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 Farm Girl
Threesome

 


Don took his
baseball cap off and wiped at the sweat on his forehead. He’d been
walking for hours under the sweltering summer sun. The road he
walked was gravel, and his every step seemed to start an avalanche
of pebbles into the ditch.

“Damn damn
hot,” he muttered, peeling his shirt off. His well-defined muscles
were bronzed from working outside.

It was at
least another mile or so to the farmhouse where he was told he
could find work. He found himself wishing that the ride he’d
hitched could have taken him a little farther. He didn’t even have
any water.

There was a
slight rise in the road ahead as it intersected with another dirt
lane. Cresting this bump, Don saw the house. It was pretty old, and
so far away still that he couldn’t tell its exact shade of red.
Even at this distance, the sunlight glinted brightly from the
windows.

Good, Don
thought. Clean windows meant money, paying work. People out there
didn’t usually trouble themselves with keeping their homes
spic-and-span unless they had money to burn.

As he drew
nearer, he noticed someone watching him from one of the windows on
the second floor. By the long, blonde hair he figured the face for
a girl. He idly wondered if she was pretty; the last place he’d
worked didn’t have any women worth a second glance.

Don finally
set foot on the dirt driveway. There was an old pickup parked up by
the house with its hood propped open.

“Dad!” a
feminine voice called from an open window, “There’s someone
here!”

A rough and
dirty face peered out around the hood, followed by the rest of the
man’s body. He wore a pair of overalls. He wiped his hands on a rag
before offering one to Don. Don shook it.

“You’re the
man called about work?” He asked.

“In the
flesh,” Don replied.

Still holding
his hand, the farmer looked him up and down, “Well, you certainly
look strong enough. We’ll find out if you are, tomorrow. Time for
supper, I think,” releasing Don’s hand, the farmer clapped him on
the shoulder and led him up the porch.

“Name’s Jim,
by the way,” the farmer said as he disappeared into a side room,
leaving Don standing in a hallway.

The house was
cool on the inside. Don lifted his shirt, ready to put it back on.
A hand snatched it from him. Don felt a stirring in his pants when
he looked at the hand’s owner.

“Daddy won’t
want you wearing that dirty thing to the table. I’ll throw it in
the wash and grab you a fresh shirt.”

She gave
him a smile as she turned around and walked down the hall. Her
short-shorts were so high up that Don could see the bottom of her
ass cheeks. Damn nice! Don
thought.

Before
rounding a corner, she turned around and winked at him. Just then,
Jim came back.

“Was that Erin
I heard?” The farmer asked.

Don figured
she was the only girl in the house, so he nodded. The farmer
smiled, “My daughter, home from college for the summer. Sure has
been nice to have company round here.”

“That it is,”
Don agreed. He was thinking about that tight, round ass.

Erin and her
dad set the table not long after she delivered a fresh shirt to
Don. He sat down in a chair, his mouth watering at the scent of the
food laid out before him.

They ate
without talking; the only sound the clinking of forks and knives on
plates.

A foot brushed
his leg. Looking up from his food, he saw Erin wink at him again.
Her toes moved up his calf, then between his thighs. They brushed
against his cock, which hardened a little at the touch.

The foot
pulled away. “Daddy?” Erin asked.

Her father
looked at her.

“Can a friend
come over? She texted me and said she’s close by. She needs a place
for the night. Please?”

Jim thought
for a moment, then shrugged. Erin took this for a yes; she grabbed
her cell and started texting. A moment later, it buzzed with a
reply.

“She’ll be
here soon. She’s great, we had lots of classes together,” Erin
glanced at Don, “She’s exactly like me. You won’t be able to get
enough of her!”

Don coughed.
He’d taken a sip of water while she’d been talking.

“Sorry,” he
sputtered, “Went down the wrong way.”

Jim nodded at
him then went back to his own food.

Erin hadn’t
lied. They’d only just finished clearing the table when Don heard
an engine out, followed by a car door opening, then a knock. Erin
went and answered the door, resulting in lots of squealing and
hugging. Her friend’s name was Cathy, and they were rather alike.
At least in terms of how they made Don’s pants get tight at the
front.

Jim gave Don a
nice guest room, then left on a trip for a part they’d need. Don
turned off the light and laid on the bed, thinking about the two
girls sharing a room just down the hall. He wondered if the bed
creaked.

The door did
creak, then.

Don sat up in
bed as the light was turned on. Both girls stood in the doorway,
wearing nothing but their underwear. Don tried to hide his erection
under a quickly-grabbed pillow.

“You’re
right,” Cathy said, “He is handsome. Do you think he knows how to
handle two?”

“Let’s find
out,” Erin said as she walked into the room. Cathy followed.

Don wondered
if he was dreaming as Erin yanked the pillow out of his hands,
revealing how his erection had turned his boxers into a tent. Cathy
grabbed him by the shoulders and shoved him back down onto his
back.

“Have you ever
had a threesome?” Cathy asked.

All Don could
do was shake his head. He jumped a little as he felt Erin’s hand
grab his cock.

“Well this is
your lucky day then, isn’t it?” Cathy straddled his stomach,
grabbed his head with both hands, and kissed him. Her mouth tasted
sweet. She stuck her tongue into his mouth, looking for his.

As their
tongues twisted together, she grabbed his hands and pressed them
against her ass. Her cheeks were firm under his fingers, and his
every squeeze made her moan a little. Cathy started grinding her
hips, rubbing her panties against his stomach. The cloth was
already damp. Don’s cock hardened in Erin’s hand.

Erin pulled
Don’s boxers off. Cathy was blocking his view, so Don had no idea
what she was doing down there. He trembled when he felt hot breath
blow across the head of his cock. Was she going to put her lips
around him? All of his muscles clenched when he felt her fingers
wrap around his shaft just under the head and begin to stroke his
thick cock.

“His cock is
so big and hard, Cat,” Erin said, “You have to see it.”

Cathy pulled
away from their kiss. She arched her back, enticing Don with her
pert tits, and looked over her shoulder. “Wow. Do you think it will
fit?”

Don let go of
her ass with one hand and trailed his fingers up her stomach. Her
felt her hard nipple through the soft padding of her bra.

“I don’t
know,” Erin replied, “I think we need to lube it up a bunch
first.”

Don felt his
cock go completely rigid as these words hit him. Cathy
chuckled.

“Look at that
big glob of precum that just came out. I think that cock knows that
it needs to fit into some tight spaces pretty fucking soon.”

“Come down
here and help me get it ready,” Erin said.

Don gave
Cathy’s fine ass one last squeeze as she dismounted. She’d made her
pussy so wet rubbing it against his abs that she left behind a
little wet mark on his stomach. Now Don could see everything. Erin
had thrown her hair over one shoulder so it wouldn’t get in the
way. She was propping herself up on one elbow, her mouth so close
to his cock that he could feel the warmth of her breath. She
stroked him up and down slowly as Cathy got into position on the
other side. They both seemed fascinated by the blob of precum
trembling at the very tip of his cock.

“Who gets to
lick it off?” Don asked.

Erin pointed
Don’s cock at Cathy. She wrapped the fingers of one hand around
Don’s shaft right below where Erin held him. Looking into his eyes,
she put her tongue flat against the bottom of the head, then slowly
ran it up his taut flesh to slurp away the glob.

“Salty,” Cathy
said.

“Ooh, my
turn,” Erin interrupted.

Don looked
back at his cock. Incredibly, another big blob of precum had
trickled out of his cock while he’d watched Cathy swallow the first
one.

Erin plunged
her lips down around Don’s shaft until they touched her fingers.
Her tongue swirled back and forth along his head, sending a
shooting sensation down his shaft and into his balls.

“Oh God!” Don
said.

He couldn’t
take his eyes off those lovely lips wrapped in a tight ring around
his rod. His breath caught in his throat as he felt just how hot
and wet her mouth was. Both girls let go of his shaft so that Erin
could press her mouth down even farther. She looked up into his
eyes as more and more of him went in.

As Erin pulled
her lips back up his shaft, leaving his cock shiny with her spit,
Cathy moved in and started kissing the flesh as it was revealed.
She ran her tongue up and down, finally using the tip to tickle at
the ridges around the head when Erin had only the very tip of his
cock between her lips. Erin pulled back and then spat on his cock.
She worked it around the head with her fingers.

While Erin was
doing that, Cathy stood up off the bed. She unhooked her bra and
took it off, and then slid her panties down her smooth thighs.

“I think I can
take his whole cock,” Cathy said.

“Yeah right,”
Erin replied, “It’s so big!”

Cathy got onto
the bed and, facing away from Don, straddled his chest. The smell
of her pussy that close to his face made his cock tremble again.
Erin spread his legs apart and then started tonguing his balls
while Cathy grabbed him by the base of his shaft.

A chill swept
through him as she lightly blew on his wet cock. He knew how to get
her back.

Grabbing
her ass with both hands, he pulled her hips closer to his face. The
slit of her shaved pussy already glistened. Don replaced her juices
with his own as he put his tongue flat against her pussy and slowly
licked up and down. She tasted so good that he just wanted to lap
away, but he restrained himself. He felt her muscles stiffen as he
tongued her little erect clit. She started grinding her pussy
against his face, instantly soaking his lips and cheeks with their
combined juices. He felt her start jerking his cock.
Come on, damn it,
suck it! Don
thought.

Erin must have
been thinking the same thing.

“I thought you
said you’d be able to swallow his entire cock?” Erin asked.

Don felt a
pair of warm, moist lips wrap around his shaft just under the head
of his cock. He squeezed her ass to keep himself from coming when
he felt her mouth take in almost his entire dick. His tongue moved
quickly across her slit. This made her moan on his dick, sending
little vibrations through the shaft right into his balls, which
Erin was still tonguing.

He was
surprised; Cathy kept her mouth down around almost his entire
length for much longer than he thought she’d be able to. When she
finally did pull away, he could feel all the spit she’d left on him
slowly trickle down his flesh.

“I want him to
eat me out, too!” Erin said.

Again, Cathy
dismounted him. After stripping out of her bra and panties, Erin
came up and took her place, her pussy inches away from Don’s mouth.
She smelled a little different from Cathy. He wondered if she’d
taste different, too.

Then he felt
Cathy straddle him around the hips, facing him. She reached behind
herself and grabbed his cock. She held it steady as she lowered her
pussy down. There was some resistance when he felt the head of his
dick press against her sopping pussy, but then his shaft slid into
her. Her pussy was wet and tight around him. As she kept pushing
down, he gritted his teeth as he felt the skin get bunched
back.

Erin pressed
her pussy lips to Don’s mouth. He stuck his tongue into her wet
hole. She did taste a little different. He ran his tongue around
her opening, then squeezed her ass as he began running his tongue
through her slit. Erin trembled in his grip. Then he heard the
girls start kissing.

Cathy rolled
her hips on him, moving her pussy lips a few inches up and down his
cock each time. Don flexed his cock inside her, and he felt Cathy
tighten up around him for a moment in response. He wanted to feel
both girls come on his cock. Erin’s pussy was getting so wet from
his tonguing that he wondered if she was going to come in his
mouth. Don watched as Cathy ran her hands down Erin’s back.

Don started to
lift his hips every time Cathy rolled her pussy back down onto his
cock. Her tight little cunt took his whole cock in each time he did
this. He could feel the head of his dick bump against the back.
This had an electric effect on Cathy. She started slamming her
tight pussy down onto him so hard that he had to pull his mouth
away and grit his teeth as the skin of his cock got pushed back by
her grip.

He let himself
sink into the sensations. The tight pussy moved rhythmically up and
down his shaft as used his tongue to pleasure the girl sitting on
his face. As he watched, Cathy’s knuckles went white as her fingers
suddenly tightened on Erin’s back. The next moment, he felt why.
She’d buried his cock all the way in her, and now her walls were
undulating against his rod as she came on him. He had to suck in a
breath to quell the tingle he felt in his balls, urging him to fill
her young pussy up with his cum.

The mattress
shifted a little as the girls dismounted him. He watched as they
went on all fours on the bed, their feet hooked on the edge. They
both arched their asses into the air. From Don’s angle, they looked
like two perfect hearts.

As Don stood,
Erin wiggled her ass and said, “Fuck me first. You already banged
Cathy.”

That suited
Don just fine. He went behind her and spread her ass apart with his
hands, playing with the firm flesh. He’d made Cathy come on him,
now it was Erin’s turn to feel his thick cock.

Erin wiggled
her ass at him again. “Come on. What are you waiting for? Fuck me,
already!”

Grinning, Don
grabbed his cock with one hand and pressed his head against her
hole. He loved that moment of hesitation as her pussy tried to
stretch itself around his girth, then, finally, the head managed to
slide in against the tightness.

Don eased
himself into her inch by inch. When he couldn’t press in anymore
because she was so damn tight, he pulled back a little. The part of
his shaft that came out of her glistened with her wetness.
Breathing out slowly, he would push back in, making it a little
farther each time. Finally, after a few thrusts, her pussy accepted
his entire length. He left his cock in her like that for a second,
flexing it.

“Oh fuck, he’s
so big,” Erin said.

Not wanting to
leave Cathy out, Don reached over and shoved two of his fingers
into her sopping hole. He smiled as he felt the hungry walls of her
cunt close in around his fingers.

Erin pulled
forward a bit, then rammed her hips back. One hand on her ass, the
other hand busy pleasuring Cathy, Don started fucking Erin.

She was
moaning like a little slut only a few strokes in.

“Oh my God,
it’s so good,” Erin moaned.

Don went
faster. Her pussy made wet slurping noises as it swallowed up his
cock with each fuck.

“Don’t stop!”
Erin yelled as she started slamming her ass back each time, “Oh
God! I’m going to come. Keep going!”

Don’s lips
pulled back from his teeth. He stared down at his cock as it
crammed into the girl’s cunt. She was getting tighter, and that
tingle had returned to his balls. Just like with Cathy, he felt
Erin’s pussy start convulsing around his shaft. This time, he could
actually see her come. Her pussy would move up and down a little
with each contraction around him.

As soon as she
finished, Erin pulled away from him and turned around. She grabbed
his cock and started jerking it quickly.

“Give it to me
now!” She said, as she wrapped her lips around the head of his dick
and looked up into his eyes.

Don felt his
balls tighten. His cock got harder. It jumped a little in her mouth
as he felt his cum burst against her tongue. It happened again and
again, each time making his whole body clench up.

Using her
thumb and forefinger, Erin made a tight ring around his cock at the
base of his shaft. She ran this ring up and down his flesh a few
times, milking every last drop of cum into her mouth.

Keeping her
mouth closed, Erin let go of his dick and pulled back a little.
Cathy grabbed her by the chin and turned Erin to face her. They
kissed for a bit, then moved away from each other.

“That tastes
so good,” Erin said. She opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out
at Don. His cum was gone. Cathy smiled and then opened her mouth.
It was filled with his creamy jizz. They kissed again, swapping his
come from tongue to tongue,

It was so hot,
watching those two hot college girls sharing his come. Don even
felt his cock start to stiffen up again.

Soon, both
girls were sitting on the bed smiling. They’d finished swallowing
his load.

“That was
fun,” Erin said.

Cathy giggled.
“Yeah, it’s so hard to find a good fuck sometimes. I’m tired. Let’s
head back to your room.” She stood up and put her underwear back
on.

Erin stood up
too. She walked up to Don and grabbed his flaccid cock. “Every time
Daddy leaves, I’m going to be needing this.”

“It’ll be
waiting for you,” Don replied.

When Erin bent
over to grab her clothes, Don slapped her on the ass. Both girls
giggled as they left the room. Lying back down on his bed, Don
could hardly believe it had happened. If his balls weren’t so sore,
he’d have said it was a very pleasant dream. He could hear the
girls whispering and giggling to each other down the hall.

He hoped that
Jim would leave his farm often. This was shaping up to be the best
job Don had ever had. Smiling, he drifted off to sleep.




 Farm Girl
Threesome 2

 


Erin wandered
around the house aimlessly. It had been weeks since her last
friend-with-benefits, Don, had left the farm after the work had
been finished in the fields. Weeks since the last time she’d had
sex. Masturbation just wasn’t cutting it anymore.

“You quit that
pacing, Erin,” her dad, Jim, called up the stairs, “You’ll wear the
floor right out.”

Erin grabbed
the banister and peered down. Her dad was staring up at her, a big
grin plastered on his face. He was so happy to have her home from
college for the summer. It was kind of nice to be home, Erin
admitted, but it could get so damn boring.

“Just make
sure you’re decent,” Jim continued, “Got a couple boys coming in to
help out with the fields. They’ll be here a few days, at
least.”

He
suddenly had Erin’s full attention. Men? Two? She thought. Sign me up! She already felt a little weak in the knees. She had to get
ready.

“How long
until they get here, Daddy?” Erin asked.

Jim scratched
his head. “Dunno. Few hours, maybe?”

Erin blew a
kiss at her dad, then dashed off to her room; she wanted to dig out
her thong and a nice, tight pair of shorts.

As she
started pulling on the shorts, another thought occurred to
her: will
Daddy still be here? She
wouldn’t be able to put any moves on the men if her father were
still around. She’d have to find out if he was planning on leaving
the house for a good length of time at all, or if she’d have to
find some way to get him to leave.

Opening her
closet, she found a transparent shirt to throw on so that her bra
was visible underneath. Leaving a few things to the imagination was
good, but you had to give the imagination something to work with in
the first place. Erin checked herself out in front of the mirror to
see the overall effect. She twisted and turned, finding the exact
right angles to accentuate her back and her firm ass.

Ever since
she’d started college, she found that she just couldn’t get enough
sex. Boys really seemed to dig the whole farmer’s daughter thing,
too. It was a fantasy turned reality for many of them.

Erin
practically jumped down all of the stairs. She found her dad
sitting at the kitchen table, sipping at a coffee and idly turning
the pages of an old newspaper. Crossing her ankles, she leaned
against the doorframe.

“Daddy?”

Jim looked up
from the paper, “Yeah?”

She didn’t
want to let her dad know how much of a nympho she was now, so she
had to be delicate. “Are you all done work for the day? Just
waiting for the guys to get here?”

“Well,” Jim
said after he took another sip of coffee, “I need to get them
settled. After that, I have to head to town for a few hours to grab
some stuff we’ll need for the work.”

Erin’s
heart jumped. Yes! Now, to add
the finishing touches, she said, “Are you sure you have to
go?”

Jim nodded, “I
hate to leave you here, but without the supplies we won’t be able
to finish the job.”

The pout Erin
wore turned into a smile when she’d turned away and went back up
the stairs. She passed the time in her room texting her
friends.

From outside,
she heard the sound of tires rolling over gravel. Soon, brakes
squeaked and doors opened and shut. When someone knocked on the
front door, energy surged through Erin’s chest. She leapt to her
feet from the bed, then leaned over the banister. She wanted to get
a good look at the men before she showed them the goods. If they
weren’t up to snuff, she would rather be sex-starved.

Jim opened the
door and let them in. Erin’s breath caught in her throat as the two
men came inside.

“I’m Stu,” the
first guy said as he shook Jim’s hand. His deep, rumbling voice got
Erin’s juices flowing.

“Roger,” the
second guy introduced himself.

They
were both tall and tanned. They wore white cotton t-shirts that
stretched across their muscles. Perfect, Erin thought. She was already fantasizing about fucking
them. It was time to give them a show.

Wordlessly,
Erin slunk down the staircase. When she reached the bottom, she
held onto the banister and twisted her body a little. Both the new
guys looked at her. She saw both of them look her up and down, then
shuffle their feet.

“This is my
daughter, Erin. Home from college. Erin, sweetie, can you get Stu
and Roger settled? I need to get to town before the store
closes.”

Erin
didn’t take her eyes off the two men, “Yes, Daddy. Drive safe.” She
gave Jim a peck on the cheek, then watched through the open door as
he got into the truck. She didn’t close the door until he had
cleared the driveway. She closed the door and turned to face the
boys. Their eyes flicked up to her face. Good, she thought, they were staring at my
ass.

“Follow me,”
she said. Erin walked up the stairs, making sure to roll her hips
and otherwise accentuate her butt. Would she let them fuck her ass?
She wondered as she got to the top.

“This will be
your room,” Erin said as she opened the guest room. There were two
small beds in there. She smiled; they’d only need one.

“I didn’t
think farmers had such hot daughters,” Stu said.

Erin shut the
door so that they were all in the room. She couldn’t wait any
longer; her pussy was so fucking wet.

“Well this one
does. Have you ever fucked a farm girl?”

Both their
mouths fell open, shocked expressions on their faces. She looked
down at their pants. Both men were trying to fight off erections
straining at their jeans.

“Take out your
cocks,” she told them.

Both men
started struggling with their buttons and zippers. Roger was the
first to have his pants undone. As he pushed them down a bit and
reached into his underwear for his cock, he smiled and said, “When
I was told there was a job here, I didn’t think it was this
kind.”

Stu
laughed.

Erin got down
on her knees in front of Roger. The head of his hard cock trembled
a few inches from her face. With a smile, she gave it a light slap
that made him jump.

“You keep your
jokes to yourself, unless you want to leave her tonight and
jobless.”

Roger shut up.
By then, Stu had managed to pull his own hard shaft out of his
underwear. He stood beside Roger. Tingles jolted through Erin’s
pussy as she took in the sight of those two quivering rods ready to
service her needs.

Reaching, she
grabbed both of their cocks. Their flesh was so hot in her hands.
Both of the men groaned a little at the feel of her dainty fingers
wrapping around their girths. She ran her fingertips along the big
veins that bulged out of their shafts. When she gripped them, she
could feel their cocks throb with each heartbeat. Their cocks
practically pulsed, their hearts beat so quickly.

She stroked
each cock fully up and down, nice a slow. Watching the skin get
pulled back and forth like that got her even more excited. By then,
both of their tips glistened with the drops of precum she was
milking out of their shafts.

The first cock
to feel her soft, warm lips wrap around it belonged to Stu. She
figured he deserved it more, since he hadn’t made any jokes.
Looking up into his eyes, she let her lips trail back down the
purple flesh of the head. Flicking her tongue, she mopped away the
precum that had come out so far. His mouth opened and his eyes shut
when she did that.

“It’s so
fucking warm and wet in her mouth,” Stu said. He reached out and
grabbed her by the sides of her head. Erin let him slowly pull her
mouth farther and farther down his rock hard cock.

Erin stopped
moving forward when the tip of her nose touched Stu’s stomach.
Looking up and over at Roger, she winked at him as she continued
stroking his cock. Roger’s cock hardened more in her fingers.

Then she
started to suck on Stu. He let out a loud gasp, and she tasted more
of his precum as the force of her suction sucked it right out of
his cock. As she pulled her mouth back, she looked down at the
shaft to see just how wet her spit made it look. She moved back and
forth like that, nice and slow, turned her mouth around him a
little each time. Stu’s fingers had tightened up in her hair,
pulling on it a bit. The sensation thrilled up and down Erin’s
back.

Pulling her
mouth back almost all the way, she jerked her hand up and down the
sopping length of Stu’s shaft.

“How does that
feel?” She asked him.

“Like I want
you to never stop doing it,” Stu replied. He nudged his hips
forward a little, as thought to tell her to stop talking and start
sucking again.

With a wicked
smile on her face, Erin shifted over so that she knelt in front of
Roger. Letting go of Stu’s cock, she put both hands around Roger’s
shaft. She ran her fingers up and down his length, turning his cock
first one way and then the other, giving it a light kiss on the
side each time. It didn’t take much time before the precum leaking
down his shaft started getting her hand closest to the head wet and
sticky. He watched without blinking as she turned his cock to one
side and started kissing down the length of his shaft. Each time
her soft lips pressed against his skin, she could feel the throb of
his heartbeat get quicker and quicker as she neared the sensitive
ridges around the head.

Erin opened
her mouth, as though about to lower it around Roger’s cock, when
she stopped. She looked up at Stu, who’d been watching her work
over his friend’s cock.

“All of this
sucking has gotten my pussy awfully wet,” Erin said in her best
pouty voice, as though that was some huge problem, “Can you help me
out with that big, strong cock of yours?”

Stu jumped to
the task as if he was some soldier grunt and Erin was a four-star
general. He moved behind her, then wrapped his arms around her
petite waist, his fingers already searching for the button to her
short-shorts. Erin shifted so that he would have easier access.

Pursing her
lips, she pressed them to the tip of Roger’s cock, getting them wet
with his precum. She pushed forward, allowing his hard meat to
slowly part her lips in a tight circle around his flesh. As she did
this, Erin felt and heard Stu unzipping her shorts.

Her mouth took
in half of Roger’s cock when she felt Stu’s fingers slide her
shorts and underwear partway down her thighs.

“Let’s move
this over to a bed,” Stu suggested.

Wrapping his
arms around her again, he picked her up off the floor. Although she
had to let Roger’s cock fall out of her mouth, she held onto his
shaft with one hand, using it like a leash to lead him over.

Shifting her
to one strong arm, Stu finished pushing her pants and thong down.
They dangled around one ankle for a moment before falling. He set
her down on her hands and knees on the bed. Stu went on one side of
the bed behind her, while Roger stayed in front of her.

“Put that cock
back where it belongs,” Erin said, pulling Roger by his dick closer
to her.

As she wrapped
her lips back around Roger’s shaft, she felt Stu massaging her ass
with one hand while running the fingers of his other hand up
between her thighs. Erin began massaging the bottom of Roger’s
shaft with her tongue, rubbing it along the flesh already
completely soaked by her spit.

The tip of
Stu’s finger pushed into her pussy. He moved it in circles there,
slowly stretching her pussy out with each revolution. Erin hadn’t
waited this long for a good fuck for this type of teasing. She
could feel how wet she was. Why have a finger when you knew the
only tool for the job was a big, hard cock? Removing Roger’s cock
from her mouth with a wet sound, she turned and looked over her
shoulder.

“What the fuck
are you doing back there? Just fuck me, already.”

As soon as
Erin felt the head of his cock bump against her hole, she pushed
her hips back. Instantly, half his dick was buried in her tight
little pussy. It clenched up involuntarily around his thick meat,
and from the way he hardened and trembled in her, she thought she
might feel his hot cum hit the back of her pussy in the next few
moments.

She had to
pull her mouth off Roger.

“Oh yes!” Erin
moaned. This was exactly what she’d been needing. She didn’t know
how she’d lasted this long without feeling something long and hard
in her cunt.

Stu’s fingers
squeezed her ass hard as he fought to stop himself from coming.
After a few tense moments, she felt his fingers relax.

“Shit,” Stu
said, “That’s dangerous what you just did, girl. With a pussy as
tight as this, you have to be careful.”

“What?” Erin
said, “Is my big manly man unable to take the feeling of a tight,
young pussy wrapped around his shaft? Does his hard cock not like
it when I do this?”

Erin pulled
her pussy a few inches up his shaft, then pushed back down. Stu
grunted.

Stu grabbed
her hips. “Well, my hard cock actually likes it more like
this.”

He started
jackhammering her pussy. His big cock pushed all the way into her,
stretching her out around him as his balls slapped against her
clit. He went so fast. The muscles of his jaw worked and the veins
stood out on his arms.

Letting go of
Roger’s cock, Erin reached back and started fingering her asshole.
She had to close her eyes as she started breathing quickly. She
forced them open and looked up at Roger, who was looking down at
her expectantly.

“Fuck my ass,”
she told him.

Stu regained
control of himself long enough for them to change positions. Roger
laid down on the bed. Erin grabbed his cock and mounted him
reverse-cowgirl style. She whimpered as she guided his cock to her
asshole. She could feel her tight ring straining against the tip.
She breathed in deeply and held it, making herself relax. As she
let her breath out, she lowered her weight onto Roger’s cock. She
had to grit her teeth as she felt her asshole stretch with some
pain around his girth.

She heard
Roger sucking in breaths through his teeth as he grabbed her by the
ass to support her as she moved down him. When she had taken his
whole cock into her ass. She pointed at Stu and crooked her
finger.

Lying back on
Roger’s torso, Erin said, “Get over here and keep fucking my
pussy.”

Stu climbed up
on the bed. Roger kept his legs together so that Stu could straddle
them. Grabbing Erin by the backs of her knees, he pushed her legs
back. With no hands, he guided his cock back against the opening of
her pussy, then urged it back into the tight hole. Erin watched as
her lips swallowed that big, hard cock up. She couldn’t believe
that something so big could fit into her.

Her hips
raised a few inches into the air as Roger lifted her up by the ass.
Both men were now free to pound her holes as she lay sandwiched
between them. Stu pushed his cock all the way into her and then
pulled it out only a few inches, leaving her feeling completely
filled the whole time they fucked. She loved how wet her pussy made
his cock as it tried to keep its grip on his hard meat.

Being so deep
in her ass, Roger touched her G-spot ever time he thrust up into
her. The whole bed shook as they all moved, making the floor
creak.

Soon, her
pussy made slurping noises from her sopping wetness every time Stu
pulled his cock out a bit for another thrust.

“Fuck me
harder,” Erin would tell them, and they’d kick it up a notch,
making her gasp and making them moan as her holes tightened their
grips.

“Ah shit!” Stu
said suddenly.

Erin looked up
into his contorted face as she felt his cock harden up in the soft,
tight walls of her cunt. He fucked her faster as he came. His load
shot out of his dick hard enough for her to feel the force of it
smack against the back of her pussy. His jizz felt so warm in her,
she couldn’t keep herself from coming.

“God yes!”
Erin screamed. Her pussy clenched up onto Stu’s still-coming cock,
which jerked around inside her like a prisoner trying to get free.
Shocks and waves of warmth jumped through her body. She was so tied
up in the feeling that she hardly felt Roger’s fingers tightly
squeeze her ass, or how his cock had gone completely rigid in her
tight little asshole.

They pumped
her full of their hot spunk.



Stu wrapped
two of his fingers around the base of his shaft and thrust into her
a few more times, making sure she got all of his cum. Erin’s
asshole was so tight, all she had to do was run it up and down
Roger a few times to make sure she got all of his, too.

Erin reached
up and ran her fingers along Stu’s cheek.

“I think you
boys are going to fit in around here nicely.”

Stu looked
down at his cock, which was still hard, and still buried most of
the way into Erin’s pussy.

“It looks like
we already do,” he said with a smile.

Erin made him
gasp by squeezing his cock with her pussy. “What did I tell you
about jokes?”

Stu nodded.
When they pulled apart, none of their jizz leaked out of her from
how deep they’d buried themselves into her holes during their
orgasms. Erin’s legs felt weak, and she wobbled a bit as she put
her clothes back on.

“You boys
finish getting settled in. My daddy will probably be back in an
hour or so. Don’t think that because I’m fucking you that you can’t
put in an honest day’s work.”

Erin opened
the door and started to slip through, then she turned back around.
Neither man had stuffed their cocks back into their pants yet. Both
of their shafts were still wet from their fucking.

“And don’t
tire yourselves out too much, either. My daddy tends to go out a
lot. I expect you to be hard and ready for a good fuck when he
does.”

She
slipped out completely and closed the door before they could
reply. These
next few days are going to be fun, Erin thought as she moved down the
hall.




 Farm Girl
Threesome 3

 


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.
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I stepped
carefully down the steep, old track. It had a deep groove, as
though from heavy use. However, no fresh prints marred its surface.
I was the first person to set foot on it in a long time.

Reaching out,
I put my hand on the cold, hard wall of the ravine for support.

Somewhere
ahead, some loose rocks clattered down and banged as they hit the
ground.

I thought I
saw a man-shaped thing peer down at me for a second before
disappearing.

“Hello?” I
said.

No one liked
hiking these trails but me. Too dangerous. But I liked a little
danger, it made me get wet and tingly between the legs.

Looking up, I
saw the bruised color of the sky. It would be night soon. All the
light would drain out of this ravine before then, and I would be
stuck in the shadows unless I hurried.

I told myself
that the rocks had fallen by themselves, and that the shape was
just the light of dusk tricking my eyes.

As the air
began to cool, I regretted opting for the tight short-shorts and
tank top. They’d seemed like a good idea at the time – I thought I
might see a hot guy also willing to brave this trail who I could
show off the goods to – but in the twilight, they just made me feel
cold and exposed.

Something
snapped above me, a dry twig or something. I stopped, crouched with
one hand against the cool rock, and looked up. Nothing. About to
stand and continue, I halted mid-rise. Whatever it was, it was
shuffling around up there. Was that breathing I heard?

Hardly daring
to breathe, myself, a pounding noise in my ears, I crept along
toward the exit. The noise seemed to be following me.

Clearing a
small outcropping, I saw it. The ravine ended; dense trees and
underbrush waited for me on the other side.

But what if
whatever, or whoever, made the sound was waiting for me? I had to
risk it; my phone got no signal out there. I tensed my legs, ready
to dash.

A rock cracked
off the ground right behind me. With a yelp, I leapt from my crouch
into a dead sprint. Before I knew it, I was already among the
trees. A few brambles seemed to reach out and grab at my skin.

“Hey!” Someone
called from behind me. I jerked to a halt, one hand pressed to a
tree trunk. My whole body shook with aftershocks of adrenaline as I
turned around. Two men, smiles on their faces, looked down at me
from their spot on the ridge of the ravine.

“I’m sorry,
did we scare you?” The man on the left said. He was a little taller
than the other guy. His arms and shoulders looked good in his tank
top.

“Told you I
heard someone,” the other said. He looked just as fit as his
friend.

Okay, Selena, don’t blow this, I told myself, you have two hot hikers talking to
you. My regret for
wearing the skimpy sporting attire melted.

“Scared?” I
said, “Nah. I love sprinting madly int brambles and tree
branches.”

The guys
climbed down, giving me ample opportunity to watch their muscles
flex beneath their clothes. As they walked over, I pushed the hair
away from my face and ran my fingers through it to straighten it
out. There was something animalistic in the way they walked and
moved that quickened my pulse. I got a little wet.

“I’m Jason,”
the taller man said. He waved at his friend, “And he’s Dean. Look,
not that it’s not nice to see a good-looking girl out here, but
it’s getting dark. Why haven’t you left?”

I was sure if
he was being coy with me. One corner of his mouth had raised in a
roguish smile. It also intensified that animalistic aura that
surrounded him.

I thought
about what it would be like to fuck him. Glancing at Dean made me
wonder how it would feel to be fucked by both of them at the same
time. I’d never done anything like that before.

“Oh,” I said,
flashing them my own mischievous smile, “Just looking for
boys.”

The other
corner of Jason’s mouth quirked up. I could see a sliver of white
teeth through his slightly parted lips. He took a step toward me. I
could almost feel the heat radiating from his body. I had the
sudden urge to wrap my arms around him, to lift his shift and leave
wet kisses all over his abs. His hand moved from his side, reaching
out to touch me.

“Jason!” Dean
said, “The sun’s almost gone. The moon will be up soon.”

The connection
between us broke as Jason looked at his friend. They both looked up
into the sky. Turning my own eyes up, I saw that the sky was now
that deep purple before true night. All around us, long shadows
reached out. The entrance to ravine was black.

“You boys
afraid of the dark or something?” I said.

Still looking
up, Jason said, “Afraid? No. We’re usually the ones people are
afraid of.”

I could see
the full moon through the canopy now. It gave us an empty-eyed
stare.

My smile
faltered. There was something frightening in the way Jason had
spoken.

“What do you
mean?” I asked.

Both men
looked at me. I jumped in the spot, my heart racing again. Both of
them had yellow eyes. When Jason smiled at me, his teeth reshaped
themselves into pointed fangs. Dean and Jason fell to the ground,
writhing and tearing at their clothes. Their bodies changed, got
more muscular, the new flesh ripping their clothes as it grew.
Their faces got longer, with feral snouts.
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The whole way
home from the restaurant, Lars couldn’t stop thinking about what he
and Katrina were going to do. He flexed his hands, imagining what
it was going to be like to leave nice, red prints all over that
firm ass of hers while she begged him for more.

It turned him
on just thinking about it. He had to adjust his position in the
driver’s seat, trying to keep his pants from squeezing his
hardening cock.

He
pulled into the driveway, put the car into park and turned it off.
He practically jumped out as soon as he’d opened the door.
Everything has to
be perfect, he thought.
This was going to be the first time that Katrina would be seeing
his place. He hoped that it wouldn’t be the last.

They’d met a
few weeks back and had been seeing each other on and off ever
since. It had been during a party last weekend when they’d talked
to each other alone in a back room that she mentioned her interest
in being spanked.

She’d smiled
at him, stood up, and shoved her ass in his face. Just recalling it
made him want to touch himself before she got there. What made it
all the better is that he had just been dying to smack that ass.
She was a real bitch, sometimes. Not all the women he’d been with
wanted a good spanking, so it was a pleasant surprise when it
turned out that one did (especially when she was someone who needed
one).

Lars had just
finished putting his leathers on under his normal clothes when the
doorbell rang. As he walked over to answer it, he wondered whether
or not he should wear his mask. He had one with a zipper over the
mouth. Sometimes everyone involved got a huge kick out of it.

It was
Katrina. She had on a pair of loose yoga pants that tightened up
around the thighs and ass, and a shirt that gave no clue as to what
sort of underwear she had on, to Lars’ frustration.

She had a
wicked smile on her pretty face. Without checking to see if there
was anyone on the street who might be watching, she reached forward
and cupped his crotch with one hand.

“Hi, lover,
“Katrina said. Her smile grew when she felt how hard he already
was. “I see you’ve been thinking about me.”

She
pushed him aside and walked in, giving herself a light smack on the
ass as she moved past him. Lars swallowed and cracked his
knuckles. Soon enough, he
told himself.

They’d planned
on some light snacks and maybe a drink before getting down to. When
he’d first come in, Lars had felt a little hungry. Now all thoughts
of food and drink were driven from his mind. He had the urge to
bend her over the back of the couch, pull down her pants and
underwear, and lay one on her right there, but he managed to
restrain himself.

“And what
about you?” He asked, “Have you been thinking about me?”

That smile
never left her face. “No. In fact, I had forgotten about our little
arrangement until my cell reminded me an hour or so ago.”

Lars wasn’t
certain of whether or not she was joking. She was one of those
people who liked to be funny and ironic, but could sometimes be
serious. Sometimes he just couldn’t tell the difference.

He had some
picking food and some wine set up on the coffee table, so he led
her into the living room. He sat down on the couch, expecting
Katrina to sit beside him.

“Lean back,”
she said.

Confused, Lars
leaned back against the cushions. Katrina scooched between the
couch and the coffee table, then sat down on his lap. His cock got
instantly hard, trapped under her ass like that. It also hurt a
little, held tightly to his leg by his pants.

It didn’t help
when Katrina leaned forward to grab a vegetable stick. She started
grinding her ass into him. He gritted his teeth, all the muscles in
his legs and hips clenched.

It was so damn
good.

He started
pressing his fingers between his hips and her ass, trying to get a
handful of that firm flesh. She smacked his hands away.

“Not yet,” she
said.

When Lars
grabbed onto her by the thighs and started grinding back, she stood
up and then sat back down beside him.

They sat like
that for a while: Katrina picking at the food as slowly as she
could, Lars eying her thighs and wondering when she’d finish. He
reflected again on how much of a bitch the woman could be. She knew
he wanted her. What’s more, Lars knew she wanted him, too. She was
just being as much of a tease about it as she could.

After what
felt like forever, Katrina stood up. “Where’s your bedroom?” She
asked.

“Upstairs.
First door on the left.”

As she
squeezed between Lars and the table, she stuck out her ass again
and gave it a light slap. When she was clear, Lars stood up and
followed her. He walked behind her up the stairs, watching each of
her ass cheeks flex as she moved.

Katrina opened
the door to the bedroom. Lars turned on the light. On the bed was a
single pair of handcuffs, shiny in the light, and a black riding
crop.

She took a
step back toward him, allowing her body to press against his.
Finding the hard shaft of his cock, she nestled it in the cleft of
her ass and squeezed. Lars reached his arms around, one hand
squeezing one of her tits. The other pressed down into her yoga
pants. Her pussy was shaved, and his finger got wet as he slid it
through her slit towards her hole.
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