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The old
farmhouse felt so empty to Erin. Summer was almost over, and she’d
be heading back to college to start her second year soon. She
didn’t want to spend the last few weeks at home just wasting away
the hours lying on her bed and texting. Oh sure, there had been a
few weeks that had been just amazing. First, her dad had brought in
Don. They’d had some wild nights together. After Don left, Stu and
Roger had been hired to help out in the fields. Her dad didn’t know
that Stu and Roger had been helping fill all of Erin’s holes
whenever he was out of the house.

But now
even those two were gone, and she’d had to go back to the good old
standby of masturbation. Right then, she was lying under the covers on her bed,
staring up at the ceiling. Beneath the sheets, she’d taken off her
panties and was slowly running the tip of her index finger up and
down the slit of her shaved pussy while trying to bring to mind the
faces (and other parts) of the men she’d recently had.

Erin teased her
finger close to her waiting hole, then pulled back. Her lips felt
so smooth beneath her fingers, so hot.

She closed her
eyes and arched her hips up a little. As she slipped her finger
into herself, she moaned, imagining a big strong man touching all
over her body.

Her dad knocked
on the door. “Are you awake yet, Erin?”

Erin
pulled her finger out of herself. She hadn’t locked the door, and
Jim always came in a few moments after he knocked. She searched
frantically under the covers for her underwear. Where the hell are they?
When the door started to open,
she abandoned that plan. Instead, she wiped her fingers on her
sheets hoping he wouldn’t catch the smell of her desire, or see her
fingers glisten.

As he came in,
she pulled the covers up to her chin and did her best to look as
though she’d just woken up.

“Daddy? What
time is it?” She faked a yawn.

Jim walked up
to the foot of the bed. He was already dressed to go out to the
fields, with his coveralls and a ragged old hat to keep the sun out
of his eyes. He smiled down at her, then grabbed one of her feet
through the covers and gave it a squeeze.

“Bit after
five. Do you think you could handle breakfast this morning?”

“Of
course.”

Jim nodded. He
paused for a moment, then continued, “Couple of friends are coming
over, so can you make sure there’s enough for all four of us?”

People? She
wondered if there would be a man, and whether they’d be staying
long enough for her to work her farm girl moves on them.

“Yeah, I’ll
make certain there’s extra.”

Jim
patted her foot. He turned to leave, then stopped when he looked at
the floor. He shook his head, bent over, and picked something
up. Erin felt a cold
ball in her stomach as she saw him hold her panties up by two
fingers. At least they were normal underwear, and not one of her
tiny g-strings.

“The floor
isn’t a hamper, sweetie. I’ll put these with the rest of the
laundry.”

“Sorry,
Daddy.”

She
sighed heavily as Jim shut the door behind him. After hearing the
stairs creak as he went down, she threw the covers to the side.
There was a wet spot on the sheet where she’d dried her juices.
Opening her dresser, this time she did put on a thong. Just in case
his friends were handsome men. She pulled on a pair of tight jeans,
and then a form-fitting tanktop over her bra.

In the
kitchen, she made up a ton of bacon and eggs, and made sure the
coffee pot was full.
Erin had just finished setting out the plates when she heard a car
pull up. The front door opened, and she heard her dad talk to them.
There was a man’s voice, and a woman’s.

They came into
the kitchen, her dad leading the man with an arm over his
shoulder.

“And this is
Erin, my daughter.”

The man
was taller than Jim. There was a bit of grey in his hair, but he
couldn’t have been older than forty. The woman, Erin figured she was his wife, was
petite, thin, and pretty. She looked about the same age as he
did.

“Erin, this is
Nick and his wife, Beth.”

The whole time
they were standing there, Nick hadn’t taken his eyes off Erin. Erin
saw Beth follow his gaze.

While
they ate, Erin felt someone’s foot touch hers. Nick and Beth were
sitting on the same side of the table, across from her, so she
couldn’t be sure who was doing the touching. Not that it mattered; she still felt a
tingle of excitement run up her thighs.

The phone rang.
Jim got up and answered it. A few minutes later, he poked his head
around the doorway.

“Look guys, I’m
sorry, but there’s an emergency. The neighbor needs some help right
now. Shouldn’t be more than a couple hours.” He already had his
boots on, and the keys to the pickup were in his hand.

With that, he
was out the door.

Nick looked at
Erin. “Hey, can you show us the barn? We’ve never actually been
inside one before.”

Erin saw
the look in his eyes. She knew that they’d go into the barn, and
then he’d push into her soon after. She couldn’t wait.
But what would Beth do? Erin
couldn’t quite figure out what the expression on her face
meant.

Throwing on a
pair of shoes, she led them over to the old barn. The big doors
squealed as she pried them open. There was hay all over the floor,
in bales and loose. Perfect padding for some naughty farm girl
action, Erin knew.

She turned
around to face them. “So, yeah. This is the barn.”

“Now take off
your clothes,” Beth said.

Erin opened her
mouth, then closed it. She’d expected Nick to start things. At
least now she knew how Beth felt. This made her remember the
threesome she’d had with Don and Cathy. She was already wet
again.

They
watched as she stripped down to her underwear. Erin spun in a slow
circle, letting them see the goods. Her heartbeat sped up when she
saw Nick’s cock hardening in his pants. She’d never fucked a man that much older than her
before. Something about the prospect excited her more than she
thought it would. She was so happy that her dad had friends like
this.

“Get on your
hands and knees on that pile of hay over there,” Beth said. She
nodded toward the pile she meant.

Erin had never
been ordered around like this during sex. There was something fun
and exciting about it, though. She slinked over to the hay, waving
her hips as she went. Erin started crouching down facing them, but
Beth spoke again.

“No! Face the
other way.”

Shrugging, Erin
turned to face the wall. Once down, she stretched like a cat,
arching her back and lifting her ass high in the air. The string of
her thong was not quite wide enough to cover her asshole, she
knew.

“Go over there
and pull her panties down,” Beth ordered Nick.

She
turned her head to watch
him as he knelt down behind her. He pulled her panties partway down
her thighs, giving them a good view of her shaved and glistening
slit.

“Put your
tongue into her,” Beth ordered.

Erin felt
herself get even wetter as she watched Nick stick out his tongue
and begin bending toward her hips. She threw her head back when she felt the warm tip
poke a little bit into her opening. He grabbed her ass and used his
thumbs to spread her pussy lips apart, letting his tongue move a
little deeper into her wetness. Nick started bobbing his head back
and forth, fucking her hole with his stiff tongue.

“Do you like
how she tastes?” Beth said.

Nick made
an “Uh-huh” noise, unwilling to take his tongue out of Erin’s wet
cunt. By now, she was starting to pant a little. Every movement of
his tongue around her opening sent electric fingers through her
flesh.

That was when
Beth came around in front of her. Erin watched with her eyes half
closed and her jaw clenched as Beth slowly stripped off all her
clothes. Her tits were still perky, with no sag at all, and her
pussy had a well-tended landing strip leading to her
slit.

Beth knelt down
in front of her, grabbed her head in her hands, and gave her a
kiss. Erin’s pussy tightened up for a second and she felt more of
her juices get slurped up by Nick’s thirsty tongue.

Letting
her fingers trail from Erin’s cheeks, Beth leaned back.
“Now, my slutty little farmer’s
daughter, you’re going to lick my pussy.”

“Okay,” Erin
breathed through clenched teeth.

Beth leaned
back onto the hay. She lifted her legs and put them over Erin’s
shoulders, then she scooched down until the scent of her wet cunt
filled Erin’s nostrils.

Looking at
Erin, Beth repeated her command, “Lick.”

Erin had
to let herself down on her forearms, running her hands along
Beth’s sides. This
movement also made her angle her ass a little higher. She felt
Nick’s tongue push deeper into her. After squeezing her eyes closed
and choking back a moan, Erin moved her lips down until they
touched the lips of Beth’s pussy. They were warm against her mouth.
Erin opened her mouth wider, sucking in as much of the other
woman’s cunt as she could. With a mouthful of pussy, she started
licking. Beth’s juices were tangy, and her clit was already
stiff.

Erin
pulled her mouth back until just the little nub of Beth’s clit
pressed against her lips. Using the tip of her tongue, she swirled around it and licked
up and down as fast as she could. Beth squirmed around on the hay,
squeezing and pinching her own nipples.

“Yeah, that’s
eat, tongue my clit you little slut,” Beth said between groans.
“You like the taste of pussy, don’t you? Yeah, I know you do. Let
me see your face.”

Erin looked up
at Beth. Beth grabbed her by the sides of the head and examined
her. Erin’s mouth and cheeks were wet and shiny from licking Beth’s
pussy.

“Nice and wet,
just like I thought. Get back to it,” Beth said. She pulled Erin’s
mouth back down own her pussy.

Behind her,
Nick had started running his tongue up and down Erin’s pussy. He
was breathing heavily. From the way she could feel him moving, Erin
thought he was jerking himself off.

“Use your
fingers,” Beth ordered.

Erin shifted
her mouth up a little so that she could lap at Beth’s clit while
she fingered her. Beth’s pussy felt tight and hot around Erin. She
was actually much tighter than Erin thought at first. When she
tried to curl her finger to tickle the little patch Erin knew was
her G-spot, she could barely move her finger.

It seemed to be
enough for Beth though. The older woman pulled Erin’s face harder
against her pussy and started grinding her hips into Erin’s
mouth.

“Oh yes!” Beth
cried, “Make me come. Yeah... Yeah...!”

Beth’s body
went rigid, and her pussy got so tight that Erin couldn’t move her
finger at all. Though she did feel Beth get extremely wet.

“Fuck her!”
Beth said between breaths.

Nick’s
tongue left her pussy. She heard him shuffle onto his knees. Next,
she heard him shifting around as he pulled down his pants. A moment later, he put one
of his hands onto the small of her back and pushed down, making her
angle her pussy more toward him.

Erin had no
idea how big his cock would be. She couldn’t wait to feel it push
into her, to stretch her pussy around him.

Nick spat. She
trembled as he rubbed his spit against her pussy hole.

Erin’s
breath caught when the head of his cock pushed against the tight
ring of her pussy. She
felt that ring expand as he urged more of his cock into her. Her
cunt gripped him more tightly for every inch that he slid into her
young gash. She felt her lips pull out around him as he moved back
and then back in.

“He is nice and
big, isn’t he?” Beth said. “He loves to stretch out tight little
pussies like yours. Don’t you, dear?”

“Yeah,” Nick
said.

“Every time you
shove your cock all the way in, I want you to spank her ass,” Beth
said.

His balls
brushed against Erin’s pussy as Nick buried his entire shaft into
her. The sound of the
slap echoed through the barn. Erin winced.

Beth
pulled Erin’s mouth back down to her pussy. She kept licking as the slaps came faster
and faster. Every time Nick jammed his cock back into her, it felt
so good. Then the slap would hurt more each time. Her whole cheek
had to be red, she knew. The mixed sensations drove her crazy. Each
slap also made her whole body tense up, making her momentarily
clamp down onto the big cock railing her. She knew she was getting
close to coming. It would be soon.

Erin
couldn’t help it. She had to pull her mouth back from Beth’s pussy
so that she could suck in her lip and bite down on it. Nick grabbed
her hair and pulled back, making Erin arch her neck. That new sensation drove
her over the edge.

With a moan
that filled the barn, Erin came. Her hands balled into tight fists,
and she felt her toes curl. Nick pushed his cock all the way into
her while her pussy squeezed his meat.

“Is she coming
on you?” Beth said.

“Yeah,” Nick
replied.

“When she’s
finished, turn her onto her back.” Beth stood up and brushed the
stray hay from her body.

Without taking
his cock out of her, Nick supported Erin’s weight with one arm
while he spun her around by her legs. The hay was soft and warm on
her back. When Erin looked down, she could see her little pussy
straining around that big cock that was stuffed balls deep into
her.

Beth grabbed
Erin’s ankles. She pulled them back as far as they would go. Erin
was so flexible that Beth managed to pull them all the way back
until they were beside her head.

Erin’s
face was contorted. The sudden movement had made her pussy so tight
around Nick’s cock that it was starting to hurt. Nick helped hold
her legs by putting his hands on the back of her thighs.

“Fuck her until
she screams,” Beth said, smiling, “And then keep fucking her.”

Nick
matched Beth’s smile with one of his own. His first thrust took
Erin’s breath away. Nick adjusted his next one so that he didn’t
push completely into her. His cock was so hard in her, and so warm.
She’d always liked that about fucking. Her pussy was soft and
tight, his cock was hard and long.

Moving
one hand down her thigh, Nick used the pad of his thumb to massage
Erin’s clit in faster and faster circles. Her clit was so sensitive that Erin started to
yelp. Her pussy clenched up involuntarily each time his thumb
finished a circuit.

“It looks like
you’re going to make her cum again soon, dear,” Beth said, “God,
look how wet she’s made your cock.”

Erin
lifted her head and looked down so that she could see, too.
Beth was right; Nick’s cock was
absolutely sopping wet from fucking her tight little
pussy.

“He’s so big,”
Erin panted, “I need to be wet so that he can slide around in my
tight pussy.”

She felt his
cock flex in her and, looking into his face, he seemed to be
concentrating. Erin realized that he liked dirty talk. He liked to
hear about how big his cock was and how it made her feel.

Erin reached
down around her ass and put her fingers on her pussy. She pulled
the lips apart so that he could get a better look at the tight
circle of flesh around his big rod.

“Is it
all stretched out around that big piece of meat
you’re fucking me with?”
Erin said. He had to stop. His lips pulled back from his teeth, and
his cock had suddenly become very hard.

“I think he’s
going to come in me,” Erin said.

Beth let go of
Erin’s ankles. She grabbed Nick’s head and made him look at
her.

“Why did you
stop? Did I say that you could stop fucking her?”

Nick shook his
head as much as he could.

With a
mischievous smile, Erin tightened herself, squeezing Nick’s
cock. His mouth fell
open and he started slamming her. Beth didn’t let go of him the
whole time.

“He’s so hard,”
Erin said.

She came on him
just as he cock jerked inside her. Feeling the cum hit the back of
her pussy intensified her orgasm. Erin screamed as she felt his
cock jerking against her pussy’s tight hold around it.

Nick
pulled his cock out of her. The final few spurts of his jizz shot
out in hot and sticky strings onto her stomach.

“Move,” Beth
told him.

Nick
obeyed. Erin gasped in happy shock as Beth crouched down between
her legs. Starting with Erin’s stomach, Beth licked all of her
husband’s cum off Erin’s body. Erin squirmed and moaned a little
when Beth moved her mouth down to her pussy and started lapping at
that, too. Erin helped her out, squeezing the muscles of her pussy
to force more of Nick’s spunk out of her hole.

Both women were
breathless when Beth leaned back on her haunches and wiped at her
mouth with her forearm.

“That was a big
load, Nick, you must have really liked this one,” Beth said. She
grabbed her husband by his cock and pulled him close. She cleaned
his shaft with her tongue, then squeezed out the last few drops
which she lapped from the tip.

When she
finished, she told them both to put their clothes back on. Nick was
finished first, since he’d only really taken off his pants and
underwear.

Erin rubbed at
her ass, which stung a little in her tight jeans. There had been
red handprints all over her flesh from Nick’s slapping.

When they were
all dressed, Beth touched her on the arm. “So your father told us
you’re heading back to school in a few weeks?”

“Yeah,” Erin
said.

Beth looked at
Nick. They shared a glance. Then she turned back to Erin. “You
know, we were thinking of staying out at the farm for a while. I
know your dad would enjoy the extra company.”

Erin smiled.
She wouldn’t be wasting her time waiting for school to start again,
she knew. She started walking towards the door. “Come with me, I’ll
make sure your room is set up. It’s just down from mine.”

She knew
that they would be sharing rooms often.

 




cover.jpg
Jillian Cumming

THREESOME 3





js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



