and finally knew what was happening. She could check off the last item on her list.
"If you really are hungry," Trent told Ashley, "I have something you can chew on."
He took the money from Ashley, put it on the counter, and moved her hand to his crotch. At the same time, he moved closer and began a protracted kiss while wrapping his arms around her. Ashley felt Trent's cock begin to stiffen inside his shorts. Their tongues met and Trent's hands slid over her ass.
"I heard it's your birthday soon," Trent said between kisses. "I want to give you an early present."
Ashley was only just then beginning to get over the initial shock and was able to respond in a somewhat normal voice, "Whatever you want, Trent. I won't stop you."
Trent took her hand and escorted Ashley into the center of the family room with Kayla looking on with much interest. She knew she would not be a direct participant, but watching was going to be fascinating. Trent and Ashley kissed again with Trent's hands this time moving up the front of Ashley's blouse and onto her tits. He unbuttoned the top two buttons and put his hands inside.
Ashley was attempting to control her shaking as Trent's hands explored the inside of her shirt. He pressed his body against hers and she felt the unmistakable bulge of his cock. She rubbed it, knowing it would soon be hers.
Trent finished unbuttoning the blouse and peered down as he spread it open. He slid it off Ashley's arms and was quick to unhook the bra and also remove it. The nipples were already hard by the time he put his palms on them. He squeezed both tits and Ashley took in a deep breath.
Trent leaned down and sucked on the tits until Ashley thought she would cum. She grasped his cock the best she could through his shorts, desperately wanting it inside her pussy.
"Get undressed," Trent told her calmly.
No time was wasted by Ashley as she took off her shorts and panties. She let Trent gaze at her for a moment.



"Turn around," he said.
He ran his fingers across her cheeks and down to her pussy. Ashley withheld a gasp when a finger nearly entered her.
"Now take off my clothes," Trent said.
Ashley gladly began removing his shirt and shorts. She couldn't take her eyes off the outline of his massive cock when he was down to just his underwear. Then she slowly pulled the tight briefs down, letting the erection spring free as she kneeled down.
Ashley didn't need him to tell her what to do next. She remained down there, running her tongue up the long, hard shaft. Meanwhile, as quietly as possible, Kayla was opening her shorts and inserting a hand while watching the scene unfold in front of her. If she timed it right, perhaps her orgasm would go unnoticed by the others.
Ashley's tongue continued its journey up, down and around Trent's cock. It was just as magnificent as she ever imagined it and she found it hard to believe it was now hers. She kissed the tip one time before putting it between her lips. As the cock entered her mouth, she realized it was easily the biggest she had ever had. Just before reaching the base of the cock, it hit the back of Ashley's throat. She pulled back, caught her breath, and lowered her head on it again.
Then she began a blowjob that Trent wouldn't soon forget. Yes, some girls his age preceded Ashley, but it wasn't the same. She knew the right pace; the correct amount of pressure to apply; how to use her hands; and, she took him deeper than any other woman.
Kayla rubbed her clit while slouched on the couch, anxiously awaiting the next phase. It came swiftly.
"Get on the floor, Ashley. I want to fuck you," Trent told her.
No words ever sounded sweeter to Ashley. She lay on her back, staring up at his great erection still glistening from her saliva. She spread her legs. Trent kneeled between them. He bent down and sucked on her tits for a moment, only increasing the need inside Ashley's pussy for attention. She watched him put the cock in place.
Kayla was frantically sliding fingers in and out of her pussy as she watched. Her shorts and panties were pushed down her legs. She saw the bulbous head of Trent's cock begin to spread the lips of her sister's pussy apart. God, this was going to be good.
Trent pushed forward. As if in slow motion, the cock entered Ashley's soaking wet slit. Ashley closed her eyes and groaned out loud. She pulled up her knees and raised her ass off the floor until he was all the way in. Trent put his hands under her ass and slowly slid in and out one time.
Then they settled into a steady rhythm with Ashley's legs wrapped around his waist. She was in heaven and hoped this fuck never ended, although she knew differently. The good looking kid with his huge cock would make her cum...long and hard and fast.
Kayla had a hand inside her shirt while her other hand brought her closer and closer to an orgasm. She stared at Trent's perfect ass, rising and falling as his cock slammed into Ashley. She stopped for a moment, knowing she was on the brink. Then she rubbed some more as the murmuring of the pair on the floor indicated they were close, too.
Trent's thick hair became more and more tousled as the pace picked up. Ashley's face turned rosy from the excitement of their sex. Kayla could hear the boy's heavy breathing.
"Ohhhh fuck!" Ashley cried out.
She clung to Trent with her arms around his neck when she came. He thrust his cock into her harder and faster. Ashley shrieked louder and Kayla felt her own orgasm begin to erupt. Together they came for nearly a minute of pure ecstasy.
When he was sure Ashley was done, Trent pulled out, stroked his cock a couple times, and spewed cum all over Ashley's tits and stomach, much to her delight. His groans replaced those of the women as shot after shot of cum painted Ashley's body. Eventually, he crawled up and let her suck the last drops of cum from his cock.
So turning thirty wasn't as bad as Ashley had thought it would be. In fact, she kind of looked forward to turning forty.
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Note: It's been a few years since I last wrote, so this will be a quick 'warmup' effort before I begin a much longer story I have in my mind. Enjoy!
*****
The only good part of finding myself in my mid-thirties was the fact I could afford to live in a nicer condo. I moved in a couple years ago and quickly determined I was one of the youngest single residents. That was fine, but opportunities to make new friends were few and far between.
I decided to become active in the condo association by volunteering for the 'social committee.' One of our duties was to deliver welcome packets to new residents. What better way to meet people, right? Little did I know.
One of my first assignments was a couple who moved into unit 444. I knew nothing about them other than their names, Doug and Beth. The day after they took possession of the condo, I dutifully rang their doorbell with my welcome packet in hand. When the door opened, I was looking up into the face of a man around forty years old. I was so used to delivering the packets to retired couples that he had to see the surprise on my face.
"Can I help you?" he asked.
"Yes. Hi," I stammered. "My name is Traci and I'm with The Oaks social committee. I wanted to deliver your welcome packet and answer any questions you may have about the community. If there's a better time, I can leave the packet and come back later."
"Not at all," the man said kindly. "My name's Doug. Come in."
It was early evening and he was dressed as though he hadn't been home from work long. Suit pants and a button-down shirt, minus tie, gave the impression of an office worker. He was not a strikingly handsome man, but had a pleasant face and nice body.
As we passed the kitchen and walked toward the family room, he asked if I wanted a drink. I declined and Doug motioned for me to take the couch. He sat in a recliner with a half empty glass of what looked like whiskey on a table next to him. He took a drink while I explained what was in the welcome packet. He gave no impression of being interested, so I put it aside when I was done.
"Tell me what I need to know about The Oaks," Doug said.
"First of all," I replied, "is Beth home?"
"Oh, no. She's at work. She'll be home in a couple hours."
"Maybe it would be more convenient if I could talk to you both," I suggested.
"We could arrange that," Doug said calmly. "But, tell me about you."
We quickly exchanged glances and I considered how to proceed. I'm old enough to recognize when a man might have more than small talk on his mind and, for some reason, this struck me as one of those times. I decided to play along until I felt even more uncomfortable than I already did.
"I'm in 390," I began. "I'm a paralegal and may, or may not, decide some day to enter law school."
"Are you single?" Doug asked, taking another drink.
"Yes."
When I didn't add anything to that, he said, "I'm sure that's by choice because you are very attractive."
"Everything I do is by choice," I answered abruptly, already feeling more uncomfortable. "Marriage has never appealed to me."
"But you like men, right?"
"I tolerate them," I replied.
Doug smiled and put his near-empty glass down.
"I like you, Traci. I like women with an attitude," he said, confusing my rudeness for boldness.
"I really do need to go," I said, standing. "Tell Beth to contact me if she wants to meet."
Doug stood and walked toward me faster than I could make my way to the door without jogging. My back was to him when I felt his hand on my arm. I froze in place.
"Don't go," he said calmly, his face just inches from my right ear.
"I have to...," I began.
He forcibly turned me around to face him. The look on his face scared me and I tried to pull my arm free. His grip tightened and he moved closer.
"We have plenty of time, Traci. Stay for a while and I'll show you what a real man can do to you."
The smell of alcohol was overwhelming and I turned my face away.
"Let me go," I demanded.
Doug tried to kiss me, his mouth landing on my cheek instead. He pushed my hand to his crotch and I could feel his hard cock.
"See what you do to me, Traci?"
"Let me go before I scream."
Doug finally released my arm, but moved both of his hands to the front of my t-shirt. They brushed against my tits as I turned.
"You'll come back," he said. "You won't be sorry when you do."
That was the last thing I heard as I rushed out the door and back to my condo, shaken but in one piece.
About twenty-four hours later, my doorbell rang. I rarely get visitors and my mind flashed back to the episode with Doug. I prayed it was not him as I opened the door. Instead, I saw a cute, petite woman with short blonde hair smiling at me.
"Hello," I said.
"Hi. Are you Traci?" she asked.
When I nodded, she said, "I'm Beth. Do you mind if I come in for a moment?"
"Not at all. I've been anxious to meet you," I told her.
"Same here," Beth told me as we walked into my condo. "I believe you were at our place last evening and I missed you."
"Yes," was all I said.
We sat on the couch.
Beth said, "I really appreciate the stuff you brought us. It's all very useful."
"Thanks," I told her. "I hope it helps you get settled."
"It will."
After a short pause, Beth said, "I also want to apologize."
"For what?" I asked.
"For anything my husband might have said or done," she said. "He starts drinking when he gets home from work and sometimes...well, sometimes he's not...the same. I hope he didn't..."
"It's alright, Beth," I said. "I'm a big girl. I understand."
"If I can make a suggestion," she said contritely, "try not to be alone with him again. It may not be...safe."
I smiled. "You don't have to apologize for anything, Beth. But I will take your advice."
"Good. We haven't made any friends, yet, and I'd hate to lose one right off the bat."
"Speaking of which," I said with enthusiasm. "A week from Wednesday we are having a wine tasting party at the clubhouse. You guys should come and meet some of the neighbors. We hope to have a good crowd there. The official invites should be going out tomorrow."
"That sounds great, Traci. I'll definitely plan on it."
We chatted for a while before I said, "How did you meet your husband?"
I saw a slight blush cross Beth's face and she answered, "Well, it's not something I'm real proud of and some people don't approve."
"I won't judge," I assured her.
"I'm a few years younger than Doug and we worked together," she began. "At least, he was a supervisor and I was a peon. When he started to pay attention to me, I was flattered. I was just a kid. He asked me out and I said, 'I thought you were married.' He said he was, but was going to get a divorce, blah, blah, blah. I mean, I was so stupid, Traci. We went out a few times and it got...physical, you know. Six months later he actually got a divorce."
Beth grinned and said, "Well, damn. Now he's asking me to marry him and I thought, 'Sure. He's rich.' So, we got married. That's when I truly found out about his drinking."
"It was a problem?" I asked.
"Hell, yeah. He can't stop. Then he gets...aggressive."
"Does he hurt you?"
"Oh, no. I mean, I've never had to go to a doctor or anything," Beth said. "He's just rough."
"And you're not into that," I said.
She shook her head. "I put up with it. I'm not really sure why, Traci. It's so weird."
"Still, you don't leave him," I said.
For the first time, I saw emotion on Beth's face. Her lip quivered and she told me, "I...I can't. I'm afraid to. I'm afraid of what he might..."
She burst into sobs and I moved over to put my arm around her. Beth cried for a while on my shoulder before making any attempt to regain control. Finally, she was able to say, "I'm sorry, Traci. You're the first person I've ever talked to about this. Not even my family. I just can't...I'm so confused by the whole thing. I don't know what to do."
"Just know I'm always here for you, Beth," I told her. "You are welcome to come here any time of the day or night. I'll always let you in."
"Thanks," she sobbed. "That means a lot."
That was my introduction to Beth. Not only did I find her undeniably attractive, but now I also felt an obligation to help her out of her personal Hell. I thought about her day and night; the pain she possibly had to put up with every single day when she got home from work. I tried to convince myself it was her fault for not leaving, never having been in a similar situation myself.
I didn't hear from her for a week. Then the wine tasting party arrived and I prayed Beth would be there. Residents slowly trickled into the clubhouse and soon it was filled with the sound of constant chatter. It was a larger crowd that I had expected and half an hour after the first bottle was opened the room was packed.
Then I saw her. I was focused so intently on Beth that it took a moment to notice Doug standing near her, talking to another woman. I was hoping to get Beth's attention without having to go over there and interacting with Doug. Luckily, she saw me. I motioned for her to come to me.
"Hi," she said cheerfully when we were together. "Nice party."
"Thanks. I'm happy with the crowd so far. I'm so glad you came."
"Wouldn't miss it," Beth said.
"Do you mind if we go back to another room and talk for a second?" I asked her.
"Sure," she told me.
"Do you have to tell Doug?"
"Nah. He's talking to his favorite neighbor. He'll never know I'm gone."
I smiled and led Beth through a side door and into a room we use more as an office, with a few chairs, desk, and filing cabinets. I closed the door.
"What's up?" Beth asked.
"I've been thinking about you," I said. "A lot."
"You don't have to worry about me, Traci," she said. "I'll be fine."
"Of course I worry about you, but that's not what I meant. I think about you in other ways, too. Nicer ways."
With an awkward grin, she asked, "What do you mean, Traci."
I stepped closer and put my hand on her arm, saying, "I think about what it must be like to live with Doug—to live with someone who doesn't provide the tenderness that you need. I'd like to help you, Beth."
As my hand moved up and down her arm, her eyes met mine.
Beth said, "I..I'm not sure what you..."
Before she could finish, I leaned forward and kissed her gently on the lips. It lasted only a second and she seemed frozen in place. I kissed her harder and she braced herself against the desk behind her. The kiss lingered and Beth gave no indication that she urgently wanted it to end. Only when I passed my tongue over her lips did I feel hers in return.
"I want to make you happy, Beth," I whispered.
"You don't have to do this, Traci. I've never...I mean...been with another woman before."
I smiled. "It's time you try it. Not here...now...but soon, Beth."
I kissed her again and she accepted it without hesitation. Our tongues met quickly. I heard Beth quietly moan and my hands explored her body. I pulled her closer. Our breasts pressed against each other as the kiss went on and on with ever-increasing intensity. I put my hand on her hair and held her head in place to finish the long, sensual embrace.
We looked at each other after the kiss, our faces inches apart.
"I want you to come visit me when you have time, Beth. Will you do that?"
"I'll...think about it. But I better get back now."
I kissed her on the cheek and we returned to the party. We didn't talk for the remainder of the evening and I assumed that I had, once again, pushed a woman too far in the beginning. I had a long history of doing that. But Beth was so adorable and I felt so sorry for her that I couldn't help it. Another lesson learned, I figured.
The next night there was a knock at my door. I was thrilled to see Beth standing there, asking if she could come in.
"Is everything alright?" I asked while we walked to the living room.
"Yes. Kind of," she responded. "I just wanted to talk to you."
As we sat, I said, "If it's about last night at the party, I owe you an apology and I hope you..."
"Shut up, Traci, and listen to me," Beth said. "I can't stop thinking about that. It was so nice. So different from what I'm used to with Doug. I don't blame you for a thing. I just...you know...I wanted to talk to you some more."
I was truly relieved and told her, "Sure, Beth. Go ahead."
"Well, I'm not sure where to start," she said. "I've never done that before with a woman and I...I probably didn't seem interested. But I think I am now, Traci. I just don't know."
She was clearly nervous and I moved to the couch, sitting close to her. I put my hand on hers.
"It's OK," I assured her. "I felt that way, too. I'm glad you aren't mad."
"Not at all," she said. "Just the opposite. I think I want...more...and I want you to be the one."
"You know what I found most difficult at first?" I asked her.
"No. What?"
"The thought of another woman seeing my body."
Beth giggled, turned to me, and said, "Oh my God. That's EXACTLY what scared me the most when I decided to come see you. I can't believe it."
I smiled and told her, "My first girlfriend had a great solution to that, although it didn't seem like it at the time. Want to try it?"
Beth nodded.
"Stand up," I said.
"Now take off your clothes. All of them," I told her.
"Oh shit, Traci."
"Do it."
Beth's hands slid up and down her hips as if she was trying to dry the palms on her shorts, which she then unbuttoned and unzipped. Pale blue panties came into view as she gradually inched the shorts lower and lower. As I had hoped, Beth's thighs were perfectly shaped without a hint of fat. Soon, I would get to see her little ass.
But first, Beth lifted her shirt over her head. A matching bra hid the tits I had felt in the clubhouse and had waited patiently to see. She tossed the shirt aside and glanced at me as if pausing for my approval before going on. I smiled and very slightly nodded.
Beth unhooked her bra and pulled it down her arms. I couldn't help but stare at her flawless tits-the firmness, the little upturn, the pink nipples. They would be mine in a moment if all went well.
Beth only hesitated for a second or two before pushing down her panties. Her pussy was neatly trimmed and the short, light-colored hair was barely noticeable.
"Very nice, Beth," I said softly. "Very nice. Please turn around."
As she pivoted in place, I stood up and moved to her. She flinched a little when I put my hands on the bottom of her ass and traced the soft skin around the edges of her cheeks. My hands moved up both sides of her slim body until reaching her tits. I moved until our bodies touched. My palms crossed over her erect nipples.
"It took a lot of courage to do that, Beth," I whispered into her ear. "Especially for a relative stranger like me. I appreciate it and I love you for it."
"I wanted to...for you," she replied. "Your kiss that night was...incredible."
I began to step around to face her, inspecting every inch of her luscious body.
"Kiss me now," I told her.
This time, Beth was the initiator and more aggressive one when we embraced. I could sense the passion flowing from her lips, tongue, and hands as they explored my waist and ass. We were both moaning by the time it was over.
I leaned down and put my mouth around the tip of one of her tits. I took in more and sucked harder. My tongue flicked over the nipple and Beth sighed with delight. Before stopping, I lightly bit the nipple and Beth giggled quietly.
"I have one more request," I told her.
"I'll do anything."
"Undress me."
"I think that's only fair," Beth said as she lifted my shirt.
Piece by piece she stripped me until we both stood naked, our hands traveling everywhere on the bare skin. When I thought she was more comfortable with the situation, I pulled her head toward my tit and let her lick it. Soon, I could let go and Beth was willingly sucking on my tits while her hand rubbed my pussy. I was in heaven and I think she knew it.
With the hardest part completed, it was time to convince her she had made the right choice. I told Beth to lay on her back on the couch. She looked incredible stretched out in her nudity. Her tits rose gently from her chest and her pussy begged for attention between her silky thighs. I got on the couch between her legs.
"It's time you found out what love can REALLY be like," I told her.
I lowered myself onto Beth's body and gently settled into a comfortable position. We began to kiss and our legs intertwined. I could feel her warmth. Our arms wrapped around each other and we rolled onto our side, the kiss continuing more naturally than any we ever had. I could feel the moisture building in my pussy, but it would have to wait this time. This was Beth's moment.
I kissed her chin; her neck; her shoulders; and, finally, her breasts. The nipples rose until they were bright red buds. I worked my way down her body, my tongue sliding past her navel and onto her hip. I kissed the inside of one thigh and then the other. Beth instinctively spread her legs a few inches when my mouth moved closer to her clit.
I heard her moan the instant my tongue slid up her pussy. Her entire body shivered when it hit her clit. I lifted Beth's ass off the couch and pulled her closer to me, my mouth engulfing her clit and sucking on it between licks. I never wanted another woman to cum so bad in my life and I wasn't going to stop until she did...maybe more than once.
I reached up and put a hand on her tit. The hardened nipple was a good sign and I squeezed it softly.
"Oh my God, Traci. Yes!"
So, I licked her clit and squeezed her nipples for a couple more minutes. Then I sensed she was closer to an orgasm. I put her clit between my lips.
"Yes. Right there! Harder!" Beth said.
She was practically fucking my face now. I held her by the ass and tried to stay in contact with her clit through her various movements. Beth begged for more and I gave it to her.
Soon, it began.
"Now. Traci, now! I'm gonna cum!" Beth cried out.
She was right. Her little shrieks matched each thrust of her pussy onto my face as the orgasm built. I clasped a nipple between my thumb and finger and squeezed it as hard as I could. Beth nearly screamed with delight. She came over and over again as my mouth and hands tortured every sensitive spot they could find. When I thought she was almost done, I drove my tongue deep into her pussy and I think she managed to cum one last time.
Finally, she tried to pull away and I backed up, looking into her face. Her eyes were shut tight, but the grin on her face and the disheveled hair told me everything was alright. I crawled up and rested my body on hers, just letting her recover.
"I've never felt like that," Beth whispered. "It was fantastic."
"You'd do it again?" I asked.
"Give me a few minutes," she laughed.
We didn't end up doing anything more that evening, but I felt it was successful and I was anxious to see what Beth did next. Was it a one-time experience? Would her marriage to Doug cause her to feel guilty?
The answer came three days later when Beth once again appeared on my front porch.
"What a nice surprise," I said, letting her in.
"Doug thinks I'm shopping," she said. "But I already found what I want."
Before I knew it, she had me pinned against the wall, kissing me passionately and slipping her hands inside my shirt. A second later, I felt my shorts being opened. Beth finished the kiss and pulled down my shorts and panties in one swift motion.
After tossing them aside, she looked up at me and said, "I owe you one."
Her head went straight to my pussy and I eagerly spread my legs for her. For a woman who supposedly had no experience, Beth instantly found my clit with her tongue and began to stroke it with enough pressure to make me stand on my toes at the exhilaration. With an audible moan, I put my hand on her head in case she had thoughts of leaving the area before I came.



Once the shock of what was happening wore off, I concentrated on her skilled treatment of my clit. I closed my eyes and thought about Beth standing naked in front of me that night. I imagined her perfect tits and ass; her slim waist and sweet thighs. I thought back to the sounds of her cumming on my couch.
It took maybe three minutes. I was ready.
"That's it, Beth. Almost...there!"
The words barely escaped before I screamed and started a long, hard orgasm. Her tongue was everywhere. It stabbed at my clit—slid inside my pussy. I came again. My legs felt like they would collapse under me, but I managed to let Beth finish me before I told her to stop.
We kissed and I felt the familiar taste on her tongue. Only then did I know this relationship would last.
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Janet's frustration with her husband grew more pronounced the longer the conversation went on. She took a deep breath and said, "Listen, John. The twins are only home for another month before they leave for college. They deserve a vacation after graduation. I know you don't want to go, but it's not about you this time. OK?"
John knew he would lose this one. He had thrown out every lame excuse he could to change Janet's mind, but it obviously wasn't going to work. The four of them would go to Florida, spend a week in a too-small rented condo, quickly grow tired of each other, and come back in worse moods than when they left. He also knew it would be another full week without sex. He and Janet rarely had sex as it was, let alone in a condo with the kids around. The entire scenario reeked of disaster. Except, of course, he would get to be around his daughter Aimee in her bikini. That just might salvage the entire affair.
The last thing on Janet's mind was sex, which was never good with John to begin with and had grown even more mundane as the years went on. This was about spending quality time with the kids she loved before turning into an empty nester at thirty-nine. She had dreaded for some time the idea of having only John to talk to. Yes, she briefly considered having the affairs that two co-workers proposed to her. However, both times she backed out in favor of keeping the family together.
In the back of her mind, keeping her weight down and her figure slim was always a priority in case John suddenly was the one who left. She never ruled it out. Her fears were somewhat allayed knowing that other men considered her 'cute' and her tits and ass were as firm as when she was in high school. She also knew that, with the right partner, she could be as good at sex as any other woman.
The twins, Eric and Aimee, were only eighteen years old, but they understood what was happening with their parents. The tension never exposed itself with shouting or violence, but the coolness between John and Janet was evident to anyone living in the same house. As a result, the kids tended to be away with their own friends a lot to avoid the hassle at home. They didn't talk to each other about it very much, but both of them harbored feelings about their parents.
Upon arriving at the condo, John was pleasantly surprised. The three-bedroom, two bath home was plenty spacious and would be more than adequate. The owners left a stack of fliers on the kitchen table highlighting various activities and near-by sites. John and Eric quickly became interested in the half-day fishing excursion. Janet and Aimee browsed the list of malls and outlets. They all looked over the list of restaurants and chose a favorite.
The master bedroom was down one hallway off the living room while two more bedrooms were off a hallway on the opposite side of the condo. This arrangement suited everyone after a brief dispute between the kids on who got which bedroom. The family disbursed and unpacked.
Eric and Aimee changed into bathing suits and were on the beach in fifteen minutes. John and Janet were a little more deliberate, taking time to check out the kitchen and determining what provisions were needed when they went grocery shopping. That chore took them until dinner time and a restaurant was decided upon by John, Eric, and Aimee, overruling the urgings of Janet that they eat the food she just bought.
All except Janet slept well that night after a day of traveling and exploring their new surroundings. She spent much of the darkness thinking about the kids going to college and the void it would leave in her life. She was determined to make this vacation memorable and to strengthen the bond between herself, Eric, and Aimee.
The weather forecast for the next morning wasn't great, and it was worse than that. Steady rain fell with no sign of letting up. The earliest it was predicted to end was mid-afternoon. With that in mind, John and Aimee decided to go to a movie around noon. Eric moped around the condo in his bathing suit and played on his computer. Janet went shopping.
"Are your father and sister at the movie?" she asked Eric when she got back.
"Yep. Just left," he replied.
"I bought a couple things I didn't try on," she told him. "I better see if they fit so I can take them back before we leave, if I have to."
Eric lazily signaled his agreement without ever looking up from the computer. Janet lugged the shopping bags back to the master bedroom and tossed them onto a chair. She had pushed the door behind her, but it never completely closed, as was her habit at home when nobody was around. She took off her shoes and spent a moment in the bathroom.
When she returned, she passed the largest mirrored dresser and pulled a skirt from one of the bags. She moved toward the center of the room, but stopped when she saw something in the mirror. With her back to the door and an eye on the mirror, she confirmed her first suspicion. Eric was in the hallway. Not standing directly in the open door, but positioned so he could see her without being seen...he thought.
Janet's mind raced with choices. She fumbled with the new skirt to buy time and give the impression she had not seen Eric. Finally, she acted.
"Eric! Come in here!"
A few seconds later, he sheepishly poked his head around the edge of the door.
"Come here," Janet said a little more calmly.
She watched him slink into the room.
"Close the door," she said.
He obeyed and walked toward her.
"Do you always try to spy on me when I'm dressing?" she asked.
"No. I wasn't...I mean...I needed something from the closet."
The lie was obvious and Janet successfully suppressed a smile. She gazed at her son and his well-toned body. She felt her pulse quicken.
"Sit on the end of the bed, Eric."
He sat down with a look of uncertainty on his face. Janet tossed the new skirt back onto the chair, on top of the bags. Janet faced Eric without saying a word, standing about five feet in front of him. She wore a blouse and short skirt that accentuated her long, lean legs. Under the blouse, her heart pounded.
Janet unzipped the skirt and lowered it a few inches before letting it drop to the floor. She stepped out of it at the same time she began unbuttoning her blouse. Eric's hands moved awkwardly on the bed on either side of where he sat. His discomfort made Janet fleetingly question her decision to do this, but it didn't stop her.
As the blouse opened, a black bra that matched her panties came into view. When the last button was done, Janet let the blouse hang loosely. Eric's eyes were everywhere, scanning his mother's body from her tits to her pussy. Only then did Janet notice the start of a bulge in his bathing suit.
She took off the blouse. Janet's tits were not large, but they filled her bra with ample cleavage to get any man's attention. Her stomach was flat and her panties snugly covered her pussy. Eric's cock continued to grow and he attempted to move in such a way to lessen how apparent it was without actually reaching for it.
"Is this what you wanted to see, hon?" Janet asked.
When Eric nodded, she added, "I want you to see more...and so do I."
She stepped toward him until she was within reach. Then she turned her back to him.
"Take off my bra, Eric."
He leaned forward and fumbled with the hook until it was undone. Cautiously, he lifted the straps off her shoulders and down her arms. Janet saw the bra hit the floor and used that cue to turn towards him, again. She relished the next few seconds, while her son's eyes locked in on her breasts. Janet stepped between his legs, her body just inches from his face, and crouched down. She grasped the waistband of Eric's swimsuit and began to pull it off.
Eric raised his ass off the bed to help and Janet was glad that she had to lift the front of the suit higher to get it over his raging erection. After putting the suit on top of her bra, Janet fought the urge to wrap her fingers around the large cock. That would have to wait a minute.
She stood and turned her back to him, once more. This time she lowered her panties, bending at the waist slightly as she did. Eric stared longingly at the tight ass, uninhibited while his mother looked the other way. Once the panties were off, Janet pivoted.
Now Eric had full view of his mother's naked body and he didn't attempt to hide his gawking. His cock ached, but he was no longer embarrassed by it. All he could think about was the beautiful woman in front of him and what they might do.
Janet remained in charge. She kneeled on her knees and pushed Eric's legs farther apart as she moved there. She never took her eyes off his cock. Finally, she reached out with one hand and slid her fingers up the length of the shaft.
"It's beautiful, Eric," she said gently. "And so big."
She ran her finger around the tip before putting the cock in her palm and gripping it tightly. Eric was still concealing his excitement, a feeling of guilt overpowering his desire to show...or say...what he felt. Janet was not constrained by those same feelings and she stroked her son's cock willingly and gleefully. She could feel the blood rushing through it, the warmth against her palm only driving her to want more.
Soon, Janet was leaning down, lightly kissing the bright pink tip of her son's cock. Her tongue flicked across it and Eric shivered. He alternated between watching her mouth, her breasts as they hung free, and her ass. However, his attention was solely on his mother's mouth as her lips slid down his erection. Janet wasn't able to get it all in her mouth, but she was very much out of practice. Eric certainly couldn't tell that as Janet began to bob her head up and down, clutching his cock with her lips. He could feel her tongue sliding all over it, hitting every sensitive spot.
At last, his efforts to stay quiet, failed him.
"Ohhhhh, yes," he moaned when Janet's tongue glided up the entire underside of his cock from his balls to the top.
She lifted her head and told Eric, "Get on the bed...on your back."
He quickly followed her instructions, his head on a pillow and his body stretched out. The cock rose like a pole and she had only one thing in mind—it needed to be inside her.
If Eric had any doubts left in his mind about what was happening, they disappeared as his nude mother crawled onto the bed and hovered over him. Janet continued moving forward until her tits were above Eric's face. Then she allowed them to be within reach of his mouth and Eric eagerly took one. At first, they were tentative stabs of his lips at the nipples. But as Janet bent lower, he took as much of the breast into his mouth as he could; and then, the other.
Janet stroked Eric's cock during this taste-testing. Unable to wait any longer, she moved back so the cock was positioned at the opening of her pussy. Neither of them will ever forget the next moment. Janet carefully situated her son's erection, dropped her pussy onto the tip, and felt her body open up to accept the cock. She was so wet and ready to fuck Eric that she had to slow down, allowing inch after inch of the cock to enter her.
"Oh my God, Eric. That feels so good," Janet moaned.
Eric was silent, marveling at the moist pressure of his mother's pussy around his cock.
"Fuck me, please," Janet told him.
It didn't take any more instructions for Eric to start pushing his cock up into Janet's pussy. She tilted her head back, rejoicing in the sublime feeling of the huge cock filling her body. Janet took Eric's hands and placed them on her tits. He pinched the nipples and massaged the breasts until Janet couldn't withhold a moan any longer. She leaned forward and Eric cuddled the tits in his hands. All the while, his cock drilled her harder and harder.
Perhaps, as he grew older and, hopefully, more experienced with Janet, Eric would be able to delay his orgasm. But this time, the first time, he just couldn't.
Janet could sense it. She squeezed his cock tighter with her pussy. Eric groaned loudly.
"Mom! I'm gonna...is it OK?"
"Yes, Eric. Yes! Cum for me!"
He grabbed her by the hips and thrust into her with near-violent force. She begged him to fuck her faster and he did. The bed squeaked under the vigor of their sex. And Eric finally came.
"Yes! Yesssssss!" he cried.
Loud grunts filled the bedroom with each spurt of cum into Janet's pussy. Over and over again he shot it into her and Janet was nearly in tears with delight. She rubbed her clit, feeling her own orgasm build. Luckily, Eric lasted long enough for her to cum while he was still pounding her pussy. He barely noticed her little screeches and may not have recognized them for what they were. Regardless, both of them came multiple times.
In the end, Janet collapsed on top of her son, his hard cock still inside her.
"I love you, Eric. I love you so much."
###
John and Aimee got back from the movie just before three o'clock and the skies had cleared. Hot, humid sunshine caused the beach to fill quickly and all but John joined the crowd. He had never been one to sit on the beach or at a pool very much, despite his penchant for ogling women of all ages in bikinis. Eric and Janet, on the other hand, could spend all day there. Aimee was indifferent and when she told her mother and brother she was heading back in, they each welcomed the news, wanting time alone to talk about what transpired a few hours earlier.
Aimee had always been a flirtatious girl, blessed with all of her mother's best traits and slightly larger breasts. If the first journey to the beach was any indication, however, the odds of her finding a good-looking guy her age was slim, at best. Never one to let bad luck interfere with a good time, Aimee decided to put a plan into action she often contemplated at home, but never attempted.
She entered the condo and headed straight for the refrigerator to get a cold drink. With the can in hand, she walked into the living room where John sat. As they chatted, Aimee ran the can over her bare abdomen, stopping at the bottom of her bikini top.
"I'm SO hot," she sighed. "I'm taking a shower."
John acknowledged her and furtively watched her ass sway with every step. Aimee turned into the bathroom, out of view, but leaving the door opened. She waited a moment.
"Daddy, come here," she shouted from the doorway.
"What do you need?"
"Just come here," she urged him.
John reluctantly gave up his seat on the couch and walked down the hall. When he looked into the bathroom, Aimee was topless.
"Come in so I can close the door," she said.
John froze in place and said, "Aimee, the others will be coming back soon."
As he turned to leave, she grabbed his arm and yanked him into the room, slamming the door behind them and locking it.
"I'm going to take a shower and I want you to watch," she said.
John made very effort not to look down at her luscious tits, but nothing could prevent them from dropping there repeatedly.
"No. We can't," he said, again threatening to leave.
Aimee moved into his path. She took hold of the strings on either side of her bikini bottom and pulled them loose. A second later, she was holding the garment to her side and John was staring at his naked daughter.
"Now stand wherever you want, but I'm taking a shower and I want you to watch," she said. "Open the door if you want and, if you hear Mom and Eric, you can leave."
Aimee stepped to the shower and leaned in to begin adjusting the water. John desperately wanted to leave...and he desperately wanted to stay. He watched Aimee's tiny ass while she reached inside the shower. She was only a little girl the last time he saw her naked and now he couldn't take his eyes off her. He left the door closed and locked.
Aimee was stepping under the water when he leaned against the sink, his eyes fixated on the teenager's body. She smiled before letting the water flow over her hair and down her back. John had a silhouette view and found it hard to decide what part of her to watch the most. In the back of his mind, he was still convincing himself Janet and Eric would be at the beach at least another fifteen minutes.
Aimee purposely made sure she turned in several directions while finding soap, but faced her father when she commenced gliding the bar over her chest. Slowly but surely, the soap lathered as it crossed back and forth over her breasts. Only when they were completely covered did she move lower. John felt his cock twitch and knew it would soon be uncomfortable if he stayed.
Any thoughts of leaving dissipated when Aimee moved the soap to the top of her pussy. John stared at her hand as it stopped, waited, and then sank between her legs. It lingered in place and John and Aimee made solid eye contact. Then, she began to rub.
John's cock throbbed and he had no choice but to shift it.
"Take it out, Daddy," Aimee told him.
He shook his head.
"Please," she pleaded like a child.
She was rubbing her pussy, which was thickly covered in white soap. John couldn't resist. He unzipped his shorts and pulled out his hard cock.
"Let me see," Aimee said.
John removed his hand and the cock pointed at her like a tree limb. Aimee smiled broadly and moved the soap to her tits again. Then, she turned and let him see her ass. The soap glided over each cheek several times and John began methodically stroking his cock. Aimee bent slightly and put the soap between her legs, alternating between swiping across her pussy and the bottom of her ass. She leaned with one hand against the wall and let her father watch.
Aimee put the soap down and began to rinse off. John slowed his masturbation, but he was harder than ever. With all the soap gone and her body glistening from the water and lights, Aimee looked stunning. John realized he would have to leave soon or allow his daughter to see him cum into a towel.
Instead, she slid open the shower door and stepped out.
"You have a wonderful cock," she said softly, reaching for a towel.
She dabbed the towel on her body for only a second. Then she dropped it and moved directly in front of her father. Without saying a word or touching him, she kneeled. Only then did she reach out and touch the throbbing erection.
"Aimee, we shouldn't...uh, Aimee...," he mumbled.
Her tongue was seeking out every inch of the cock. Rather than respond, she spread her lips and lowered her head. John's breathing was heavy and hard when the blowjob started and it only got worse as she continued. With rare skill, Aimee used her mouth and hand in combination to force her father to think of only one thing—cumming in her mouth.
He put his hand on the back of her head, but she needed no assistance or encouragement. She sucked on the cock like a pro. When she paused to breathe, her hand kept going. Her tongue was everywhere and Aimee was pleased when it tasted his pre-cum.
John was fucking Aimee's face now and she loved it. He braced himself against the sink and pushed harder. His balls warned him of an impending explosion.
"Now, Aimee! Now!"
It never fazed her. John erupted with a loud groan and a prolonged shot of cum that she took with joy. It was the second large blast of cum that began to drip down her chin. Shot after shot followed and she swallowed what she could. The rest trickled to her breasts.
Aimee only stopped when John insisted. Even then, she licked one last drop from the tip of his cock.
###
Every member of the family now had reason to re-evaluate their reason for being on the vacation. Janet wanted to cement her relationship with the kids before they left for college. In her anxiety to succeed, she feared she might have gone too far with Eric; although, he didn't seem to mind and she had fulfilled a fantasy that had long lingered in the back of her mind. Aimee was another story and Janet would have to think about how to approach her.



John, of course, had no agenda when the trip began. His philosophy was always 'go with the flow.' He certainly didn't expect sex with Janet, so when the opportunity arose with Aimee it was a fairly easy choice in the end. He assumed it was a one-time deal. Still, he couldn't get the thought of fucking her out of his mind.
Oversexed Aimee wasn't about to leave Florida without fucking somebody. She didn't go there with the intent of it being her father or brother, but now that she had proven to John that she was a willing partner, he might have to do if she didn't meet a stranger she wanted.
Eric had given sex on the trip only cursory consideration. In his dreams, the shy boy imagined finding an equally shy girl on the beach who he could befriend. They might go to a movie. They might end up alone and they might fuck. That was about the extent of it. Apparently, his attraction to older women—like Janet—would provide a better opportunity.
The weather improved dramatically overnight and the following day promised to be filled with heat and sunshine. The entire family planned on spending the day in their swimsuits, with perhaps a t-shirt over it in the coolness of the condo. After what had transpired already, this suited everybody just fine. The morning passed without incident; each of them ate lunch whenever they wanted; and, the afternoon arrived with Aimee still on her quest for new friends on the beach.
John stretched out on the couch, half watching it and half sleeping. His second bottle of beer sat half finished, but within reach.
Eric watched his mother move from living room to kitchen to bedroom and back, admiring the only two-piece bathing suit she had packed. It was conservative in style, but he was in no position to complain. Besides, he could feel his cock harden the longer he looked.
The first snore he heard from the couch his father was on led Eric to act. He walked down the hall toward the bathroom he and Aimee shared. Eric waited silently at the doorway until he caught his mother's attention and then signaled for her to come to him. With a puzzled look on her face, Janet joined him. He took her by the wrist and pulled her into the bathroom.
With the door closed and locked, he went to his mother and kissed her passionately. The move surprised Janet, but it only took a second for her to return the craving in her kisses.
"I couldn't watch you any longer, Mom," Eric said. "Now turn around."
Janet twisted around and Eric nudged her until she steadied herself on the counter, bent slightly at the waist. Next thing she felt was Eric pulling down the bottom of her bathing suit. She could see him in the mirror, running his hands over her smooth cheeks and between her legs. Janet closed her eyes when his fingers found her pussy and clit. When she opened them, she saw that Eric had pulled down his own swimsuit and the hard cock she loved so much rose above his balls.
Janet spread her legs and bent forward a little more. Eric put his cock in place without saying a word and thrust it forward with sudden ferocity. Janet let out an involuntary yelp and Eric put a hand over her mouth. Janet nodded when his cock began to slide in and out of her and Eric moved his hand to her tit. He kneaded it roughly through the bikini, searching out the nipple.
Janet was nearly shaking with exhilaration at the unexpected encounter. The now-familiar sensation of her son's cock drilling her made her want it to last forever, but she knew they only had a minute. That's all it might take, she thought to herself.
Eric felt Janet's juices flow soon after he started. His body slapped against her ass with each thrust. That soft sound and Janet's sighs of pleasure were the only noises.
Eric reached around and found his mother's clit. He rubbed it harder and harder, watching Janet's back arch and her head bob approvingly in response. Eric's free hand squeezed a nipple and Janet felt her pussy prepare for yet another explosive orgasm induced by Eric's incredible cock. She braced herself on the counter.
Holding back cries at the start of the orgasm was the hardest part for Janet. Wave after wave flowed through her body. Eric rubbed her clit and another torrent ripped inside Janet's stomach. Soon after she felt Eric's hands on her hips, she heard his grunts and felt his warm cum inside her. It trickled onto her thigh while they came together in near-silent desire. A minute later, she thought they were done until Eric slammed into her one last time.
He pulled out and they kissed. They dressed without words and separately left the bathroom with John no more aware of the affair than before.
###
By the end of the third day, Aimee was getting desperate. Sure, the blowjob she gave her father was fun, but it only made her hornier. When she wasn't checking out the men on the beach, she was plotting how she might cure her need for sex and experiment with something she had long considered but never acted upon. It was far riskier than the shower setting, but had a higher reward factor.
She waited until about two o'clock in the morning and the condo was dark and quiet. Wearing only a tank top, Aimee crept down both hallways until reaching her parents' bedroom. The door was half open and there wasn't a sound. She stepped inside.
Standing at the foot of the bed, Janet was on Aimee's left and John to her right. She was glad to see that plenty of room separated them. Aimee slipped out of her tank top and, as lightly as possible, climbed onto the bed.
A thin blanket covered both of her parents, which Aimee would deal with later. Her first objective was to alert Janet that she was there and assure her everything was alright. John was the least of her problems. Aimee succeeded in making it up to the level of the pillows without disturbing anybody. So far, so good. Also, Janet's back was to Aimee, which she considered in her favor for what she was about to do.
Aimee put a hand on Janet's shoulder, prepare to move it quickly to her mouth if her mother was startled into a scream. Instead, Aimee saw Janet's eyes open and her head turn until they were looking at each other.
"Aimee. Is everything...," Janet began to say.
Aimee decided to cover Janet's mouth very lightly.
"It's fine, Mom. It's fine. Be quiet," Aimee whispered. "I wanted to come in and be with both of you."
By this time, Janet was on her back, still under the cover. Aimee moved over so she could put her lips on her mother's.
After the kiss, Janet said, "But your father..."
"It's OK, Mom. We've already...kind of...you know..."
"You've been having sex with him?" Janet asked.
"Not really. I mean...it was just one time...and we didn't really have sex."
Between the voices and the movement, John was half awake. He rolled over to find Aimee, naked, beside him. It took a second for him to realize everyone else was awake.
"What's going on?" he asked sleepily.
"It's OK, Dad. Relax," Aimee said.
She looked back at Janet and said, "I want to be with you tonight—with Dad here."
Janet didn't have time to answer. Aimee pulled down the cover as far as Janet's waist. Her mother wore a nightshirt and Janet's nipples poked against the soft material. Aimee started to slide her hands across the small tits through the nightshirt and, soon, the nipples were more pronounced.
John was wide-awake now and leaned up to watch what Aimee was doing. He scooched closer to her and put his hand on her bare ass, massaging the soft cheeks. John felt a pang of guilt about doing this with his wife so close, but then she was having her breasts rubbed by her daughter so he didn't feel overly remorseful.
Aimee pulled the nightshirt up until Janet's tits were in sight. She rolled partially on top of her mother and licked a nipple before taking the breast in her mouth. Aimee spent the next couple minutes lovingly sucking on the tits while John played with her pussy and ass. John's cock pushed against his boxers, creating a tent neither woman could see. They were too busy with each other.
Aimee pulled the nightshirt over Janet's head. Then she moved down and pushed the cover to the bottom of her mother's feet. Janet kicked it off. That allowed Aimee to move between Janet's legs. John and Janet watched their daughter take off Janet's panties. John's cock couldn't get any harder with the sight of two naked women within easy reach.
Aimee smiled at Janet and situated her face right above her mother's pussy. Janet was still rather in shock over the whole thing, but having Aimee's tongue slowly slide up her pussy until reaching her clit made her lose awareness of anything but the incredible feeling between her legs. Even when John sucked on her tits, Janet focused on what Aimee was doing to her.
Before long, John yanked off his boxers. Neither of the women paid a whole lot of attention to the impressive erection he unveiled. However, when he kneeled behind Aimee and let it rest on her ass, she realized she would soon be the beneficiary of it.
John heard his wife whimper just as he put the tip of his cock at the entrance to Aimee's pussy. Janet began to writhe on the bed with the approach of an orgasm. John grabbed Aimee by the waist and pushed. That only caused Aimee to apply more pressure to Janet's clit.
"Oh God, yes Aimee! Just like that!" Janet cried out.
Janet gripped the bedsheets and prepared for the inevitable climax. John fucked Aimee from behind with ever-increasing strength, reaching for her tits at the same time. All three of them entered their own little world before they came, but the sight and sound of the others managed to heighten the pleasure.
Janet was first.
"Oh fuck, yes! Yes!"
Aimee sucked on Janet's clit and the orgasm began. Janet pounded the bed each time she felt the wet tongue hit her clit. She tried to muffle her moans, but it was useless. With John looking down on the whole thing, he too started to cum. It poured into Aimee's pussy in a seemingly endless stream. She rubbed her clit for a few seconds, forcing herself to join her parents in ecstasy. The bedroom was filled with groans and the sound of John thrashing against Aimee's ass.
Cum dripped from Aimee's pussy, while she lapped up as much of her mother's juices as she could. Nobody felt cheated when it was all done, and they lay together for a while before Aimee left just as quietly as she arrived.
###
As the week in Florida wound down, every member of the family could say it was a success. Aimee, especially, was more than satisfied without having to hit on a single stranger. The tryst with her parents proved better than she had imagined. She envisioned many more years of encounters with her father, who gave the impression of being very susceptible to being seduced.
She wondered about Eric, though. He struck her as unusually subdued during the week, as though something was on his mind. Not being one to let things linger, Aimee took it upon herself to solve the riddle.
With John and Janet at the movies and dinner on a cloudy late afternoon, Aimee was alone with Eric in the condo for several hours. She changed into her shortest shorts and a V-neck t-shirt that revealed a lot of cleavage...after removing her bra and panties. If her guess was right, what she wore would have little impact on the outcome.
Eric was stretched out on the couch watching TV and playing on his iPad when Aimee entered the living room. She sat across from her brother and allowed the shorts to creep up her thighs until nearing exposing her pussy. Aimee saw Eric give her a cursory glance, but no more.
"You've been awful quiet," she said. "A week with no sex getting to you?"
Eric sneered at her and replied, "That's not it, trust me. I'm probably just ready to go home."
"Yeah, me too. Are you nervous about starting school?"
"Not really," he said.
"I'm glad we'll be together," Aimee said, getting up from her chair.
She crossed the room to the couch and sat on the edge, near Eric's waist. He watched her gaze down at his body and followed her eyes from his face to his legs.
"I think it will be fun," she added.
Her hand moved to his leg and slid higher until reaching the bottom of his shorts. Aimee allowed the fingers to disappear under the material. Eric was on his back, peering down without saying a word. Aimee withdrew her hand and moved it to the top of Eric's shorts.
"I saw you undressing once," she said softly. "You didn't know I was there."
She unbuttoned the shorts.
"I saw you naked, Eric. I liked it. Your cock was SO big."
Aimee pulled down thee zipper and saw his briefs. She put a hand on the soft fabric, letting her fingers seek out the outline of his cock. It was growing, but not yet hard. She pulled down the shorts until his underwear was uncovered.
"I bet it's even bigger now," she cooed.
The palm of her hand caressed the hardening cock.
"I think when we're at school in the fall we should rely on each other if we need to," she said. "Don't you agree?"
Aimee reached for the top of his briefs and pulled them down, exposing Eric's cock.
'Sure' was Eric's weak answer. Philosophical discussions were not on his mind.
Aimee's fingers glided the length of her brother's cock. He was nearly fully erect and the longer her fingers remained in place, the harder he got.
Then she stopped and leaned back.
"Take off your clothes, Eric."
Before he could move, she lifted her shirt. She had it off and on the floor before Eric could get his shorts and briefs over his feet. Aimee stood and got naked while Eric took off his shirt. They stared at each other for only a moment. Then Aimee was on her knees, dropping her head in the direction of Eric's intense erection.
In his wildest dreams, Eric could not possibly imagine that, at this moment, his sister would be comparing his cock to his father's; or, that he would be comparing Aimee's tits to his mother's. Regardless, there they were—naked together in the living room with Aimee about to suck the only cock in the family she hadn't already.
Eric soon found out that his sister was an expert at such things. He watched her kiss the tip of his cock and lick it from top to bottom. He saw her lips part and his cock vanish inside her mouth. Eric relaxed after that and allowed himself to enjoy it all. For just a moment, an image of Janet flickered in his mind; but then he looked at Aimee and her delicious body and realized they were quite different in more than age. He would always relish his mother's matured looks. However, if Aimee was someone he would be having sex with, it wasn't a bad alternative.
In the middle of these thoughts, Aimee stopped sucking Eric's cock and laid on her back in the middle of the floor. She didn't say a word—just spread her legs a bit. Eric rolled off the couch and moved into the space Aimee created. Her eyes never left his erection while Eric got settled. He kneeled and then stretched out on top of her. She moved the cock into place.
Eric couldn't help but appreciate the tightness of his sister's pussy opposed to his mother's. He closed his eyes while he pushed his cock into her, loving the grip her pussy lips delivered. Aimee was wet, but, God, what an incredible feeling.
Aimee quickly wrapped her legs around Eric's waist, letting her feet rest on his ass. He put his hands under her ass and lifted her up to accept his thrusts. A minute later Eric was sucking on her tits, lightly biting the nipples with this teeth and hearing Aimee moan in delight.
They rolled on the floor, changing positions a half dozen times. Their hands toured each other's body. If they did this a hundred times in the future, nothing would be as stimulating as this first time.
"Fuck me harder," Aimee told Eric.
She squeezed her pussy even tighter.
"God, Aimee. That is so good."
They were on their sides. Eric rubbed Aimee's clit and she pleaded for more—more of his cock and more of his fingers massaging her throbbing clit.
"Almost...there," she gasped.
"That's it," he urged. "Let me hear you cum."
He pounded her pussy aggressively.
"Ohhhh fuck!"
They came together in a loud climax with their bodies thrashing together wildly. Eric ended up on top, forcing his cock into his sister while watching her tits roll back and forth on her chest. Their pleadings for more drowned each other out. Aimee rubbed her clit until she couldn't cum anymore and Eric was all but motionless on top of her.
"I think we'll do fine at school," Aimee said quietly.
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"So, is this the trip you're finally going to do it?"
"Do what?"
"Fuck dad."
Michael's twin sister Emily looked up from her phone with wide eyes. "Michael Bryson! What the hell are you talking about?"
"You've been flirting with him for a couple years now," Michael said calmly. "I've seen how you give him views down your blouse or up your little skirts. I know you want him and I just figured this trip would give you ample opportunities. Plus, you got your hair cut almost exactly like mom's."
"Are you insane?" Emily replied. "Really, get help."
"I saw him hug you at our eighteenth birthday party. I saw his hand creep down to your ass and how you smiled up at him. You were grinding against his crotch."
"I was NOT," she insisted. "He's my father, for fuck's sake."
Emily wasn't as mad at Michael for suggesting she have sex with their dad as much as she hated that he once again read her mind. Twins were like that and Michael and Emily were especially close. They sensed things friends never could. They were open books to each other and, as always, Michael knew how this one ended.
"I would no sooner fuck dad than...than...," Emily stammered.
"See," Michael laughed. "You can't even name anyone. You've been through half the football team. Why stop now?"
"Well, name a cheerleader you haven't done yet, Mr. Starting Quarterback."
"You."
"Don't get your hopes up," Emily said dryly.
"I suppose all those times with Tom Hilton were just practice so dad wouldn't be disappointed," Michael said.
Emily stifled her laugh. "It wasn't that good."
The trip in question was a celebration of the twins graduating and before they headed to college. Their parents, among the richest in hometown Victoria, rented a luxury condo overlooking the beaches of Ft. Myers and the Gulf of Mexico. It would be a week of sun and fun. One last family gathering before the kids went off to school.
Genetics were kind to Michael and Emily. Their father, Daniel, and mother, Sarah, were both intelligent and beautiful. The children inherited all of that and then some. Emily, in particular, was used to getting whatever she wanted and her tastes were expensive. A price could not be assigned to what she wanted the most, however.
Daniel Bryson was a doctor. Several female patients and a handful of nurses each could have been his for the taking. Each time he declined, choosing instead to remain faithful to Sarah, a successful attorney. Sarah's brief stint as a model in college was set aside to pursue her legal career and agencies continued to contact her even into her forties. It was flattering, but not a path she wanted to take.
The condo was even better than the photos online indicated when Daniel reserved it. It had three big bedrooms and an open floorplan with fantastic views from both the main living area and the loft upstairs. The bedrooms provided plenty of privacy and the great room allowed for comfortable interaction between people. Michael and Emily were even more impressed with the condo when they learned of the jet skis that came with it.
Sarah was more interested in the fashion malls nearby and Daniel with the fishing charters. All in all, there was something for everyone.
Despite all of his sister's protests, Michael was confident he was right about her intentions with Daniel. To that end, he decided to do his best to provide her with as many occasions as possible to be alone with their dad. He would worry later about how to extract the truth out of her about what they did. Michael knew which buttons to press to get her to confess. He only wished he had made a bet with her; a bet he knew he would win.
Emily always wore revealing bikinis, but she bought an unusually skimpy one for this trip. Though her breasts were average, at best, the top accentuated them perfectly. It was her ass that she believed her father might be more interested in, so she made sure the bottoms were as tight...and showed as much...as possible. It was as close to a thong as Emily would ever wear.
Michael smiled when Emily began wearing the bikini the first full day they were at the condo. It had a matching cover which she seemed to shed whenever Daniel was around.
'And so, the quest begins,' Michael thought to himself.
A few hours later, with Sarah shopping and Michael still on the beach, Emily found herself alone with her father in the kitchen. It was not difficult for her to maneuver close to Daniel in the surprisingly small space, compared to the rest of the condo.
"Do you like my bikini, Daddy?"
"Of course, hon. You always look great," he replied, reaching for a plate.
She edged closer. "Are you going to swim?"
"Eventually," Daniel answered. "It's not my favorite thing, but I will."
His back was to her. Emily moved forward until they touched.
"I think you look great, too," she said almost in a whisper.
Her hands were on his hips. Daniel hesitated while making his sandwich, unsure what to do or say.
Emily said, "I'd love to see you in a swimsuit."
Her hands crept around his waist and began to drop down the front of his shorts. Their bodies were now firmly together.
"I bet mom does, too," she said with her fingers just inches from his crotch.
"Um, Emily...."
She kissed his ear. "Before we leave, I'd love to thank you properly for letting us come down here."
"You don't have to do that," Daniel said nervously.
"But I want to."
Emily brushed one hand across his crotch, catching just a hint of his budding erection.
She said, "I'll do whatever you want, Daddy."
Daniel hurriedly finished preparing the sandwich and forced his way out of Emily's grasp.
"We'll see," Daniel replied on his way to the couch, leaving a grinning Emily behind.
She was used to her father's noncommittal response. She'd heard it her entire life. This time she would not leave anything to chance.
Daniel was shaken by the experience, but not dismayed. He long questioned the forbidden feelings he had for Emily and put them off as natural happenings between father and daughter. He watched her grow into the lovely young woman she was, oftentimes having to remind himself that she was Emily and not Sarah. She was not there for his taking. Now, all those feelings boiled inside him with knowledge that Emily was at least, possibly, open to his acting upon them.
Daniel could only eat half the sandwich. His stomach churned.
When Sarah returned, Daniel and Michael were inside and Emily was back on the beach. Sarah laid her purchases on the bed for Daniel to admire, although all he saw were dollar signs in his head. They could afford indulgences, but his humble upbringing still made him question some of his wife's spending habits. After hanging up the clothes and storing away the shoes, Sarah wandered into the great room and kitchen.
After eating a salad, she changed into a bathing suit and joined Emily.
When the girls came in an hour later, the condo was seemingly empty. Emily went up to her bedroom in the loft. Sarah took the beach towels and walked down the hall to the laundry room. On her way, she passed Michael's bedroom and saw him playing video games. Wearing nothing but his Speedo, Sarah had to admit he was a good-looking kid. She threw the towels in the washer and headed back, deciding to stop at Michael's door.
When he finally turned her way, Sarah said, "Didn't mean to interrupt."
"No. I'm losing anyway. What do you need?" he said.
Michael threw the controller on the bed as Sarah walked in.
"Nothing. Just wanted to check in."
Michael sat in a chair facing her. He couldn't prevent his eyes from scanning his mother's slim body in her one-piece suit. She looked much better than in her formal work clothes, which is what he saw her in most often. Likewise, Sarah took in her son's muscular body, trying desperately not to focus between his legs.
"I'm fine," he said. "This place is awesome. I think we'll have a great time."
"I hope so. It will be nice to be together without the pressures of work and school."
"Agreed. You need a tan, too," he smiled.
"You think?" Sarah replied. "This suit won't give me much of one. You and Emily on the other hand...."
They laughed before Michael said, "Hers is smaller than mine, if that's possible."
"You both look great."
With that, Sarah walked out with Michael watching every step she took. Forty-three isn't that old, he told himself.
The next day started out even sunnier and warmer than the one before. Daniel and Sarah were the first to get up, followed by Michael. By mid-morning Michael and his mom were on the beach and Daniel sat in the great room in his bathing suit. A moment later, he rose and walked to the steps leading up to the loft and Emily's bedroom and bath. He was two steps up when he stopped.
'Don't do it,' he told himself. 'Just don't do it. She'll leave for college after this vacation and the temptation won't be there.'
Daniel stood motionless for several seconds before turning back toward the couch.
Soon, he heard footsteps behind him as Emily descended the stairs. His back was to her but he looked to the side and saw her pass. Emily was wrapped in a towel, her hair still wet from her shower. Daniel watched her go into the laundry room and quickly return. She walked straight to him, the towel barely covering her breasts and ending mid-thigh.
"Hi, Daddy," she said cheerfully. "I thought my top was in the dryer. Guess not. Where is everybody?"
"At the beach, I guess."
Emily walked to the window and peered out. Daniel stared at the arcs in the towel created by her ass.
"Oh, they're going out on the jet skis. That should be interesting," Emily said, turning to face Daniel again. "I thought mom was a little bit afraid of them."
He said, "She is, but I'm sure she'll be alright with Michael there."
Emily approached the couch, stopping directly in front of her dad.
"I guess we're alone for a while," she said.
"I was going out soon."
"No. Stay here," Emily said, stepping forward and forcing Daniel to spread his legs a bit.
"I really don't...I mean...," he mumbled.
He could reach out and touch her now, but hesitated. Emily leaned down, her tits above his chest and the towel laboring to restrain them. She started to kneel, her body against his crotch. Daniel felt his cock begin to respond as his heart pounded.
Before he could say or do anything more, Emily's hand was on the front of his swimsuit.
"That's it, Daddy. Just relax and enjoy it."
She wrapped her fingers around it through the material and felt it grow. They looked at each other without speaking. Emily stroked him a couple more times and then moved her hands to the top of his swimsuit. As she pulled down on the waistband, she realized her towel was about to come loose.
'Fuck it,' she thought to herself.
Simultaneously, the towel dropped and Daniel's swimsuit was lowered to reveal his thickening cock. Daniel's eyes locked onto the luscious tits in front of him, the smooth stomach and thin waist below that, and the long legs stretched behind his daughter. His suit was at his knees and Emily's head was moving toward his cock.
She gripped it firmly and said, "You're SO big, Daddy. I'm glad."
There was no response; perhaps because of the flood of sensations rushing through Daniel's brain. Guilt. Dread. Pleasure. They were all there, fighting for dominance.
Emily moved forward, allowing her breasts to rest on his chest. She kissed him lightly; quickly.
"Lean back," she told him.
Daniel complied and Emily returned to his now rock-hard cock. She kissed the head and licked it once. She placed her tongue at the very base of the long shaft and slowly, teasingly slid it back up to the top. Emily knew she would be allowed to continue and she desperately wanted to make had dad happy.
Daniel watched her open her mouth and wrap her lips around the very tip of his cock. He took a deep breath. Then, inch by inch, his daughter took his entire cock into her mouth. Daniel nearly sighed out loud, but caught himself in time, not wanting to give away the pleasure he felt. It was a useless exercise because Emily knew full well what he was feeling.
She began a methodical blowjob, intent on making this her best ever...and she had plenty of experience. Daniel, much less familiar with this form of sex, was only intent on not cumming too quickly. The pressure of Emily's lips and the stroking of her tongue were all perfect. She wrapped the base of his cock with one hand and fondled it while her mouth concentrated on the portion above. Almost unconsciously, Daniel moaned.
Despite his best efforts, he needed to cum in just minutes.
"Emily," he gasped. "I'm...I'm going to...oh God!"
The first spurt of cum smacked against the back of Emily's throat and she swallowed just as the second erupted. Shot after shot followed until a streak flowed down her chin. Still, she sucked the cock harder and harder while her father groaned in delight. Only when Daniel removed his hand from the back of Emily's head did she sit up, cleaning her chin with the towel.
Daniel opened his eyes to see his nude, smiling daughter.
***
"Oh my God, Michael, it was so frickin' awesome," Emily gushed. "I think he was hard before I even got to the couch. After that, it was a piece of cake."
"Did he resist at all?" Michael asked, sitting on the edge of Emily's bed.
"Oh, he might have said something. I forget. But I wasn't listening. I was going to make him cum no matter what."
Emily was pacing her bedroom floor, too excited to sit.
"So, it was good? I mean, he was...," Michael started to ask.
"Fuck yeah! He made Tommy Hilton look like a little kid. That was BY FAR the biggest cock I'd ever seen," Emily said, "and I thought he'd never stop cumming. I just HAVE to fuck him, Michael. I can't imagine how good he would feel inside me."
"Well, good luck," Michael grinned. "I'm here for you if you need me to do anything to help."
"Just get mom out of the condo for a while. Should be easy."
Sarah didn't need much urging to spend more time with her son. In the short time they had been in the condo, she found herself enjoying more and more the conversations they had and she certainly didn't mind seeing Michael in his Speedo. In fact, she was so enthralled that one of her shopping trips resulted in the purchase of a two-piece bathing suit. Pleasing her husband was not the driving force behind the purchase.
Michael was duly impressed. The first time his mother wore the suit, he gazed long and hard at her full, firm breasts and shapely hips and ass. Her maturity resulted in a different kind of sexiness than the youthful sensuality of Emily's body. While he continued to dwell on Emily's assault on their father's cock, he found himself increasingly contemplating his own relationship with Sarah.
Would she EVER contemplate sex with him? What would be the consequences if he tried and she didn't consent? More importantly, what would be the consequences if she DID?
Whereas Daniel struggled with repressing his desires to have Emily, Sarah was trying to convince herself that being attracted to her son was all right. The idea of being sexually enticed by Michael was totally foreign to her and not somewhere she wanted to go willingly. For the moment, she accepted the fact she saw Michael in forbidden ways and convinced herself she would never act upon those thoughts. The problem was Michael's mutual attraction to Sarah and his eagerness to prove it.
Michael approached his mom about the possibility of them going out on the large tandem jet ski and she quickly agreed. He saw it as serving two purposes. One, he would be alone with her and, two, it would give Emily plenty of time to be with their dad.
"Who's driving?" Sarah asked Michael.
"Oh, you are. You need to learn how to handle these things."
"You don't value your life very much?"
Michael grinned and said, "I'll be hanging on."
Little did Sarah know just how literally her son meant that. Wearing her new two-piece suit, she and Michael walked to the beach and prepared the jet ski. Sarah took her seat in the front and Michael climbed on behind her, placing his hands on her bare midriff.
"Let's go," he told her.
Sarah gingerly accelerated, maneuvering around the few buoys that marked the safe swimming areas. Soon, the speed picked up and they were skimming across the smooth water directly away from the beach.
"You're good at this," Michael said loudly above the roar of the motor.
"Good teacher," she shouted back.
People on the beach began to become specks. No other jet skis or boats were in sight. Michael decided to test the waters. His hands moved around to Sarah's stomach and then upward until reaching the bottom of her breasts. He hugged her tightly as the jet ski bounced along.
Sarah slowed. Michael's fingers lightly touched the outside of her bathing suit top. He let the breasts rest in his palms.
The jet ski came to a stop.
"Michael, you're supposed to be...," Sarah started to say.
"Can anybody see us?"
Sarah glanced back at the beach. "I can't even make out the people."
"Good," Michael replied.
His right hand slid inside the top onto her breast. He felt the nipple, then squeezed the tit tenderly.
"Michael, stop."
"You bought this suit for me, didn't you?" he asked, continuing to massage her tit.
"I did not," she lied.
"I like it. A lot."
She breathed a sigh of relief when his hand left her breast, only to descend down her stomach to her waist and beyond. His fingers slid across the bottom of her suit until finding her pussy. Michael felt the warmth and grinned to himself.
"Have you ever wanted to cum in public in the middle of the Gulf?" he asked.
"Michael!" she exclaimed. "We better get back."
"Not yet."
His hand was inside the suit. Michael felt a patch of short, thin hair above her pussy. Then, a finger slid into the opening; the very wet opening.
"No, please," she begged.
"Stand up and lean against the handlebars."
Every muscle in Sarah's body resisted, along with the voice inside her head. Michael was afraid her hesitation would end in defeat. Several seconds passed.
Sarah stood; her knees slightly bent. She leaned forward.
Michael found her clit and began to stroke it. Sarah's body stiffened.
"You really are very sexy in that new suit," he said softly. "I'm sure every man on the beach wants you."
Moisture gathered on his finger as he rubbed her clit and inserted the finger deeper into her pussy. Sarah felt Michael's hard cock against her ass. If only she could see it and touch it, she thought silently. His free hand now clutched at a tit and squeezed the nipple. Surges of pleasure raced through every part of her body.
They both listened intently for the sounds of an approaching craft, but all they heard were Sarah's moans of delight. Michael rubbed harder and faster. The top of her suit was pulled off one breast, which he manipulated excitedly. Sarah realized it was too late to stop. There was no use begging, nor did she want to.
Michael felt his mother's body start to quiver. Two fingers were now inside her. Then he returned to her clit and stroked it harder. It felt like his cock was extending out of his Speedo, but he never took his hands off Sarah.
"Cum for me," he urged.
Sarah couldn't speak. Between her legs and in her stomach, she felt the imminent eruption. She gripped the handlebars until her knuckles hurt. Then...she came.
Her cries went unheard except by Michael. Only he felt the shaking of her entire body as orgasm after orgasm flowed through her. He held a tit in his hand and caressed her clit between his fingers before rubbing it some more. Sarah muttered something Michael couldn't make out, but she never stopped cumming. If it had gone on much longer, he was afraid his cock would explode from repeatedly sliding across her tight ass.



Finally, Sarah had to sink back onto the seat. She repositioned the top of her bathing suit so she was covered again. Slowly, she caught her breath. Michael kissed her neck.
"Now you can say you've done it," he said cheerfully.
Sarah started the jet ski and turned it toward shore without saying a word.
***
The next day started as the previous days had started on the vacation. Sarah and Daniel were up first. Michael followed and Emily slept. At some point mid-morning, Daniel looked out onto the beach and saw two lounge chairs opened under an umbrella. Michael was in one. Daniel knew Sarah had left the condo some time earlier. She may have been in the second chair. He couldn't tell.
He looked up the stairs leading to the loft and Emily's bedroom. This time he made it all the way to the top.
Daniel quietly walked to the door of his daughter's room. He pushed it open just far enough to see her in the bed under a single sheet. He paused for only a second before stepping into the room and pushing the door behind him. His eyes never left the outline of Emily's body under the sheet.
She was on her stomach, facing away from him. Daniel saw the gently rise and fall of her ass. She wore a tank top, it appeared. He wondered what else...if anything.
Daniel was at the side of the bed, the sheet easily within reach. He carefully picked up the edge closest to Emily's shoulders. He pulled it down. As if in slow motion, her back was exposed. When he got to the end of her tank top and bare skin appeared just above her ass, he hesitated. She never moved. Another pull unveiled her bare ass.
Daniel let go of the sheet around her knees, staring longingly at the perfection of his daughter's ass and thighs. His pulse quickened when his hand first touched the inside of one of those thighs. The skin was soft and cool. Daniel moved the hand higher.
Emily was awake now, motionless in her realization she was not alone. Who was this? No matter the answer, she allowed them to continue.
Daniel fully expected his free examination of Emily's body to end when he got to the beautiful cheeks of her ass. Instead, Emily waited long enough for the 'intruder' to get a good feel of both sides before turning her head.
She was pleased to look up at father. Her smile reassured him.
"Good morning," she said quietly.
"Good morning."
Daniel never removed his hand, lightly kneading Emily's ass during the brief exchange.
"Are we alone?" Emily asked.
"For now."
Daniel raised his hand to the bottom of her shirt, pushing it up her back. Emily assisted by raising her upper body and letting him get the shirt to her shoulders. Soon, it was being pulled over her head and tossed aside.
Daniel studied the length of her nude body; Emily having kicked the sheet completely off her legs. She reached out for his cock, easily finding it under his shorts.
"Get naked," she told him.
The shorts were his only clothes, so her demand was met quickly. Emily returned her hand to his ever-growing cock and rolled onto her side. The sight of her tits only hastened his erection.
One floor below them, Sarah entered the condo after a short jog. Seeing and hearing no one, she climbed the steps to the loft, assuming Emily was still in bed. Always the mother, she wanted to check.
The door to Emily's bedroom was open just a crack; enough for light to escape. Sarah crept closer and put her hand on it. She could see the dresser. And the mirror on the dresser. What she saw in that mirror took her breath away.
A man...clearly her husband...was stretched out on the bed on top of Emily. They were nude. Her first instinct was to barge in. For whatever reason, she looked and listened, instead, for any signs of struggle from Emily. She found none.
Sarah gazed silently, comprehending the fact the pair were fucking. She knew immediately she would not interrupt. That scene would be too ugly to consider in her confused state of mind. She watched Daniel drilling Emily with his long, hard cock while she attempted to think of ways to resolve the problem at a later time.
Minutes passed. The sounds of sex in the bedroom intensified.
Suddenly, a hand was over her mouth. She glanced back at Michael who signaled her to be quiet. She nodded.
Michael removed his hand, staring in at the mirror at the same time. Without saying a word, his hands grasped the top of his mother's jogging shorts. He pushed them down until they gathered at her ankles. Sarah gingerly stepped one foot out of them.
Michael lowered his Speedo and stroked his cock to prepare it.
It was at that moment that Emily looked at the dresser and saw the faces of Sarah and Michael through the small opening of the bedroom door. Their eyes met. Daniel's cock continued to pound into her pussy like a piston. Emily grinned. It was showtime.
She wrapped her legs around her father's waist and her arms around his body. They rolled a bit onto their sides.
Michael was hard. He used his hands on Sarah's thighs to indicate he wanted her legs spread. She obliged and leaned over at the waist. Michael placed the head of his cock at the entrance to her pussy. It began to spread and he pushed. He stopped when the head was in, then ever so slowly inserted the rest until his balls hit her ass.
Emily and Daniel were rolling on the bed, trying different positions, and moving on to the next without delay. Emily made sure she occasionally had a good view of the mirror, knowing now what was happening in the hallway. Daniel was oblivious to it all in his enjoyment of finally fucking his daughter.
Emily would have loved to be on top, but didn't want her father to have the same mirror view she had. So, she took the lead and always returned to the position on bottom.
Michael picked up the pace outside the room and thrust his cock into Sarah with increasing speed and force. He held her by the hips, trying not to slap against her ass so loudly anyone could hear. It was not easy, as wet and receptive as her pussy was. Occasionally, he clutched at her tits through her sports bra. The nipples were hard as rocks.
Daniel abruptly exclaimed, "I'm close, hon."
"Me, too. Keep going."
The pair outside the room knew they had little time. Neither was worried. They were close, as well.
Daniel's grunts and groans drove the other three to the edge. Sarah braced herself against the door frame. Michael fucked her wildly. Emily closed her eyes as her orgasm built toward a climax.
Daniel cried out, "Yes! Yessssss!"
"Oh, Daddy. Fuck me! Harder!"
They came together in a wild frenzy. The bed bounced under the force of Daniel's thrusts, each one depositing a load of cum inside his daughter. Michael soon followed. Sarah used a hand to rub her clit and an orgasm exploded inside her. If the experience on the jet ski was good, this was heavenly. Emily's little squeals filled the room.
Thirty seconds of pure delight ended the sessions. Daniel crumpled on top of Emily, his mouth on one of her tits. Michael pulled out of his mother and they hurriedly...silently...picked up their clothes and sneaked down the steps.
***
"What now?" Emily asked her brother when they had a chance to meet in her bedroom after lunch.
"I'd say progress is being made."
"Do you think dad is the only one who doesn't know?" she asked.
"As long as he couldn't see the mirror...and I don't think he did."
"I agree." Emily paused, and asked, "Did you and mom get a chance to finish?"
"Hell, yeah," Michael said with a smile. "It was awesome."
"So...does it make sense to meet with mom," Emily said, "and propose that we end the charades. You know, bring it all out into the open?"
Michael nodded. "Yeah. I think she'd do anything to keep dad happy. I'm not sure dad would agree to it without her approval first."
"OK. Let's find a time we can get her alone," Emily suggested.
That time occurred the next day when Daniel went on a deep-sea fishing excursion. Sarah sat on the couch watching TV when the twins walked in. Emily plopped down next to her mom and Michael took a chair across from her.
"Mom, we need to talk," Emily said.
"Oh. What about?" Sarah replied.
"Us. All of us."
Sarah looked puzzled. "What do you mean, dear?"
Emily pulled her legs up under her and said, "You watched me and dad. I watched you and Michael. We need to talk about what's next."
Sarah was visibly shaken. She took in a long breath and said, "In my opinion, nothing should be next. It should probably end right now."
"You don't mean that and you know it," Michael said sternly. "Let's quit playing games and talk about reality. The three of us want it to continue. We suspect dad does, too. We need to find a way to 'break the ice', so to speak, and stop sneaking around in secret."
Sarah nodded, knowing she was defeated and, yet, strangely thrilled. It was the start of a new era for the family and she was anxious, but hopeful. Done properly, this might work.
"Any ideas?" she asked the twins.
"I have a couple, but I'd love to hear yours first," Emily offered. "You know dad better than us."
Sarah bit her lip, thought for a moment, and began to lay out a plan.
It was that evening, after they ate some of the fish Daniel had caught, that the plan was put into action. There was no rehearsal. It was all impromptu, but all three of the participants were confident it would work.
They were assembled in the great room watching TV with Daniel on the couch, as planned by the other three. At a commercial break, Sarah and Emily made eye contact and simultaneously rose to their feet. They walked to the center of the room in front of Daniel.
"Honey, I think we have something better to watch than that show," Sarah said.
Daniel looked perplexed as Sarah moved directly behind Emily.
"What do you mean?" Daniel asked.
His eyes quickly moved from his wife's face to his daughter's body when he saw Sarah's hands gliding over the front of Emily's t-shirt. Emily smiled as the hands clenched each breast, scrunching the material of her shirt. Daniel was speechless, yet his eyes never left his wife's hands which were moving down to the bottom of the shirt. Soon, they were pulling it up until exposing just a hint of Emily's tits.
Daniel watched as Sarah fondled each one tenderly. His cock strained against the confines of his shorts, but he chose not to reach for it. Not yet. Sarah gradually removed Emily's shirt and resumed caressing the tits.
Daniel was relieved when Sarah told him, "Take off your shorts, hon."
He pushed down the shorts and boxers, kicking them aside while Sarah moved her hands to the top of Emily's shorts.
"You too, Michael," Sarah said to him.
As Michael stripped, Sarah unbuttoned and unzipped her daughter's shorts. As the shorts fell to the floor, her bare pussy and ass came into view. Daniel was rock hard. Michael was getting there. They both had raging erections by the time Emily was done stripping her mother. The men lifted off their shirts and all four were naked.
Emily kissed Sarah before moving her lips to her mom's tit. She took in the nipple and then licked it hard. The men watched as Emily put as much of the tit in her mouth as she could, sucking on it while Sarah tilted her head back and moaned. Emily repeated the treatment on the other breast and the nipples glowed a bright pink.
"No more sweet little secrets," Sarah proclaimed when Emily pulled back. "From now on we're going to do this right. Whenever and wherever we want, with whomever we want."
Emily walked to the couch and ran her fingers along the length of Daniel's cock. She now knew how sweet his cum tasted and how wonderful his thick cock felt inside her pussy. She wanted more of that now.
While Emily climbed onto her father's lap and prepared to ride his cock, Sarah sat on the couch next to her husband. Michael eagerly moved between her legs and got on his knees. He watched Daniel's cock disappear inside Emily as she lowered herself onto it. Then Michael turned his attention to Sarah.
He spread her legs and put his face inches from her pussy. Michael licked all around it as a final tease before finding her throbbing clit with his tongue. He savored the sweet juices that already flowed and plunged his tongue deep inside his mother. Sarah writhed with delight when he returned to her clit and attacked it with his tongue and lips.
Daniel's attention was jointly taken by the scene on the couch next to him and Emily's luscious body bouncing in his lap. He had hoped for it the day before, but Emily resisted. What he didn't know wouldn't hurt him. Now he had her where he wanted her and his cock loved it. He gripped her tits and squeezed the nipples, feeling her pussy grip his cock even tighter in response. At times he held her by the ass, appreciating the softness of her cheeks in his hands.
Sarah was whimpering and squirming on the couch while Michael brought her closer and closer to an orgasm. He expertly alternated between licking her clit and sliding his tongue inside her pussy. Sarah clutched at the cushions with both hands, her eyes closed.
Emily smiled triumphantly. There would be no more secret liaisons in THIS family. Her thoughts momentarily switched to her brother and she pondered what sex with him would be like. Just as quickly, she concentrated again on her pending orgasm thanks to her father's cock.
Sarah, meanwhile, was not embarrassed that she was about to cum first. She cried out with pleasure and begged Michael for more. She pulled his head closer and he buried her clit in his mouth.
"Oh God yes!!!" she screamed.
All eyes were on her and her son as Sarah erupted in climax. Her ass rose from the couch, but Michael never lost touch with her pussy.
"Yes. Yes! Yes!!," Sarah repeated over and over.
That was enough for Daniel to hear. He joined his wife in orgasm by blasting cum into Emily's receptive pussy. Emily rubbed her clit and felt Daniel's throbbing cock pound harder into her. As cum dripped over the cock, she came with shuddering intensity and sound. Just as before, her high-pitched squeals confirmed her ecstasy. Daniel delighted in watching her tits bob up and down in rhythm with his final thrusts into her.
It was now Michael's turn. He pulled his cock out of Sarah and stood over her. It took only a half dozen strokes for several blasts of cum to stream onto her tits and stomach. It collected in a pool between her tits and Sarah used a finger to spread it up onto her nipples. Her pussy reacted to the light touch of her overly tender buds, but she was more than satisfied. As were they all.
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Author's Note: This is the story of a typical Midwestern family told from their perspective. Each member will have a chance to weigh in on the happenings. Enjoy!
KAREN:
I was so excited to have one last vacation with the twins before they headed off to college. Rob and I ultimately opted for a three-bedroom cabin hidden deep inside a national forest at the opposite end of the state. It had access to a large lake so the guys could fish, and Bobby and Lisa could swim. I loved the fact it had a hot tub on the back porch. The place sounded perfect.
We had already had a large party for the kids' eighteenth birthdays, but there were so many people there we hardly go to spend time with Bobby and Lisa. This week would be better. Plus, there was another reason I wanted to go; one I found hard to accept even though it was constantly on my mind. For the past couple years, I had been having...urges...about my son. I told myself it was nuts to be sexually attracted to you own son, but there it was. It was Bobby's face I saw the few times Rob and I had sex. I was only forty, for God's sake, and didn't want to feel like I was past my best days of sex. It was Bobby, not Rob, that I wanted more than anything. I was so confused.
I suppose if it was just my insecurities about getting older playing out, I could have started something with a guy at work. I've had a few passes made at me. But I wanted Bobby to love me, and I wanted him to know how much I loved him.
So, I was determined to use this final vacation with the twins to find out if my desires were all for naught. I risked a good relationship with my son, but the potential benefits were too tempting.
When we arrived at the cabin, it was more than I had hoped for. Isolated in a thickly wooded spot seemingly miles from anywhere, it was idyllic. We unloaded the car with the kids taking the two upstairs bedrooms and Rob and I on the main level. There was a decent kitchen and living area with a large fireplace. I was the first to venture onto the back porch, intent on scoping out the hot tub. It was covered, but clearly big enough for four people. Trails led from the porch into various reaches of the woods.
It took half an hour to unpack, get organized, and determine what we had and what we needed. Rob and Lisa volunteered to go to the store, although I wasn't confident Rob would make the wisest choices in the meat and frozen food departments. I trusted Lisa to get it right.
Soon after they left, I found Bobby in his room lying on the bed playing with his iPad.
"You brought your bathing suit, didn't you?" I asked.
"Yes, Mom."
I sat on the edge of the bed. "What does Lisa really think about going on this vacation?"
Bobby looked up from his tablet and said, "She's fine with it. She gets bored at home in the summer, so this helps with that. I think she'll have fun."
"And you?"
"I like this place," he replied. "There may not be many other kids our age around, but we'll find out."
Bobby wore his usual casual attire...running shorts...and I put my hand on his bare leg just above his knee. He watched silently as I moved my hand up his leg a bit.
"You know your Dad and I will miss you guys," I said. "Especially me. I like having you around."
I slid my hand to the inside of his thigh.
"We'll both be home a lot," he said. "It would have been nice if we'd chosen the same school, but neither of us will be far away."
Bobby didn't flinch as my hand slid up his leg to the bottom of his shorts. However, I felt him move slightly when my fingers disappeared under the thin material.
"I want you to know I'll do anything for you, Bobby," I told him.
"OK," he said nervously with his eyes never leaving my hand.
Just before reaching his cock, I pulled out my hand and moved up the bed closer to him. I was staring straight at his crotch, which is where my hand landed next.
"Mom...," he muttered.
"Shhhhhh," I whispered in my best Mom tone. "I'm trying to convince you to come home more often once you're in college."
I felt his cock under my hand, through his shorts. I rubbed it gently. I thought I felt it grow.
"Mom, um, what if Dad and...," he began to say.
"Bobby, I just sent Lisa shopping. We could have hours," I said. "Just relax."
Sure enough, I started to feel his cock react to the attention I was giving it.
I told him, "I want to find out what you like best, Bobby. We have all week."
I grabbed the waistband of his shorts and pulled them down, revealing about half of his cock. When I felt him raise his ass, I pulled them down halfway to his knees. My heart raced at the sight of his cock and balls. I couldn't resist reaching out and running my fingers lightly over them while Bobby watched. I would have given anything to know what was in his mind, but at least I knew he had yet to reject my actions.
I shifted my position so I could lean over his crotch. I slowly bent down and let my tongue barely touch the tip of his cock. Bobby placed his iPad on the bed, and I licked his cock from top to bottom, then back up again. Now his erection became much more pronounced and I pressed harder with my tongue. Another sixty seconds of this and he was rock hard.
I looked up at him and smiled. He showed no expression, but his cock was speaking for him. I also noticed his eyes peering down the inside of my V-neck t-shirt at the tits inside. Still, no objection from him so I continued, feeling a little bit like a teenager myself, uncertain about what we were doing and nervous that I wouldn't please him.
I kissed his cock before putting my lips around it. It felt massive compared to his father's, but it had been a long time since I did this to anyone. I began to bob up and down on the cock. All of it was never going to fit in my mouth and I found myself thinking about how wonderful it would feel in my pussy. Maybe someday soon.
My thoughts were brought back to the present when I felt Bobby's hand on the outside of my t-shirt, massaging my tit. I was ecstatic that he was accepting all this and moved a little closer to him, still sucking frantically on his cock. Bobby's hand slipped inside my shirt. I was thankful I didn't wear a bra when he began to squeeze my nipple. God, I was so horny.
My mouth was sliding up and down his shaft while my tongue helped. I wrapped one hand around the base of his thick cock and stroked him. Soon, Bobby was leaning back completely, softly groaning as his orgasm approached. I decided I would keep my mouth in place and take as much of his cum as I could. I just wanted to make him cum so bad!
"Oh, God," he moaned. "I'm...I'm going to cum."
It sounded like an embarrassed warning, but it was exactly what I wanted to hear. I never stopped, or looked at him, or said a word. I just sucked him for all I was worth. Then I saw his legs straighten out and the muscles in his abs contract.
"Mom! Mom!" he cried out.
His ass lifted off the bed and the first blast of cum hit the back of my throat. I was in heaven as stream after stream of warm, sweet cum emptied into my mouth. I was sucking and stroking as fast as I could. Cum seeped out the corners of my mouth onto my chin, but his cock never left my mouth. Bobby's groans filled the room and he seemed to cum forever. Then he was quiet, with his hand on the back of my head. One or two drops of cum oozed onto my tongue.
I pulled away, wiping my chin with the back of my hand. I smiled at him and said, "Was that OK?"
"It was awesome," he told me. "And I wasn't, um, expecting it."
"If you want, we can do more," I said, leaning over him and kissing him.
"Yes. Yes, I do."
BOBBY:
The first opportunity I had after Lisa got back from shopping, I went into her bedroom and closed the door.
"You won't believe what happened while you and Dad were gone," I told her.
"Ummmmm, you searched for porn," she said dryly.
"Better than that. Are you ready for this?"
Lisa stared at me. "Well?"
"Mom gave me a blowjob."
Lisa looked stunned and then broke out laughing. "Yeah, right. In your dreams."
"I'm not joking," I insisted. "She really did."
Lisa sat on the edge of her bed. "Tell me about it."
I sat next to her and gave her every detail. I assured her it was the best orgasm I'd ever had...the truth...and that Mom's tits felt great and that we might not be done.
"Jesus fucking Christ," Lisa muttered. "I think I believe you. What are you going to do?"
"I think I'll wait for a day or two and see what happens," I said. "If nothing happens, then I'll find a way to bring it up again and see if she wants more."
"Or she'll bring YOU up again," Lisa grinned. "Would you fuck her if you had a chance?"
"Yeah, I think I would."
We sat silently for a moment. Then Lisa said, "I think you should."
"And I think you should do the same with Dad," I told her.
She shook her head. "No way. That would never happen."
"Just like I never thought Mom would give me a blowjob. You should at least try. Flirt with him. Show him a tit or something. See what happens."
Lisa giggled. "I am kind of jealous of you and Mom. Maybe I will. I don't know."
Now, I've never been the most patient person and when twenty-four hours passed and nothing new had happened with Mom, I decided to force the issue. Mom and I were alone in the cabin on the second day of the vacation, and I came up behind her in the kitchen. She wore shorts and a tank top and when I wrapped my arms around her, it was obvious she was braless.
"I hope you aren't having second thoughts about yesterday," I told her, my hands nestled just below her tits.
"Not at all, Bobby," she assured me. "Are you?"
"Nope. It's all I think about. Especially the part about doing more."
I put my hand on top of her tit and squeezed it through her shirt. I felt the nipple harden instantly.
"It's not going to be easy finding time to be alone," she said. "But we can make it happen. What would you like to do next?"
I smiled, played with her tits, and said, "I owe you an orgasm, at the very least. You tell me what you want me to do."
She probably felt my cock getting hard and pressing against her ass.
"I'd love to feel you inside me, Bobby. That would be wonderful."
"I can do that," I told her. "And I want to see you naked. Soon."
We heard Dad coming in from the porch and separated quickly. I kept my back to him the best I could to hide my erection.
An hour or two later, I was in my room and Mom came in with some clean towels for me. I closed the door behind her and, before she could react, grabbed her by the arm and started to kiss her. Except for a quick groan of surprise, she allowed me to continue without protesting. The kiss became more passionate, and my hands were all over her...as were hers on me. I loved the feel of her body against mine and wished we were naked. Mom let me kiss her for almost thirty seconds before pulling away.
"Not here. Not now," she told me.
"I know," I said. "I just can't wait to fuck you. Maybe later today?"
"If we can. I'll think of something."
I could see the blush on her face return to normal as she walked out.
Luckily, I didn't have to wait long. It was late afternoon when Mom told me to come with her on a walk. Dad was watching TV and Lisa was somewhere on her phone, I assumed, so off we went after Mom grabbed a beach towel from the porch. We didn't take the path down to the lake or the one that followed the dirt road. Mom chose the trail that led into the thickest, darkest, most remote portion of the woods.
She was pretty quiet at first. I wasn't sure what to talk about, so we walked in silence for a while. Eventually, I said, "Are you mad at me?"
Mom smiled and said, "Not at all. I'm just...um...a little nervous."
"Me too," I said softly.
Soon, we came to an area with a little bit of grass among the tall trees. It truly appeared like we were in the middle of nowhere, without sight or sound of civilization. Mom unfolded the beach towel and spread it on the ground. Then she looked up at me. I think we were both unsure what to do next, but Mom had the right idea.
"I'd like you to undress me, Bobby," she told me.
This was going to be the easy part as I lifted off her t-shirt. She wore a bra, but I undid her shorts next. They fell to the ground, and she kicked them aside along with her shoes. Mom slowly turned around so I could unhook her bra. I was glad she couldn't see that my hands were shaking a little bit. Once it was unhooked, I slid the straps down her arms and tossed the bra onto the towel.
As anxious as I was to see and touch her breasts, I took off her panties while still behind her. I loved the look of her bare ass, but still found it hard to make myself actually feel it. Mom turned around again.
I couldn't help scanning her from head to toe, admiring every inch of her gorgeous body. My cock was telling me I liked what I saw. Then Mom began to undress me and in a matter of seconds, we were both naked. We hugged and kissed, with my hands now firmly planted on Mom's tight ass.
Mom was the first to lower herself to the towel, stretching out on her back. I kneeled beside her and began to lick and suck on her luscious tits. My cock was fully erect, and Mom reached for it, holding it tightly.
"I want you inside me, Bobby," she said gently.
There was no way for her to know that this was the first time for me. I hoped she would help, and I was relieved after straddling her body that she used her hand to guide my hard cock to the entrance to her pussy. God, I was nervous...and SO horny.
I pushed my cock forward and nearly shouted in joy when I felt my cock slowly slide inside Mom. I heard her moan just as I felt my body hit hers. I was fucking my beautiful mother and I felt like the king of the world.
Her pussy was warm and wet and wonderful. Sliding in and out of her was easy and I picked up the pace as my confidence grew. Then I felt her legs wrap around me and she did the same with her arms around my neck. I played with her tits and occasionally reached back to put my hands under her soft ass. I wanted this to last forever.
The only sounds were a few birds in the trees above us and the sound of us fucking. Mom wasn't saying anything to me, so I assumed I was doing something right. I knew it felt pretty good to me and I continued to thrust my cock into her, enjoying the feel of her pussy squeezing me tighter.
That was when Mom gradually rolled us onto our sides. I kept fucking her even as we rolled some more until I was on my back. We stopped for a second and I looked up at her magnificent tits and smiling face.
"You're doing great," she told me. "I want you to cum whenever you're ready."
"OK," was what I said, but what I was thinking was 'I was ready several minutes ago.'
She took my hands and placed them on her tits. I eagerly squeezed them as she began to raise and lower herself on my throbbing cock. I watched her put her own hand at the top of her pussy, rubbing her clit and sometimes brushing against my cock. I knew it wouldn't be long before I could no longer prevent an orgasm.
I was fine until Mom said, "You feel so good inside me, Bobby."
The excitement of my first fuck and now the understanding that Mom approved was too much. I could feel my balls telling me it was time. I put my hands on Mom's hips and held on tight.
I think she knew because I saw her rubbing her clit faster and the expression on her face got more serious. I pounded her pussy as hard as I could knowing my orgasm would start any second.
And then I came. "Oh God! Yes! Yesssssss!"
Cum exploded out of my cock into Mom's pussy. My grunts echoed in the woods around us each time another shot came out. I glanced up and saw a look on Mom's face I'd never seen before. Her teeth were clenched; her eyes tightly shut; a look of pain on her face that I knew was about to change.
She came with a little shriek of delight. Then another. And another. Mom rode my cock for nearly a minute, one orgasm after another flowing through her body. My cock emptied itself inside her and beads of sweat formed on my forehead. I thought to myself that if I had a thousand more orgasms I'd never have one better than that.
Mom collapsed on top of me and my hands returned to her ass, which I stroked softly.
"Oh my God, Bobby. That was incredible."
I couldn't agree more.
LISA:
I had a pretty good idea what was going on in the woods during Mom and Bobby's little walk. I wasn't jealous. Well, maybe a little. I was more...determined...to follow up on what Bobby had said about me and Dad. I wasn't going to get laid by the non-existent boys in the neighborhood and Bobby wouldn't want ME after having Mom...if that happened...so, that left Dad, who wasn't actually all that bad looking. He had a nice body, in fact, but I never considered fucking him until Bobby mentioned it.
I mean, what could Mom possibly say to condemn it after what she did with her own son. The difficult part might be getting Dad to participate. This was going to take some drastic measures and nerves on my part. Also, I had to prepare myself for rejection. Luckily, I hate to lose.
I had no idea how long Bobby and Mom would be gone, so I wasted no time. I changed into my bikini, walked past Dad onto the porch, and turned on the hot tub. He was still inside watching TV, so I quickly untied my bikini top and took it off. I leaned back against the side of the tub and kept my ears open for Mom and Bobby in case they returned.
I didn't know what my odds were with Dad, but if he wanted somebody who looked like Mom, I was his girl. We had similar hair and bodies, although her breasts were a bit bigger than mine. I weighed a few pounds less and, I thought, had the better ass.
I thought about what type of sex Dad might want. Of course, this was an impossible guessing game to play. I wondered how big his cock was and as I soaked in the bubbling water, I began to want it more and more.
Soon, Dad came through the sliding glass door onto the porch holding two cans of beer.
"I brought you a...," he began to say, until I lifted myself onto a seat in the hot tub, exposing my dripping wet tits to him.
He stared for an instant before stammering, "Um, I'll just...put it here," he said, placing the beer on a table.
I hurried out of the water, saying, "Thanks. Don't go."
I let him have another quick look at me prior to grabbing a towel and wrapping it around me, making sure the loose-fitting towel only barely covered my nipples. He looked anxious when we took the two seats at the little table. I told him how much I liked the cabin, at the same time thoroughly enjoying watching his eyes bounce back and forth between my tits and my face. Maybe I could do this after all, I thought.
When the first beers were finished, Dad volunteered to get more. I waited a second and then followed him inside. When he closed the refrigerator door and turned, I threw off the towel and took the cans from him. Setting them aside, I took Dad's hands and placed them on my breasts.
The chill shocked me at first, but seconds later he was massaging them, and I didn't mind the cold.
"That feels so good," I said, looking up at him playfully. "Should I go topless more often?"
"Lisa, we shouldn't...I mean..."
I took his hand. "Come into the bathroom."
I led him down the hall and closed the bathroom door behind us, locking it in the process. I untied my bikini bottom and took it off. I let him gaze for just a moment.
"I want you to touch me, Dad. Touch me all over."
The privacy of the bathroom almost certainly emboldened him. He again ran his fingers over my tits and played with the hard nipples. Then he slid his hands lower, across my stomach and hips. The hands moved behind me and touched my ass. I quickly turned for him and he clutched at the cheeks of my ass. One of his hands slipped between my legs and moved up to my pussy. When he began to rub it, his other hand came around to cover my tit.



I moaned as a finger slid inside me and found my clit. Then Dad took the hand away, reached around and put it back on my pussy from in front. Now he had a better angle at my clit, and I whispered, "Yes. Right there."
We stood that way for a minute or two, my body inching closer and closer to an orgasm. Dad clung to me more tightly and I was sure I felt his bulging cock even though he was still dressed. At the risk of ending it all, I forced myself out of his grip and turned to face him. I jumped up onto the countertop and pulled his head to me, down towards my pussy. He took the hint and spread my legs with his hands.
Immediately, Dad's tongue was gliding over my wet pussy. I moaned the first time his tongue delved deep into my pussy and found my clit. With my hand on the back of his head, he began to lick it and suck on it, driving me crazy with desire. I prayed that Bobby and Mom were still far away. At least far enough for me and Dad to finish.
This was undoubtedly not Dad's first time eating a pussy. His tongue was like magic inside my pussy, stabbing at my clit and taking long turns deep inside me. He had to be tasting the juices that were now flowing freely as I prepared to cum.
As badly as I wanted it to last, I also knew I was on borrowed time. I allowed my body to respond quicker and soon, I was ready.
"Yes, Daddy. Lick it," I begged him.
I pulled on the back of his head so his face was buried between my legs even harder. I clung to the edge of the counter I sat on.
"Yes! Yes!" I cried out.
My body shook and an orgasm overtook me. I pushed my pussy towards Dad's face, and he put his hand on my ass. I came again. He continued licking and sucking and I came once more. I used to think Tommy Adams was the best at eating pussy, but he needed to take lessons from my Dad. By the time I quit cumming, my body was limp.
Still, I had enough energy to jump off the counter. Dad was wiping his mouth when I opened his shorts and pushed them down. Then his boxers.
"Wow!" I exclaimed. "You must have liked that...a lot."
His hard cock sprang up once it was free and I immediately took it into my hand. Following a few strokes, I kneeled and licked it. Wasting no time, I put the massive cock between my lips and slid down the shaft. With Dad's hand on my head, I began a blowjob that was intended to bring him off as quickly as possible.
I think Dad's intent was to enjoy this for as long as possible. His stiff erection convinced me he was aroused, but he strung it out for several minutes before giving any signs of cumming. Then a couple of groans and increased pressure on the back of my head told me he was ready. I was originally going to let him cum all over my tits, but it seemed like he wanted to cum in my mouth, so I stayed in place.
He never said a word before the first gush of cum poured out. I put my hand on the base of his cock and pumped it while continuing the blowjob and feeling my mouth fill with cum. I never knew a man could cum so much, but of course I had only been playing with boys. I felt so happy that I could make my Dad do this.
When it was over, I kissed him, peeked out the bathroom door to make sure it was safe, and headed up to my room.
ROB:
I was never so bewildered in my life. My own daughter had seduced me and I willingly...in fact, more than willingly...took the bait. The blowjob was wonderful, but I couldn't make myself stop thinking about having real sex with Lisa. The image of her nude was in my mind continually. The fantastic tits; the smooth ass; the taste of her pussy; her mouth around my cock. I couldn't stop thinking about Lisa.
I guess I would have felt guiltier if it hadn't been for the fact that I never saw Karen so happy. She was having a great trip, she told me, and I was free from having to worry about her being bored. I had planned on going fishing more with Bobby, but he was always off doing something, so I thought it could wait.
If my encounter with Lisa was a once-in-a-lifetime occurrence, that was OK. It was memorable. But I had to find out if she had more in mind...as I did. I would never force anything upon her. However, I planned on making it known to her I'd like more.
The following day was the warmest and sunniest of our trip so far. When Karen and Bobby said they were going canoeing on the river, I saw an opportunity to be alone with Lisa again. I was pleasantly surprised when she suggested we go down to the lake.
"Should I wear my bikini?" she asked with a smile.
"Maybe on the way down there," I replied.
"And then?" she said.
"We'll see."
She did, in fact, wear it on our walk through the woods to the lake. She looked stunning with her nice tits, flat stomach, little waist, and great ass. It's not that I'd never noticed before, but after what she did to me the day before, I certainly looked at her differently.
Lisa laid a blanket on the sandy shore of the small lake once we arrived. Without saying a word, she reached back and untied her top. She pulled it off and did the same with the bottom of her bikini. I felt my cock react at just the sight of her, but especially when she turned and ran into the water with her cute ass bouncing with each stride.
She was diving under the water before I had the nerve to reach for the waistband of my swimming suit and push it down. I nervously kicked it aside and saw Lisa's head above water.
"C'mon, Dad. It's really warm," she shouted.
I walked quickly into the water, letting it get almost waist high before diving in and surfacing close to Lisa. She drifted over until we were almost touching.
"Isn't it great?" she said cheerfully.
By the time I agreed, she had wrapped her arms around my neck, and we were kissing. The uneasiness I felt from kissing my daughter...my naked daughter...in the middle of a lake was swiftly replaced by the feel of her body against mine. My cock was pressed firmly against her stomach, increasing in firmness with each passing moment while our tongues clashed.
Lisa broke away and dived into the water. I followed, eventually grabbing her by an ankle. She squealed playfully and I pulled her to me. I was on top of her when we began to kiss again, swirling in the water and momentarily going under.
When we were above water again, Lisa grabbed my hard cock, saying, "Oh, my. I think I want this. C'mon, Dad."
She swam towards the shore, and I was right behind. She beat me to the blanket, but I was on top of her before she was settled. I pushed her onto her back and put my mouth on one of her tits. It was wet even before I lustily sucked on her hard nipple, taking as much of the tit as I could into my mouth. My legs were now between hers and my cock rested on her pussy while I worked on the other tit.
"Fuck me, Dad," Lisa murmured.
KAREN:
Bobby and I had a really nice canoe ride on the river. Fortunately, the current wasn't much because we had to turn and come back up the river to leave the canoe at the dock for the cabin. I took the opportunity to talk to Bobby a little bit about our 'relationship.' We seem to be on the same page that we'd like it to continue, but I left the door open for either of us to end it at any time without hard feelings. I'm sure he felt uncomfortable talking about it with me, but it had to be done.
On the walk back to the cabin, I persuaded Bobby to take a short detour to the lake, which I had not seen, yet. We laughed along the way because at times we were convinced we were lost. Bobby said, 'Good. More time to fuck in the woods.'
We came over a slight rise and I saw the water through the thick trees. I came to a stop to have a better look at the gorgeous little body of water, Bobby standing next to me. We were about fifty yards away, maybe a little more. Then I heard a faint little squeal, a female's voice. That's when I noticed the two people on the shore.
"They're naked," I told Bobby in a hushed tone.
"Hey, that looks like...," he began to say.
"Oh my God! That's Rob!" I said.
"Shhhhh," Bobby hissed at me. "Can we watch?"
"And that's Lisa!"
I stared as my husband settled on top of my daughter and prepared to enter her. We were too far away to see the specifics, but he was undoubtedly about to fuck her. And she was making no attempt to stop him.
"Jesus," Bobby sighed.
We gazed in silence as they began, Rob starting to pound his cock into Lisa while she spread her legs for him. I was too engrossed with the pair on the shore to notice that Bobby slipped behind me. Then I felt his hands reach around and start to play with my tits through my tank top. I was braless and Bobby quickly had his hands inside the shirt.
I watched Rob and Lisa, increasingly aroused by Bobby's manipulation of my tits. I thought I heard a faint giggle from Lisa while Bobby was opening my shorts. There was no way either Rob or Lisa could see us, and I didn't think twice about what Bobby was doing. By the time he had my shorts and panties down, I was so horny from watching the sex on the shore I didn't care what he did.
Bobby's cock rubbed against my ass. I spread my legs. Soon, I was leaning against a tree getting ready for his thick cock to drive into me. He entered me just as I tilted my head to see around the tree. I groaned at the feel of his cock plunging into my pussy. Once he was in, he reached around again for my tits and began fucking me hard and fast.
I watched as Lisa and Rob traded places, with Lisa's cute little ass now facing me as she rode Rob's cock. Rob and I, in our younger days, had watched our share of porn flicks, but this was way better than anything I'd seen, and Bobby's cock was, once again, the best I ever had. He squeezed my nipples, forcing me to reach for my clit to bring on the climax I so desperately wanted and needed.
In the stillness of the woods, I distinctly heard Lisa's first shriek as she started to cum. Rob said something I couldn't understand. Lisa cried out again, this time obviously in the throes of an orgasm. Bobby pounded me harder, and I frantically stroked my clit.
"Yes, Bobby. Now!"
I came suddenly and violently. I hugged the tree while Bobby thrust into me, pouring out cum with muffled grunts accompanying the intense stabbing of my pussy. Rob and Lisa rolled on the blanket with Rob continuing to fuck her, sometimes bending down to suck her tits. Meanwhile, Bobby plunged into me a few more times before slowly pulling out.
It was over as fast as it started, but we stood and watched Rob and Lisa continue their act for several minutes. After dressing, I whispered for Bobby and me to go back the way we came and circle around to the cabin.
Lisa:
As soon as I learned from Bobby that he and Mom watched what Dad and I did at the lake, I determined all bets were off. There was no use sneaking around anymore with Mom and Dad. I warned him what I was going to do, mostly so he wouldn't feel left out. I assured him that, if all went well, he would benefit in the long run. Then I waited another day, praying my actions wouldn't end everything. I was quite confident it was only the beginning.
It was almost midnight when I heard Mom and Dad turn off the TV and head to bed. I waited another half hour before creeping down the stairs and tiptoeing to the door of their bedroom. I crept in and stood at the side of the bed.
"Are you OK?" I heard Mom ask.
She was facing me and Dad was beginning to turn over as I pulled off my t-shirt and stood naked.
"Move over," I told Mom as I pulled down the cover and climbed into the bed.
I thought it was a good sign when she did just that. Not wanting to wait for them to react, I grabbed the bottom of Mom's shirt and pulled it up. I had it over her head and tossed onto the floor in seconds. Dad watched as I moved over and began to lick the tit closest to me. I put it in my mouth and glanced up at Dad. When he leaned down and took the other tit between his lips, I knew we were OK.
I reached down between Mom's legs and felt her panties. I slid down her body and quickly removed them. With Dad still sucking a tit, I crawled between Mom's legs and put my face above her pussy. I licked the insides of her thighs, inching my way closer and closer to her pussy. Finally, I slid my tongue up her slit.
Within seconds, I could taste her sweet juices. Mom spread her legs a bit and I dove my tongue deep inside her. Holding her up by the ass, I began to work on her clit. Dad was now alternating between Mom's tits, feverishly licking and sucking while I concentrated on her pussy.
I felt Mom's body jerk every time my tongue crossed over her clit. Almost immediately, she began to moan with pleasure. It didn't matter to me that she was most likely thinking about Bobby, I was focused on letting her know I could make her cum, too.
In a couple minutes, she arched her back off the bed. Mom squealed as her orgasm started. My mouth enveloped her clit, assaulting it with my tongue and lips for all I was worth. She seemed to cum forever, which was fine with me.
When she pushed my head away, I kissed her thigh and moved up.
"Now it's Dad's turn," I told Mom with a grin.
We got him naked, and each took a side. Together we fondled and licked his stiffening cock. I was the first to take him into my mouth, but Mom had her turns, each time cupping his balls in her hand and taking in his cock until there was none left to take in. Dad in turn played with my tits and Mom's ass.
Before long, when it was my turn again, I straddled his legs and lowered my pussy onto this erection. I was so wet I hardly knew he was in me as we began to fuck. Mom eagerly leaned in and licked my tits, driving me crazy with her light biting of my nipples.
Then I watched her move up and place her pussy directly over Dad's face. He pulled her down by the hips and his mouth covered the area completely. Mom closed her eyes, once again enjoying the work of a tongue on her clit.
We stayed like this for quite some time, enjoying the sex and watching each other. Dad was the first to indicate he was ready to cum, so I lifted myself off him, and took his cock in my hand. Frantically stroking him, I waited for the first blast of cum. It shot out like a fountain, making a direct hit on my tits. Mom giggled, at the same time rubbing her clit until she, too, was ready to cum. Just as Dad was depositing the last of his cum on my tits, Mom came in a thunderous climax.
We slept together that night, sometimes plotting ways to include Bobby in the fun. I couldn't wait to tell him.
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Every day was getting a little bit cooler and shorter in the mountainous national park. Deer and elk roamed constantly during this mating season. Bears got fatter and squirrels hid nuts.
Visitors were few and far between, although intrepid campers and hikers continued to check in daily. That was Katy's job. Katy Adams was one of two employees who staffed the office and general store during park hours. It was boring and low paying, but it got Katy out of the house.
Having just turned forty, she all but gave up on having a career. She was smart and quick to learn new skills. Working in the corporate world, however, just wasn't her thing. Katy liked the forest, the wildlife, and the peace and quiet.
Katy liked to jog in the park. It took her into the surroundings she loved and among the wildlife that didn't care about her life choices. On this dark and dreary day, at the end of her shift at the store, she changed into her jogging outfit and started out on a run that would take her up dirt roads she rarely travelled. With bear repellant in hand, she started off.
This route would bring her close to Tom Conway's ranger station. Her days were always better when the cute ranger, five years her elder, stopped into the store for supplies. Tom played professional baseball in his twenties and thirties, never having made it past the AAA level. Still, he kept in shape and brought a smile to everyone around him.
Katy's path grew steeper, and the air temperature dropped accordingly. She considered going back but knew that Tom's station and the intersection with another road that went down to the store were not far ahead. Thunder could be heard the entire jog. That wasn't unusual in the mountains. However, now the lightning was closer and the thunder louder.
Katy was not often taken by surprise by Mother Nature, but on this day, the heavens opened up suddenly and torrential rain pelted down. Hypothermia was real. Katy wanted no part of it. She quickened her pace to a sprint and ran toward the smoke that was coming from Tom's cabin.
Tom stepped onto the front porch, under the cover of a slanted roof, and took an armful of firewood. As he turned, he looked down the road and saw a runner.
"Katy! C'mon. Get in here," he yelled.
She was breathless as she ran up onto the porch.
"Oh my God. Thank God you're here," Katy panted.
Tom stared at the drenched woman. Her shoulder length hair couldn't have been any wetter had she just taken a shower. Her clothes clung to her body.
"Get inside," he said, following her into the small cabin.
Katy was easily Tom's favorite co-worker. She would never make the cover of a fashion magazine, but Katy had a simple cuteness of her own with a wonderful body to match. They had, in the past, playfully flirted with nothing ever coming of it. They just liked each other.
Katy rapidly walked in front of the huge fireplace at one end of the cabin, turning her back to the fire Tom had started hours earlier.
"I had no idea this storm was coming," Katy said.
"Welcome to the mountains."
"I know. I know."
"You must have wanted to see me really badly," Tom said, moving to a couch not far from her.
"That's not entirely untrue," Katy grinned. "I just wanted some exercise."
"I think you need dry clothes, first of all," Tom told her.
"No. No, I'll be fine," Katy said, unable to conceal her shivering.
"Come with me," Tom said, rising from the couch and walking toward a small bedroom.
Katy followed. She watched him pull a long sleeve flannel ranger shirt from the closet and lay it on the bed. Then he opened a dresser drawer and grabbed a pair of boxer shorts.
With both items on the bed, Tom said, "Put those on and bring your wet things to the fireplace. Oh, and there are towels in the bathroom if you need one."
Before Katy could protest, he was out the door, closing it behind him.
Moments passed before Tom heard doors opening and closing behind him. Then, finally, he heard her footsteps approaching and he turned. Katy was clutching her wet clothes to her chest, the long shirt stopping mid-thighs. Her hair was a little dryer and brushed. Tom thought she looked marvelous.
Katy laid out the clothes on the hearth, allowing her ranger shirt to rise above the bottom of her boxers. When she was done, she walked to the couch and sat next to Tom.
"You look so cute," Tom said.
"It's a nice, soft, warm shirt. I may keep it."
Tom smiled. "It's yours. I'll tell Evan a bear ripped it off me while we were wrestling."
"Don't joke about that," Katy said sternly. "I worry about you out here."
"You do? Honest?"
"Sure. I think about you more than you know."
Tom turned toward Katy and said, "Tell me. When do you think about me?"
He saw her blush. Katy was introverted in a crowd but put her in a one-on-one situation with somebody she trusted, and she'd say almost anything.
"Well, I'm not sure you should hear this."
"Tell me," Tom demanded.
After a short pause, Katy said, "Whenever David gets drunk and wants to mess around...and that's the ONLY time he wants to mess around...we'll be in bed and, um, I'll think of you."
Tom wasn't exactly expecting that. Still, he grinned, and said, "And?"
"I think about how gentle and loving you'd be. How you would kiss me before we did anything."
"Am I a good kisser?" Tom asked.
"Oh, you're the best."
Tom leaned over and lightly kissed Katy on the lips. When she didn't refuse, Tom leaned harder and the two of them fell to their sides. Tom kissed Katy again, this time more passionately. She eagerly accepted the kiss and ran her tongue across his lips. Their mouths opened and Tom wrapped an arm around Katy.
She moaned softly throughout the prolonged embrace. They were both stretched out on the couch, hugging and kissing.
"What's your verdict now?" Tom asked when the kiss ended.
"Still the same. You're the best."
"Tell me more about what you think about."
"After you kiss me," she said, "you lick my tits and suck on them until I can feel it in my pussy."
They were words Tom never expected to hear from sweet little Katy, but they definitely had an effect on him. His cock came awake, as if the kiss hadn't done the job already.
Tom unbuttoned the top button of Katy's shirt. "I'm glad to help. I wish I could be there in person."
When the second button was undone, Tom began to see the tits he had admired on Katy for so long. She was not one to wear revealing clothing, but it was obvious her breasts were full, and firm, and Tom wanted them.
"Are you warm, yet?" he asked her with a smile.
"I'm getting hotter."
"Good."
Tom had the buttons almost completely open, and Katy wasn't stopping him. He moved down and finally had the last one done. As he came back up, he slowly pulled the shirt open until her tits were half exposed. He put one hand on her chest between them and moved his hand so that one tit was uncovered.
Tom leaned down and delicately licked the nipple. Katy relaxed for the first time. She closed her eyes and felt Tom first lick and then softly suck on the tit. He took in as much as his mouth would allow, flicking his tongue over the hard nipple.
"Oh yes," Katy whispered.
He brushed aside the other half of Katy's shirt and gave equal treatment to that tit. They were nicer than he ever imagined, and his cock grew harder with each passing minute.
"What happens next?" Tom asked between licks.
"David is thankfully done around this point," Katy said quietly. "So, after he passes out, I start to masturbate."
Tom wasn't going to wait for any more instructions. He crawled down the couch and pulled off Katy's boxers. HIS boxers, in fact, but not for now. Because of her jogging, Katy's legs were slender and lean. Tom ran his hands up and down the inside of her thighs, causing her to squirm the closer he came to her pussy.
"Now it's my turn," Katy suddenly said, lifting herself from the couch.
She pulled Tom's legs off the couch and knelt between them. She opened his pants and pulled them down, removing his shoes and pants simultaneously. Moving back up, she ran her hand over his crotch before taking the waistband of HIS underwear and yanking them off.
Tom was erect now, his stiff shaft rising like a pole between his legs. Katy looked at it longingly with her hands on his bare knees. Then she leaned down and ran her tongue up the length of his cock. It had been years...even decades...since Katy satisfied a man with her mouth. But being a woman of many skills, Tom never guessed.
Katy put the cock between her lips and lowered her head until she felt the tip against the back of her throat. She came up, licked him a couple times, and began a methodical blowjob with her hand occasionally stroking the base of the cock.
Tom lost interest in Katy's private visions as her expert sucking on his throbbing cock continued. He looked down on her tits as they hung freely from her shirt. He stared at the incredible little ass stuck in the air behind her. Tom worked feverishly at trying not to cum in the first couple minutes. There was no need for him to imagine any other woman doing anything else to him. He was in heaven.
Katy felt Tom's body begin to tense and his grunts and groans grew more intense. She desperately wanted to do this right for the man of her dreams. She sucked harder; faster.
At last, Tom put his hand on the back of Katy's head and thrust his cock forward. A shot of cum exploded into her mouth. Then another. His groans filled the little cabin and cum leaked out the sides of Katy's mouth onto her chin. Tom came again and again with Katy never slowing down. She used her hand to stroke him when it seemed the last of his cum had been deposited on her tongue.
When Tom's head collapsed backward onto the couch, Katy stopped.
"Oh...my...God," Tom sighed.
"Yeah. It goes something like that in my mind," Katy smiled up at him. "Now, I have to get going."
"But I owe you...."
"Yes, you do," Katy said. "You can pay me later."
Tom reluctantly watched the beautiful woman put on her now-dry jogging outfit. She left him with a long, sensuous kiss.
***
If anyone else had been working alongside Katy the next day, they would have noticed a much perkier Katy despite the fact she got very little sleep. Her mind was too busy revisiting the events of the previous afternoon to let her sleep. Still, there was an extra bounce in her step and a wider smile on her face.
The day got even better when Tom walked into the office. Katy beamed at the sight of him and came out from behind the counter.
"Hello," she said. "Much better weather today."
"I'm starting to like rain," Tom replied with a grin. "Speaking of which, that's partly why I'm here."
"Oh?"
"When is your next day off?" Tom asked.
"Tomorrow."
"Perfect. The forecast is for it to be much warmer and sunnier tomorrow," he said. "Is it possible for you to get away for a bit?"
"Of course," Katy assured him. "David will never know."
"How about meeting me at the Sycamore parking area. I can be there any time you want."
"Noon?" Katy asked.
"Yes."
"What's up?"
"I have to go up to the Sycamore fire tower," Tom explained. "It's a long, hard climb, but would you like to go with me?"
"Absolutely. I'd love it."
With those arrangements made, Tom bought a few things and promised to see Katy the next day. That meant another sleepless night as Katy anticipated spending more time with Tom. She would climb Mt. Everest for him, so the Sycamore Trail would be a piece of cake.
Katy seldom gave a second thought to what she would wear when going hiking or jogging. So, it was unusual for her to think long and hard about what to wear the next day. She settled on a pair of long jogging pants, as they would be gaining a lot of altitude, and layers on top. Katy decided to forego her sports bra on the off-chance Tom might want to resume his superb licking technique. In reality, she just felt like a teenage girl again with a new boyfriend and she would do anything to please him.
Tom's truck was already in the parking lot when Katy arrived. Only one other car was there, and Katy felt somewhat relieved. She wanted as much alone time with Tom as possible, even if it would be in the heavily wooded forest where it was sometimes difficult to see fifty yards ahead.
They greeted each other and immediately headed for the Sycamore trailhead. Tom wore a short sleeve version of his ranger shirt along with his customer khaki pants. He carried a light jacket, as did Katy.
A short time into the hike up to the fire tower, Tom said, "So, how's old David?"
Katy grimaced. "Still a drunken, gambling, slob."
"Why don't you leave him?"
"I probably never told you he gambled away all my money," Katy said dolefully. "If I left him, I'd have no place to stay and barely enough money to buy food. Believe me, I've thought about it plenty."
"Does he hurt you?" Tom asked.
"No. It's not that, luckily. We certainly don't love each other, though."
"That's too bad."
They walked in silence for a while, spotting a couple deer and hearing at least one elk. As usual, Tom was armed in case they stumbled upon a bear. He never had to use it in the past, but never entered the forest without it.
Katy was never comfortable talking about her own circumstances and that prevented her from asking about Tom's. She relied on gossip she heard that often included references to a marriage that didn't last. At least one other park employee had chased him unsuccessfully, Katy knew for a fact. Katy would have gladly accepted his friendship alone. To have him open up to her as he did in the cabin was icing on the cake.
Half an hour passed, and they gained several hundred feet in altitude. Katy slipped on her jacket and zipped it up. Fifteen minutes later, the fire tower was in view at the top of a ridge. Katy's hike wasn't over when they reached the tower, however. It was eighty feet to the lookout platform using a winding metal staircase that had her breathless at the top.
"Wow! This is spectacular," Katy declared, clinging to the railing, and looking out over the vista surrounding her.
"You can see three states," Tom said with a grin. "Enjoy the view while I check on these radios."
Tom started on his tasks while Katy moved from one side of the square platform to another. It was now warm enough...or she was hot from climbing...that she unzipped her jacket and laid it across a railing. She watched Tom work, just happy to be spending more time with him.
Katy was staring at the mountains far in the distance when she felt Tom come up behind her. He wrapped his arms around her. It was a feeling she would never get tired of, his strong arms and large hands pressed against her body lovingly.
"It's time to pay my debt," Tom said softly in her ear.
Katy knew instantly what he meant, and her heart jumped.
"Up here? In public?"
"I want everyone in three states to see how wonderful you look," Tom said, moving his hands over her breasts.
The idea of being watched by strangers while having sex in public had never once crossed Katy's mind. At this moment, it sounded amazing. Tom's hands slid inside her shirt and up to the bare breasts he loved. Katy arched her back and clung to the railing, feeling her shirt being raised until her tits were exposed to the crisp, fresh air. Tom squeezed the nipples and Katy moaned. She felt his cock on her ass, and she pushed back against it.
Katy gasped when she felt Tom pulling down on her pants. They were almost to her knees when Tom reached up and slid a hand inside the front of her tiny panties. His fingers didn't stop until they covered her pussy. Tom slid one across the opening, brushing past Katy's clit.
Tom held the top of her panties and pulled them down to her pants. Then he lowered everything until they were pulled off one leg. He moved back up to her beautiful ass, swiping his fingers across the bare cheeks.
"Spread your legs, Katy," he said softly.
She complied, staring out at the forest and mountains as if in a daze. Katy heard his zipper being opened. She felt him moving and peeked back to see his pants at his feet. Then his hard cock was pressed against her ass.
She had never wanted a cock as badly as she wanted Tom's right now. She didn't care if every person in fifty states could see her tits hanging below her shirt and her naked pussy and ass about to be taken by Tom.
Katy felt the cock at the entrance to her pussy. She felt it begin to enter her. She moaned with delight as the long, hard shaft filled her pussy.
Clinging firmly to the railing, bent slightly at the waist, Katy took every inch of Tom's cock. It was a calm, steady rhythm at first. He could feel how wet Katy was, her pussy eager to take more and more of his cock. Tom played with her tits for a moment before reaching between her legs.
He found her clit and rubbed it.
"That is SO good," Katy murmured.
She didn't care if she ever came. Katy was living a dream with a man she was beginning to love more every day. Her concentration came back when Tom rubbed her clit more frantically. His cock pounded her rapidly, Tom's body smacking against Katy's ass with each forceful thrust. Katy felt her pussy begin to tingle as an orgasm grew closer.
Soon, her entire body prepared for the climax. Tom sensed her quivering, but it was her loud moans that gave her away more than anything.
"Yes, Tom. Please. Fuck me harder," she cried out.
He did just that. He held her by the waist now, pressing into her pussy with a cock about to explode.
"Yes! Yes!" Katy cried.
She came like never before. Her voice rang out, caring not at all if anyone heard. Her body shook and her legs may not have held her up had she not been clinging so tightly to the railing. Tom also did his part in keeping her upright, pulling her ass up so he could pound her better.
Then he, too, came with a loud groan. Loads of cum poured into her pussy, which Katy tightened the best she could around his cock. Tom's thrusts were less frequent, but more energetic as the orgasm continued. He shoved his cock all the way in and leaned on Katy's ass. Another spasm or two and he was done.
"God, you're good," Katy said as he pulled out.
"You make it easy. Think anybody saw us?"
"I hope so. That was fucking fantastic."
They kissed each other passionately, their pants still around their feet.
***
Tom and Katy lived less than five miles apart, so when he asked her if she wanted to visit him on their next coinciding days off, she eagerly accepted. Tom lived in his parents' old house, which he moved into after their deaths. It was a one-hundred-year-old, two-story farmhouse with antiques in every room. Tom wasn't into interior design, so he simply left things as he found them. The house had a unique charm to it.
Katy fell in love with it the moment she walked in. They each got something to drink in the kitchen and Tom led Katy into the massive living room.
"You'll have to give me a full tour of this place before I leave," Katy said.
"I can do that."
They chatted for several minutes before Katy said, "Now, you realize, don't you, that I know almost nothing about you. Tell me what I need to know."
Tom shrugged. "I was married once. Luckily, that's over. She's some other dude's problem now."
"Do you date?"
"Not really," he said. "Don't believe any of the rumors you hear from the park staff."
"I know a couple women who would LOVE to date you."
Tom shook his head. "I'm very happy right now."
"You must have been having sex with SOMEONE."
Tom grinned, hesitated, and then sheepishly held up his right hand. Katy roared with laughter.
"Oh my God, that's hilarious," she giggled. "I wish I had a video of that. I'd pay ANYTHING to see a man masturbate, especially you."



"Really?"
"Of course. I thought every woman dreams of seeing that."
"Follow me," Tom said, standing and walking past Katy's chair.
Katy followed, wondering what he had in mind and hoping it was the same as her. He led her into the master bedroom. Tom turned and began to unbutton his shirt. Katy just watched as he stripped. She gazed at the cock she loved once Tom was naked. Even in its limp stage, she loved it.
Tom crawled onto the bed and lay on his back.
"Now, when I do this lately, I imagine you getting naked," he told her. "Since you are here in person...."
Tom reached down and put a hand beneath his cock, lifting it slightly and closing his fingers around it. Katy took the hint. She pulled off her t-shirt. She wore no bra--her routine around Tom--and his cock reacted to both his touch and her tits. It grew steadily as Katy kicked off her shoes and began to take off her jeans.
Katy glanced back and forth between the pants she was removing and Tom's hand yanking on his ever-thickening cock. Her hands shook with excitement as she got naked. When she was finally undressed, she stood at the side of the bed and allowed Tom to inspect her.
"Turn around," he told her.
Katy gladly obeyed and Tom pulled harder on his erection while looking at Katy. After a few seconds, she faced him again and climbed onto the bed. Katy straddled his legs with her knees and watched. As Tom masturbated, Katy ran her hands over her tits, pulling on the nipples. Then one hand slid down her body to her pussy.
Now they were each playing with themselves, something neither of them thought they would ever be doing in front of somebody else. The tip of Tom's cock was a bright pink. Katy imagined it was that cock and not her fingers that were probing her warm, wet pussy. Her clit ached for attention, and she gave it plenty.
Under normal circumstances, Tom could go several minutes before cumming. Not this time. He felt his balls ready to explode, and he feverishly stroked his cock. He saw Katy's expressions change the closer she came to an orgasm. Tom gazed at her tits as they bobbed up and down. That did it. He was ready.
With a deep, resounding groan, he started to cum. Katy watched with delight as the first shot of cum rose above his body and fell onto this chest. Then more cum was deposited on his stomach. Tom grunted over and over as he came, cum dripping now from his hand and pooling on his body.
Katy rubbed her clit and squealed when her orgasm began. She rocked back and forth above Tom, wave after wave flowing through her. She massaged a tit with her free hand, extending the climax another few seconds.
Tom smiled as Katy managed to prolong her pleasure, most likely better than he could. Her eyes were closed. Her body was shaking until it crumpled on top of him. It would take a shower to get both of them clean, and they would cum again.
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Katy was getting bored. As winter approached, visitors to the National Park office and general store slowed to a crawl. She was working alone behind the counter, as usual, when she saw a Jeep pull into the parking lot. Katy watched as a man stepped out and strode toward the office door.
The little bell above the door rang cheerfully as he stepped in. Katy now saw him to be a handsome, well-built man around her own age of forty. She was used to having male hikers in excellent shape stop by, but this man was especially handsome.
"Howdy," the man said with a smile, then turned away from the counter and into the store. Katy watched him patiently as he moved up and down the short aisles. Finally, she walked his way.
"Can I help you find anything?" Katy asked.
"I'm looking for a pair of gray gloves," the man told her. "Extra large."
"Hmmmm. Let me look," Katy said, striding toward the back wall.
She inspected the few gloves hanging there, and said to the man, "I don't see any. But I know we've had some. Let me check the inventory, OK?"
The man agreed. Katy opened a door to the small storage area at the back of the store. She heard his footsteps following her but did not look back. Katy headed straight for the area where she believed the gloves were stored and studied a few boxes.
"Sorry," she said sadly, "Doesn't look like we have any."
She turned and the man was close behind her. Almost touching. She looked up into his gorgeous face.
"Well, you tried," he said with a smile. "It must get kind of lonely working in here this time of year."
Katy shrugged. "I get used to it."
"I hope you're careful," he said. "Someone as pretty as you shouldn't be alone with strange men too much."
Katy felt her face get warm at his kind words and said, "I can take care of myself."
"I bet you can," he said. "Sometimes, strange men just want a kiss from a pretty woman in the safety of a storage room."
Katy was trapped where she stood but didn't try to escape when the man ran his hands down both of her arms. He was SO good-looking. He leaned forward and lightly put his lips on hers. Katy was nearly shaking. The man put his hands firmly on the top of Katy's arms and kissed harder. Soon, their mouths opened, and their tongues fought for space.
Their bodies came together. Katy's back was against the shelves. The man held her tighter, and the kiss grew in intensity. Almost instinctively, she put her arms around him, one hand moving up to the back of his head. He was a marvelous kisser, and Katy was not one to easily let go of a marvelous kisser.
When the kiss ended, the man looked at Katy and said, "You really ARE quite pretty. Some guy is very lucky."
"Yes. Well, thank you," Katy said nervously. "I...I better get back to the counter."
The man wouldn't let her free without one more prolonged kiss, his hands exploring the entire length of her body from shoulders to ass. Katy pushed herself past him and walked quickly to the desk.
The man followed. At the door, he stopped and told her, "Maybe we'll meet again. That would be nice."
"It would be," Katy said.
The lucky guy the man referred to was Tom, a park ranger who recently entered into a relationship with Katy. She moved in with him when the man she was with was arrested for embezzling money to pay for his gambling addiction. Tom was five years older than her, but more than energetic enough to meet Katy's sexual cravings.
Tom was a former minor league baseball player. Between his job as a ranger and working out, he was still in great shape. Katy had some serious choices to make soon, and having men like the guy in the Jeep enter and exit her life didn't make them easier. She was still, and maybe always would be, open to flirting with any man she wanted.
When her shift ended and Katy drove to Tom's house, the guy in the Jeep was still on her mind. She would keep the little incident private. Tom didn't need to know about all of Katy's weaknesses.
Katy pulled into the driveway of the old farmhouse Tom inherited from his parents. It was a beautiful one-hundred-year-old mansion on lots of land. Katy loved it and she would be more than comfortable there if she and Tom decided to stay together.
Katy parked in the drive and entered the house through the kitchen door. As soon as it opened, she gasped.
"Howdy," the Jeep guy said with a broad smile. "Told you we'd meet again."
"It's you," Katy said with surprise. "What are you...."
"Tom invited me. Hope you don't mind. C'mon in."
"Where's your Jeep?" Katy asked.
"Tom had me park it behind the barn so you wouldn't see it. Didn't want to scare you off."
Katy shut the door behind her and walked through the kitchen, turned down the hall, and turned again into the living room where Tom was sitting on the couch with a woman Katy didn't know.
Tom stood up and walked over to Katy, kissing her on the cheek.
"Let me introduce Kevin, an old teammate of mine in Memphis, and his wife, Cheryl," Tom said.
Katy grinned and nodded at each of them.
Tom said, "But you've already met Kevin."
"Briefly," Katy replied. "How'd you know?"
"Oh, I set that whole thing up," Tom explained while everyone sat. "I told Kevin to ask for extra-large gray gloves. I knew we were out, and you would go into the storage room to look for more."
"Tom and I were known throughout the minors for the pranks we pulled," Kevin added. "This one was better than most."
Katy didn't know whether to laugh or cry. She was certainly glad to spend more time with Kevin, but Cheryl was a very attractive, younger woman of maybe thirty-five with a perfect body to match her face. Any visions she had of being with Kevin again were fading fast.
Tom made sure everyone had the drinks and snacks they wanted. Then, while the other three talked, Tom began making dinner. It was a skill he was forced to learn when his wife left him for a rich CEO. Tom had the last laugh, however, when the CEO dumped his ex for a younger woman.
Katy found Kevin and Cheryl to be an interesting, likable couple who seemed to get along great. They wanted to know all about Katy—despite the fact there wasn't much to know—and made her feel very relaxed, something that didn't come easy to an introvert.
The two couples ate and drank and told more stories. They sat in the living room after the meal with a blazing fire keeping out the cold.
At one point, Katy walked into the kitchen by herself. She was standing at the counter when she heard someone approaching. Katy turned her head just enough to see Cheryl behind her.
"I heard you are quite the kisser," Cheryl said.
Katy did not turn, but said, "There are very few secrets among the three of you, are there?"
"Oh, we share everything."
Cheryl put her hands on Katy's arms, rubbing them gently.
"Nothing happened," Katy assured her.
"I know," Cheryl said, pressing her body against Katy's. "Kevin was very disappointed. I think he likes you a LOT."
Cheryl's hands were on the front of Katy's flannel shirt, grazing across the bottom of Katy's breasts.
"That's nice of you to say."
Katy felt Cheryl's head move to her right shoulder. Then her mouth was on Katy's neck, kissing it softly through Katy's hair.
"We share everything," Cheryl said. "I would love to share Kevin with you."
Cheryl's hands moved onto Katy's breasts, but it was the face on her neck that Katy enjoyed even more. The tender touches of Cheryl's lips.
"Not without Tom telling me it's OK."
"I can assure you it's OK," Cheryl whispered. "And I can prove it. Come with me into the living room. Let me take the lead and just look at Tom. You'll get your answer soon enough."
This required trust on Katy's part that her short time together with Tom had barely touched on. But Cheryl's delicate touches and kisses had Katy very ready for almost anything. They walked into the living room together.
The men watched as the women moved in front of Kevin's chair and stood, Katy in front of Cheryl once more.
"Since we seem to have unanimous agreement between the participants that the episode in the storage room today was pleasant," Cheryl announced. "It seems only logical that we allow them to take it to the next level."
Cheryl reached around Katy's body and unbuttoned the topmost button. Katy anxiously glanced over at Tom. He grinned and nodded just once. That's all Katy needed to see. As more buttons were opened, a small white bra came into view. Katy would normally be braless around Tom at home, but she wasn't brave enough to do it at work or with visitors. This couple was clearly different.
Katy's heart pounded as Cheryl continued to open the shirt, pulling it out of her khaki pants to finish the job. That's when Katy saw Kevin unbutton and unzip his pants. As Cheryl pulled open Katy's shirt, Katy saw Kevin pull out a large cock, not yet erect. It was one thing to have sex with Tom in a fire tower, in view of residents of three states if they had powerful enough binoculars, but it was quite another to be in a room with four people, everything in plain sight.
Cheryl removed Katy's shirt. There was obvious growth now to Kevin's cock, as he gently stroked it. Katy once again felt Cheryl's face near her neck, just as her bra was unhooked. The bra fell down Katy's arms as if in slow motion, revealing her full, firm tits. Instantly, the number of people who ever saw her topless tripled.
It was promising, in Katy's mind, that Kevin was now fully erect, although his large hand hid a good portion of it. She had little time to concentrate on it. Cheryl was opening Katy's pants. Once the zipper was down, Cheryl slid a hand inside Katy's panties and tenderly rubbed her pussy. Several firsts were occurring to Katy in quick succession, and her heart raced so that she felt it in her chest.
Tom enjoyed every second. He rubbed his own crotch, knowing that the fun was only beginning. Katy's willingness to try 'dangerous' new things excited him. He loved risk-takers.
There was no risk in Katy wanting to fuck Kevin, but it was Cheryl that was driving her crazy so far. She loved Cheryl's lips on her neck; she loved Cheryl's hands on her tits; she especially loved Cheryl's hand massaging her wet pussy.
Cheryl pulled down Katy's pants, taking the pants and Katy's shoes off at the same time. Cheryl knelt in front of Katy and slowly took off Katy's panties. A neatly trimmed patch of dark hair rose above pink lips. A look of disbelief was on Katy's face when Cheryl leaned forward and kissed the inside of her thighs, eventually moving up until her tongue slid across Katy's pussy. Cheryl rose even higher and sucked lightly on one of Katy's tits, licking the firm nipple before standing back.
Tom gazed at the nude woman his wife was tormenting. Katy had lovely tits, an hourglass figure, and a small tight ass he wanted to see more of. He couldn't possibly get any harder by the time Cheryl was done.
Cheryl put her face next to Katy's ear.
"Kevin wants to fuck you," she whispered. "Tom and I want to watch."
Katy nodded, knowing full well that all of that was also what Katy wanted. She took a few steps toward Kevin's chair, staring shamelessly at his hard cock. Kevin removed his hand and the cock stood like a pole. Katy leaned over and began to pull off his pants. Soon, he was naked from the waist down.
Cheryl moved over to the couch and sat with Tom, massaging his crotch while watching the action across the room where Katy was running her hands up her husband's bare legs. Katy fought off several conflicting emotions: guilt; fright; awkwardness. Just to name a few. She decided to focus on one simple fact—she had the opportunity to fuck this cute man with the big cock and she was going to enjoy every second of it.
Katy couldn't make it onto Kevin's lap without first giving special attention to Kevin's cock. She ran her tongue up the entire length of the shaft, repeatedly. The bulbous tip got special consideration just before Katy lowered her head and took the entire cock into her mouth.
Behind her, and out of Katy's sight but not Kevin's, Cheryl had opened Tom's pants and was giving equal time to Tom's erection. Tom was yanking off Cheryl's top. She removed the bra before returning her tongue to the cock. Tom groped her firm tits while watching Katy across the room.
Katy was moving again, this time straddling Kevin and placing her pussy directly over his throbbing cock. Kevin guided it with one hand as Katy gradually lowered herself. Her pussy was more than ready, and Kevin quickly began pumping his cock into her. He played with her beautiful tits and gripped her soft cheeks as they rose and fell onto his lap.
Cheryl and Tom were pulling off the last of their clothes. Tom's cock stuck out rigidly as Cheryl laid herself on the couch and Tom hovered over her. Soon, they, too, were fucking fast and furious. Voices were heard throughout the room—male and female—urging their partners on and uttering what they wanted. In every case it was more of what they were already getting.
It was just another sexual first for Katy who lost track of how many there were since meeting Tom. She felt like a woman half her age, energized by his desires, not to mention those of his good friends.
Kevin encouraged Katy to cum. She rubbed her clit in response, although that wasn't going to be necessary. The sounds of sex behind her drove her to the brink.
Katy was not ashamed to be the first to have an orgasm. And it was not like she could hide it. Everybody in the room—particularly Kevin—knew what was happening. The 'new kid' cried out with delight as she came, with Kevin's cock and her own hand working over her pussy and clit.
Tom glanced up from the couch and sneaked a peek at his wife's contorted face as wave after wave of climax came over her. He smiled and felt Cheryl's legs wrap around his waist.
Kevin could only last a moment under Katy before he, too, started to cum. He held her by the ass and pumped several loads into her pussy. He felt Katy's pussy contract around his cock, forcing even more out of him. They would cling to each other in the chair, Kevin still inside her, kissing and giving each other credit for a great fuck.
Tom and Cheryl soon came simultaneously, tightly knotted together on the couch. This was not their first time together and it would not be their last. They rolled onto their sides, each one feeling one last spasm of an orgasm and barking out accordingly.
***
There were many smiles around the breakfast table the next day. Tom and Katy were off work, but that wasn't the main reason for their smiles. Kevin and Cheryl would be staying with them for a couple more days. The fun had only begun.
The first time Tom and Katy were alone, he asked her, "You OK?"
"Yeah. Why?"
"I knew last evening was kind of unexpected," he told her. "I hope you enjoyed it."
"I loved it."
"What was the best?" Tom asked.
Katy grinned, looked away for a second, and then said, "Oh, you might not believe me."
"Try it. What?"
"It was when Cheryl was near me, her face on my neck, whispering, her hands on me," she said softly.
"Really?" Tom said with surprise. "That's great. She's beautiful, isn't she?"
"Very. You'd dump me in a second for her."
"Never. And I'm going to prove how much I want to make you mine."
The day went quickly, with Tom taking everyone into some of the most remote portions of the forest. The scenery was spectacular, and Tom's dinner once again was a hit. There were drinks and laughs, but no sex in the living room this time.
By midnight, everyone was in bed. Tom and Katy were close together, both awake, when their bedroom door squeaked as it slowly swung open. Katy was closest to that side and, in the darkness, saw a figure come nearer. Immediately, she knew. It was Cheryl...naked.
The bed covers were lifted, and Cheryl took her place on the edge of the bed next to Katy, facing her. Without saying a word, Cheryl put her arm around Katy and kissed her. Katy responded by moving closer. Their bare breasts brushed against each other. The kiss intensified until they were hugging, mouths open, and tongues clashing.
Tom grinned in the darkness and let the women do their thing. He would do anything to fulfill Katy's wishes, and this was proof.
Katy ended up on her back and Cheryl began licking and sucking on one tit. She murmured, "Join in, Tom."
He quickly took the other one in his mouth. Katy groaned with pleasure at a sensation she had certainly never felt before—a double assault on her tits. After a moment, Cheryl moved up and lowered her own tit into Katy's waiting mouth. Katy's hands explored Cheryl's body, sometimes brushing against Tom's, as well. Katy wasn't wondering how hard he was now. Every thought was on Cheryl and the fact her wonderful body was all hers.
Cheryl pulled away and moved to Katy's waist. She only had to remove a pair of panties to get Katy naked. Once done, Cheryl positioned herself between Katy's legs. She teased Katy with licks and kisses on both thighs, but not the pussy. Tom and Cheryl both felt Katy lifting her hips as if begging Cheryl to put her mouth there.
But before that happened, Cheryl threw aside the covers and turned her body so that she was in a comfortable sixty-nine with Katy. Tom watched, stroking his cock in anticipation of the show he was about to get.
Both women started licking the pussy placed at their lips. Katy pulled Cheryl closer, forcing her tongue deep inside the pussy above her while her hands grasped Cheryl's ass cheeks. Just as each woman was fully absorbed with pleasing the other, they would feel a pair of lips around their clit and would utter their desire for more.
Minutes passed and orgasms neared. Finally, Katy could wait no longer, and cried out as she climaxed. Cheryl put aside her own pending orgasm so she could work on satisfying Katy the best she could. Her tongue slid over Katy's engorged clit again and again until she eventually heard no more moans and felt a tongue back on her own pussy.
Cheryl came long and hard. For a relative newcomer, Katy had mastered the art of oral sex to the point where Cheryl came a second time, eventually flopping next to Katy.
Tom took that opportunity to move his very hard cock up to Katy's mouth, and she eagerly took it in. Within seconds, cum was shooting down her throat as Tom grunted. He felt Cheryl's hands on his balls, and he came some more.
When it was over, Cheryl kissed them both and left the room as quietly as she had entered.
***
The next day would be the last that Kevin and Cheryl would stay with Tom and Katy, and it was she who was going to miss them the most. Both Tom and Katy had to work, but Katy got a text from him late in the day asking Katy to come to Tom's ranger station at the end of her shift.
It was a short drive up a winding dirt road from Katy's office and store workplace to Tom's ranger station. She was surprised to see Kevin's truck there, but Tom's ranger truck was gone. Katy parked and entered the cabin, calling out for anyone who might be there. No answer.
A quick search of the four rooms found nobody. However, Katy did stumble across a large length of rope that Tom used for emergency rescues and other tasks. It gave her an idea.
Fifteen minutes later, she heard Tom's truck come to a stop outside the cabin. The men were laughing as they got out and walked to the cabin. As soon as the door opened and Tom stepped inside, they froze.
Katy, otherwise naked, stood in the living room with the rope wrapped around her in such a way as to somewhat conceal parts of her body, yet make it obvious she was nude. A professional photographer could not have arranged a more erotic photo shoot.
With the men inside and the door closed, they approached Katy.
"That's a use for that rope I hadn't thought of," Tom told her. "Very impressive."



Both men circled Katy, smiling broadly at the three times the rope attempted to cover her ass, to no avail. When Tom was facing her again, he reached for the two strands that were wrapped across her nipples. He separated them enough to lean down and take one in his mouth.
Katy had the top and bottom strands wrapped tightly enough, and the ends tucked in, to keep the whole thing in place. But sections were easily moved, and the men took no time in finding that out. Each had a tit in their mouth while Katy's hands searched for their crotches.
Soon, Katy was opening Tom's pants and pulling out his hard cock while on her knees. By the time she had it in her mouth, Kevin was behind her, taking out his own cock. Kevin moved a couple strands of rope, giving him easy access to her pussy and ass.
The men heard her moan when Kevin drove his cock into her. The rope was now starting to come undone, and the ends hung to the floor. That meant Kevin could easily push it aside to grab her tits and play with the nipples. Katy's head bobbed up and down on Tom's cock just about in rhythm with Kevin's hard fucking of her pussy.
Looking more like an unwrapped present, Katy rejoiced in having the two men she loved most share their lust with her. It didn't get any better for her than to have one big cock in her mouth and another driving into her wet pussy. She hated to see Kevin and Cheryl leave, but this was a great memory to have until they met again.
Tom came first, pulling his cock out of Katy's mouth and pumping it until streams of cum covered her face and tits, not to mention sections of rope. Katy and Kevin came at about the same time with Kevin firmly gripping her waist as his body slapped into hers repeatedly during his orgasm.
They had all come a long way since that first kiss in the storage room.
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John was a forty-year-old partner in the largest law firm in town, with three hundred attorneys and twice that many paralegals, secretaries, and IT staff. He was attractive enough to have almost any female he wanted and over the years a few had tried. John always deferred.
It wasn't entirely due to his undying love for his wife, Julie. They were in love once, fifteen years ago, but now they made good partners. Julie, a college history professor with a PhD, saw her husband's indifference as an opportunity to take advantage of any number of cute college guys. She had fucked a few who wanted, or needed, passing grades. She had fucked a few who simply enjoyed sex as much as her and took pride in seducing a cute middle-aged professor.
They had no children of their own. But they had the twins, Jason and Emma, their nephew and niece.
No two twins were ever less identical than Jason and Emma. Jason was an introvert, happy to be alone reading a book. Emma was uninhibited, attention-seeking, and artistic. Having just turned eighteen, the twins were preparing for college. But first, their parents--both physicians--were leaving on an overseas vacation and dropped the kids off at Uncle John and Aunt Julie's house.
This was never a problem for the twins as they lived in a big house and were being sent to a mansion. The kids were used to luxury and, while this was neither here nor there for Jason, Emma thrived in this environment.
John and Julie knew Emma would succeed in whatever she did. The high school prom queen and cheerleader captain had the looks, body, and brains to do anything she wanted. John quickly found out just how true that was.
Julie and Jason were out of the house on an excursion that interested neither John nor Emma. John was going to work in his home office most of the day, so it was he and Emma holding fort. John was beginning to believe it was going to be easy having the kids around as he had not heard a peep out of Emma for the longest time. Eventually, he made his way down the hallway to his luxurious office.
John took two steps inside the office door and stopped. Emma stood by his desk, her body speckled with Post-It Notes of various shapes and sizes. She was very obviously naked otherwise. John shut the door and faced Emma again. Looking more closely, he could see that the notes roughly took the shape of a bikini, but with far less material.
"What are you doing, Emma?" he asked.
"This is modern art, Uncle John," she replied with a grin. "Actually, it's modern erotic art. I think it might be what I major in."
"It's...um...different," he said, striding toward her. "But not something a niece should be showing her uncle."
"I didn't do it to seduce you, Uncle John. I have a business proposition for you," Emma said. "I want you to be my agent."
"Why do you need an agent?"
"I'm going to make a fortune from stuff like this. For instance, I'd have someone take a picture of me like this. It will go viral. Then I'd sell the individual notes."
Once John got close enough, he saw that a few notes had writing on them.
"Like this one says 'ELT'," Emma said. "Emma's Left Tit."
John watched as Emma peeled off the large square note covering her left nipple.
"I'll bet you anything someone would pay five hundred bucks for this note," she smiled.
John's eyes raced back and forth from Emma's face to the hard, pink nipple just exposed. Only three smaller notes covered the rest of her full, firm breast.
"Imagine what I could get for this one," Emma said, slowly peeling off the one between her legs with 'EP' on it.
She moved forward until they were almost touching. Emma reached out and put her hand on John's crotch.
"I thought so," she told him. "You think this will work, too."
Emma rubbed her hand up and down her uncle's thickening cock.
"Go ahead, Uncle John. Lick my tit."
When he didn't move, she put a hand behind his head and guided it down to her tit. John reluctantly slid his tongue across the nipple. Emma peeled off another note. John countered by putting as much of the tit as possible into his mouth, sucking on it while Emma stroked his cock through his pants.
John moved one of his hands around to Emma's luscious ass, feeling a few notes barely covering her soft cheeks. He moved back a step when he felt Emma opening his pants. He studied the notes for a second, noticing how she used tiny round notes to represent the strings on her make-believe bikini. But his mind was back on Emma again when she pulled out his nearly full erection.
Emma ran her fingers along it before kneeling. John watched her lick him from his balls up to the tip, and then open her mouth. She lowered her head onto his throbbing cock and closed her lips tightly. Emma began a blowjob that John neither expected nor asked for but was never going to interrupt now.
John gazed at her incredible body and the thick, perfectly styled hair that hid most of her face. Emma was probably right, John thought silently. People might pay a fortune for anything associated with this dream girl.
Emma used one hand to stroke the bottom of John's cock while frantically sucking on the rest. He imagined this was not her first blowjob. But he was damn glad it was her first time with him.
Emma clearly had no intention of stopping, so John prepared himself for the fact his niece was about to make him cum. He put his hand behind her head and pulled her closer, ramming his cock into her mouth with ever-increasing force. She tasted his precum and sucked harder.
John saw a couple of notes fall to the floor. Emma's flawless body was all but there for his viewing pleasure. His cock pulsed until it ached. John fucked Emma's mouth with abandon, caring little whether it was right or wrong.
"Oh God, Emma. Yes. Yes! Now!"
A stream of cum hit the back of her throat. Then another. John's grunts echoed in the office as he came again, cum beginning to leak out the side of her mouth onto her chin. John thought he would never stop cumming as Emma wrapped her lips even tighter around him. He groaned loudly with his final orgasm and Emma looked up with a huge smile on her face, along with some cum.
She looked down at a note with a drop of cum on it. "We could make a mint," she sighed.
***
As a college professor, Julie was used to being around kids of Jason's age. She found them to be fun, energetic, and occasionally stimulating. Though she had never had sex with a student, there were plenty she often thought of in that way. Jason would have been one of them.
It wasn't as if some of her students wouldn't have consented. Julie and John were both very fit 40-year-olds who jogged regularly and ran in 5K races. Julie was cute, though not supermodel gorgeous. She kept in shape and her body showed it.
Jason's first chance to see it up close was a Saturday afternoon when John had to work at the law firm's offices and Emma was shopping. Julie saw Jason get into the hot tub in the Florida room and she hastily changed into her favorite two-piece bathing suit.
Jason watched as his aunt stepped into the tub across from him, settling down into the bubbling water with a smile. They chatted for a while with Julie learning very little about Jason she didn't already know. No, he didn't know what to major in at school. No, he wasn't dating. Yes, he had dated before.
Before Jason had an opportunity to decide he'd had enough of Julie's questions, she rose from her seat and leaned across the water, shuffling her way toward Jason. His eyes shot to her full breasts, threatening to escape from her top. Their legs touched and Jason squirmed when Julie lowered her ass onto them, sitting just inches from him.
"You're going to have lots of girlfriends in college, Jason," Julie told him. "Have fun. Don't marry the first one you meet. And don't rule out your professors."
Jason laughed nervously, unsure of what was happening until Aunt Julie's hand on his crotch gave him a good idea. Despite his best efforts, his cock responded to her touch and the closeness of her body. Julie wrapped her fingers around the cock through his trunks, squeezing gently. Then she took one of Jason's hands and moved it to her tit.
The top of her suit shifted with the movement of his palm and fingers, revealing and then hiding more and more of her skin as he massaged the tit. Julie let go of his cock and reached behind to untie the top. The material moved freely now, and Jason was able to put his palm on her uncovered nipple.
"Take it off, Jason," Julie said in a near whisper.
He lifted the top until both tits were in view, then pulled it up over Julie's head. Jason's erection was almost complete as he stared shamelessly at his aunt's bare chest. He hesitated, but finally used both hands to grasp the tits, squeezing a little harder as each second passed and he got no resistance from Julie.
She straightened her back and inched forward. Jason took the hint and put his mouth around one of the tender tits. As soon as he did, Julie's hand was back on his long, thick cock, this time inside his trunks. With water churning around their waists, Jason and Julie had the dual enjoyment of pleasing their partner and being aroused at the same time.
Jason could not get any harder by the time his aunt backed away and slipped off the bottom of her suit.
"Get naked, Jason," she told him. "I've waited a long time for this."
His trunks were off in an instant. Julie got a quick glimpse of his erection before it slid under water once again. Jason, however, had a long look at Julie's neatly trimmed pussy as it hovered over his crotch. He saw her reach down and position his cock between her legs. Jason steadied himself while his cock gradually disappeared into Julie's very tight pussy.
Jason never dreamed that the second time he fucked it would be with his aunt...in her hot tub. Julie, on the other hand, had fantasized about this moment more than she would ever admit to. The shy, quiet teenager just needed someone to take control, and Julie was more than happy to take over. His cock felt wonderful as it penetrated her pussy, and his hands massaged her tits with perfection.
Jason only had to lean back while Julie rode his cock. She was in no hurry. Julie was content using her pussy to manipulate Jason's cock, watching him relax as the shock wore off. His hands moved to her hips and the top of her ass, clutching at her flesh under the water.
When Julie felt Jason begin to push his cock into her harder, she looked at him and said, "Let's finish this out of the water."
Jason reluctantly watched his aunt stand and begin to step out of the tub. He quickly followed, having a good, long look at her dripping wet ass. Julie spread a towel on the floor and laid on her back. Jason was on top of her rapidly. He drove his cock into her pussy again and put a tit in his mouth, sucking on it furiously.
Julie wrapped her legs around Jason, and they fucked wildly, rolling from side to side, kissing and hugging passionately. Julie smiled to herself at the rapid change in Jason. All he needed was a little push.
What he didn't need was much more time to cum. Knowing that he likely wouldn't be paying much attention to her, Julie put a hand on her clit and rubbed it hard while listening to her nephew grunt and groan in anticipation of an orgasm.
Finally, he came with violent thrusts of his cock. Julie masturbated through the whole thing, herself climaxing at about the time Jason was done. Afterwards, they lay together on the floor, panting and kissing.
***
John loved Zoom meetings. They allowed him to work more from home and his home office was perfectly designed for it. Large bookcases filled the wall opposite the door, so John placed his massive executive desk in front of them facing the door, creating the ideal Zoom background.
The desk was a wooden antique, with drawers on each side of John's legs. The area between them was wide open in front and back, allowing him to stretch out his long legs when he needed to.
Today's meeting was with a corporate lawyer for a large fast-food company that John was defending against false advertising claims. Both sides in the suit knew the ads were deceptive, but John hoped to confuse the jury with legalese about the difference between misleading and false.
The meeting had just started when, peering over his computer, John saw the door to his office open silently. Emma walked in, putting a finger up to her lips indicating, John hoped, that she would be quiet. Emma heard the voice of a female on the other end of the meeting as she slowly closed the office door and locked it. John wished now that he had done the same earlier.
Emma walked forward, her bare feet silent on the floor. She smiled, but did not get one back from John, who was in the middle of a sentence. That was fine with Emma. He could thank her later.
Emma wore tight jeans and a football jersey. John's heart raced when he saw her reach for the top of her jeans, unbuttoning them and pulling down on the zipper. Every motion she made was deliberate and noiseless. John desperately wanted to tell Emma to stop, but the call was too important. This was a huge case for him and his firm. Emma suspected that.
She pulled open the jeans, giving a peek at the light blue panties inside. Emma stared straight at John as she wiggled her hips out from under the jeans. Inch by inch the jeans were pushed down, revealing the entirety of her bikini panties. John managed to speak when appropriate in the meeting, but just barely. His eyes darted back and forth from the screen to Emma.
The pants were below her knees now. One leg, then another, was pulled out of the jeans. She kicked the pants aside and stood for a moment. The jersey hid her panties until Emma lifted it enough for her to take one hand and slide it across her pussy in John's view. Emma put her fingers inside the panties and rubbed her clit for a moment, closing her eyes in delight.
Then she began pulling up the jersey, first one side, then the other, raising and lowering the shirt until the bottom of her bare tits could be seen. She uncovered one for John and closely watched his face, his eyes locked on the beautiful breast while he talked in the meeting. Emma showed the other tit and, finally, took off the jersey.
She ran her hands over both tits, playing with the nipples and kneading the soft skin. The hands eventually slid down her body, stopping only when her thumbs were inside the waistband of her panties. Little by little she slipped the panties lower on her waist. John felt his cock twitch at the initial glimpse of her pussy.
Emma bent at the waist and did her best stripper imitation as the panties came off. She turned so that her ass faced John and she put her hands on her knees. John was now having to squirm in his chair to account for his budding erection. He took a drink from his coffee cup while his free hand readjusted his crotch. It all looked so normal to the corporate attorney on the screen.
Emma gave John one last full-frontal view before getting on her knees. She crawled into the opening of the desk between John's legs and moved forward. John panicked. He strongly considered ending the meeting, blaming an emergency phone call. But this client and case were too important. Whatever Emma had planned, he would let her play.
John felt her hands on his knees. Then her little head popped up as she reached for his belt. Emma smiled up at John as the belt and then his pants were opened. She pulled the zipper down without a sound. John's heart stopped when he felt her hand inside his boxers, pulling out his hard cock.
It was too late now. John was doomed to having to conduct a Zoom meeting while his beautiful niece gave him a blowjob. Could he delay the inevitable orgasm long enough to end the meeting? Unlikely.
John felt Emma's tongue slide up his cock, circling it, taunting him with luscious licks. He glanced down at her hair hiding most of the scene, but he knew damn well when her lips tightened around his cock, and when it slid inside her warm mouth. She was in no hurry, knowing her victim was bound to his chair. The cock was rock hard now and she teased it mercilessly with her lips, tongue, and mouth.
John was thankful when the other attorney entered into a long monologue, allowing him to concentrate on what Emma was doing. As awkward as it was, she was still the master of blowjobs and this one was extraordinary. He was even a little disappointed now that the desk hid her naked body.
Minutes past quickly and John was close...real close. He knew when he could no longer hold back. John picked up his coffee cup and brought it to his lips. He tilted the cup and faked that he was choking to disguise the frantic groan when he came.
"Are you alright?" the other attorney asked.
John replied with an inaudible word smothered in a grunt as he shot more cum down Emma's throat. He faked another drink and coughed a couple more times.
"I'm fine. Sorry," John said when only a dribble of cum was emptying onto Emma's tongue.
She licked him dry and put his cock back into his pants. She left the pants open, backing out of the desk and rising to her feet. Emma swiped her tongue across her lips in an exaggerated motion, smiling the entire time. She waved to John, picked up her clothes, and left in silence.
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The diner was busier than normal, even for a workday lunch hour, which was always busy. Eric smiled when he saw Betty, the senior waitress and unofficial greeter.
"I saved you a spot in Libby's section," she told him with a grin.
"Thanks, as always."
Betty led Eric to a far corner of the restaurant, laid down a menu, and said, "Enjoy."
Betty was the leader of a contingent in the diner determined to permanently match the handsome eligible bachelor and cute single mom. Eric didn't mind it a bit. Since the first day he saw her, Eric had admired Libby from afar. They never dated. They never actually talked that much outside the diner, other than bumping into each other at the small-town grocery store once or twice. Truth was the shy, young waitress was as partial to Eric as he was to her.
"The Reuben is our special today," Libby said once she got to Eric's table.
"I saw that out front," Eric smiled. "Don't forget the pickle."
Libby didn't take a drink order. She knew it was decaf coffee with cream and sugar. Libby took his menu and walked away, allowing Eric to steal a glance at the little ass and shapely legs he liked so much. A thirty-five-year-old financial advisor in the Cincinnati and Covington area, Eric had been tempted many times before by rich female clients. He remained single, preferring the freedom to date whomever he chose.
For whatever reason, he was drawn to this diner waitress from northern Kentucky. He knew from Betty that Libby had a twelve-year-old daughter. He knew nothing of Libby's abusive husband who she escaped from years ago. Now thirty-two, Libby was gaining confidence in her ability to survive.
Eric purposely ate a late lunch so that, by the time he finished, the rush was over, and Libby had a moment or two to chat.
"Quite a crowd today," Eric said, when Libby finally stood at his table.
"I'm beat. I don't know how Betty can do it at her age."
"Good tips today?" he asked.
"Pfft. Not enough to make a difference," Libby said. "I REALLY need to find another job. Not that I would leave here. I like it here."
"That helps. What would you like to do?"
Libby shrugged. "That's just it. I don't have any skills that look good on a resume, but I learn things really quick. I can do almost anything if you show me how one time."
"I wish I could help you out, Libby. But I will keep my eyes and ears open for opportunities."
"Thanks, Eric."
Libby saw Betty give her a glance, meaning 'get to work.'
"Gotta go. See you tomorrow?" Libby asked.
"I'll be here."
After finishing his third refill of coffee, Eric took his check and headed to the register. While standing there, he heard someone singing in the kitchen.
"Who's that?" Eric asked Betty.
"Oh, that's your girl Libby. Have you never heard her sing? Lord, she can sing like an angel."
Betty swiped Eric's card and handed him a receipt while Libby's voice rang out in the distance.
"Eric? Your receipt."
"Oh, sorry. Just thinking of something," he replied, taking the slip.
Indeed, he was. He was thinking of an unexpected opportunity, as promised. As he walked out of the diner, Eric was searching his phone's contact list. Maybe. Just maybe.
On his way back to the office, Eric was on the phone.
"Tommy, my man. How you doin'?"
"I'm good, Eric. What's up?"
Eric said, "The other night at O'Hallohan's you mentioned that you might be needing a singer for Gunpowder Creek. Is that still true?"
"Sure is. Billy has to have surgery. We need somebody bad."
"OK if it's a female?" Eric asked.
"Is she cute?" Tommy said with a chuckle.
"Actually, yes. But I'm biased," Eric said. "From the little I've heard; she can really sing."
"Let's have her audition with the guys and find out."
Eric and Tommy set up a tentative date and time, contingent on Libby's availability. The next day, Eric skipped lunch and, instead, was at the diner at three o'clock, the end of Libby's shift.
"Eric! You're a little late," Libby said when Eric approached her in the parking lot.
"Yeah. I know. I didn't come here to eat this time. Do you have time to talk for a minute?"
"Sure."
"Let's sit in my car," Eric said.
Once settled, he told her, "I have a friend who started a band. A country and western cover band. They need a singer. Are you interested?"
Libby's eyes widened like Eric had never seen. "Of course! I mean, probably. I've never sung in a band before. Just high school choirs, and church, and a few summer plays. But yeah."
"Are you available Wednesday at seven o'clock to meet with them and sing a little?"
"In the evening? Yeah. What do you know about the band? Where do they play?"
"I know the guy who started it. Went to high school with him. They play at O'Hallohan's in Newport. I have no idea how much you'd make."
"I don't care. It's something," Libby said excitedly. "I just need something to help feed Emma and buy clothes."
"Should I pick you up on Wednesday or do you want to go alone?"
"Pick me up," Libby said. "I'll be too nervous to drive."
"Oh, don't be nervous," Eric assured her. "This is just a bunch of guys in a band at a bar. Relax. You'll do great."
Libby added, "And can you get me a playlist they use. I better know the words."
Eric agreed and brought it to her the next day at lunch after consulting with Tommy. Libby had two more days to worry and practice, but her excitement was unquestionable. This was not only a chance to make a few more bucks. It might add some fun to her life; something that had been missing for a long time.
Gunpowder Creek rehearsed in a warehouse just outside Covington. The acoustics weren't great, but neither was the band. They took whatever gigs they could get until finally settling in at O'Hallohan's as the house band on most nights. Crowds were sparse unless there was something big going on in Cincinnati. Everyone in the band had other jobs and any thoughts of making it big died a long time ago.
Eric and Libby arrived early for the rehearsal. As they entered the mammoth warehouse, they could hear a guitar warming up and a keyboardist playing a piano. Tommy saw them and walked quickly to greet them.
"You made it!" he said. "Welcome to our lovely studio."
If Tommy was still as concerned with Libby's looks as he was her talent, he wasn't disappointed. Shoulder-length, frizzy hair and bangs framed a face with delicate, small features. Libby wore a t-shirt and jeans that, while not elegant, highlighted her petite body.
"C'mon, I'll introduce everybody," Tommy said, leading the others into the depths of the warehouse.
There were four bandmembers to meet, and Libby was all smiles during the entire process. Eric took a seat on a stack of boxes nearby as the band got prepared. Tommy allowed Libby to choose the first song to play, which relieved her to no end. She stood in front of the group, where a microphone would be during a show. The drummer did a quick countdown, and the song began.
On cue, Libby's voice joined in.
The effect was immediate and stunning. One verse into the song, Tommy was convinced Billy was no longer the lead singer for Gunpowder Creek. Libby's range, while not in the same category as Mariah Carey, was perfect. The feeling she put into song after song as the session continued brought new energy to a band that desperately needed it.
Between songs, each member contributed his own encouragement to the new singer. Eric saw a light in Libby's face he had never seen before. He tried to imagine what the crowd at O'Hallohan's would think.
Forty-five minutes later, they took a break.
"Woo, doggy," Tommy exclaimed. "Where'd you learn to sing like that, girl?"
"I don't know. Lots of practice singing along with the radio is all," Libby replied. "I hope it's good enough."
"Good enough? O'Hallohan's isn't not big enough to handle the audience that will want to hear you."
Libby blushed from the compliments all around. She felt almost alive again. Performing in front of a crowd had never been a problem for her, so she was anxious for the first show. That would be Friday. Tommy, the band, and Libby agreed on a set list after she belted out a couple more songs with perfection.
As Eric drove Libby back to her house, Libby said quietly, "Eric, we have a problem."
"What's that?"
"I have absolutely nothing to wear on Friday," she groaned.
Eric thought for a moment. "How about this? When we get to your place, we'll sit here and order a few things on my Amazon account. They should be delivered either tomorrow or Friday."
"Oh, Eric. I can't do that. It's very kind but...."
"Stop it. When you are rich and famous you can repay me."
Libby slapped his leg and laughed. "Yeah, right."
Moments later, with the order placed, Libby thanked Eric over and over before getting out of the car. She barely had enough to pay the sitter. She really did appreciate what he was doing for her.
At lunch on Thursday, Eric was met by a smiling Betty.
"What have you done to our Libby?" she asked while taking Eric to a table. "We've never seen her so happy. She told us about her singing on Friday. I'm trying to get as many people as possible to show up."
"Thanks," Eric said. "That would be great. I know she must be nervous."
Betty leaned over to whisper to Eric when he was seated: "And thank you for buying her clothes. That means a lot."
"My pleasure. After hearing her rehearse, I have no doubt it will go well."
During lunch, Libby asked Eric if he could drive her to the club on Friday, which he eagerly agreed to. She said her daughter would be spending the weekend with her grandparents in Louisville, who were picking her up on Friday. That was a big relief to Libby because Tommy had mentioned there was a good chance they would be playing again on Saturday night.
Libby's new clothes were waiting on her porch when she got off work on Thursday. She impatiently ripped open the box and pulled out a pair of fancy black jeans and a sleeveless blouse. She held her breath...literally...while pulling on the skintight jeans. Libby turned in front of a mirror, admiring the result.
The blouse also fit well, and she experimented with how many buttons she could leave open at the top and remain half-way decent. Overall, she was pleased for having spent less than one hundred dollars of Eric's money. She had promised repayment and meant every word of it.
Her shift on Friday at the diner went by in a blur. Libby's mind was elsewhere, obviously, but she kept her mistakes to a minimum. Customers and employees could hear her quietly singing while not serving lunches. After work, she rushed home, changed, and anxiously sat on the couch waiting for Eric.
He, too, was anxious. Had he made a mistake rushing Libby into something that might turn into an embarrassing disaster? She gave no outward signs of having second thoughts, so he hoped for the best.
"You look great," Eric told her as she climbed into the car. "O'Hallohan's never saw anything like you before."
"You're too kind," Libby said. "I just hope this outfit washes well after they throw stuff at me like in 'The Blues Brothers.'"
Eric laughed. "Yeah, when the chicken wire comes out you know you're in trouble."
The parking lot was mostly empty when they arrived at the bar. Libby was in fact a bit pleased by that, looking at this night as more of a live rehearsal. She just wanted to get through it. Also, her mind was on important matters to be addressed with Eric after the show.
Within fifteen minutes, the entire band had arrived and were getting out their equipment backstage. Tommy and the others encouraged Libby repeatedly and she tried to look optimistic. The first time she stepped out onto the tiny stage, less than one hundred people mingled on the floor and many of those were regular customers at the diner. Libby spotted Betty, who blew her a kiss. Libby felt a little more at home now.
Eric wished Libby well and walked out to join the diner crowd, who all wanted to know how Libby was feeling. He promised them that if she sang like she did at the rehearsal she would be a hit.
At eight o'clock, one hundred people had no idea they would be able to tell their grandchildren that they were there at O'Hallohan's in Newport the night Libby Pike first sang in public. By the end of the second song, even those patrons who normally ignored the noise on the stage were craning their necks to see the young woman in black jeans with the incredible voice.
Libby stood stiffly at the mic for several songs, but finally pulled it out of the stand and walked back and forth on the stage, gesturing more and more with each song.
Betty leaned closer to Eric and said, "Oh my God, Eric. She's terrific. I can't believe what I'm hearing."
"She's a natural," he replied. "Born for this."
During the first break, Eric walked back to where the band was huddled, smiles all around. Libby moved aside and pulled on Eric's arm.
"Come here," she said. "I want to ask you something."
They found a dark corner away from the others.
"After the show, when you take me home," Libby said tensely, "can you, I mean, would you like to stay?"
Eric grinned. "If that's what you want."
Libby nodded. "It is."
"OK. I'll stay."
She kissed him on the cheek, the first time she ever did. It wouldn't be the last.
The crowd had grown by the end of the show, most likely by a few in the audience telling friends they needed to hear the new and improved Gunpowder Creek. The band finished to loud applause and cheers, Libby waving graciously, a bit overwhelmed by the whole thing.
This time she nearly ran into Eric's arms when he appeared backstage. He hugged her and praised her singing again and again. Tommy shook Eric's hand and said, "Thanks, old pal. You just saved us. I can't thank you enough."
"Anything for a friend, Tommy."
Libby never stopped chattering the entire drive back to her house, describing to Eric what she felt like at each phase of the show. She loved the ballads the most but was feeling more relaxed with the upbeat hits she knew so well.
"This isn't much of a house," Libby said as Eric pulled into the driveway. "You probably own a mansion, being a big money guy. Please don't judge me."
"If it's your house, I like it," he told her.
The inside was just as plain as the exterior, but neat and uncluttered, unexpected considering a preteen also lived there. Libby told Eric to rummage through the refrigerator for anything he wanted, but he chose to sit in the living room and relax after a stressful evening. She joined him on the couch, and they talked for an hour, rehashing everything, and listing things she could improve on--mostly stage presence stuff.
"We play again tomorrow night," Libby said.
"I heard that. It's great."
"Except I can't wear the same clothes again. I'm thinking of just wearing my normal jeans and a T-shirt. I mean, people didn't look real dressed up there."
Eric laughed and said, "No, they didn't. Anything you have would be fine."
"So...right now, I want a shower more than anything," she told him. "Will you wait in the bedroom for me?"
"Of course. Don't take all night."
She gave him another kiss on the cheek. Eric followed her into the bedroom and watched as she closed the master bathroom door behind her. He undressed, leaving just his briefs on, and climbed under the covers as the sounds of the shower began.
Eric wasn't exactly sure how he got to this point, but he certainly wasn't complaining. Neither of them had ever made an outward gesture of affection towards the other, prior to tonight. It was obvious to Eric now that maybe Betty was on to something. Libby liked him more than he imagined and now he was alone with her, waiting patiently for her to emerge.
When she did, Libby was covered in a large towel. It was dark, but not totally so. Light enough for Eric to see the beauty of her naked body when she pulled the towel off. He smiled at her and scanned her from head to toe. Libby's breasts were larger than he expected, but in perfect proportion to her otherwise small frame.
Libby instantly moved to the bed, crawling onto it, and sliding over top of Eric's body, but on top of the covers. He wrapped his arms around her. They kissed long and hard, the passion increasing with each passing second. Eric's hands roamed her body, concentrating mostly on the fine ass he had watched for so long.
"Do you like my ass?" Libby asked between kisses.
"I do."
"I thought so. At the diner I can see your reflection in the window watching me as I leave your table."
Eric slapped one cheek of her ass, resulting in a shriek from Libby. She rolled to his side and lifted the covers.
"Now it's my turn to peek," she said.
Libby kissed her way down Eric's body until reaching his underwear. She ran her palm over his budding erection, briefly wondering to herself just how long it had been. Too long since the last time, she decided. It felt good to be with a man again. Someone she truly cared for.
Eric suspected there were fifty men at O'Hallohan's that night who would have gladly traded places with him now. The cute woman with the wonderful voice was pulling down his briefs, exposing a cock that was aching for attention. Libby finished undressing Eric before moving back up. She swiped her tongue along the length of the cock, and then kissed the tip.
Eric watched her gently lift his cock and wrap her lips around it. Her tits hung freely, out of his reach. Eric envisioned having one in his mouth as Libby began bobbing her head up and down on his cock. Soon, he was rock hard.
Libby wasted no time. She climbed on top of Eric and lowered her pussy so that the cock barely touched it. She reached down and positioned it. Inch by inch the cock was enveloped by the wet, warm pussy and Eric closed his eyes. He opened them again when Libby leaned forward, giving him access to her tits. Eric frantically licked and sucked on one as they began to fuck.
His hands quickly found her ass and he squeezed the tender cheeks. When he lightly bit a nipple, Libby's pussy tightened around his throbbing cock. She moaned quietly, the first sound either of them had made. Eric's only wish now was to make this last as long as possible. He, too, had gone too long without.
Libby may have read his mind. Both were ready to cum in five minutes, but Libby playfully rolled them onto their sides, Eric's cock securely inside her pussy. Their legs intertwined as they kissed, hugged, and fucked like teenagers. Eric licked and massaged Libby's tits whenever he had the chance. Eventually, he ended up on top, pounding her harder and faster.
Eric occasionally encouraged Libby to cum, but there were few words between them. This was nearly a year's worth of pent-up desire--on both parts--being released in one quick experience. Maybe it would be more in the future, but right now this was merely raw sex.
Sex that ultimately brought Libby to an explosive climax. She cried out in delight as an orgasm flowed through her body. Her legs were tightly wrapped around Eric's waist as she came a second time. In the midst of it all, Eric groaned loudly and poured cum deep into her pussy.
Afterwards, his head rested between her tits, listening to Libby's heartbeat.
"Thank you for everything," Libby whispered to him. "I feel alive again."
"You were wonderful tonight. Especially now."
Libby kissed him. She would be wonderful one more time that night.
***
Saturday's show at O'Hallohan's drew twice the crowd as Friday's. Libby moved about the stage like a veteran, interacting with the crowd between songs and allowing band members to have the spotlight when instrumental solos occurred.
By the second weekend, the owner of O'Hallohan's had to hire a sheriff deputy to direct traffic for nights that Gunpowder Creek performed. The overflow crowds didn't come to hear Tommy play guitar. They were there for the pretty local girl in tight jeans with a divine voice.



The social media buzz exploded, with photos of Libby fronting the band appearing more numerous every day. The diner was packed, and yet Betty always found a way to get Eric a table. Soon, Libby's cut from the band equaled her salary at the diner. It never crossed her mind to ask Tommy for more. She was in heaven as it was.
Libby was at Eric's large house one day after work when her cellphone rang. It was Tommy.
"Hi, honey. What's up?" she said.
"You won't believe this, Libby," Tommy said. "I just got a call from a woman with the Cincinnati Reds. They had a band cancel on them at the last moment. They want Gunpowder Creek to play at the next Diamond Jam! Can you believe it?!"
Libby let out a shriek. She had often gone to the post-game concerts as a teenager.
"Oh my God, Tommy! They get, like, ten thousand people for those shows."
"I know. And they'll pay us."
Libby laughed. "They damn well better. This is incredible!"
Eric got a rehash of the call when it was over. He hugged Libby and told her, "This is it. This is the beginning of the rest of your life, babe. Get ready."
Within a week, posters promoting the post-game concert were hanging in the diner. The smallest print went to Gunpowder Creek, the first of three acts that would perform that day. The headliner was an up-and-coming guy that every country fan in the tri-state area was aware of.
The excitement at the diner and O'Hallohan's was palpable. Everyone had an opinion of what was in Libby's future. Nothing less than stardom at the Grand Ole Opry was the norm. Views were mixed on whether the future included Gunpowder Creek as a group or Libby as a solo artist. Either way, she would be the star.
Eric's debit card took far fewer hits now that Libby could afford to buy a few outfits on her own. Still, he helped her with the added expenses of babysitting for Emma and other things that popped up. The stock market was doing well, which meant Eric's clients were earning money. Eric's share of that grew in return, so he willingly eased as much of the financial burden on Libby as he could.
It was a warm, cloudless day when the Diamond Jam arrived. Libby, Tommy, and the band were ecstatic to mingle with professional artists prior to the show. As confident as the group was of their ability to play, when they walked out onto the outfield stage and saw thousands upon thousands of people in front of them, they got chills.
Libby wore a ruffled, short denim skirt, calf high boots, and a form fitting top with long sleeves. She looked incredible, as always. Nobody knew, but she was shaking as the first number began. But as the now-familiar role of singer took over, she relaxed. The audience gave polite applause after the first few numbers, but after Libby wowed them with her favorite ballad, the crowd's appreciation grew. When the quick set was over, a loud ovation accompanied the band's waves leaving the stage.
Eric met them backstage with high-fives and a hug for Libby, spinning her off her feet while praising her.
"See. You can do this," Eric told her. "You looked and sang great!"
"I was SO frickin' nervous, Eric. I didn't want it to end, but I'm kinda glad it's over."
"There will be more, babe. I promise you."
Eric was trying to be positive, but he had no clue how prophetic his words would be.
It was Monday back at the diner that the future hit Libby straight between the eyes. Near the end of Libby's shift, Betty drew her aside and said, "A man wants to see you. I'll cover for you for just a moment."
Libby approached the well-suited, middle-aged man and introduced herself.
"Oh, I know you," the man smiled. "My name's Peter Strovak. I'm with Bluegrass Records in Lexington. Can we talk outside for a minute?"
Libby's heart skipped a beat as she followed the man outside.
"We saw you at the Diamond Jam," Strovak told her. "You have an amazing voice. We would like to talk to you about signing a contract with us...as a solo artist."
She didn't know whether to laugh or cry. Here was the chance of a lifetime, but she dreaded having to tell the band she was leaving. It was an easy choice to make.
"That's wonderful," Libby exclaimed, "But I need to have my manager with me before I sign anything."
"I understand. Here's my card. Call us as soon as possible so we can meet," Strovak said, handing over his business card.
"We will. Very soon," Libby promised. "I'm afraid I can't talk more. Betty's covering for me."
Strovak laughed, shook Libby's hand, and they parted.
The moment her shift was over, Libby was on the phone to Eric.
"Eric! Eric! You won't believe this," she said breathlessly. "A guy in Lexington...from a record company...wants me to sign a contract. A contract, Eric!"
"Wow! Libby, that's fantastic," Eric replied. "Don't say I didn't warn you."
"Oh, and also, you're my manager now."
Eric chuckled. "Your manager? What's my job?"
"You're coming to Lexington with me and advising me on what to do," Libby told him.
"I can do that," he said, "And nothing is being signed without an attorney I know looking it over. OK?"
"Absolutely. Oh, Eric. I won't sleep until this is done; I swear."
She only lost two nights' sleep because Wednesday was the day they arranged to meet with Strovak. Libby wore her ruffled skirt, telling Eric on the way down to Lexington that it was her good luck charm. He had spoken to his attorney friend, who provided a few tips on what a first recording contract should and should not contain.
"Don't be surprised if I jump in and demand a couple things," Eric warned Libby. "It's all part of the game. Also, you aren't signing anything without the attorney reviewing it. That should only take a day."
"A few months ago, I never dreamed this would happen. I can wait a day," Libby said cheerfully. "I may not be a legal expert, but I'm not a little girl either, Eric. Don't be surprised if I look out for my own interests."
With Eric on due notice, they walked into the modest offices of Bluegrass Records. A receptionist greeted them, offered them coffee, and disappeared to inform Peter Strovak they were here. Strovak made them wait, either by design or necessity, but eventually came around the corner into the lobby. He welcomed Eric and Libby and led them down the hallway to his office.
It was exactly how Libby had imagined it. Records adorned the wall, along with pictures of Strovak with various country artists, known and unknown to her and Eric.
"So, that was quite the performance in Cincinnati," Strovak began while they all sat. "You have one of the best voices I've heard in a LONG time, Libby."
She blushed and nodded.
Strovak continued: "Nothing against the guys you were playing with, but we have session players who are better. We want YOU, Libby."
"I understand," she replied. "I'm not sure most of the guys in that band have the time or aspirations to become professionals."
"And you do?" Strovak asked.
"Absolutely."
"Good. Because Bluegrass Records is prepared to offer you a standard first recording contract," he said, pointing to a document on his desk. "It's for one year. One album. Of course, it has the typical exclusivity clause, prohibiting you from signing with any other label during the year."
"Does it contain a minimum marketing expenditure for the album?" Eric asked.
"It does."
"And an advance?"
Strovak replied, "Ten thousand dollars, with ten percent royalties."
Libby had done just enough of her homework to know the advance would eventually be repaid from initial album sales. The royalties percentage was on the low side.
"Both of those numbers are substantially below average, Mr. Strovak," Eric said.
"Libby is an unknown artist," he quickly countered. "Outside your tri-state area, nobody's ever heard of her."
At that, Libby rose from her chair and approached Strovak's desk. She strode around it and stopped next to his chair.
"They will soon enough," she said calmly. "I think twenty thousand and eighteen percent royalties is much more in line with my potential."
Eric cringed, but allowed Libby to continue, remembering her warning in the car.
"I don't think we can do that, little lady," Strovak answered.
Now it was a challenge. Libby's life had been just hard enough to prepare her for a day like this. Her future lay in the balance, and she would settle for no less than she thought she deserved. Libby glanced at Eric, who nodded one time.
Libby leaned over, putting one hand on each of the arms of Strovak's chair, giving him a good look at the substantial cleavage inside her shirt.
"Mr. Strovak, do you want to forever be known as the man who didn't sign Libby Pike to a contract?"
He didn't reply, his attention being overtaken by the movement of one of Libby's hands down to his crotch. Peter Strovak was no virgin when it came to negotiations with female artists. However, he was always the aggressor, more than once sending a promising young singer to her back on the couch in this very office.
"Let's talk some more about twenty grand and eighteen percent," Libby told him.
But there was no talking involved. Libby undid Strovak's belt and zipper. Eric watched, a little bemused by Libby's approach to business dealings. When Libby had Strovak's cock free of any clothing, she kneeled between his legs.
A few licks and more views of her tits had Strovak very hard. Libby teased him a bit longer before finally wrapping her lips around the cock and slowly taking him into her mouth. Eric knew very well what ecstasy Strovak was in. Next to singing and waitressing, this might have been what Libby did best.
Libby's skirt rose high on her legs and Strovak thought about what perfection might lay beneath it. He put his hand on top of Libby's head, feeling it rise and fall on his cock. He would have preferred her naked, like so many of the other women, but this was quite acceptable for now.
Libby tasted a drop of precum. She quickened the pace, using one hand to pump the base of the cock while sucking the rest. Strovak squirmed in the chair, getting comfortable for the inevitable orgasm. When he firmly gripped the arms of the chair, Libby knew it was time.
With loud grunts, Strovak put shot after shot of cum down her throat. He pulled her head towards him until his cock hit the back of her throat. More cum poured out and Libby took it all in. When he was done, Strovak had to tell Libby to stop.
She rose to her feet, straightening the bottom of her skirt while Strovak closed his pants.
"Well?" Libby asked.
"Twenty and eighteen it is," he sighed. "I'll have Julie make the changes."
Eric provided his attorney's contact information and the meeting ended. Libby waited until they were on the street, around the corner from the office, before wrapping herself around Eric in a hug.
"I thought that went well, don't you?" she smiled.
"Damn, girl. Who needs an attorney when they've got you."
"The last dude that called me 'little lady' got hot coffee in his lap," Libby said. "Strovak should consider himself very lucky."
There was nothing of consequence that the attorney changed in the contract. Strovak texted Libby as soon as he had it back and a date was arranged for the official signing. He told her that promotional photos would be taken that day and that they would discuss a tentative schedule for recording sessions. Strovak told her to expect the recording process and production of the album to take six to eight months.
The most exciting news, in Libby's mind, was that Strovak knew a songwriter who had a new song that would be perfect for her. The first album wouldn't be ENTIRELY covers.
So, life went on at the diner and at home for Libby, except that she had a good chunk of money to play with, allowing her to expand her wardrobe and Emma's. Eric refused any payment in his unofficial capacity as manager, content with his flourishing relationship with Libby. Betty saw a wedding in the future, but Libby and Eric did not share similar thoughts. Things were just fine as they were.
Libby and Eric talked about what she should wear for the photo shoot. Strovak told them it would be in the studio of a photographer the label used all the time. Various backgrounds would be utilized. With all options available, Libby ultimately chose to stay informal, in keeping with her day-to-day life. She wasn't yet ready to portray somebody she wasn't. Eric urged her to be more seductive.
The compromise was to take a few different outfits with her the day of the signing. She could try any combination of tops, jeans, and skirts that she wanted...or that the photographer recommended.
The actual signing of the contract came first on the designated day. Strovak, Eric, and the photographer, Stephen Jenkins, were there to document it, two with cellphone cameras and one with much more expensive equipment. Libby clapped with excitement when it was done, giving hugs all around. Her new life had officially begun.
The first activity was to walk with Stephen two blocks to his studio. Eric and Libby chatted with him along the way, recognizing one or two of the names the forty-year-old photographer said he had sessions with in the past. He made most of his money from weddings, he admitted.
The studio was larger than Strovak's entire office. Stephen used every inch of a converted old general store. Including the apartments above, which he gutted for additional space, it was three stories tall and very deep.
Stephen showed Libby a changing room on the second floor, where she left a small bag with her extra outfits. She began the shoot in her best jeans and a swooping V-neck shirt, just to make Eric a little happier.
Back on the first floor, Stephen set up some country scenes to begin with. The background was of little importance to Stephen when he had a woman as photogenic as Libby. All the lighting and angles of his shots emphasized her youthful figure. Eric was pleasantly surprised at how natural Libby appeared to be when given instructions on how to stand or sit. As with her on-stage performance, she got better with time.
Stephen worked for almost an hour before taking the first break.
"Why don't you change, Libby, and we'll start back up after that," Stephen said.
As she climbed the stairs to the second floor, Stephen told Eric, "I'm going out back for a smoke."
Eric pulled out his cellphone and sat back to wait for everyone to return. Libby closed herself into the changing room and pulled out another outfit. She began to undress. Meanwhile, Stephen used a set of back stairs to go up to the second floor.
He stepped quietly toward the dressing room. He reached out and slowly turned the doorknob. Stephen inched the door open until he was able to barely squeeze in.
Libby was facing at an angle away from the door and Stephen went to her. When Libby spun around, she saw Stephen with his finger to his lips. She nearly screamed but didn't. Stephen shut the door.
Libby was in a bra and panties, holding a shirt in front of her body.
"Be quiet, Libby," Stephen told her. "There's no reason to be frightened. I have an offer to make."
"What is it?" Libby said tersely.
"You realize, of course, that one in a hundred women like you ever make a dime in the music business," he said. "Strovak is out looking for another sucker as we speak. But I can promise you an instant income that will make your little record deal pale in comparison."
Libby listened but did not speak. Stephen took her shirt, which Libby reluctantly gave up.
"Don't ruin this chance, Libby. Listen to me," he said, tossing the shirt aside.
He ran a finger along the inside edge of her bra, down the inside of one tit.
"I lied when I said I make most of my money from weddings," Stephen said, continuing to finger her bra. "I also take nudes. A woman like you can make six figures a year. Guaranteed."
"I don't think...," Libby began to say.
But Stephen didn't let her. He pushed Libby against the wall, covering her mouth with his in a hard kiss. His hands were all over her, pulling down the bra straps before reaching inside her panties. Libby frantically tried to kick him, but his weight was too much. Stephen had the bra down, roughly kneading both breasts while continuing to kiss Libby.
"Scream and I'll absolutely kill you, right here!" Stephen demanded after the kiss, wrapping his large hand around her neck.
Libby's bra was hanging at her waist when Stephen moved down to suck on her tits. His free hand pulled on one nipple while his tongue and lips worked on the other. One of Stephen's legs was between Libby's, pushing up on her pussy. Libby had the courage to scream, but Stephen's hand made it impossible to utter anything more than a gurgle.
His free hand was now inside her panties, clutching at her pussy. A finger entered her, probing deep inside. Libby felt his erection against her leg. She prayed for Eric to suddenly appear, at the same time struggling to breathe.
Stephen withdrew his finger and awkwardly pulled down Libby's panties, twisting her in the process so she faced the wall, his hand tightening its grip on her throat. Stephen then worked at pulling out his hard cock.
One floor below, Eric turned off his cellphone and looked around. With nobody in sight, he decided to walk up to the second floor and check on Libby. The only sound he heard was his own footsteps echoing in the empty space. He saw what he believed to be the changing room and walked up to it.
Just as he was about to ask Libby if she was OK, he heard a muffled shriek. Eric turned the doorknob.
He peeked in to see Stephen, his pants opened, about to enter Libby from behind. Eric knew from the way Libby thrashed about and the placement of Stephen's hand that she was not OK. Eric jumped in and grabbed Stephen just as he was turning around, landing a right cross directly on the photographer's chin in the process. Stephen went down in a heap.
"Oh, Eric. Eric!" Libby gasped, rushing toward him.
"It's OK, hon. Let me handle this."
Libby was pulling up her panties and straightening her bra when Stephen began to move. Eric lifted him by the back of the shirt.
"You filthy little punk. What the hell do you think you're doing?" Eric said, throwing Stephen against the same wall Libby had occupied. "You should pray a broken jaw is all you get out of this. Now, this incident will be our little secret. Understood? If you so much as touch Libby one more time, I'll show you my MMA skills."
"Alright, alright," Stephen coughed. "Just trying to help your girl out."
"She doesn't need your help, asshole."
It was a quiet ride home for Eric and Libby. He knew she was shaken, but also had a good idea of her ability to recover.
"I guess that's our introduction to the music business," Eric said. "Hang on. It's going to be a long ride."
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Things were moving much too slowly, at least in the mind of Libby Pike.
Having just signed a recording contract with Bluegrass Records, Libby wanted the fame and fortune that goes with it to arrive instantly. She was warned the process of completing and releasing a new artist's first record could take more than six months. Still, she was impatient.
Libby continued to work as a waitress at the northern Kentucky diner that employed her the past several years. The thirty-two-year-old single mom continued to care for her preteen daughter. And Libby continued her relationship with friend and unofficial manager Eric, who was a saint during this portion of Libby's life.
It was Eric that introduced her to the leader of a local band, Gunpowder Creek, who made Libby the lead singer. That exposure led to the contract offer as a solo artist.
Now she waited.
A few weeks after signing her contract, a representative of Bluegrass Records texted her to say they would soon be submitting to her a list of potential cover songs to include on the album. Libby already knew a songwriter was giving her one of his new songs to include. Then, the studio would need to schedule the session players, reserve recording times, etc., etc.
It was all driving Libby crazy. Fall turned into winter. Then, the week before Christmas, Libby got an early present.
Peter Strovak, the man who signed her to Bluegrass Records, was on the phone.
"Libby, I've got great news for you," he began. "The organizer of SummerFest, that country musical festival in southern Ohio every summer, called me and said they had an act cancel on them. He wanted to know if we could send somebody. Of course, I thought of you first."
"That would be awesome," Libby replied.
"What that means is this. We need your album done and in the stores before then. Preferably, you'll be getting some airplay, as well. I'll be prioritizing your recording so we can make the most out of this opportunity."
"I'm available anytime you need me, you know that," Libby assured him. "Let me or Eric know what you need and when."
Her next call was to Eric and Libby was considerably more animated on that one. Eric was excited for her. He reminded her, once again, that she needed to take care of her voice during the cold, drizzly weather.
"Yeah, yeah, yeah," she told him. "More time under the warm covers with you is what I need."
"Exactly!" Eric laughed.
As Strovak promised, the pace picked up considerably. The album's content was reduced to a dozen possible songs. Libby recorded demo tapes for each one. Her favorite, from the beginning, was 'Waiting for Someone', the original ballad written for her. She hoped it would be the first single but had little control over that.
One major issue was resolved in her personal life when Libby's parents eagerly offered to take care of Emma, Libby's daughter, during the entire process. Between numerous trips back and forth to the Lexington recording studio and work, Libby's free time was limited. She did manage to see Emma several times a week, doing her motherly duty of encouraging more and better schoolwork.
Emma begged to be able to go to SummerFest, but Libby wasn't sure a weekend-long party was a setting she wanted Emma to be in. Libby made no promises.
Finally, in January, Bluegrass Records was ready to start work on Libby Pike's self-titled debut album. Libby and Eric both went to Lexington, with Eric's role limited to offering emotional support. His support was much needed as a new singer, with new musicians, in a new environment was somewhat overwhelming. However, Libby's obvious talent and good looks convinced those around the record company that they might have a star in the making.
The marketing department, especially, was excited to work with a 'girl next door' singer. They weren't impressed with the limited number of photos taken by the professional photographer the day Libby signed her contract, so Eric suggested he take a few of Libby outside her diner. Marketing was on-board with the idea and Libby was thrilled to include the employer who kept her afloat as the potential album cover.
The photos turned out great. It was just Libby in casual jeans and a tank top, leaning against the front of the diner one day after it had closed.
"When I'm famous," Libby told Eric with a smile, "people will be swarming to this place. Betty will love it."
Eric knew the senior waitress Libby referred to, who for so long protected Libby like a mother hen, would be happy. Now if Betty would only stop trying to get Eric and Libby to walk down the aisle, he'd be happier.
By the end of February, the album was complete. Strovak had contacts at country radio station WWOH in Cincinnati who were always willing to play a new single from Bluegrass Records a few times to see what response it got. Strovak sent them 'Waiting for Someone' with a request to be told when the station would first air it.
Eric had previously asked Strovak to only notify him in advance so they could surprise Libby. The good news was that it would be at twelve fifteen on a Monday, a busy time for the diner and it would be packed. The bad news was that Eric, a financial advisor, had an appointment with a client and couldn't be at the diner. He would have to wait until Libby got off at three o'clock to see her.
Libby was her usual smiling self as the clock crept past noon. Then, over the speakers, everyone heard:
"OK, folks. Y'all know that Jenni and Jenkins love to premier new songs whenever we can. Well, today we have a special treat for you. Our friends at Bluegrass Records sent us a song by a local girl. That's right. A fabulous new singer from here in the tri-state area. Her name is Libby Pike, and you may have heard her as the lead singer for Gunpowder Creek, the house band at O'Hallohan's in Newport."
A loud cheer went up in the diner. Betty rushed into the kitchen to grab Libby, leading her back into the dining room by the hand. Then Betty put her arm around the younger waitress.
"Well, Libby's a solo artist now and just finished her first album. We are so proud at WWOH to be the first station in the country to play 'Waiting for Someone' by our very own Libby Pike!"
Another cheer rang out, until the first notes of Libby's ballad were heard. Then you could hear a fork drop while the divine voice of their favorite girl rang out. By the end of the first verse, a tear flowed down the cheek of Libby Pike. All the years of scrounging for money to eat. All the abuse from her ex-husband. All the sexual innuendos from customers. All those people could go to hell because Libby Pike was going to make it.
People stood and applauded when the song ended. An embarrassed, yet proud, Libby waved to them all and thanked them over and over. A hug from Betty, and then it was back to work.
Eric would arrive at the diner a little past three. It was Libby's day to close the place up, so she was alone when Eric knocked loudly on the locked front door. Libby ran to open it.
"Did you hear? They played on record on the radio, Eric! Can you believe it?"
Eric hugged and kissed her, twirling Libby around one time afterward.
"You're a star, Libby."
"Come here. Come here," she said, excitedly dragging him by the hand toward the kitchen. "I've been waiting for you all day."
Once behind the swinging doors of the kitchen, Libby pressed her body against Eric's and said, "I want you to fuck me."
"Here?"
"Right here. Right now," she replied, putting her hand on his crotch. "We're going to celebrate."
Eric watched as Libby quickly opened her jeans. He followed suit, already feeling his cock respond. Libby pushed her pants down her legs and did the same to her panties. Almost before Eric could pull out his cock, he was looking at Libby's luscious ass while she leaned against the counter.
Eric stroked his cock a couple time, reaching around to hold Libby's tits through her shirt with the other hand. That's all it took. He was ready.
Eric spread her legs slightly with a gentle push of one hand on her thigh. Libby complied as well as she could with clothes around her ankles. It was enough for Eric, who moved his hard cock into place and drove it forward into Libby's pussy.
He heard her familiar groan of delight as he began to fuck her. Eric managed to get one button of her shirt open and inserted a hand to grasp her breast. The bra slid aside, and he pinched her nipple, resulting in another squeal from Libby.
Her pussy tightened around his throbbing cock. They had fucked many times in many places, but this was different. Better. Pure sex practically in public.
The sound of their bodies smacking together beat like the rhythm in one of Libby's songs. Eric held her by the waist, slamming his cock into her with more intensity. Libby braced herself on the slick counter the best she could, waiting for her body to signal that she was about to cum.
She didn't have to wait long. For three hours she had anticipated this moment with Eric. Now she had him inside her, and she reached for her clit, running a finger over it repeatedly. She moaned loudly, arching her back as the orgasm approached.
"Yes, Eric. Fuck me...harder," she cried out.
A moment later, her body shook when she came. Eric thrust his cock into her like never before, listening to Libby howl with pleasure. As she finished, he began, shooting loads of cum into her pussy with violent bursts and loud grunts. Eric pulled her ass back towards him, pounding her pussy continually until every drop of cum had been deposited.
He laid against her back, kissing her neck and ears.
"You're so good, Libby."
The album was officially released later that week. WWOH continued to give the single airplay and Strovak pushed it as hard as he could on Nashville stations. Her first on-air interview came from a station in Louisville. The photos on the station's website got a ton of hits, convincing Strovak that Libby needed to be seen by the public as much as possible.
The single debuted at number forty-eight on the county chart. A modest start. It climbed to forty, and ultimately peaked at number twenty-nine.
Strovak wasn't concerned. Libby's name and face were out there. Sales were adequate and everyone was making a little money. SummerFest was coming.
The annual country concert took place over a three-day weekend in June. It drew around fifty thousand people to a rolling open field in southern Ohio. Despite the obscure setting, it drew the biggest names in country music. Just to be listed on the same billing as them was a gigantic step forward for Libby Pike.
She would have one chance to impress the world. If she failed, there would almost certainly be no second chance. Rehearsals with the musicians from Bluegrass Records were intense and frequent. But, as the concert neared, the set was tight and without faults.
Libby spared no expense on the purchase of a little leather skirt...quite short...and matching boots with dangerous looking heels. She preferred form fitting tops, and the one she chose had the deepest V-neck she could find. If this was going to be her one and only appearance, she was going to look good doing it.
"Go for it," Strovak told her when Libby described her outfit. "There will be national media coverage. I want your image everywhere."
Libby was scheduled to be the second act on the first day of the festival. Not ideal, but she was in no position to argue. The day was slightly overcast, but warm with no wind. Eric and Libby arrived several hours before her appearance, but the field was already nearly filled. They took time to look out over the crowd in appreciation of where they were before heading to the performer's staging area.
"Wow, look at those motorhomes," Libby gushed, staring at the reserved parking lot for performers.
"Someday you'll be travelling in one of those," Eric assured her.
"I just want to SEE the inside of one. I'll worry about owning it later."
They stepped into a large tent behind the stage, satisfied for now to just be there. None of the celebrities would appear until night came. Libby drew a bit of attention, mainly for her outfit if not her star power. Everyone made her feel comfortable. All the bands and solo artists had been in Libby's shoes at one point, some as recent as last year. There were a lot of encouraging words.
During the first act's set, Libby paced nervously while her band--all of them veterans--sat, smoked, and played cards. Both Eric and Libby marveled at the sound of the crowd, something they had never heard before from in front of them all. And they knew this was while they were mostly sober and straight. They couldn't wait until the stars arrived.
Then it was time. Libby Pike was about to show the world what she had. Some people at the diner knew. Regulars at O'Hallohan's knew. Eric knew. Most importantly, Libby Pike knew.
It was the sound of the applause and cheers following her first song that put Libby at ease. From that point on, she strutted across the stage, urged the audience to sing along with the classics she covered, and had them enthralled with her voice on 'Waiting for Someone.' When she bowed and waved at the end, the roar was thunderous.
She hopped off the back of the stage into Eric's arms.
"You did it, babe! They loved you," he exclaimed.
"I was SO nervous, Eric. I can't believe I was even able to sing."
"Better get used to it, hon."
If the reception she got from everyone in the tent--people who had no affiliation with her--was any indication, Eric was right. Praise rained down on her from all corners. Here musicians, especially, agreed it was the best they had heard from a new singer. Libby was outwardly appreciative, but inside she was exploding with joy.
It wasn't long afterwards that Libby tugged on Eric's arm, pointing to the far end of the tent.
"Oh my God. Oh my God, Eric! It's George Krill!"
Eric turned and saw the tall, handsome country star in his signature cowboy hat shaking hands with people. Krill was one of the hottest singers on the country scene, currently on a blockbuster tour. The not-yet-thirty bachelor was on the cover of celebrity magazines every week. His website had millions of subscribers. And he was walking toward Libby and Eric.
"What do I say?" Libby murmured to Eric nervously.
"How about 'Hi.'"
Krill stepped up to Libby, reached out his hand, and said, "Hi. I'm George Krill."
"Oh, I know," Libby said. "Hi. I'm Libby. This is Eric."
The men shook hands.
"I watched your set," Krill told her.
"You did? Mine?"
Krill laughed. "Sure. I thought you were fantastic. What a voice. You won't have to introduce yourself to people for very long. They'll know who you are."
"That's very kind of you," Libby blushed.
"I hope you weren't nervous," Krill said.
"Like never before," Libby admitted. "That's a lot of people watching me. It's all so new to me."
Krill smiled and said, "Listen, I came over because I wanted to invite you to the party after my set tonight. Can you make it?"
"Of course. I mean...," she looked at Eric. "Is that OK?"
"Eric's invited too, of course," Krill added quickly.
Eric nodded to Libby, but he didn't have to. "Sure. Where and when?"
Krill nodded towards the VIP parking lot. "My motorhome is parked outside. You can't miss it. My picture is plastered all over the outside. Be there after my show. I'll tell them to expect you."
"Thank you so much," Libby gushed. "We'll be there."
Krill tipped his hat and walked off to meet more fans. Libby and Eric tried to contain themselves, wondering if what just happened was real.
"I wonder what this will be like?" Libby finally asked.
"I doubt if it's as wild as the stories you hear," Eric answered. "Lots of booze, I suppose."
"You know I don't drink much," Libby said.
"My advice is not to refuse anything George Krill offers. That would be rude."
Libby nodded, watching the singer leave the tent.
The unexpected invitation meant Libby and Eric had to spend the rest of the day on the festival grounds, which was not totally bad. There was plenty to eat and Libby, still in the same clothes she performed in, was recognized by a growing number of attendees. They listened to other singers just like all the people around them, recognizing that the talent level was increasing by the hour, building up to the big George Krill concert under the lights.
Krill was magnificent, as always. For his young age, he exhibited a presence rarely seen in Grand Ole Opry veterans. The crowd loved every minute of his show, forcing him to come back for two encores while Libby and Eric made their way toward his motorhome.
Indeed, there was no missing it. The colorful custom coach stood out not only for its artwork, but for its size. When they arrived and showed the burly security guard their passes, he motioned for the doors to be opened. They climbed in and gazed down the entire length of the luxurious interior. Actually, there were three levels to the coach, with two steps down to a huge living area and, in the rear of the coach, several steps up to the main bedroom.
"I could get used to this," Libby said quietly before they entered the living area.
A man and woman were already seated there. Tom and Amy introduced themselves, with Tom indicating he was a former band mate of Krill's and a high school friend. His girlfriend Amy was an adorable, skinny girl in her early twenties who Libby determined early on talked way too much. Eric seemed to like her, which didn't help.
Soon, George Krill was entering the motorhome.
"Eric! That's Cheryl Smith!" Libby told Eric.
Right behind Krill was a smiling woman with long dark hair, a well-known singer who performed immediately preceding Krill at the festival. Tabloids had long suspected the two were a couple, but both denied it. 'Coincidence,' they would say about the billing at SummerFest.
If Libby thought her short skirt and tight top with the swooping neckline was seductive, she was getting a quick lesson in how the stars do it. Cheryl's top was one button away from flying open and the large breasts underneath made every attempt to escape on their own. Tabloid photos paled in comparison as she and Krill joined the others.
Hugs and kisses followed. Drinks began to flow and Libby and Eric each grabbed a beer. Six people fit in the space available, but just barely. Libby tried to digest the fact she was mingling elbow-to-elbow with internationally known artists at a major music festival. Life was good.
Music blared over the speakers. Libby and Eric hoped that one day Libby's songs would be routinely played in such settings. If the compliments Libby was receiving were any indication, the day would arrive soon enough.
Cheryl Smith got noticeably drunker as time wore on. She was all over Krill, but that didn't mean Tom and Eric didn't get their share of her attention. She danced and sang in her revealing shirt and skin-tight pants, seeming to go out of her way to rub her ass against both male and female.
Krill smiled at her antics, having seen them many times before. He could predict what came next.
Standing in the middle of the room, she unbuttoned her shirt. It hung loosely open, both breasts scarcely hidden from view. She raised her arms over her head as she danced, finally exposing the large tits. Eric glanced at Libby, who grinned back at him and took out a second beer.
Soon, Cheryl pulled off the shirt and held it in her hand at her side.
"She's really a stripper at heart," Krill told the group. "She only sings as a hobby."
Libby watched as Cheryl walked past each man, teasing them with her bare chest. Tom ran his fingers across the tits, but Eric decided not to. Then Cheryl came to Libby.
Cheryl tossed her shirt aside, smiling at Libby. Then Cheryl ran her hands up the outside of Libby's top before clutching the top and beginning to lift it. Libby's heart raced, instinctively wanting to stop her but, at the same time, aroused by it all. Libby's top was off a second later. Now she, too, stood topless among the crowd, with Cheryl's hands softly caressing her tits. All eyes were locked onto the women.



Cheryl backed away from Libby and she moved toward Eric.
"You're a lucky man," Cheryl told him. "But tonight, we party."
With that, Cheryl pushed Eric back into a chair and sat on his legs, facing the surprised man. Eric looked over at Libby, who simply nodded.
George Krill moved next to Libby.
"C'mon," he said. "Follow me."
He turned and Libby followed him up the steps to the master bedroom, her pulse quickening with each step; her head spinning from beer and anticipation.
Once inside the room, Krill closed the bedroom's sliding door.
"You have quite the future," he told Libby. "As soon as I saw you today, I knew people were witnessing the start of a great career. You sang and looked incredible."
Krill leaned forward and kissed Libby. She returned it willingly, allowing his hands to explore her body.
"Do you know when you've really made it, Libby?" he asked.
"When?"
"When fake nudes of you start appearing on the internet," he smiled. "I suspect that will be very soon."
He kissed her again and rubbed her tits tenderly.
"Can I get a preview?" he asked her.
"It would be my pleasure," Libby replied.
Krill lifted her off the ground, spun her around, and laid Libby on her back at the foot of the bed.
In the living room below, Eric was savoring the fullness of Cheryl Smith's tits, one after the other in his mouth. The nipples were hard and the flesh around them soft and supple in his hands. Cheryl's hand moved to his crotch, finding a stiff cock awaiting her. She rubbed him for a moment through his pants before starting to open the zipper.
Tom and Amy sat back and watched, with Amy's hand finding the same condition in Tom's crotch. It didn't take long for Cheryl to have Eric's erection out in the open. She settled onto her knees between Eric's legs, stroking the cock slowly. Eric watched as her ample breasts swayed in rhythm with her hand. Behind her, Amy too had freed Tom's cock from his pants and was working on it feverishly.
In the bedroom, Krill pulled off Libby's boots and then ran his hands up the inside of her silky-smooth thighs until they disappeared under her skirt. When they reached her panties, he traced the edge of them around to her ass. Krill unzipped the skirt and pulled it off.
Libby was nearly shaking when he removed her panties.
Krill stood at the end of the bed, gazing down at Libby's nude body.
"Ah, yes. Reality is much better than any fake," he said, beginning to undress. "You certainly are gorgeous, Libby Pike."
Libby never took her eyes off him while he stripped. When he stepped out of his underwear, a long, hard cock came into view. Krill was no bigger than Eric, she determined, but Eric wasn't George Krill, either. Libby was about to get fucked by one of the biggest stars in Nashville.
Just as Eric was getting a blowjob from one of the biggest female singers in the country. Cheryl's head bobbed up and down on his rigid cock, her long hair flowing back and forth in the process. She only stopped one time--to look behind her and say, "Fuck me, Tom. Like you always do."
Tom rose from the couch, his rock-hard cock hanging out of his pants. He reached around and unzipped Cheryl's pants. He removed the pants and her panties simultaneously, revealing a delicious, full ass with plump cheeks he had seen many times before. As he moved behind her, Amy opened her jeans and inserted a hand, prepared to watch the show.
Upstairs, the show was just beginning. Krill scrambled onto the bed with Libby scooting up beneath him until her head was on a pillow. Krill bent over and took one of her tits into his mouth, sucking on it and licking the nipple. Libby sighed as chills streamed down to her pussy.
Krill sucked both tits and then licked his way down Libby's body. Stopping between her legs, he teased her for a moment before placing his mouth over her pussy. Libby clutched at the covers when she felt his tongue dive deep into her. It slid across her clit, stabbing at it with the expertise of a man who had done this before. She imagined that Cheryl had been the benefactor of his skill before, but it was her turn now.
Libby arched her back, raising her body to meet the probing of Krill's tongue. He put both hands under her ass. Then, suddenly he stopped.
"Turn over," he told her. "I want to see your wonderful ass."
Libby turned onto her stomach and felt Krill's hands softly glide over her cheeks, squeezing them as he went. He caressed her ass for a full minute, then said, "Beautiful. Just perfect. Now back over, Libby."
They faced each other again. Krill placed his cock between her legs, and she spread them. He moved a little and pushed. Libby gasped as he entered her, lifting her legs until they were firmly wrapped around his waist. They began to fuck.
Tom was already fucking Cheryl from behind, driving his big cock into her while she sucked on Eric's cock. Amy watched it all, masturbating on the couch, knowing exactly what Cheryl was feeling now. Tom was good...very good. She would cum quickly.
The shock of everything happening was wearing off on Eric and he too felt ready for an orgasm. He prolonged it as long as he could. Luckily, Cheryl came first.
She let out a loud shriek, pausing her blowjob for just a few seconds while the first wave came over her. Tom pounded her harder. Cheryl continued to cum, then lowered her mouth again onto Eric's aching cock.
Eric put his hand on top of her head and held her in place while the first shot of cum erupted. Cheryl had no intention of moving, eagerly swallowing every drop that Eric could deposit in her mouth. Eric's groans grew louder and more cum flowed.
Tom pulled out and, at the same time he heard Amy having an orgasm on the couch, he poured his cum onto Cheryl's tight ass. It pooled in the crack and dribbled down the cheeks as shot after shot flew out. Tom's hand frantically pumped his cock until he could cum no more.
The couple in the bedroom heard everything. Krill reached up and pinched Libby's nipples, sending her over the edge. She came with a muffled cry, "Fuck me. Now!"
He drilled her until the bed knocked against the wall, Libby squirming and rocking beneath him while she came. When he thought she was done, he pulled out and used his hand to finish, shooting cum up to Libby's tits and over her stomach.
A brief thought flashed through her mind: 'I'll never wash my chest again.'
Then George Krill was lying beside her, kissing her passionately.
"You're going to be a star," he told her.
When Libby and Eric were outside the motorhome, on the way to their car, Eric said, "Tell me about it."
Libby hesitated, then said, "I followed your advice. I didn't refuse anything Krill offered. I didn't want to be rude."
"That'a girl," Eric said with a smile.
Libby's album and single got a bit of a bump from her appearance at SummerFest. She wasn't getting rich off it and she and Eric were disappointed with the amount of effort Bluegrass Records was putting into the promotion of the album, song, and Libby. The end of her contract was approaching, and they debated what to do.
The answer came from an unexpected source.
One afternoon, Libby answered a phone call from an unknown number.
"Libby, my name is Chester Dall, and George Krill recommended I give you a call," the man said. "I'm with Stayner Records in Nashville--George's label--and we'd love to talk to you about signing a contract with us."
Libby did her best to remain calm. Stayner Records was THE label for country singers, including Krill and Cheryl Smith.
"Well, your timing is pretty good," Libby told Dall. "My current contract is ending in just over a month. Is it possible to have a Zoom meeting with your people, myself, and my manager?"
"Yes. We can do that," Dall replied. "But we'll want you in Nashville as soon as possible after that for the formal signing and so forth."
"I understand. Let's have the Zoom and go from there."
So, the visit to Krill's motorhome was time well spent in more ways than one. Not that she needed to justify it, but this was another huge step forward thanks to George and Cheryl. Libby would have been a bit more saddened by leaving Bluegrass Records had it not been for her experience with their photographer and Strovak's uninspired handling of her career. Besides, nobody in their right mind would turn down Stayner Records. Their offer was only going to have to be average for her to accept.
Eric was thrilled, of course. He suggested to Libby that she probably wouldn't have to give Dall the same treatment she gave Strovak. That was fine with her. And she was going to visit Nashville, a life-long dream even before she was a rising country star.
This meant new outfits and trips to a hair stylist, which royalties easily paid for. Thank you, Bluegrass Records.
After Libby's call from Stayner, other record labels contacted her. She politely declined to talk to any of them, putting all her eggs in the Stayner basket. It was a wise choice. On the day of the signing, she was treated like royalty. Tons of publicity shots were taken, and she was interviewed for a promotional video that appeared on the label's social media pages.
The contract was for three albums at fifteen percent royalties. Libby and Eric were thrilled that the label was confident the pub