
    
      Imstillfun

      
        	
          The Balcony
        

        	
          Day Off Interrupted
        

        	
          The Beach
        

        	
          A Woman Needs Comfort
        

        	
          Becoming a Slut at My Summer Job
        

        	
          Becoming a Hot Mom
        

        	
          The Lesson Learned
        

        	
          Alisa and Mark, a Romance
        

        	
          The Visitor
        

        	
          Watching the Pool Party
        

        	
          Bjs Can Be Boring
        

        	
          Bringing Dad to Life
        

        	
          I Did It
        

        	
          Mom and Daughter Compete
        

        	
          My First Time as a Shared Wife
        

        	
          My One Night as a Slut
        

        	
          Annette's Tale
        

        	
          Annette's Tale Ch. 02: Amy's Story
        

        	
          Carla's Tale
        

        	
          Misadventures in Swinging
        

        	
          Wedding Reception, a Romance
        

        	
          Helping a Friend
        

        	
          Family and Friends Miss Playoffs
        

        	
          One Night in Vegas
        

        	
          Wedding Day Cuckold
        

        	
          Nancy's Tale
        

        	
          From Wife to Office Party Slut
        

        	
          Accepting Her for Dad
        

        	
          Girl Crush
        

        	
          He Let Them Have Me #01
        

        	
          He Let Them Have Me #02
        

        	
          He Let Them Have Me #03
        

        	
          He Let Them Have Me #04
        

        	
          You Only Think You're In Control
        

        	
          My Daughter made me Cuckold Him Ch. 01
        

        	
          My Daughter made me Cuckold Him Ch. 02
        

        	
          My Daughter made me Cuckold Him Ch. 03
        

        	
          Erotica Author Cuckolds Fans Ch. 01
        

        	
          Brian's Wife's Tale
        

        	
          Kym and Phil's tale
        

        	
          The Wedding Party: Claire and Tina
        

        	
          The Wedding Party: Joanie
        

        	
          The Wedding Party: The Parents
        

        	
          Awards Banquet Slut
        

        	
          The Wedding Party: Siblings
        

        	
          Unexpected Threesome
        

        	
          First Days as a Slut Ch. 01
        

        	
          The Wedding Party: Threesome
        

        	
          First Days as a Slut Ch. 02
        

        	
          First Days as a Slut Ch. 03
        

        	
          First Days as a Slut Ch. 04
        

        	
          First Days as a Slut Ch. 05
        

        	
          First Days as a Slut Ch. 06
        

        	
          First Days as a Slut Ch. 07
        

        	
          First Days as a Slut Ch. 08
        

        	
          First Days as a Slut Ch. 09
        

        	
          First Days as a Slut Ch. 10
        

        	
          First Days as a Slut Ch. 11
        

        	
          Erotica Author Cuckolds Fans Ch. 02
        

        	
          My Son's Girlfriend
        

        	
          My Labor Day Gang Bang
        

        	
          The Wedding Party: Wedding Jitters
        

        	
          Maggie's Tale
        

        	
          Bachelor Party Gang Bang
        

        	
          Brother and Friend Offer Comfort
        

        	
          Cabins in the Snow
        

        	
          Two Wives Seduced
        

        	
          Tradeshow Adventure
        

        	
          Bea's Tale
        

        	
          My Sister Moves In
        

        	
          My Daughter's Fuck Buddy
        

        	
          The Boy Next Door
        

        	
          Annie's Tale: Cuckolding My Husband
        

        	
          Sarah's Tale
        

        	
          Uber Adventure
        

        	
          Chance Meeting
        

        	
          Fun at the B&B
        

        	
          Gang Banged by Older Men
        

        	
          Becoming a Hot Mom at the Lakehouse
        

        	
          Sometimes Friends Need Love Too
        

        	
          Our Daughter Moves Home
        

        	
          My Experiences in Swinging
        

        	
          Fun at the Trap Meet
        

        	
          We Cucked Him With His Coworkers
        

        	
          Tori's Tale: A Wedding Gang Bang
        

        	
          Gang Banged in Vegas
        

        	
          Did That Happen? A Halloween Story
        

        	
          Show Them What a Slut You Can Be
        

        	
          New Years Eve, Final Fantasy
        

      

    
  The Balcony

        Women makes friends with guys on next hotel balcony.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-balcony-23

Title: The Balcony

Author: Imstillfun

Category: Group Sex

Description: Women makes friends with guys on next hotel balcony.

Tags: group sex, foursome, group, slut, mmmf, anal




It was a beautiful night. I was standing on my hotel balcony looking out over the beach. I could hear the music coming from a lounge across the street. It had a nice beat as it drifted across the sounds of the waves. It has been a beautiful day. Bob and I were vacationing in Key West.
Bob and I "date". Well. Not really. I don't think Bob dates anyone. We met at a conference a few years ago. He was one of the keynote speakers. He is the type of person who holds a room and an individual with everything he says. Add that to 6'2" 195 and piercing grey eyes, he is hard to resist. Whenever Bob is in town he calls me.
It may sound awful, but when he calls I pretty much drop everything and run. When we go out he makes me feel very special. We do go on trips together. When we are together he is the most attentive person you could ever be with. Traveling with him is easy.
I am not in love with him but, when he wants to fuck, I am there. Yes I say fuck. It's not making love. Seriously, we fuck. I used to say we were fuck buddies, buts it's not just that. When he fucks me I would do anything for him and I do mean anything.
We spent the day exploring shops, wandering around the beach, holding hands, and generally enjoying where we were in each other. These vacations are great for me. Bob plans everything. My job is to relax and have a good time. He knows what I like and I trust him completely.
It was one of those fun days. Bob, even though I am in my 40s, convinced me to wear one of my shorter dresses. I don't mind, I like wearing dresses. He loves seeing me in a summer dress and I like the way he looks at me when I wear them. I have always been the type of girl who wears dresses. I also like to wear pretty underwear. I usually wear matching panties and bra. Often a cute thong, especially when out with Bob. He likes them and I like knowing he's thinking about them all day.
I think the dress was maybe 2 inches below my butt if that. I really didn't realize how short it was until a gust of wind blew up. Bob just laughed. I am not beautiful. I mean I have a pretty face. People think I look much younger than I am and often compliment me on my long dark hair and my legs but I am 5'2 and about 20 pounds heavier than I want to be. I still get checked out though. Bob enjoys pointing it out when it happens.
After our day at the beach we came back to the hotel. We were just going to spend the night inside. We usually go out dancing. This time we had fun all day and planned a quiet night just ourselves.
We had dinner at the hotel. Beautiful outside patio where you can hear the ocean and smell of the summer night. In my short dress I was having trouble keeping decent in my chair. Bob was enjoying this. He kept on pointing out the guys that were looking. He is not the jealous type and he knows that it turns me on to be looked at, so he pushes it.
After dinner we went to the lounge for a drink. There were a few people there. It seems there was a convention of some sort starting tomorrow. We sat at the bar and chatted. Two men walked up behind us and ordered some drinks from the bar. Bob being the shy person he is started talking to them. They were in their early 30s and were there for the convention. They were both single and had just flown in that day. I have to admit even I saw the guys checking me out. I was enjoying it. I have a bit of a show off streak, especially after a few drinks. It was fun, flirty, and exciting.
It was obvious they both probably thought I was pretty. They were checking out my face and my hair as much as anything else. Every once in a while I would see their eyes slipping to my cleavage or my legs. I don't have much cleavage but a push-up bra does wonders. I have to admit all the attention put me in a flirtatious mood. I may have leaned in a bit too much, touched their arms and legs when I laughed at their jokes, and shifted around on my stool showing as much leg as possible. All this fun was getting me a bit horny and excited.
We had two rounds of drinks chatting with the young men and then went up to our room. In the elevator Bob grabbed me and kissed me. As he did my dress slid up and half my ass was showing.
He whispered in my ear, "You seemed to enjoy that. Too bad your little friends are not here now to see your cute ass." He was not chastising me, more teasing me.
I said it was fun, and that I bet he'd like that. He just kissed me again.
Bob had bought us some champagne and grapes and we brought it out to the balcony to enjoy. As we were standing on the balcony we heard a noise on the balcony on our right. The two young men came out on their balcony and sat down with a couple of beers. We saw each other at the same time and both said hi.
At the time I was standing leaning a little over the balcony rail. I had my arms on the balcony and was not really paying attention. We made small talk, and again it was obvious I was being checked out. I went to get a refill of champagne. As I did Bob made me bend over so he could whisper something in my ear. He told me that when I leaned over the balcony about 2 inches of my butt showed and that, as I was leaning over to listen to him, even more was showing. I stood quickly and smoothed and out my dress.
Bob said fairly loudly, "Don't do that, you'll spoil the view."
I could see the guys on the other balcony looking at me. I was embarrassed but I was also a little turned on. I may have also had a bit too much champagne. Whatever the reason, I went back to the balcony and put my arms back up on it. I was feeling flirty, enjoying the attention, and knew what I was doing. I may even have stretched a bit extra to make my dress slide up a bit more.
Bob commented on what a great ass I have. This time it was clear he was saying it loud enough for the guys next to us to hear. He then turned to them and said, "Don't you think so?"
I turned to him and said, "Don't you embarrass those poor young men!".
They replied they were not embarrassed, that they were thinking the same thing, and that they did not think I was much older than them.
Bob told them they had good taste and said to me, "I told you so. You are much prettier than you ever think you are."
The men both agreed. We continued our chatting with them, it was fun, jovial, and and flirty. I casually positioned myself back at the rail, where everyone could get a view. I was enjoying the attention.
After a little conversation, Bob brought the conversation back to my ass. He actually said to the guys, "Isn't it great sitting here in the beautiful night sky, listening to the ocean and staring at that beautiful ass."
I could not believe it. He knows I like attention, but this was far past anything he'd ever said to someone else. The guys laughingly agreed. I was feeling very special.
One of the guys obviously got bold and said, "Pity we can't see more of it."
Bob laughed and said to me, "Yeah, why is that?"
I was shocked. I mean, I knew he liked guys looking at me but this was very up close and personal. On the other hand it was very exciting. On impulse I reach down, pulled my dress up above my ass, and said, "Is that better."
Bob said, "That's perfect."
The two guys both said that it improved the view 100%. I laughed, wiggled my butt, and let the dress drop back in place. All to the sound of the men complaining.
Bob then said instead of yelling across the balcony why don't you guys come over here and join us. My heart did a flip-flop. After all, these guys have been checking out my ass and commenting on it. Now they were going to be right near me. They grabbed a couple beers and came over and sat down. I obviously had too much to drink and went back to my balcony railing. I knew full well my dress was too short at that point but I was having fun being noticed.
I figured that was the end of it, harmless fun.
Bob then said, "Not only does it look that good but you will not believe how firm it is."
I could not believe he said that.
I turned, looked at him, and said I didn't think our guests wanted to spend the whole night discussing my ass. Our guests immediately contradicted me. They said they could not think of a more perfect topic for an evening like this.
Bob then said, "I know how we can improve the view."
One of the guys said he thought it was pretty good now. Bob said to trust him. It got better. Now, again, Bob knows I like to be admired. I know he likes it too. We have had some very exciting pillow talk about it. Often leading to amazing orgasms.
Bob said, "Why don't you show them the red dress?"
I tried to think of which red dress he could be talking about. Then I realized he was talking about something I wear as a beach wrap. It barely covers half my ass. It's a halter style and with light behind it fairly see through.
The suggestion immediately got me a little wet. I mean, I would really be on display. "I would think the guys had better things to do than to watch me try on clothes," I said.
Both guys jumped right in and said they could think of nothing they'd rather do.
Bob said, "See! Go try it on."
I looked at him. I have a bit of a submissive streak and he knew it. Between, being checked out and now being told to show off more, I was getting very horny.
I went inside and grabbed the dress. I stood with my back to the balcony. I pulled my dress up over my head. The thought crossed my mind that everyone was watching me. That just excited me more. I stood there for a minute in my bra and thong.
I then, for fun said, "Are you all enjoying the view?" I got a chorus of yes. I turned my head to look at them, smiled, shook my ass and said, "Good, I'm glad."
I realized that the halter style would not go with the bra I was wearing, so I reached behind me and took off my bra.
"Still good?" I asked,
With the comments of approval I stretched my arms over my head and said "Happy.to oblige."
I pulled the red dress on. It barely covered half my ass. My dark blue lacy thong showed under it and thru the material. You could easily see my nipples and at this point they were very hard. If my thong had not been dark blue, they probably would have seen how wet I was.
I walked back out to the balcony and said, "Is this better?"
The guys assured me it was.
One then said to Bob, "You're right, it does look like she has a firm ass."
Bob pulled me to him, squeezed it and said it was great. Next what he did shocked me. I mean, so far we had been pushing our limits, but it was all really harmless flirting. Now he turned me so my ass was facing the guys. Pulled me down and kissed me. I was bent over his chair, my ass and pussy only covered by the thong were on full display.
He said, "See for yourself."
I hesitated and started to stand up. He held me where I was and kissed me. I felt 2 hands reach out and stroke my ass.
I was always sexual. I had lovers before Bob. Even a few one night stands. This was definitely new territory. Two total strangers were caressing my ass with Bob there making it happen. Both guys started saying how great my ass was. I felt like I was on a wild carnival ride. I started to really get into it. These guys were both not sure what was happening. Neither was I but I was going to enjoy it. I figured when it went far enough, Bob would send the guys home and fuck me, and dammit, I really wanted to be fucked.
I stood up and pushed my ass back at them and asked if they really liked it. They assured me they did.
I asked why they had stopped touching it if they liked it so much. I looked Bob in the eye. The hands again grabbed my ass. Bob smiled at me and blew me a kiss. He then asked the guys if the view was perfect.
They said yes, but Bob said, "Really?"
Then to me he said, "Show them how it could be better."
I knew what he wanted. He had whispered scenarios like this to me in bed. He knew they made me cum.
I stood up and put my thumbs in the sides of my thong. I was feeling playful. I asked the guys if they still thought the view was perfect. They got the idea and said almost perfect. With that I lowered my thong part way down my ass. I then stopped.
I said to Bob, "if you want them to see my pussy, you show it to them."
He reached over, pulled them off me, pulled me down and kissed me.
As he did he said, "Spread those legs a bit." I bent over, widened my stance, and kissed Bob knowing my ass and pussy were on complete display.
Then Bob said, "Is that how you show your admirers your appreciation?" Again, that twinge in my pussy. He and I had played this game, but now it was real.
I said he was right. Turned towards the guys and leaned over to kiss one.
As I did, my top fell loose and my tits were on display. As I kissed him, I could see the other one staring at my tits. I looked at him and smiled, "Like the view?" I said.
He said yes, and I leaned over to kiss him. My ass and pussy were practically in the first guys face. As I was kissing the second guy I looked over my shoulder and said, "You don't enjoy my ass anymore?"
He immediately grabbed it pulled it towards him and kissed it. I wiggled it in his face as I made out with his buddy.
Bob then stood up. I thought, oh great, he is sending them on their way and we are going to fuck. I was ready to tackle him, throw him on the bed, and ride him like he had never been ridden but he looked at me and said, "Is that how a tease shows her appreciation?"
He said tease. I was fairly thankful, because generally when in bed with me he says slut. I love being called a slut. If he calls me a slut, it allows me to be one.
I asked the guys if they felt appreciated and they said yes. Bob said, "That's not what I taught you."
I knew what he meant. I was excited, shocked, nervous, and a million other things. I looked at him he nodded. Just a nod. I knew what that nod meant. Not just for now, but where the night was going.
I stood up in front of the guys, looked at Bob, said, "No, no it's not", and got on my knees.
As I reached for the first guys zipper, he pulled back and looked at Bob.
Bob said, "Relax, she's good at this."
I had a sense of pride that Bob was telling this guy I was good at sucking cock. I wanted to prove him right. I wanted to show him that I can be the slut he always teases me about.
I undid his zipper and took his cock out. It felt strange. I am holding a cock and people are watching. It was average. Bob is bigger and thicker than average, so it looked small to me. I slowly lowered my head on it. I tasted the pre cum at the tip. I always loved the taste and feeling of cum. I love it everywhere, on my face, in my mouth, on my skin, in my pussy, in my ass. I just love it. I was enjoying his. I am pretty sure I made a purring sound. I started to seriously work at it. If Bob said I was good, I wanted to be good. Bob asked the guy if it was the best he had had. He answered yes.
Bob said, "My little cumslut is a great cocksucker". If I did not cum, I was close, those words completely let me lose.
Now everyone knew what I was.
I reached over to his friend and tried to open his pants with his buddies cock in my mouth. He got the message, helped me, and pulled out his cock. Again, nothing amazing, but still quite nice. I stroked it while I sucked his buddy. I then took my mouth off his buddy. Smiled at him and said, "Your turn." I switched cocks and was now still sucking and stroking 2 cocks. Just the opposite ones.
I was so fucking turned on. This was always part of our bedroom play, but this was real and 100 times hotter. I knew I was going to get well fucked. All the different combinations were going through my mind. I stood up fluffed my hair stretched so my breasts stuck out and said I was going inside. I stepped through the door. No one moved. I looked at them and said, "Well?"
It was fun to watch them scramble.
I pushed the two guys down so they were seated at the end of the bed. I stood in front of them and pulled the red dress off over my head. Both of them were sitting there, cocks straight up, clothes still on, with looks of anticipation. I got on my knees and started alternating between them. I was loving it. 2 cocks, all for me. I even forgot Bob had one too. That would have been 3. I was already creaming. Just then, one of the guys reached down and grabbed my tit. It's not usual, but sometimes I come when touched like that. Wham, my first orgasm hit me.
Bob saw it and said, "What was that?"
He knew damn well what it was.
I meekly answered, "I just came."
Bob was having fun. He knew what words turned me on. He said, "What kind of girls cums while sucking on 2 strangers cocks?"
I said, "A slut."
He said, "What?"
Louder I said, "A cocksucking slut" and immediately came again.
I went back to the task at hand. I wanted to make these guys cum. I wanted to show Bob that I was his slut, the best slut, and the best cocksucker.
Bob grabbed my hair. Not hard, but the way I liked it. He pulled me to my feet. He said, "Give these guys a chance to get their clothes off. You can play with your pussy while they do."
My hand dived into my pussy, fingers deep inside me, while I watched them undress. Anticipation was driving me crazy. Another orgasm on my fingers. I immediately offered them to Bob. He sucked them dry and said that I was his good little slut.
By this time the guys were undressed. I told them I wanted one in my mouth and someone eating my pussy. Bob cleared his throat. I corrected myself.
I said, "I want one of you to eat my slutty little cunt."
I laid on the bed. One guy immediately started eating me. He'd obviously done that before. The other waved his cock in front of my face. I grabbed it and started sucking it. As soon as I had my mouth around it, I felt the tongue on my clit and I went off again. I was on fire. I looked at Bob again. He smiled at me. All I wanted to do was make these guys jealous they were not Bob. I pumped the cock in my mouth until he was about to cum.
He started to pull out. I let him and said, "I love cum. I love it on my face, my body, my tits, my ass, and in my cunt, and mouth. Give me all the cum you want."
He exploded. I got 1/2 in my mouth, the rest on my face, tits, and belly. It felt amazing on my skin. I loved the taste. Again, I was hit with a wave of pleasure. I started scooping it up with my fingers and licking them off.
To no one in particular I said, "I need to get fucked."
The guy eating my pussy was glad to oblige. He climbed up on my body and shoved his cock in my cunt.
Next thing I know, Bob is naked, his cock in front of my face. I grab it and start sucking him.
He looked at me with pride in his eyes and said, "You are the sexiest little cumslut in the world."
Hearing those words, I came again. I could feel the guy fucking me building up. I started begging him for his cum. Telling him to fill up my slutty little Pussy. I felt it. It exploded in me. He kept pumping. I felt it get forced in me and as he pulled his cock out, some pulled out with him.
I stuck my fingers in my pussy and licked them clean. I wondered what was next. The guy who had just cum in my mouth was hard again. Bob is older. He can go for hours, but ready again in 10 minutes? No way. Just the fact that he was going to stick his cock in my cum filled pussy again had me on edge. As soon as he entered me I came. This time it was longer. He had already filled my mouth so obviously no rush. I sucked on Bobs cock while being leisurely fucked. I had never felt so hot or so slutty. Covered with cum, filled with cum. I felt like such a slut.
I heard a cell phone go off. The guy who had just cum in my pussy answered it. He said to his friend , "It's Bill. We were supposed to meet him down stairs 10 minutes ago."



His friend, still deep in my pussy said, "I'm not leaving."
I realized then, that I knew Bill's name, but had forgotten theirs. Again, that set me off. Who would have thought that being such a slut would be such a turn on.
Then Bob said, "Invite him up."
Oh my god, another orgasm. My senses and mind were on fire. The guy took the cell phone outside on the balcony. The other guy continued to fuck me and Bob fucked my mouth. All my nerve endings were on edge.
2 minutes later there is a knock on the door. His friend opened it. The guy walks in, looks around, and says, "I didn't fucking believe you."
Bob said, "Get undressed you can fuck the sluts mouth."
In no time Bill had his cock in my mouth. Again, nothing to write home about, but still quite nice.
Bill said, "She is as good as you said."
Once again a warped warm sense of pride ran through me.
I smiled at him and said, "Thank you, you can thank me with a huge load of cum." Oh my, what a slut I was being.
Meanwhile cell phone guy was hard again. He moved next to me and I stroked his cock. This was too much for Bill. He exploded in my mouth, I let him slip out and took a lot of it on my face and tits again. He moved aside and cell phone guy said, "Now I get to see if that mouth is as good as that cunt."
I smiled and said I could not wait to show him.
I was starting to get sore. I wanted to be on top. I rolled over on top of the guy in my pussy and took control. I then started sucking cell phone guy again. Bob stood next to me and I stroked his cock. Bill kept looking at my ass.
"My god she has a sexy ass," he said.
I giggled and said "that's what started this in the first place." I was taking my time with the cock in my cunt and the one in my mouth. I already had 2 loads on me, and I could feel the cock in me squishing against the load in my pussy.
Bob then said to Bill "it's a great ass, very fuckable."
I nearly choked on the cock in my mouth. Bob put something in my hand. I knew what it was. He motioned Bill to take his place. Bill had his cock in front of me. I took the lube and started lubing up his cock. He was unsure of what was going on.
Bob said, "Ask."
Again I knew what he wanted. We had role played this over and over.
When I was done lubing his cock, I straightened up. I let the cock drop out of my mouth and lifted off the one in my pussy. I took my lube filled hand and ran it up my ass and in my asshole.
I looked Bob in the eye and said, "Bill, I want you to stick that cock in my ass while these guys fuck my cunt and mouth."
I meant it too. I so wanted to be completely filled up. I said, "I want to show Bob that I can be the 3 hole cumslut he thinks I can."
With my ass all lubed up I bent over and dropped back on the cock that was fucking me. I reached in front of me and grabbed the other cock and put it in my mouth. I wiggled my ass at Bill and said, "Fill me up."
I felt Bill's hands on my ass. I felt his cock against my opening. I stopped moving. I wasn't worried. I had taken Bobs cock in my ass. I knew I could do it. I told him to go slow.
I could feel him enter me. I could feel it sliding against the cock in my pussy. I had never felt so full in my life. Everything was on fire.
Bob looked at me and said to no one in particular, "Fuck her, fuck all her slutty holes."
That was it. I burst. I came with the biggest orgasm imaginable. As I did I let go on the guy fucking me. Squirting and coming all over him. His belly, the bed, his cock, were drenched.
He moaned and said, Oh my god. That was fucking incredible. I have never felt anything like it."
With renewed passion I starting fucking all my cocks as best I could. I felt the buildup. The one in my pussy started to go. I could feel it pulse inside me. I could feel it against the load already inside me. I pushed down on him and the cock in my ass. As I did I heard Bill groan, I knew what was coming.
As slutty as I could I said, "Come on Bill, fuck my ass, fill me up, give it to me".
He started to cum, I could feel it against me. As he did he slid out of me he was still squirting. It was the first time he'd come and it was a lot. Dripping out of my ass, running down my ass, and all over my back.
I had one left. I looked at the guy I was sucking and said, "Give it to me, I want it, my face, my hair my ass, whatever you want. Give it to me."
That did it. He erupted, I swallowed some, but let the rest hit me in the face and tits. I loved the way it felt. I collapsed on the bed.
I heard Bob say, "Time to go."
The guys got dressed and left, all the while talking about how incredible I was. I just lay their basking in the praise and after glow. I had 2 loads in my cunt, one in my ass and on my back, and 3 on face and tits. I felt amazingly slutty.
I heard the door shut but Bob did not come right to me. Instead he went in the bathroom. I started feeling a little insecure. Naked, all my holes worked, covered with cum, what would happen.
Bob returned with a warm wash cloth. He wiped my lips and kissed me. He told that I was one the most amazing sexy beautiful woman he had ever seen. He climbed on top of me and slid his cock into my messy cunt.
I looked at him and said, "How does your fucktoy's little cunt feel with 2 loads of cum in it?"
He smiled and said, "Just like it should."
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Your feedback appreciated.
*****
It was my first weekend off in 3 months. Recently my company had assigned me to a huge project. Between the weekends with family obligations and some last minute assignments, I was looking forward to the peace and quiet. I shipped the kids off to grandma's and prepared to do nothing.
I was relaxing in the living room when the doorbell rang. My husband came bounding down the stairs to open the door. I heard voices coming my way. I wondered who it could be, then thought, dammit, I look like a slob.
Don't get me wrong. I'm not bad to look at. I'm 35 years old, 5'5" 135, I keep myself fairly toned and I have pretty hair, but at that point I had no make up on, I was wearing a white ribbed wifebeater, a pair of loose workout shorts that I pulled off my bedroom floor, and my hair was barely brushed.
My husband walked in the room with 4 guys. I knew 2 were guys he worked with. I did not know the other 2. I felt embarrassed when they walked in. I was not expecting anyone. I was not dressed for anyone, and I did not want anyone there.
I looked up and said hi. I realized I had to stand up. I stood up and looking quizzically at my husband and went to get introduced. I had no idea why they were here. I was actually a little pissed that they were.
As I stood up I saw all the guys look at me. Ok, I realized I was seriously being checked out. It was kind of creepy. Then I realized I was not wearing a bra and my thin wife beater clung tightly to every curve. I am maybe a 36C but all of that 36C was on display. My shirt stopped above my navel and my shorts started 2" below showing a good expanse of belly. Now, I was even more pissed. I really could not run and cover myself and I still had no idea why they were here. Wryly, I realized the good news is no one noticed my lack of make up.
My husband just said, "Hi babe, did not see you there. The guys came over to watch the game."
In my mind I was strangling him. This was my only do nothing day for the next few weeks. I did not want to "do nothing" with his friends, especially guys I really did not know.
Instead of strangling him, I held out my hand and introduced myself. The 2 guys I had met before were Bob and Paul, both worked with my husband. They were average looking guys, both in their 30s. Nothing great, nothing bad. I seemed to remembered Paul was married. The other 2 I had not met. They were from out of town. They were on the same team as my husband and they were working on a project together.
One was Gary, kind of the same mold, cute nothing special. The last guy was Tom. Tom was older. I found out later he was 45. It was obvious he was the leader in the group. You could tell just by the way they all looked expectantly at me as he was introduced. I don't know what reaction they expected. Maybe I was supposed to genuflect? He was tall, handsome, and had a great smile. He did not ogle me like the other 3. He did give me an appreciative look and then stayed with my eyes. If I had not been so mad at my husband, I would have enjoyed meeting this man.
Since I was mad at my husband, I was not enjoying meeting anyone. I needed to deal with him. I looked at him and said, "Honey, I did not know we were having company."
He told me Gary had just called him so he invited them over. I don't know if there was a good response to my statement but that was certainly not it. Then to make it better he said, "You said you did not want to go out, so I figured they could come here."
He did this sort of thing a lot. We had discussed it before.
I glared at him but he was oblivious. He might not have noticed but Tom did. Tom quickly said he thought they might be intruding and maybe they should head to a local bar to watch the game. I thought, great idea.
My husband said, That's dumb, we have a huge TV, plenty of beer and Jill can make some sandwiches."
That was it. I knew I was going to kill him as he slept that night.
I, in the most gracious voice I could find, said, "Please, it's no big deal. Come on in."
The guys came in and I started to pick up around me. As I bent over to pick up a pillow I heard a soft gasp. I realized that my shorts were pretty short and loose and they must have seen a great deal of my ass as I bent over. Dammit, now I was really mad. His friends are all ogling me, taking up my day, and they want sandwiches. I did have an evil thought. My husband has a bit of a jealous streak. He had not caught on to me being checked out, but I knew once he did he would be mad.
I figured a little irritation would be good for him. I told them to sit down, and I would get the beer. I went to the kitchen, grabbed 6 bottles and held the cold wet bottles against my chest. My nipples reacted to the cold. The condensation made the shirt stick to my skin and become a little transparent. I pushed my shorts a bit further down on my hips and brought the beers in. As I served them I made sure I bent over each one and gave them a beer.
They tried very hard to pretend they were not looking at my tits. I kept my ass towards my husband and whoever was near him, so he could see the shorts slide up and show my ass cheeks as I bent over. I handed Tom his beer. He smiled, looked me in the eyes, and said thank you. I was beginning to like him.
I finally handed my husband the last beer. He saw my top, he realized what everyone had been seeing. I could see him get tense.
Not wanting to make a scene, he just said, "Thank you babe. Do you want to change?"
I stood up. I was where everyone could see me. I stretched my back really showing off my tits. I said, "I wasn't planning to. I can if you want."
He glanced at me and at his friends who were mostly ogling me, and said he thought I should.
I went upstairs laughing at myself. He could be such a jerk. Tom popped to mind. He seemed nice.
I got to my room and turned to think if what to wear. Dammit, I was comfortable. Why did have to change? I really did not want to change. I only had to change because he ruined my day.
On the other hand I am a girl and do like to look good. I was still annoyed at my husband. An evil thought came to mind. I went in and brushed out my hair and put makeup on. Not a lot, just my usual fresh face look. I went and grabbed the clothes I thought I would wear.
I grabbed a summer outfit. It had a bustier style crop top with shoulder straps and 4 buttons down the front. It definitely pushed up and showed what I had. By undoing the top button, I showed even more. The outfit came with a short matching denim layered skirt. The skirt sat low on my hips and landed at most half way down my thigh. Between my top and skirt my belly was exposed from ribcage to hip bone.
I grabbed my flirtiest thong panties. They were tiny, pink and white with ruffles around the edges. I ended the outfit with a strappy pair of sandals with a slight heel. I looked in the mirror. I looked good. In fact, I looked hot. Not slutty hot, but girl next door hot. Perfect. Just to be on the mean side I bent over to check my cleavage. No nipples. One more button they would be on display. I checked my backside. Well, what lady bends over straight legged from the waist anyway. I was ready to go.
As I walked down the stairs Tom saw me first. He gave me an appreciative look, a thumbs up, and a smile. I smiled back. The other guys saw Tom and turned to look. All their faces lit up except for my husband's. He had a definite scowl.
I just said, "Anyone need another beer?"
As I walked through the room towards the kitchen and counting who wants beers, I may have swung my hips a bit more than usual. I certainly did not have to bend over and pick up that bottle, but I did. I stood up. Again I saw my husband's scowl, 3 guys looking shocked, and Tom with an amused smile. It was as if he got the joke.
My husband followed me in. He was mad. He spoke to me in an angry whisper. "What are you doing?"
"I'm getting beers."
"I mean, what are you wearing?" He said raising his voice a bit.
I pouted and said, "Don't you like it?"
He then said the words he'd come to regret. He said, "You look like a slut".
I turned, looked at him, got my face in his face and went off on him, "First you bring a bunch of strangers home on the only day off I have in months. Then when I am nice enough to not say anything, and get you snacks, you call me a SLUT? Really? A slut? You don't even know what a slut is."
He now knew I was angry. He stammered a response turned and huffed out of the room.
I was now really mad. I mean, he was right, I was dressed to tease, but screw him. I was comfortable before all his friends showed up. I gathered up the beers put them on a tray and thinking, I'll show him slut, walked in serving beers off the tray.
I bent over and offered the tray to each guest making sure my ass was facing his other guests. I am sure a bit of my ass cheeks showed. The guys just gawked silently. Tom took his beer, thanked me, and said they were lucky to have such a beautiful hostess. He had class.
I blushed a bit and said thank you. I got to my husband. He scowled and his eyes burned through me. I handed him his beer and then bent over more exposing more of my ass to his guests.
I whispered to him, "Is that slutty enough?"
I smirked at him, turned and walked away. I was starting to have fun.
At the kitchen door I stopped twisted looked over my shoulder and said, "Are you ready to eat?"
Turning like that really showed off my legs.
My husband said nothing, just scowled. The guys were not sure what to say. Tom, again the gentleman, said, "Please, don't put yourself out. We can order snacks. You should not have to wait on us."
I smiled. I was definitely liking this guy.
I softened and said, "I don't mind, be right back."
My husband again followed me into the kitchen. In an angry whisper, probably a bit louder than he intended, he said, "You're embarrassing the fuck out of me. Stop acting like such a fucking slut."
I was about to scream at him and start throwing things. Tom saved him. Tom walked in the kitchen. He'd obviously heard what was said. He put his arm on my husband's shoulder and said, "Back off. We interrupted her day and Jill is being very accommodating."
My husband started to say something but I guess Tom really was in charge, he just stopped. Tom said to my husband, "Go sit down. I will take over here."
Take over? What did that mean? My husband gave me a look, turned to Tom, sighed, and went back to his seat.
Tom smiled at me and said, "We obviously interrupted your day".
I brushed it off and said it was no big deal. Tom put his hand on my arm and told me he was sorry they interrupted my day, but not sorry he got to meet me. It was a sincere compliment and given my day, a complement was appreciated.
I became fully aware of his hand on my arm. I looked at him. Again I noticed how handsome he was. I felt a little self conscious under his gaze I looked down, but did not move.
He put his finger under my chin and pulled my head up and said, "I think you are beautiful. I don't think you are a slut." I smiled. He then added, "But I bet if you wanted, you would be an amazing slut."
My mouth dropped open, but he had a smile on his lips and a twinkle in his eye. I punched him in the arm laughed and said, "You'd like that wouldn't you." I pointed to the counter and said, "Let's makes snacks."
I turned to walk away, he gave me a playful swat on the ass and said, "But yes, yes I would."
I looked at him, stuck my tongue out, wiggled my ass, and said, "Snack time."
He laughed. I then got the double entendre. I blushed, laughed and said very slowly, as if speaking to an idiot, "Time to MAKE the snacks."
He feigned innocence, and with faked hurt in his voice said, "Of course, that's what I meant."
I went to the fridge to get some cheese and salami. It was in the bottom fresh drawer. I thought what the hell. I bent straight over from the hip to get it. I am sure most of my ass was on display. Tom stepped up to me and I reached back and I handed him the cheese and salami. I stood up and smiling said, "The knife is over there."
Tom went to cutting, I got out the crackers. I'll show him who's in charge. I was still mad at my husband, but Tom was making it better.
I brought the crackers and a plate over and started arranging them on a tray. Tom stood next to me and put his hand in the small of my back. Actually a bit lower. I think he was at least touching the waist of my skirt. I stiffened up. I could not remember the last time a man other than my husband touched me there. I looked at Tom. He had that confident smile. I realized I liked his touch. I smiled and finished the platter. I pointed to the door.
He said, "Ladies first."
I walked to the door, stopped, wiggled my ass, and brought out the snacks.
I grabbed a beer and sat down to watch the game. My husband was in his chair. The couch was full. The only chair was in a spot to the side. I sat down. As I did my skirt slid up. I noticed it. Everyone noticed it. My husband's face turned a little red. Obviously not happy. The other guys pretended not to look.
Tom looked, he looked me in the eye, nodded approvingly, and smiled. I was enjoying it all. I liked seeing my husband mad and nothing he can do about it. I liked the guys trying to look and trying not to get caught, and I was really enjoying this good looking, confident man's attention.
I was on my second beer. My husband was trying to avoid looking at me. Pretending he was ignoring me. Tom, looked at my legs and then my eyes and nodded his head upward. Really? He wanted me to show more leg? What the hell. I was feeling flirty. I had nice legs.
Why not. I put my beer down and pretended to adjust my skirt. I actually lifted up the hem enough so Tom could see my panties. I dropped the hem so far up my lap that my panties were obviously showing.
My husband noticed and started to say something.
He got "Jill" out, when Tom said, "Leave her alone."
My husband started to say something, but just sat back in his chair and opened another beer. It was pretty clear who was in charge. The other guys kept trying not to get caught looking. Tom looked, and nodded approvingly. After 2 beers his approval was starting to make me horny. I gave him a flirty smile and this time gave my skirt a very obviously tug up. There was no question I was showing off. My husband was stewing in his chair.
Tom's control was exciting me. My husband was an OK lover. He was always in charge during sex but it was always about him. I managed to cum most of the time, but I was definitely responsible for my own orgasm. Tom was teasing me. He was taking control, but it was not about him. It was about me. He made me feel sexy. He made me feel like responding.
We needed more beer. They were in the garage. I got up to get them. Tom offered to help. The thought made me a little wet. I was going to be alone with him. As we entered the garage
Tom put his hands on my hips pulled me up against him and said, "I see there is a bit of a slut in there."
I was very aware of his hands on my hips and his breathe on my neck. I should have pulled away, instead I leaned my ass into him.
He kissed my ear and said, "I like it."
He grabbed a six pack and headed back in. I stood there for a minute catching my breath. Standing there I realized I was sorry he had not tried something. I sighed and went back with another six pack.
When I walked in the room I started to head for my chair. Tom said to Gary, "Why don't you sit over there so Jill can sit next to me."
My husband's head whipped around. Tom just gave him a look. My husband turned to the TV again. Gary did what he was told. I walked over to the couch. Tom reached out, grabbed the hem of my skirt, and pulled me into the couch. I knew when he pulled me back my entire ass was exposed to him. When I landed on the couch my skirt was not under me in back and the front was high enough to again show my panties. My husband looked at me, then at Tom, he sighed and turned his head back to the game.
Me? I was starting to get horny. Between the beer, my husband, Tom's attention, and the three guys trying not to get caught, but paying more attention to me than the game, I was definitely turned on. Tom, put an arm around me. It landed on my bare shoulder.
He looked at my Halter top and said, "Is that supposed to be worn that way? I know someone who has one just like it. It looks like you have too many buttons done."
I looked down. It had 4 buttons, I had buttoned 3. One more and from his angle my nipples would definitely be showing. I said, "I don't think so."
He responded, "Let's see."
He reached over and undid a button. Again my husband started to say something but a look from Tom shut him up. I wondered how Tom had so much control over my husband. I then realized he also had control over me, and I was liking it. In fact he was in charge of the whole room.
He undid the button and looked down my top. He said. "You have very pretty nipples."
I blushed. I did not know how to answer. He then said to my husband, "Your wife has beautiful breasts."
My husband meekly replied, "Yes."
Tom said, "What? "
My husband in a louder voice said, "Yes, my wife has beautiful breasts."
It felt surreal sitting here listening to them talk about my breasts, but I liked it. I couldn't believe my husband was not trying to kill this man, but he just sat there.
Tom reached, over slid his hand in my top, and felt them. My nipples instantly became hard. All the guys, including my husband, were watching. My husband no longer looked angry, just resigned. Tom stood up. He took my hand, pulled me up, and led me to the kitchen. He put his strong hands on my hips and set me on the table. He pushed my skirt up to my waist. He unbuttoned the next two buttons on my top.
Except for my panties I was completely exposed to him. I looked at him and said, "Are you going to fuck me now?"
He kissed my breast and sucked on my nipples. His hand slid up to the crotch of my panties. He slid his finger inside and felt how wet I was.
He kissed me lightly on the lips, pulled back, and said, "Not yet."
Not yet? I'm here on the table, legs spread, his fingers inside me, and he says not yet? I said it out loud. Meekly but I said it. "Not yet?"
He said, No, you have not yet discovered your potential inner slut."
Inner slut, I thought. I'm sitting half naked on a table, with my husband and three other men in the other room and he wants me to be sluttier! The thought scared me, but also excited me. I was not sure what was next, but I was enjoying the ride so far.
He said we should go back in the other room. I started button my top. He stopped me and said, "Let's go."
I don't know why I was letting him do this. Part of it I was still mad at my husband, after all, he called me a slut, but I knew that was not the real reason. I was enjoying this. I was enjoying giving up control. I was liking the idea of being a slut.
I walked back in the other room. Everybody looked. It was obvious my top was undone. Tom walked in behind me. He said, "Jill, you don't need that top anymore."
All eyes were on me. I was enjoying being on display. I shrugged the top off, and was going to let it drop to the ground. Tom stopped me and told me to hand it to my husband. I walked over and gave it to him. He meekly took it from me and stared at it.
As I stood there, Tom came up behind me and put his arms around my waist. He pulled me close and looked at my husband.
He said, "It was obvious when we got here that Jill did not want us here. It was also clear you were not paying attention to her. Since we are here I am going to make sure that this is the best day of her life."



He turned me around and kiss me hard. His hands slid my skirt and he pushed it down to the ground. I was standing there in just a thong in front of my husband and 4 strangers. My panties so wet I was getting uncomfortable. He broke the kiss.
I looked in his eyes and said, "Now?"
He took me by the hand and led me back to the couch. He sat down and pulled me down kneeling in front of him. I was ready. I unbuckled his belt and reached for his zipper. I pulled out his cock. It was semi hard. I held it in my hand. Even semi hard I could tell he was bigger and thicker than normal. Not a freak show but certainly bigger than I'd seen.
He looked at me and said, "Suck it."
I had sucked cock before. My husband, a couple of boyfriends in college, i've done it before but I was no expert. Even with my husband it was just something to get through till we could get to the sex. This time was different. This time I wanted to be good. I knew Tom had experience. I wanted to be his best experience. I took the head in my mouth and slowly took as much in as possible. My hands circled the base of his shaft. I pumped his shaft while my mouth went up-and-down on his cock. It felt good. I thought about the men watching me. I tried to put on a show. I made sure my ass was on display.
Tom stopped me. I was mad. I did not want to let go of his cock. He put me on the couch and switched positions with me. He looked me in the eyes and slid my panties down my legs. My pussy was now totally on display.
He lowered his tongue to my pussy and expertly started licking me. My husband had gone down on me before, but again, it was usually quick, not about me, and just to get to the sex. This was different. This was good. This was a man who had done this before. This was a man who knew what he was doing. I closed my eyes and shut out everything around me but the fantastic feeling in my pussy. It hit me. I came. I normally have orgasms. Not like this. Between his expertise and the situation around me, I had the most intense orgasm I ever had.
Tom stopped. He looked me in the eye and said, "Hoe was that?".
The only words out of my mouth were, "Fucking amazing."
Then, he looked at the three other guys. "What are you guys still doing dressed. We have a woman to fuck".
They looked at my husband, shrugged their shoulders, and got undressed. In the back of my mind I wondered why I was going to let these men fuck me. I knew it was because Tom wanted me to and I was going to the best fuck they ever had.
Tom lay down the floor and pulled my mouth back onto his cock. My ass was in the air. One of the guys started eating my pussy. I realized I did not even know which one. I came immediately. He kept going and I had at least two more orgasms. Tom pointed to one of the other guys. I grabbed his cock and put it in my mouth. I wanted to show them all what a good cock sucker I was. Tom got behind me. I knew the moment was here. I had not had a strange cock in me for at least 10 years. Now I had one in my mouth and was about to be fucked by one. I felt the head of his cock spread my lips. Slowly he sank all the way into me.
I felt full. I felt wonderful. I attacked the cock in my mouth with renewed vigor. Tom started pumping his cock in and out of me. I could feel it along every nerve ending. The two other guys sat next to the one I was sucking. I reached my hands out and started stroking both of them. I could feel the cock in my mouth start to pulsate. I knew he was about to cum. I wrapped my hand around it and pulled my mouth off.
Tom said. "No, swallow every drop."
I had never let somebody come in my mouth before. This time I wanted to do it. The cock in my mouth exploded. I started swallowing as fast as I could. I got almost all of it but some dripped down my chin.
Tom said, "Good girl."
The praise felt wonderful. I immediately reached for the next hard cock. I went after it with a passion. I loved the feeling of cum exploding in my mouth. I wanted to make it happen again. All this time I was fully aware of Tom's cock fucking me. Just as I started to get the rhythm of sucking the second cock while Tom was fucking me, I was overcome with another orgasm. This one hit me so hard I forgot what I was doing on both ends. I caught my breath and took the cock back in my mouth.
Now Tom started fucking me harder. He coaxed me on. "Come on baby. Suck that cock. Show me what a good slut you can be."
The words brought me to another raging orgasm. I knew he was almost ready to come. I pushed my ass back up against him. I looked at my husband.
When I did I noticed he was rubbing his cock through his pants. I stopped. Tom turned to see what I was looking at.
He laughed and said, "Take it out. Show her how sexy you think she is."
My husband hesitated and then unzipped his pants, pulled his cock out, and started stroking it.
I watched for a minute and then went back to seriously fucking Tom and sucking cock. I looked back to see my husband again. The sight of him stroking himself while I was being so slutty made me come again. Just as I caught my breath I could feel Tom's cock start to get bigger.
Looking my husband in the eyes I said, Come on Tom, fill up my pussy. Make me your slut. Give me all your cum in front of my husband."
I could feel Tom's hot cum hit the walls of my pussy. I came again. I could feel Tom go soft and as his cock slipped out of me some cum dripped out of me too.
I thought to myself, two down two to go. The last guy got behind me. I could not believe he was going to fuck my cum filled pussy. He was not as big as Tom but he felt good. The feeling of being fucked with a load of cum already in me made me feel slutty. The thought brought me to another orgasm. As I continued to fuck his cock I looked at the guy whose cock I was sucking. I realized I had forgotten his name. The thought that I was sucking the cock of a guy whose name I did not know made me cum again. I lost count.
I looked him in the eyes, licked my lips, and asked where he wanted to cum.
He said, "On my tits."
I let the cock in me slide out and rolled over on my back. I reached down and guided him back in me. Then I grabbed the other cock.
Before I stuck it back in my mouth I said, "Cum on baby, my tits are all yours."
I could feel the orgasm building inside him. I looked at him and whispered, "Cum for me."
His first jet hit me in the mouth. A second jet on my face and neck. He continued to gush all over my tits and belly. As soon as his cum hit my tits I came again. I could no longer remember how many orgasms I'd had. I was still being fucked and now was just having wave after wave of small orgasms.
Just as I thought I couldn't take anymore I felt the cock inside of me start to go. I could feel the hot jets but I could also feel them against the load already inside me. That was it. I had thought I had had orgasms before. I was wrong. This feeling took me from head to toe. I could not think. I could not breathe. I felt wave and wave overtake me. Somewhere in the distance I felt the cock slip out of me.
When I opened my eyes Tom was sitting on the couch. He said, Let's get a picture."
He told the three guys to go sit in the chair across the room. One sat in the chair the other two sat on the arms. He told me to go lay down in front of them. I did. He told them to put their arms around each others shoulder and a hand on each other's leg. They thought it was a funny shot. Tom took the picture.
He then told them it was time to go. As they were getting dressed said to them, "You can talk about this on the car ride to the hotel. After that I never want to hear about this day again ."
He told them that if he ever heard of it again or if he heard somebody else heard about it they would immediately be fired. He said if there were any repercussions against my husband they would also be fired. He promised if they were fired they would never work in the industry again. He showed them the picture. He took it above me. I was not in the picture. It was just the three of them naked in a chair holding each other. He said if they ever went to another company and did talk about this that the picture would find its way to their customers, colleagues and management.
He beckoned me over to the couch. He made me kneel in front of him and take his cock in my mouth. As I was sucking him he addressed all of them. "I know none of you have checked your email. When you do you'll find out that I have been promoted to CEO."
He told them that it meant there would be openings all along the management chain. He looked up at my husband and told him he had already been chosen to manage this group and that he would be promoted tomorrow. He made it clear that it had nothing to do with today. It had already been decided.
He looked at the other three guys and told them that my husband was now their boss. He made it clear that my husband could fire them anytime he wanted. He told them that if my husband fired them it was the same as if he fired them and he would make sure they did not work in the industry again.
He then looked at my husband. He told him that he could fire this team but it was a very effective team. He said, "Frankly, you're a bit of a dick. This team is part of why you're successful. If you fire them I do not believe you will succeed."
All this time I was sucking his cock. He looked at me and told me if I wanted I could have a job in his company any time I wanted. He told me it was a real job and there were no strings attached.
The three guys had left. It was only Tom, me, and my husband. First Tom asked me how my day went. I kissed the tip of his cock and told him it was the most amazing day ever.
Tom looked at my husband and told him he had one more decision to make. He said after today he was pretty sure that I was ready to leave and move on. He looked at me. I did not disagree.
He told my husband that if he wanted to keep me now was the time to show me how much he loved me. I was still sucking Tom's cock. Tom pointed to my pussy, then he looked at the door. I saw my husband think. Then he got undressed. His cock was rock hard. He got behind me and pushed his cock into my cum filled pussy. I knew he could feel the other loads inside me.
Tom asked him if he had anything to say to me.
My husband grabbed my hips, shoved his cock into me all the way into me and said, "I love you"."
All I said was, "Show me with your cum. Show me that you still love your slutty little wife. Show me that you still want her cum filled pussy."
He came, he came hard. At the same time I had my last orgasm of the day.
Tom got up, got dressed, and said, "Time for me to go."
As he left my husband swept my cum soaked body into his arms and held me.
It's now been six months. My husband's team is kicking ass at work. At home he has become much more attentive to me. Our lovemaking has become much more mutual and more satisfying. We still have our issues. He can still be a bit arrogant, but I have also become more confident. Between us we have struck a good balance. He has been better to me, and as he is better to me, I am better to him.
He does not bring company home without asking. When he does ask, I always say yes.
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I was walking down the beach when I spotted her. I knew my husband had not seen her. He can sometimes be in his own world. I don't mind. When his mind is off, he is usually thinking of me. He is just enjoying being with me, thinking of what he'd like to do with (or to) me, or thinking of things he can do for me. He is amazingly good to me. I am madly in love with him and would do anything for him.
I watched her for a moment. She looked to be in her late 20s early 30s. She had long brown hair past her shoulders to the middle of her back. Her face was girl next door pretty. At about 5'2" she probably thought she was about 20 lbs overweight. Well, at least up until 5 about months ago. She was obviously pregnant. She still had a great ass and hips. You could clearly see the soft curve of her belly.
She was wearing a string bikini that sat below her belly. She had on an orange gauze coverup. It was practically see through and did not cover up anything. I smiled to myself and nudged my husband.
My husband had always told me he found pregnant women sexy. I thought it was weird at first, but after reading a bit I realized it was quite common. It was especially common among men whose mothers were pregnant during their formative years. My husband had 3 siblings all born within 7 years. His mother was pretty much pregnant from the time he was one till he was seven.
This is a second marriage for both of us. We met 10 years ago. We already had children and decided not to have more. My husband's first marriage was not happy. He told me when his wife was pregnant she would not let him touch her. It was a true irony that when I was pregnant I was horny as hell and my husband wouldn't touch me.
When I nudged my husband out of whatever world he was visiting. He looked at me. It's always funny. He looks at me like a big dog who thinks he's a lap dog. He wants to know what I want and what he can do to make me happy.
Don't get me wrong. He is not a wuss. He is a big, strong decisive man. People look up to him. When I need something he is my rock. Just as he worships me, I worship him. He is definitely the man of our house. He gives me the safety to be a woman.
This time I tilted my head in her direction. It's a game we play. I often point out things or people I know he finds pretty or sexy. I am very confident in our love and know there is no need to be jealous. He finally realized which way I was pointing and looks. He noticed her too and commented that she was beautiful.
I laughed and said, "I am so good to you."
He kissed me and told me I was amazing. We kept walking. As we went by he took one more look. He is so cute.
We were on vacation staying at a beach hotel. We took a nap, got dressed, and went to dinner. As we were eating the young woman came in. She was by herself. She was seated not far from us. I offered to switch seats with my husband so he could get a better view. He just laughed, looked at me and said the view was perfect.
He wasn't looking, but I checked her out a bit more. She was just as pretty as I thought. She was wearing a white sundress that made her look like she belonged walking barefoot through a field. She sat by herself. She did not look around much. She ordered, ate slowly, and looked at her plate. She seemed like she had a sadness about her. Her shoulders hung like she had a great weight on her.
We finished dinner and headed to the patio bar. It was a great place to watch the sunset and there was a guitar player entertaining. We sat there chatting, holding hands, enjoying the moment and sipping our drinks.
As we sat there she walked in. She took a seat by the railing about 2 tables from us. She still looked sad. She was sitting there just gazing into the distance. I did not think she was even watching the sunset. She just seemed lost in thought.
Curiosity got the better of me. I walked over to her table. I said I could not help but notice her lost in thought, she was alone at dinner and now, and I asked her if everything was OK. She looked up at me and smiled. She thanked me for being so kind as to be concerned but assured me she was alright. I said that my husband and I were also staying at the hotel and were sitting right over there. I said if she wanted company she could join us. She thanked me, but she did not want to intrude. I told her that was nonsense and picked up her drink. She followed me to our table.
I introduced my husband and myself. She said her name was Sharon and sat down. My husband immediately started chatting with her. He is great at making conversation. People tend to trust him and like talking to him. We found out she was 29 and here with her fiancé. They lived together and she was expecting in 4 months (my guess was right on).
We asked where he was. She was not sure. They had planned this vacation 8 months ago, but since they got here he had played golf every day. He had met some guys while playing golf and had been spending most of his time with them. We both said that was ridiculous and that she was way too pretty to be left alone. She looked at us and smiled at that. We commented that her fiancé must be crazy.
She told us that she had not intended to get pregnant. She was on the pill and was just part of the 1%. My husband said that happened to his sister. He said on the plus side, he had an amazing niece. That made her smile again. She went on to say that since she got pregnant their life had changed. He did not want the baby but she could not give it up. He was mad at her but did not leave her. When this vacation rolled around, she had hoped it would be a chance to set things right. So far it did not seem that way.
As we talked we described what we were doing the next day. Sightseeing, shopping, a boat excursion. She said it sounded like fun. She looked like she needed fun. I invited her along. At first she said no, but I insisted. She agreed to meet my husband and I in the lobby at 9 am. We said goodnight and walked to our room.
On the way I teased my husband asking him If he thought he could keep his hands off her for a whole day. I asked him if he wanted me to call her and tell her what to wear, after all, I knew exactly what my husband liked. He just laughed. He pulled me close and kissed me. He said, he is lucky if he could keep up with me. We got to our room, made out like we were on our honeymoon, made love, and fell asleep in each others arms.
We got up the next day and I tried to decide what to wear. My husband loves me in sundresses. He loves flirty and feminine. He has a favorite. It's a mid calf length, gauzy, white and purple sundress that buttons down the front and hugs my waist. It has a sort of peasant type neckline. I put it on. Truthfully the dress is a bit thin. At home I would never wear it without a slip, but, we were on vacation and nobody knew us. I could afford to give my husband a thrill. I found a cute thong and bra set. They were also white and purple.
I got dressed and checked myself out in the mirror. Not bad for 48. My husband loved my hair long. Sometimes it was down to my waist. Sometimes shoulder length. Right now it was between my shoulder blades. I have Latin heritage, so my hair was dark and thick. I have always cared for my skin. Between my hair, my skin, and the fact that I am barely 5' tall I am often mistaken for 20 years younger. I had a little extra padding, but my husband told me he loved my curves.
Last year I did a boudoir photo shoot for my husband. During the shoot the photographer looked at the proof of one pose with her assistant. Her assistant was about 20. The assistant looked at the proof and blurted out "oh my god, I hope I am 1/2 that hot when I am her age."
I looked at what I was wearing. If you looked hard enough you could definitely see my bra and thong, but, as I said, no one knew us here. I took a moment with the buttons trying to decide how much to show. I know my husband likes me to show off a bit. He likes it when men notice me. I have to admit, I like it too. I went all out. I only buttoned the buttons from my bra line to just below my panties. I showed a lot of cleavage. Not that I have a lot of cleavage, but a push up bra can do wonders. When I stood still it was fine. When I walked I flashed a lot of leg.
My husband got out of the shower, took one look at me, grabbed me, and kissed me. He commented on how gorgeous I was and grabbed my ass and pulled me in. I reminded him we had plans and that he could ravish me later. He made me promise.
We went down to meet Sharon. She was just as pretty today, except she was smiling. She thanked us again for inviting her and told us she was looking forward to it all night. I made a mental note that I did not have to call her and tell her what to wear. She was wearing a short yellow sundress with a halter top. It was lightweight and with the sun behind her you could see all her curves. My husband was looking.
I kissed him and quipped "made to order."
She actually asked us if she was dressed OK. My husband said he could not wait to be seen with two such gorgeous women. We grabbed a cab and set out.
We toured the sights and generally chatted and had fun. Often times she or I would see something girly, we would grab the other ones hand and we would run to check it out giggling and laughing. My husband just enjoyed himself and the view. At one point I caught her looking at me. I asked her if something was wrong. She commented on how pretty and sexy I looked. She said she loved my dress but her fiancé would never let her wear something so revealing.
I told her my husband loved the way I looked and actually liked men looking at me. She said she liked being looked at, but being 5 months pregnant she felt fat and ugly. She told me that her fiancé had not touched her since she got pregnant.
I hugged her and told her she was gorgeous. She pulled her face away, and looked at me. Her nose was inches from mine. She probed my eyes and asked if I really thought she was pretty. I told her yes and kissed her nose.
I then said, "Don't take my word for it. Ask my husband."
My husband caught up with us, and I said, "Sharon says she's fat and ugly."
You could literally see the look of shock on his face. He asked if I was kidding. I said no. He looked at her and told her that next to me she was the hottest thing he has seen on this vacation. He said that if he were single and 20 years younger she would get no sightseeing done because they would only get out of the bedroom to eat.
She laughed, hugged him, kissed his cheek and said thank you. She came back to me, hugged me again took my hand and said, "This is so fun, you guys are great."
We were finished sightseeing and were wandering through shops. Sharon saw a dress she liked in a window. She said she would come back tomorrow as she was sure my husband would not want to watch her try on dresses.
I told her she did not know my husband. He and I always went shopping together. He had great taste in clothes and would pick out stuff to try on. Some of it was a bit too sexy, but I always tried it all on and showed it to him.
I took her arm and we went into the store. My husband followed. She and I grabbed the dress from the window and headed for the dressing room. My husband went into his normal mode of looking for dresses for us to try on. She and I got to the dressing room.
She untied her halter and stepped out of the dress. She was braless. She had perfect breasts. I told her I remembered when mine looked like that. She laughed and said she bet mine were gorgeous.
She was wearing a pretty yellow thong with ruffles around the waist. She looked adorable. I told her that my husband would die if he saw her in those panties and said they were his favorite style.
She said, "really?"
I unbuttoned one more button on my dress and pulled the sides apart to reveal mine were almost the exact same style just a different color.
She fake scolded me and said I should not be wearing something so slutty and then said, "Who am I kidding you look hot." She then said she bet we would give my husband a heart attack if he saw us both now.
I told her he would definitely be happy.
She put the dress from the window on. It fit her perfectly. She asked if she should show my husband.
I said he'd be mad if she didn't. We stepped out of the dressing room just as my husband came up with an armful of dresses. He told she looked great.
She smiled and said, "I'm glad you like it." She did a twirl for him and the bottom flared out from her legs.
My husband just said, "Perfect." He handed us each a bunch of dresses he picked out for us.
Sharon looked at her pile, looked at me and said, "Wow he does have great taste."
She kissed him on the cheek and said thank you.
We went in the dressing room and started trying on dresses. With each new dress we went out to show my husband. He could tell which worked and which didn't. I always enjoyed trying on clothes for him.
Sharon was having a blast. She would try something on, step out to show him. She would thank him each time for his opinion. As it went on and my husband kept bringing us dresses, Sharon would open the dressing room door, hand him what we were done with and take the new ones. She seemed to forget what she was wearing.
At first she would stand behind the door peek around it and make the exchange, but she got bolder and bolder. At one point she just opened the door topless in her panties. I was standing there in my bra and panties.
He just looked at us and said, Fucking gorgeous".
Sharon smiled turned around, wiggled her ass and shut the door.
When we were done, we had a couple new things to wear. Sharon put her arms around the 2 of us and said, "You guys are amazing. I have not felt this good in months." She kissed us both and said, "thank you."
This time it was a quick kiss on the lips for both of us. Watching Sharon get excited, watching her change, watching her flirt, I was starting to get a little hot. I am not bi. I had never been with a woman. I had always thought women were beautiful. Hanging around with Sharon I was starting to feel something else. I was getting horny and it was directed towards her.
I whispered to my husband, "She's making me horny."
He said, "Me too."
The next shop was a lingerie shop. Sharon asked if we could stop in.
My husband said, Ok, but the rule is you have to model everything you buy." It was a constant joke between he and I.
Sharon's eyes lit up and said, "Really? This should be fun."
My husband and I just looked at each other.
Sharon went around the shop picking out panties, teddies, and nighties. She kept bringing them to my husband and I for approval. We noticed she kept going for the skimpiest and sheerest. I knew my husband loved that stuff.
She made her choices and came back to show us. She asked what we thought. We told her they were hot.
She said, "Wait till you see them on."
It was getting late and time to head back to the hotel for dinner. Sharon asked if she could join us. We said sure. She said she'd meet us in our room after she changed. A little while later she knocked on our door. She was wearing one of the new dresses. This one was a wrap that tied just below the bust and stopped about 2 inches below her ass. If she were not pregnant it would have fallen around her different and been longer. As it was, it was just barely closed in the front over her belly. Still she looked gorgeous and we told her so.
She pulled up the dress to reveal a tiny sheer thong and said, "See new panties too."
We told her they were also gorgeous.
My husband threw in, "With an ass like that, anything would be gorgeous."
She turned with her ass towards the mirror, pulled her dress up again, and looking over her shoulder said, "You're right. I do look good."
We headed down for dinner. We were given a corner booth. The kind everyone has to slide into. I sat on one side of my husband, Sharon on the other. As she slid into the booth it was obvious her short dress was too short to sit on. Her ass was directly on the seat. Also, because the way the dress tied, the front fell open under her breasts and exposed her belly. The table blocked anyone else's view, but to my husband and I she was pretty much sitting there in her top and panties. I knew my husband was enjoying the view. As we ordered my husband's hand fell to my leg. I looked over and Sharon's hand was resting on my husband leg.
We ate and then headed out to watch the sunset on the patio. My husband and I shared a bottle of wine. Sharon could not drink. I was starting to feel warm. I always felt that way towards my husband. Add in wine and sunset, and I am ready to go.
I said to my husband, "Why don't we go to our room?"
Sharon said, "OK."
We were not expecting that. We took the elevator up. I had no clue what was going on. I knew my husband was completely lost. Sharon held my hand on the way up. She kept telling us what a great day she had and what wonderful people we are.
We got to our room and Sharon said she did not think the day could get much better. She put her arms around my neck and hugged me. I could feel her body next to mine and smell her perfume. She pulled her head back and kissed me on the cheek. She pulled back again, and this time kissed me on the lips. It was short, but it was a kiss.
She saw the look of confusion on my face and then burst into tears. I hugged her and she hugged me back. I said it was OK. She said she had never done anything like that before. She'd never kissed a girl. She said she did not plan it. It's just that we made her feel so special it just happened. I was hugging her and saying it was ok, and that I'd never kissed a girl either. She pulled her head back, looked at me and kissed me again. This time I knew what was going on. It felt good and I kissed her back.
She turned and looked at my husband. With one arm around me she held out her other hand to him. She pulled him into our embrace. She told him that he was amazing too. She then kissed him on the lips as well.
He pulled back and looked at me. She was right he was amazing. I just smiled at him.
He stepped back, always the voice of reason, he said to Sharon, "You've been going through a hard time. We've all had a great day, but we do not want you to do anything you will regret later, or get carried away."
She looked at me, she looked at my husband. She said, "I am 29 years old and completely sober. I have not been touched in 5 months. I had a great day and now I am feeling sexy, loved, and horny as hell. No one is taking advantage of me. In fact it may be the other way around."
With that she turned her face to me again. This time it was not a tender kiss it was a passionate kiss. I could feel the heat and could not help but respond. I felt that warmth in my pussy I get whenever I feel sexy.
Keeping one arm around me, she grabbed my husband's shirt, pulled him towards her and gave him the same kiss. I watched their lips together. He pulled back. I thought to myself that this is what she wants, I knew I was feeling it, I also remembered how hot my husband found pregnant women. Hell, he deserved this. I pulled him to me and kissed him hard. I then turned to her and kissed her again.
I gave my husband a sexy smile and said. "You're turn."
I watched them kiss. It was hot. Who would have thought watching another woman kiss my husband could be so hot. My arm that was around Sharon's back slid down her back. I had been looking at her ass all day in the dressing room. Now I realized I wanted to feel it. My hand slipped under her dress and onto her ass. She moaned, smiled at me and kissed me again.
On a whim I reached down and touched my husbands cock through his pants. It was rock hard. I pulled back from Sharon's kiss, looked at my hand and said, "Someone else is enjoying this too."



She followed my gaze, put her hand over my hand and said, "I'm glad. I plan on putting that to good use tonight. But first."
She kissed me again. She wrapped both arms around me. She said, "I've been looking at your gorgeous body all day and it's time to get you out of this dress."
She undid a few more buttons and pulled the dress over my head. Oh my god. I had never been undressed by a woman before. The anticipation was killing me, next she unhooked my bra and let it drop to the floor. She looked at my tits and bent over and took one in her mouth. I leaned my head back and moaned. It felt so good. I opened my eyes and saw my husband watching. I pulled him to me and kissed him while she played with my nipples. Her tongue felt amazing. A woman's touch is so different. It's softer. I liked it when my husband sucked my tits. I liked this too.
I let go of my husband and turned my full attention to Sharon. I reached over and pulled the tie of her wrap around dress. It fell open. I pushed it off her shoulders and it fell to the floor. As she sucked my tits my hands fell to her ass and I pulled her in. She again kissed me on the lips. We pulled each other to the bed, once there we started kissing again. I looked at her tits and started sucking them. She moaned. Her hand traced my belly and slid into my panties. She stroked my pussy and slid 2 fingers inside me. I came immediately.
She smiled and said, " That was easy" brought her fingers to her lips and licked them.
I rolled her on her back, straddled her hips and said. "You're nowhere near done".
She laughed and kissed me again. I slid down her body now my face was right above her panty covered pussy. I grabbed her thong and pulled it off. I could smell the sex in the air. Her legs were spread in front of me. I could see her perfectly shaved pussy was already wet. This was new territory for me, but it was fucking hot. I leaned forward and ran my tongue down her pussy.
I had tasted pussy before. Mine. Either on my husbands cock, his lips, or fingers. He sometimes made me play with myself and lick my own fingers. I liked the taste. She was delicious. I started eating her the way I knew I liked it. Well the way I liked it hard, there is also a way I like it soft. She squealed, moaned and grabbed my head. I felt her orgasm. I
I said, "That was easy."
She laughed and said, "More."
This time I swung my legs and ass towards her face. She grabbed my panties and pulled them off me. She pulled me over her face and started eating me. For someone who had never done this before she was amazing. Meanwhile I used my hands to bring her to another orgasm. Between watching her cum and feeling her tongue on my clit, I came again.
I looked up. I realized my husband was sitting on the edge of the bed watching us. I told him to get those clothes off and get over here. I watched him undress. He does not have a perfect body, neither do I, but I loved every inch of his. His cock came into view. He is not a freak, but he is definitely longer and thicker than most. I thought of how that cock felt, how it tasted, how it filled me up.
I got off of Sharon's face and we made him lie between us. We both reached down and started playing with his cock. We took turns kissing him and sucking on each other's tits.
Sharon looked at his cock and said to me, "It's beautiful. You get to fuck that all the time?"
I nodded. What an odd feeling. Another woman, playing with my husbands cock and I was not jealous, I was proud of him.
I teased her and said, "I bet you can't get it all in your mouth".
She laughed and immediately started sucking him. The head of his cock is big and it stretched her mouth to get over it. I always told him it was intimidating at first. She attacked it like a champ. My husband rarely cums from a blow job. Today was no exception. After a few minutes of being stretched she looked at me and said, "You win".
I kissed her again. I liked the taste of my husbands cock on her lips. Meanwhile my husband had been playing with my pussy. She placed her hand on his and she slid a finger in me right on top of his. Another orgasm hit me. That was just so wrong, but so right.
I grabbed her hair playfully and said, "Lie down on your back you little slut, now you're going to get it."
She squealed in mock horror and did what she was told. I straddled her face and said eat me. She dived right in. I reached down, grabbed her legs and held them apart.
"Slut, mmmmmm," she said.
I looked at my husband and said, "Fuck her. Show her how you can fill her cunt."
I knew the words that he liked to hear. This was so hot. I could feel her hold her breath in anticipation. My husband knelt between her legs. I grabbed his cock and guided it into her. I heard her gasp and felt her body shudder as she came. She started licking my pussy with a fervor. My husband kept fucking her. As he did he leaned in and kissed me. I came. I didn't just cum, I CAME. My whole body shuddered. I am known to be a squirter and I soaked her face, hair, the bed.
She pushed me off her her and said, "That was the most amazing thing I have ever felt."
I kissed her lips. I could taste my juices all over her face. I then kissed my husband so he could taste them too.
Sharon started moaning and fucking my husband. She told me she hated me. She said it was not fair I got this cock all to myself. I told her to enjoy it while she can, because tomorrow it was all mine again.
I kissed my husband again. I whispered in his ear, "I know what you want, you want to cum in her slutty little cunt and make me eat your cum out of her." I kept going. "Give her that cum. Fill her up. Cum on her cute pregnant little belly. I am going to eat every drop."
I thought for a minute. I leaned back in and whispered, "Not every drop. Some I am going to feed to her."
Out loud I said, "Make her cum. Show the little slut what a good fuck you are."
I saw her face, I heard her grown. She came. He said he could feel it pulsating around his cock. I said, "That's it. Fill the little slut up."
That did it. I could see his orgasm build. As he came he pulled out of her. There was cum in her pussy, on her pussy, and on her belly.
He rolled over beside her. He looked like he was trying to breathe. I kept my promise. I stuck my tongue in her pussy and started cleaning up every drop. I scooped it up from her belly and brought my fingers to her mouth. She sucked them clean. As she did she came on my tongue again.
We were done. We all lay panting. Sharon got up. She looked at us both and said, " Thank you. You two are amazing."
She threw her clothes on. Kissed us both one more time and left.
We looked at each other, we smiled. Our hands went to each other as we embraced. We kissed. This time it was that loving kiss. Not the one that says I want you. The one that says I am yours forever. We fell asleep holding each other.
We did not see Sharon after that. 6 months later we got an email. It was from Sharon. She said when she got home she broke up with her fiancé. She felt more confident. It must have shown at work. Just before she went out on maternity leave her boss called her into his office. He said he did not know a vacation could be so good for someone. Everyone had noticed her increased effectiveness since she returned and she was being promoted immediately. The promotion came with a big raise. They told her to enjoy the baby, and could not wait for her return. The baby was a girl. Healthy, happy, perfect. She named her after me.
*****
Your feedback appreciated.
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My name is Janet. I'm 20 and go to the local college. I live at home with my mother, stepfather Mark, and sometimes my 15 yr old step sister Cindy. I am 5'8" and 135lbs. I have a cute figure.
Cindy had called and asked me to drop a school book, she'd left, off at her mom's house for her. Cindy's a good kid and I didn't mind at all.
I was at work and was going out with friends after. So after work, I drove home, changed, got the book, and headed to Cindy's house. Cindy had told me her mother was home and to just leave it with her.
I had met her a few times, but we didn't really have a relationship. Cindy's mother had not remarried. She was nice enough, but always seemed unhappy. She and I got along.
Even though she wanted the divorce, she was very unhappy when Mark started dating my mom. I think she thought that he'd stay miserable too.
When I got there I knocked on the door. I prepared myself. I was heading out with some friends and I admit it, I was wearing my come get me clothes. Cindy's mom was always very conservative. I think every piece of underwear Cindy owned was white cotton. I assumed I'd get some comment.
There was no answer. I knocked again. When she opened the door she looked like she'd been crying. I didn't want to intrude. I told her I was dropping off Cindy's book. She sniffled and thanked me. She said Cindy was at a friends.
I said thanks and started to leave. Her sniffling bothered me. I turned back and asked if she was OK? She assured me she was, thanked me for asking, and then burst into tears standing in the doorway.
I put my arm around her and guided her back in the house. We sat on the couch and she hugged me and sobbed on my shoulder. I finally got the story out of her.
She'd been dating a guy for two weeks. She'd thought it was going somewhere. This weekend she had sex with him. He'd just called and broke up with her. She told me that since her divorce, she had not had a relationship that lasted more than two weeks.
"What's wrong with me," she sobbed. "Am I that ugly?"
Actually, except for the unhappy look, she was attractive. At about 40 she was about 5'6", 110, long hair, pretty face and skin. My first guess was she was a lousy lay or a pain in the ass to hang out with. I assured her she was attractive.
"Look at your daughter," I said reassuringly, "She's gorgeous and she looks like you."
She sniffled, "You really think so?"
"Absolutely," I responded.
She looked at me, thanked me, but still clung to me. I kept my arm around her. She kept sniffling. She started going through all her relationships. A lot of them ended right after she had sex with them.
No wonder she's upset, I thought. I don't blame her for doubting herself.
She realized what she was saying and started putting herself down.
"I must be a lousy fuck," she said. "They fuck me and leave me. How can I be so bad."
Then she burst into the tears again, and cried into my shoulder. I felt bad for her and held her reassuring her. I told her she couldn't be that bad. I mean seriously, for most men, even if you're just there they think the sex is good. She laughed.
I assured her she was gorgeous and sweet. I did say she often looked unhappy. I asked if she thought that might have anything to do with it.
She told me she was unhappy, but mostly because she was lonely. It was hard being alone for so long. She always felt she was missing something. She said her divorce from Mark was her fault. She always felt she could not connect even though she'd tried.
She started crying again. She was sobbing that she was ugly, a lousy lay, and something was wrong with her that she couldn't connect.
For my part I held her and told her that there was nothing wrong with her. That she was pretty and had not found the right person yet. She pulled away from me, looked at me, and thanked me for being so sweet.
Then she shocked me. She said thank you and gave me a small kiss. I kissed her back and again assured her it was OK. She told me I was so sweet and gave me another small kiss. Then with no warning. She pressed into me and really kissed me. I was completely surprised and pulled back.
She started crying again. "I'm sorry," she sniffled. "I don't know what came over me. I'm such a mess."
I put my arm around her again and assured her she was OK. She turned her head to look at me. She looked so sad and so needy. This time I kissed her. She kissed back. It felt good. She had such soft lips. It wasn't the first time I kissed a girl. Usually I was out at a bar with friends. We were teasing guys and making out with each other. We taste like alcohol and club. Cindy's mother tasted different. Soft. Tender. Fresh showered. Light flowers. I liked it.
We spent some time kissing she pulled away from me and took off her top. I'd never really done this with a girl, but she seemed so needy, tasted so sweet, and looked so sad, I didn't stop her.
We got back to serious kissing. As we did, something came over me. I realized I was really liking this and didn't want to stop. I reached behind her and unclasped her bra. She looked at me shyly and let it fall off. I reached out to caress her breasts. Her nipples hardened under my fingers.
I bent my head down and took her nipple in my mouth. She moaned. She tasted like freshly cleaned skin. I liked it. I stood up and pulled my dress up over my head and dropped it on the floor. I was standing there in just panties and heels. She gave me another shy smile.
I sat down and guided her hand to my breasts. She gently stroked them and sucked on my nipples. It felt wonderful and I told her so. She looked so happy.
I had never been with a girl, but I was getting turned on. I also knew that she was timid and if something was going to happen, I had to take charge. The reality I was loving having this sweet, needy woman in my arms.
I pushed her down on the couch. We kissed passionately. I sat up on my knees and undid her jeans. I grabbed the waist and started to pull her jeans and panties off together. She lifted her ass so I could pull them all the way off.
We went back to making out. A woman's touch is so much softer than a man's and because she was so shy and unsure it was even gentler and sweeter. My hand slid down her belly to her pussy. Her legs fell apart as she made room for my hand. My fingers traced her clit. She pushed her hips forward and moaned as I touched her. I slid them in her pussy. She kissed me passionately.
My fingers in her pussy, our lips locked, she explored my body with one hand. She caressed my breasts and nipples. Slowly her hand slid down my body. They slid into my panties. She tentatively touched my clit. I moaned into her mouth. She pulled me in and kissed me harder. Her fingers started to explore my pussy. Women like different things, but we also know basically what feels good. She knew what felt good.
With our fingers in each other, gentle need went to passionate desire. I started humping her fingers. I thought about the fact that this was Cindy's mother. My stepsister. It kind of added a dirty element to it. The thought made me cum.
She actually stopped and asked, "Did I really make you cum?"
I admitted she did. She got teary eyed, but this time there was a smile with it. Again, it was so sweet I was happy I was there.
I kissed her passionately and concentrated on her clit. She started humping my hand and moaning. Within seconds she was cumming.
"Oh my fucking God," she said. "I haven't had an orgasm like that in years. She kissed me again.
"Really?" I said. "Then you're going to love this."
I started kissing my way down her body. I really liked the way she tasted. She was perspiring a little and her skin tasted slightly salty.
"I've never done this before," she said. She added, "With a girl I mean."
"Me neither I replied. Do you want me to stop?" I asked.
"You'd better not," she laughed.
My tongue reached her clit. She came again. Loud. My tongue entered her pussy. She came again. Now she was on a roll. Definitely multiorgasmic.
She stopped me and laughed, "Let me catch my breath."
I said, "Well hurry up. It's my turn."
Again she got shy and started to say, "ummm... I never..."
I stopped her and said, "Well you're going to."
She laughed again. I laid back on the couch and slid my panties off. She moved her head down my body and tentatively licked my pussy. I moaned. As I moaned she got braver and braver. Soon her face was buried in my pussy and I was making her face all wet as I came.
We eventually got back to kissing. I could taste my pussy on her lips. She was kissing me and licking my lips trying to clean me up. We slowly got back to just cuddling.
"Janet," she said.
"Yes?"
"Thank you so much. That was amazing. I feel much better and, seriously, it wasn't just the sex. You were wonderful."
I kissed her again and told her I better get going. We both got dressed. As I left she kissed me goodbye.
A week later she called and told me a girl from the gym asked her out. She sounded excited. I told her to tell me how it went. Two months later I saw her. They were still dating. She looked very happy.
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Wow, where do I start. I guess I'll start with who I am. My name is Tina and I am 19 years old. When you hear the rest of this you will be shocked I am 19, but I am. I live at home with my mom, her boyfriend.
I go to the local college and I am a liberal arts major. This year I took a summer job working in the office of a small insurance firm. My dad knows the owner and got me the job. That's how this all started.
The office is small. 7 people. Our boss, 2 guys in sales, a woman who does books, a tech guy, a woman who does marketing, and me. It's a small close knit group. Half of what they say to each other would be grounds for sexual harassment suits. No one cares, it's all funny, but it contributed to what happened. I answer phones, act as receptionist, and do whatever they ask me to do.
The day it all started was just a normal day. We were expecting a client. It was someone everyone in the office knew except me. Having just started I had not met him yet. His name was Dave.
He showed up around 10. Now, I know he is 52. When I saw him I thought he was 40 something. He was not super handsome, but he was better than average. He was tall, a bit overweight, but in that way you'd think you don't want to fight him.
What stood out was he was funny. From the moment he walked in he had me laughing or giggling. He was a flirt but not in a creepy way. I could see why everyone liked him. We chatted, laughed, he met with my boss, he came out, we chatted and laughed some more. Then he left. Nothing unusual.
The next day he sent an email to me. Nothing wild, just a normal welcome aboard, nice meeting you, looking forward to working with you. I responded saying it was fun meeting him and I hope to see him again. That was the starting point. Right there. That's when I invited him in.
He responded that he would not be back for a while but that we could chat by email if I wanted. I said I'd like that. I actually liked the idea. I had free time in the office and chatting with this witty guy would be fun. I gave him my personal email and text and told him to stay in touch.
During that day he sent me a few funny things. Nothing out of the ordinary for me but they were things that obviously required thought and an understanding of my sense of humor. I was enjoying the conversation and light flirting.
The next day few days there were good morning emails from him. We'd chat during my slow periods. As our chats went on he got a little more personal and a little more flirty and sexual. I did not mind. Through our conversations I felt we were really getting to know each other.
One particularly slow day he asked what I was doing. I said nothing, that the office was slow today. He said I should spice it up.
I asked how and he said, "You're a pretty girl, I am sure you could spice up any room."
I replied and asked how he suggested I do that. His response was that he could think of something.
I asked him to tell me, and he asked if that was a dare.
I hesitated. I'd played truth or dare in high school, it was always sexual. Was this conversation going that way? I figured what the hell, a dare or two might be fun. So I said yes, I dared him to tell me how to spice up my day. In return he said only if I promised to do it. I told him I promised. After all, he was not here and no one could force me to do anything.
He said. "Before I dare you, tell me what you wore to work".
I was feeling flirty so why not. I guess you want to know about me. I am 5'2 125. I have long brown hair to the middle of my back. I am told I am pretty. I don't have that angular straight line face models have. Mine is more round girl next door.
I was wearing a blue pleated skirt and a cream blouse. He wanted more. How long was the skirt, how many buttons on the blouse, was I wearing stockings, and what I was wearing underneath. This was a little fun. He was in another state, so what harm in telling him. I told him I was wearing a matching thong and bra, white with pink lace. He responded appreciatively.
He said, "Here is your dare. Pull your skirt up so you are not sitting on the back. So you can feel your ass against the seat. Let the front fall where it may."
The dare was pretty easy. My desk was where everyone could see me, but people were busy and no one was looking. I agreed and while sitting pulled my skirt up as far as it would go. Then I scootched up just enough to pull my skirt out from under me.
Just as I did that I looked to my left. One of the sales guys, Tom, had seen me. I felt my heart jump. I also had to admit it was hot. My skirt front was about 2" from my crotch and I was caught pulling it up.
I quickly told my friend what happened. He asked how it made me feel getting caught. I had to admit it was a rush of excitement. Even though I'm 19 and don't have a lot of experience, I always liked being looked at.
Here I was showing off in the office. My heart was beating faster. I was very nervous but I had to admit it was also fun. I told him exactly how I felt. He asked me if it was a turn on knowing I'd been caught. It was and I told him. He asked me if the sales guy was still checking me out. I looked over. He was looking at me but all of a sudden he turned and looked away. I pretended I didn't notice.
I told Dave he was looking at me. I took a makeup mirror out of my desk and put it on top in a position where I could see Tom. I could see he kept on checking out my legs as I sat there. Again I told Dave what was happening. He again asked me how I felt about it. I started to see a pattern. Every time he asked me about something he asked me how I felt about it.
I told Dave exactly how I felt. He asked if I was ready for my next dare.
I was intrigued now. The last one was fun. Tom was still checking me out. I wondered what next dare would be. I told Dave I was ready. He said I dare you to scratch your upper thigh almost all the way to the band of your panties pulling your skirt up as you go. I thought about it. I knew Tom kept looking. I knew if I did the dare he would see me do it. The idea both scared and excited me.
I told Dave okay. Dave responded for me to tell him when I'd done it and what, if any, was the sales reps reaction. I still had my make up mirror on my desk. I dropped my hand to my thigh and started scratching my thigh. The sales rep saw me and just watched. I could see him by looking in the mirror. He kept glancing away hoping I wouldn't catch him but he looked more and more.
Slowly I slid my skirt up as I scratched. As I did, Tom looked away less and less. I could feel the front of my skirt slide up. It was pretty much in my lap. As my hand moved up I was exposing more and more of my leg. Since I wasn't sitting on my skirt I also was exposing the side my ass. By the time I got to the top Tom was just staring at me. I pretended not to notice.
I pulled my hand away I let my skirt fall back into place. The side dropped down but the front stayed almost up to my waist. If someone came to my desk they would see my panties. I'm not sure if the sales rep could see them from where he was.
I told Dave would happened. Again he asked me how I felt. I told him I was extremely nervous but that was really fun. He asked me again if I was turned on. I had to admit my pussy was wet. I just told him it made me feel sexy. He asked if I wanted my next dare.
I knew that I shouldn't. I was feeling excited and hot but I said, "that's enough."
Even though I said it, I knew I wanted more, but I was glad I said it. We reverted back to our regular chat.
When it was time to leave, he said, "One more dare."
I doubted I'd do it, but asked what it was. His dare was for me to only wear skirts and dresses from now on and no matter what, not to sit on the back of them. Always have my ass directly on the seat.
I replied, "We'll see," and headed home.
The next day I started to get dressed. I looked in my closet. Dave's words came to mind. What the heck, I thought. I pulled on a short skirt and top.
When I got to the office to the office, I did exactly as Dave asked. I was sure Tom noticed.
There was the usual good morning from Dave. We had a little chat/flirting. He asked what I was wearing and I told him.
"Good girl, he said. I liked it.
He then asked if I was sitting with my ass on the chair like he asked.
"Yes," I replied.
He asked in my panties were showing. I looked down. They were and I told him.
He asked me if I were ready for my next dare. I knew I should say no, but I really liked doing them yesterday and truthfully couldn't sleep wondering what he would have asked if I had said yes. I admit I played with myself till I came, with that thought in mind before I fell asleep.
I said, "Sure."
The dare was to call the sales rep over to my desk and show him something or ask him a question. I knew that if I called him over he would see right up my skirt. My panties would be on full display. I told Dave I couldn't do it. He said yes I could and coaxed me to do it. I finally agreed. I have to admit I wanted to do it from the start but hesitated wondering the consequences. I also enjoyed the feeling of being told what to do.
I called Tom over. I thought he was going to fall over himself getting to my desk. When he got there it was obvious he could see my panties. He was trying not to stare but he was doing it poorly. I could not believe I was doing this but it felt hot. Feeling brave I pushed back from my desk a little giving him a good view. I gave him the papers I'd called him over for and he went back to his desk.
I told Dave what happened. Again he asked me how I felt. By this time I was feeling hot and excited. It made me feel very sexy to show off. He was making me see a side of myself I didn't really realize I had.
All I said was, "This is hot."
He asked me if I was ready for my next dare. I knew it would be something more. I wasn't sure what I could do but I was very curious as to what he would ask. Again I knew I shouldn't do it but I couldn't help myself.
I said, "Yes."
It was now lunchtime. Being a poor college student I usually eat lunch at my desk. Most of the staff goes out. Dave asked me who was in the office. I told him just the two sales reps. One was working. The other one, the one who watched me show off, well, I don't think he wanted to leave his desk. Dave gave me my next dare.
He told me to go to the bathroom and tuck the back of my skirt into my panties. He told me to come out walk by the two sales reps. If they said anything I was to fix my skirt. If they didn't when I sat down I was supposed to pretend to notice and say "oh my God. Why didn't you tell me my skirt was up. ". My heart was beating fast. I was wearing a thong. If I did this dare my ass would be on full display to both the sales reps.
I'm not sure what possessed me to say yes, but I did. I got up and walked to the restroom. When I got there I looked in the mirror. I asked myself why am doing this. I could see my face was flushed. I could also tell my panties were getting soaked. I reach behind me and tucked the back of my skirt into my panties. I checked it out in the mirror. With just the little bit I tucked in you really couldn't see much. I hesitated. Then I tucked more into my panties. Now my ass was on full display.
My heart was pounding. I walked out of the restroom and passed the two sales guys. I could feel them both staring. After a moment Bill, the sales guy I hadn't been showing off to, told me my skirt was tucked in my panties. I reached back pretending to be surprised. I pulled it out of my waistband and let it fall into place. As I did I thanked him for telling me. Bill laughed and said that he didn't want to tell me but he felt obligated. He was enjoying the view.
I laughed and for some reason I don't understand I reached back, flipped my skirt up, and said, "There happy now," as it fell back in the place.
Bill said not really but it was a start.
I went back to my desk and told Dave exactly what happened. The first thing he said was, "Good girl ".
I don't know why but those words really made me feel good. I liked that he called me a good girl. He asked me if I was having fun. I replied that I was. He asked if I was ready for my next dare.
I said okay. After all I was having a lot of fun. Showing off was exciting me. Being told what to do also excited me.
As I sat back down I reached down pull the back of my skirt up. As I did it I noticed Tom looking right at me. I just smiled at him and pulled the skirt up. Tom smiled back. Now he knew that I knew he was looking. He also knew I did not mind. Again I could feel how wet my pussy was. I was actually thinking of going in the restroom and masturbating.
I told Dave I did it, what I added and that Tom watched me while I did it. Again the question came. How did I feel. I told him I was feeling sexy and hot. He asked me if I was wet. This was the first reference to my body. I hesitated, and told him I was.
Again he said, "Good girl."
Again I felt a rush of excitement when he said it.
Tom was still looking at me. I said, "Take a picture it will last longer."
He laughed and said, "I should've taken a picture when you walked out of the rest room."
" Yeah, you'd probably like it if I walked around without a skirt all day, " I replied.
He of course said he would.
Sarcastically I said, " I'm sure the rest of the office would appreciate it."
He said, "They wouldn't care. None of them will be back this afternoon."
I asked where they'd all gone and he told me. There was a meeting with our accounting firm. The tech guy was working from home and our marketing person was meeting with a vendor
"Oh," I said, "and what do you think Bill would say?"
Bill, obviously listening to our conversation, chimed in. "I second Tom's opinion."
Tom and I both laughed at that.
I just laughed and told them I didn't think I should but it sounds fun. I then told Dave about the conversation. He said that it sounded like fun and told me I should do it. I responded that that was ridiculous. After all, what was I supposed to do, just stand up and take my skirt off. He then gave me a list of instructions.
Scratch my thigh the way I did before. When I caught Tom looking smile at him and say, "Enjoying the view?" When he responded I was to say, "I suppose you would really like it if I were working without a skirt on."
Whatever he replied I was stand up, say, "What the hell, and let it fall to the floor."
I could not believe it. There was no way I could do that. I mean we had a flirty office but this was crossing the line. Then again, as I read what he wanted me to do, I admit I almost came right then and there. Chatting with Dave I put up some resistance. I didn't say no way. I said I didn't think I could do it, told him he was crazy, and said the guys would freak out. Dave said he bet they would love it.
I looked over and again saw Tom looking at me. I smiled and he smiled back. As I looked at him, I thought of Dave's instructions. My hand almost with the will of its own went down to my thigh and started scratching my leg. As Tom watched and I looked at him I swell we scratched my leg and pulled my skirt up like I did before. He kept watching and I kept looking at him.
The words came out of my mouth just as Dave told me too. "Are you enjoying the view? "
Tom's reply was. "You have great legs."
I responded, "I suppose you would really like it if I working without a skirt on."
I could not believe I said it. As I did my heart was beating a mile a minute. I could think of Dave online wanting to give me the next step. I wonder what more I could do. Then Tom replied.
He laughed and said, "You're not brave enough."
Wow, that gave me the excuse to actually do it. I don't even think I hesitated. I stood up, unzipped my skirt, and let it fall to the floor. I look at Tom and said, "Is that better?"
He was just staring at me mouth open. I looked at Bill, he was staring too. There I was standing at my desk in just my thong, top, and heels.
Before Tom could respond Bill said, "That's almost perfect."
I did a little pirouette and said, "I hope you're happy now," and sat down.
I started typing to Dave telling him exactly what happened. As I was typing it I was reliving it in my mind. I felt hot as hell. I think if one of the guys wanted to fuck me I would've bent over my desk right then and there.
Dave responded that he knew I could do it. He told me he was proud of me. Having him tell me that made me feel good. Why was I enjoying this strangers approval so much.
As I was typing, Bill commented that he didn't see what color my thong was. I was telling Dave all as it was happening.
Dave just responded, "Well show him."
I didn't even hesitate. I just stood up, pulled the hem of my shirt up so my navel was showing, and said, "White and pink."
I could tell they did not expect that. They were both speechless.
As I stood there Bill came to his senses and said, "You have a great belly."
I was really enjoying the compliments. Tom asked me if my bra matched. I told him it did. He said he'd like to see. Teasingly I pulled my top up and exposed my bra. They both complimented me and told me I had a great body and that my bra and panties were cute.
I said, "Ok, I have work to do. I can't be parading around ½ naked all afternoon."
As I went to sit down Bill commented that since I'd shown them my bra anyways, why don't I work with my top off. I responded that they would not get any work done. They laughed. Bill replied that he was pretty caught up anyway.
I laughed, sat down, and started telling Dave everything that happened. He asked me if I was enjoying showing off. I told him. I told him exactly how I felt. After all, I really was. I always knew I liked to flirt but this was way past flirting. This was being an exhibitionist. As I thought of that word, a hot flash went from my pussy to my brain. I immediately realized that the total idea of showing off thrilled me to the bone. I was an exhibitionist.
I'd been sitting for a few minutes. The guys had gone back to their work. I was having a hard time concentrating. All I could think of is standing up, taking off my top, and showing the guys my bra.
I told Dave and he said "Just do it."
What? Just stand up, take off my shirt? Just like that? What would the guys think? Could I really just do that? I typed my doubts to Dave.
His response, "You'd love it. So would they."
I could not believe I was actually considering this. The conversation had passed. If I were to do it now it would be a deliberate act not just a response to some teasing. Dave was encouraging me online. I was resisting but my resistance was getting lamer and lamer. All the while my pussy was getting wetter and wetter. Finally, my pussy won. I stood up, went to get a file. The guys eyes followed my ass as I walked. When I turned around they were both looking at me. I looked at one, then the other.
I just said, "OK," and I pulled my top off.
Here I was standing in the middle of the office in front of Bill and Tom in my bra, panties, and heels and I was loving it. They were both telling me how beautiful and sexy I was. I felt both. I saw Bill's eyes drop to my panties. The thin white material stretched over my pussy. I realized suddenly how wet I was and that they could see the wetness on my panties.
I started to blush, but also realized I wanted them to know. I could feel their eyes on me. It just made me wetter.
Bill was the first to say something. "Looks like you're enjoying this too."
He was right and we all knew it. I didn't deny it. I went back to my desk. I was about to sit and Bill joked, "Do you want to put down a towel first?"




I just laughed and asked if he wanted me to do that so he could take the towel home.
His response, "You bet."
I sat down and started telling Dave everything that happened. He responded with approval and then said, "I knew when I met you that you have a little slut streak. Don't you?"
Wow, slut? If someone had called me a slut the day before I would have scratched their eyes out. Now, I was taking it as a compliment.
I responded that I had never done anything like this before. I had had sex 4 times before with a nice guy. I just thought it was time. I did not consider myself slutty. Yet, when he called me that, I liked the way it felt. I don't know why but I told him exactly what I was feeling.
He responded "good girl".
Mmmmmmm, I thought
He told me what to say next. As I read it I knew I shouldn't but I knew I was going to. I read it right off the screen.
I Look down at my pussy and said, "Oh my god, I did not realize my panties had soaked through like that."
Both guys heads bobbed up immediately.
Bill responded. It was obvious that Bill was the quicker thinker. I think he grasped what was going on. "Yeah, they are pretty wet. Pretty Transparent. Hell it was almost like you weren't wearing that thong at all."
With my shaved pussy I knew they could see everything
Again, the words popped out of my mouth, "You'd like that wouldn't you."
Oh my god. Did I just say that? I furiously typed and told Dave what was happening.
His response, "That's my good little slut."
I responded, "Thank you."
Thank you? What was that all about? I am thanking a guy who talked me into sitting in my office in my bra and panties? Yet there I was feeling, hot, sexy, grateful, and like I'd do anything he asked. The next thing he typed made me cum. Yes, right there is my chair. I wasn't touching myself but I was rubbing my legs together and leaning forward in my seat trying to stimulate myself. He didn't say anything dirty, but his next command was to do something that changed the dynamic. Up till now I had been reacting to them. Now he was telling me to take the lead.
The words on the screen said , "Tell the guys they are right. Your panties are soaked and they are getting uncomfortable. Ask them if they'd mind if you take them off."
At that point I knew where this was going. If my panties came off I knew these guys were going to fuck me. I knew it and Dave knew I knew it. Here I was, considering fucking 2 guys in my office, 2 guys I had never even considering dating, and worse, I knew I was going to do it.
I could pretend I was doing it for Dave, but I wasn't. I wanted this. Me, sweet Tina, 1 lover in my past, was about to become a total slut, and I was thrilled by the idea. Let's face it. For me to go this far in one day, I had to admit I wanted it. I wanted to be a slut. I wanted to be told what to do. I didn't even resist. I told Dave, "OK".
It wasn't as hard as I thought. I had not looked, but the guys noticed my orgasm. They were speechless. Just staring at me. I said it. I asked if I could take my panties off. Exactly as Dave told me to. Tom just stared but Bill quick as usual said, "Come over here. I'll do it for you."
I looked at my PC. Quickly typed the interaction and saw the immediate response. "Go.".
I stood up and walked over to Bill. He was only a few feet from me, but it felt like I ran 5 miles. I was breathing heavy, flushed, and perspiring a little. Bill was staring at my panties. I looked. They were soaked through. Completely Transparent. I stood in front of Bill. Arms by my side.
He looked at my face and said, "Are you sure?"
I put my arms on his shoulders, looked him in the eye, and said, "Yes Bill, I want my panties off. Please take them off me."
That was it. I felt his hands on the waist band. He slid them off down my hips. I stepped out of them.
Bill said, "You have a gorgeous pussy." I
I had not moved. My hands were still on his shoulders. Bill looked at Tom and said, "I think that bra should come off too."
He was right. I wanted to be naked. I wanted these 2 guys to see me naked. Tom stood up and walked over. I felt Bill's hand back on my thigh. I shivered. His hand moved to my pussy. As his hand grazed my clit I came again. I was on fire. I kept my eyes on Bill and felt the clasp of my bra come undone. I turned and looked at Tom and shrugged it off my shoulders.
I actually said, "Thank you."
That was it. Bill knew who I was. He looked me in the eyes and said, "That's a good slut."
His fingers in my pussy and hearing the word out loud, I came again.
Bill didn't stop. "I've wanted to fuck you since I met you. Do you want me to fuck you?"
"Yes," I said quietly.
"What did you say?"
"Yes, I want you to fuck me."
"And are you a slut?"
"Yes," I said
"What? came the response.
"Yes, I am a slut and I want to be fucked," I said it.
Bill pushed me to my knees and told me to pull out his cock. I had not seen a lot of cocks. This one looked like the one hard one I saw. I pulled his cock out of his pants. I was now face to face with it. I knew what oral sex was. I had a good idea of what to do, but I had never done it before.
Bill said, " Suck it you slut."
My mouth was immediately on it. I wrapped my lips around it and pretended I was eating a Popsicle. I loved the way it felt. I loved the way I felt. He kept moaning and calling me a slut. Telling me to suck his cock. Telling me I was a good slutty cocksucker. Every word made me want to please him more and more.
As I sucked Bill, Tom had pulled out his cock and was stroking it. I could see him out of the corner of my eye. The fact that these 2 hard cocks were hard over me was hot. I loved it.
Bill looked at Tom and said, "Do you want some of this sluts mouth?"
Tom hesitated. I reached out and took his cock in my hand. I pulled him close and said, "Please."
He moaned as I took him in my mouth.
I felt Bill position himself behind me. I knew what doggie style was, but again, I had never done it. Bill said, "Get that slutty ass up in the air"
I grabbed Tom's hand and pulled him to the ground so I could continue to suck his cock. As I did I raised my ass. Bill rubbed his cock against my pussy. I was dripping. His cock touched my clit and I went off again.
Bill said to Tom, "This slut's cunt is dripping wet."
Cunt? Cunt? Yesterday I would have stabbed him. Today I loved the way it felt. I wanted to hear it again. I wanted to say it.
I could feel his cock against my pussy. I wanted it in me. "Please," I said. "Fuck me."
Bill had obviously done this before. His response "I'm not fucking you. I'm fucking your little slut cunt."
I came again.
His cock slid in me. I'd never felt anything like it. There was nothing special about his cock but being here, in this office, with these 2 guys, had every nerve in my body tingling. I moaned as he entered me.
"That's it slut, take my cock. Fuck me."
I started fucking him. He started fucking me. I could feel his cock sliding in and out of me. Every movement sent jolts through my pussy. I could feel the cock in my mouth. I tried to picture how I looked. I knew guys liked my ass. I was wishing I could get a picture. The thought of that made me come again.
As I came I felt Tom's cock start to stretch. He said, "Oh my god, I'm going to cum."
I started to pull my mouth away but Bill pushed my head down and said, "No, good sluts swallow. Get every drop." I
I came again.
Tom started to cum. It squirted in my mouth. I swallowed and swallowed but I was not fast enough. Some dripped out on my face. I pulled off his cock and the last shot of cum hit me in the cheek. I actually felt bad. Bill had said to get it all and I couldn't.
I was relieved when Bill said, "That's a good slut. You look good with cum on your face."
Tom pulled away. Bill pushed my head to the floor pulling my ass higher. He started fucking me harder and harder. I fucked back.
"Are you ready for a cuntful of cum, slut?"
Bill said.
"Yes"
"Yes What?"
"Yes I want your cum"
"Tell mr more"
I started screaming. "Fuck me. Fuck my cunt. Fill my slutty little cunt with cum. Make me a slut. Fill me up."
I could feel it. It was incredible. I had always used a condom before. After my boyfriend and I broke up I went on the pill. This was the first time I felt cum in my cunt. It was hot, I could feel it squirting in me. I could feel it flood around his cock and start dripping out of my pussy. I came so hard I went limp. Bill was holding my ass up to keep me from falling. I did not think I could do any more or that it could get any better. I was wrong.
Tom was hard again. His cock was bigger than Bill's. Not a lot, but bigger and he was hard again. Now he was into it. "
"Get that slutty little ass over here so I can fuck you."
I did as told. Again with my ass in the air I felt a cock enter me. Even though I was soaking wet and had a load of cum in me I could feel the size difference. I felt full. Tom started fucking me in earnest. Hard, Fast. All the while calling me a slut and asking me what I want.
I was glad to respond. The words were hot. "Fuck me. Fuck me like the slut I am. Fuck my cum filled cunt. Give me your load. Shoot in me."
I had no idea I could talk like that but every slutty word made me tingle.
I felt it. I felt him spasm. I felt the cum hit my pussies walls. I felt it leak out of my pussy around his still thrusting cock. It was amazing. I had an orgasm like nothing I can describe.
I was done. Exhausted, sweaty, satiated, quivering. It was almost closing time. Bill and Tom went to the restroom to clean up. I started picking up my clothes. Bill came out of the restroom. I was not sure how to act. Naked, Cum dripping out of my pussy and down my leg. I couldn't look at him. Bill walked up to me. He hugged me and kissed me on the forehead.
Very sweetly he said "Tina, you are a very special girl. We adore you."
All of a sudden I felt safe and cared for. He handed me a towel. It was clean and must have come from his gym bag. He walked me to the restroom and I wiped myself clean. He went and found my skirt and bought it to me. I got dressed.
Bill and Tom both hugged me before they left. They were so sweet. I sat at my desk then asked Dave if he was there. He responded so I told him what happened. He asked a lot of questions and at one point I played with myself as I recapped what happened. I came once again.
It was time to go home. I said goodbye and went to sign off.
His last words were, "Good Girl."
As I drove home I replayed the day over and over in my head. I had to admit it was the hottest thing I ever did. I also knew that I jeopardized my job. What will the guys think of me monday. What if they told others. The, told others, part scared me and excited me. Why was I feeling that? Why would I want others to know what a slut I'd been. I knew Dave was a bad influence. I resolved not to talk to him again.
I failed.
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Catherine had just got home from work. She was tired. It had been a brutal week at work and she was looking forward to the weekend. The house was empty. She lived with her 18 year old son Chuck. He was probably out with friends. School had just let out and he was not leaving for college for a few months.
The house was too quiet. She enjoyed it when Chuck and his friends were home. There was life, there was noise. She was trying to imagine life without Chuck. Since her husband had been killed in the accident, four years ago, Chuck had been her main company.
He also was there for her. When she was down, he made her smile. When she needed help, he put her first. They were a team. She started making dinner. She knew sooner or later they would roll in. Usually 3 of them. Chuck, Billy, and Chris. Practically inseparable. This was the last summer before they split up for college. She loved the energy they brought to the house. They were there almost all weekend.
As she was preparing dinner a message came in on Chuck's iPad. Usually it's in his room but this time he'd left it in the kitchen. Someone was obviously texting him and it was coming to the iPad as well as his iPhone.
Catherine had always given the boys their privacy, especially since they turned 18, but this went off right next to her. She couldn't help but look.
It was from Billy
"You're house tonight?"
Chuck replied, "You bet, pretty sure there'll be dinner."
"A great dinner and your hot mom serving it."
"Come on man. That's my mom."
"Yeah, yea. You know she's hot as well as I do."
"Shut up."
"LOL. OK, but I can still look. See you tonight."
"OK, but I may have to poke your eyes out."
"Why, so only you can enjoy the view?"
Chris replied, "My mom is pretty. I don't understand why she doesn't date. I'm afraid she will Be lonely when we leave in the fall."
"Yeah, and she's a great person. Maybe she'll meet someone after we're out."
"See you tonight."
Catherine thought about the conversation. They were obviously mature enough to care about her. They noticed she did not have much of a social life. It was sweet that they cared.
The part that stuck in her mind was they thought she was hot. Even her son said she was pretty. It had been years since anyone called her pretty. Never mind hot. It made her feel kind of tingly, flattered. She was 42. At 5'6", 130, with long brown hair, and green eyes, she certainly took care of herself. She hit the gym 3 days a week and did yoga at home. Still, no one at work is allowed to say anything about how you look at work. So compliments are few and far between.
She'd seen the girls the guys hung out with. They often came and hung out. Little 18 year old perfect bodies. Yet these young 18 year old boys looked at her, at 42, and thought she was hot. It made her feel pretty. She hadn't felt that for a while. She liked it.
She started thinking back. Images came to mind. The guys playing video games in the basement while she did her yoga. She'd never thought about it before, but now she realized they would sit in positions where they could watch her. If she were cooking, one, two, or all of them would come hang out with her. She'd never thought of it before. Now it had a little different meaning.
It made her happy. She smiled as she went through her routine making dinner.
The boys finally showed up. Friendly as usual. They greeted her.
"Hey Mrs. G. Dinner smells great."
This time she was more aware. She was still girl enough to know when she was being checked out. She was still in her work clothes. She thought about what she was wearing. Nothing outrageous. A knee length skirt and button down shirt. She was decent and presentable. She'd lost the heels and the jacket as soon as she got home. You could kind of see the bra through the white blouse, but nothing crazy and certainly appropriate for the styles of today.
Still, among the usual greetings. She was aware she was being checked out.
She kissed Chuck hello. As usual Billy complained that only Chuck got a kiss, and, as usual, Catherine kissed them all on the forehead. It was a running joke. Now it had a completely different meaning in her mind.
Usually she changed out of her work clothes before dinner. Today was no different, She went to her room. She took off her skirt and blouse. She looked in the mirror. She looked good she thought. Usually She didn't notice. Today, after reading those comments She was more aware.
Usually she'd just throw on sweats and a T. After dinner she'd go downstairs and do 30 minutes of yoga. This time she thought. She pulled out a pair of yoga pants she'd never worn before. She'd bought them for the gym but always thought they were too revealing.
She tried them on. She turned. They were tight. A second skin. Her bikini panties were clearly visible. Definately not a good look. She took the pants off and reached for her sweats. Something stopped her. She slipped off her panties and tried the yoga pants on again. They definitely covered everything and showed everything, She checked the front no, what the kids called, camel toe.
She liked it. She turned around. The pants crawled up her ass. You could pretty much see the shape of the whole thing. This made her nervous. She knew she shouldn't wear them but she knew she wasn't going to take them off. She pulled on a sports top. One that had the bra built in. No cleavage, but her belly from rib cage to below her navel showed.
It was reasonable. Everything was covered. This outfit was something people wore to the gym all the time. It was only different for her.
She put her hair in a ponytail and headed out to finish dinner. All eyes followed her. She was very aware of them looking. For some reason she was more aware of Chuck looking. She told herself it was because she was worried that she might embarrass him in front of his friends. Inside she knew she wanted him to be proud of her.
As we sat down to eat, the kids conversation included her more than usual. Usually it's about them, between themselves. Today they talked with her, to her. They asked how she was, what she was doing. Catherine was enjoying the attention.
She obviously interacted with people at work, but there is always a guarded aspect to it. You didn't want to offend someone with the wrong joke, or let slip something about a project you were working on that your boss was keeping secret so, that when he sprung it, no one else could claim credit.
The boys made her laugh in a way she hadn't laughed in years. She realized they were flirting and she liked it. No one crossed any lines, but it was nice to be treated like a woman instead of a mom or coworker.
After dinner the boys jumped up and offered to do the dishes. Wow, that was new, she thought. She gladly accepted and went downstairs to start her yoga.
As she walked out she heard Billy said, "Jees Chuck, you're Mom is hot."
"Cut it out Billy, she's my mom," Chuck laughed
"Come on Chuck. Even you have to admit she's hot."
"Yeah, she's still my mom."
"I know," said Billy, "but she's still hot. Tell me you wouldn't like to see her naked."
Chuck just laughed.
As Catherine headed downstairs she kept replaying the conversation. They thought she was hot? Even Chuck thought she was hot. Billy wanted to see her naked. She couldn't remember the last time a man had seen her naked. She had tried dating after her husband died, but really hated it. And, when Billy said Chuck wanted to see her naked Chuck didn't deny it. He just laughed.
She started her yoga. The boys finished the dishes and came downstairs. Usually they started right into their video games. This time they sat and watched. They asked her questions about the yoga. It all seemed quite normal, but it wasn't. This was completely out of the ordinary. They never paid that much attention to her.
She finished her yoga and told the boys she was going to go shower.
"Are you coming back?" Billy asked.
She laughed, "You guys have better things to do than hang around with an old lady like me," she said.
The boys protested. It wasn't until Chuck said, "We'd love your company," that she agreed.
She went upstairs and stripped off her yoga pants and top. She was naked in front of the mirror. Billy's words about wanting to she her naked went through her mind. I don't look bad naked, she thought.
She got in the shower. She wondered what it would be like standing naked in front of the boys. What about in front of Chuck. As she stood in the shower, thinking these thoughts, her fingers slipped down to her pussy. She sighed. It felt good. She imagined the looks on their faces as she undressed in front of them. She knew it was wrong. The fact that it was wrong made her more excited. She had to reach out and support herself against the shower wall when she came.
She got out the shower. Now what, she thought. Jeans? It was getting late. Sweats? That would be best, but for some reason she rejected them. She was aware she was rejecting them. Was she fishing for compliments? She chastised herself for even thinking it. On the other hand, she was enjoying the compliments.
She grabbed a pair of sleep shorts. They covered everything from " inch below her navel to 2" below her crotch. They were a cute pink with lacy legs. The legs were kind of loose so she decide on a lacy pair of boy short panties. They were small. She'd never wear a bathing suit showing that much ass, but these were under the boy shorts. She then pulled on the matching tank top. It was not super tight, but I showed off her curves. The hem went 2 inches below the waistband of her shorts. If you stared you could tell she was braless.
She looked in the mirror. She felt pretty. She tried to remember the last time she wanted to look pretty for someone. She couldn't remember, but here she was trying to be pretty for her son's friends and, if she wanted to admit it, her son.
She did a final check. No skin was showing. No cleavage was showing. She was completely covered. She brushed her hair. She hesitated. She looked back at the bathroom. She went back in and put on just enough makeup that you'd not know she was wearing it.
She was ready. She took a deep breath. Her heart was beating fast. She liked the feeling. That feeling of a first date with a boy you liked. She was relishing it.
She headed to the stairs. She stood at the top a moment and listened. She heard the sounds of sex. At first she was confused. Then she figured it out. Four 18 year old boys, privacy, and the Internet, they were watching porn.
Now what? Does she walk downstairs and surprise them? She was about to go back to her room when she heard them talking.
She heard Chuck first, "I admit man, my mom is hot."
"Look," said Billy. "Look at that mom on the video. Your's is much hotter."
Chris chimed in, " I bet your mom looks much better naked."
"You'd like to see that. Wouldn't you?" said Chuck.
Catherine felt weird listening to the boys talk about her like that. On one hand she couldn't believe they'd say those things. She felt like she should get down there and stop them. Yell at them. Throw them out of the house.
On the other hand she was flattered. She liked hearing she was hot. She listened some more.
Billy Said to Chuck, "Have you ever seen her naked?"
Chuck hesitated
Billy jumped on it. "You have. Tell us what happened."
Oh my god she thought. When could he have seen me naked?
Chuck started. "She was coming out of the hall bathroom. There was something wrong with the shower head in her room. I was just coming out of my room. She didn't see me. I backed into the doorway. She had a towel around her body and was using another to dry her hair.
She remembered the incident. She had no idea he was there. She remembered what happened it made her shiver. She continued to listen.
"While she was drying her hair the towel she was wearing fell off. She stood there for a second like she couldn't figure out what happened. Then she picked up the towel and kind of walked real fast, naked, to her room."
"Oh god," said Chris. "Was it as good as I think it us?"
Chuck's answer shocked her. "It was fucking amazing. She is hotter naked than you can imagine."
She tried to process that. Her son thought she was hot. Not just hot. Fucking amazing.
She listened some more. The voices started talking about the movie.
"Look at her," said Chris. "She's fucking her son and blowing his friend. That's so hot. Can you imagine if that were Mrs. G?"
She waited for Chuck to freak out. Up till then they were talking about seeing her naked. Now they were talking about fucking her. Not just fucking her, but fucking her and her blowing someone. Was he going to go crazy on his friend? Tell him to get out?
While she waited to see what happened, she imagined what was happening on the screen. She couldn't see the people. Her head placed the only characters she knew into the scene. A picture of her fucking Chuck while blowing Billy. She shivered. What was she thinking.
She waited for Chuck's answer. Chuck just said, "Yeah, that's a hot movie. That's why I downloaded it. Plus, she looks like my mom."
Now she was shocked. Chuck downloaded a porn of a mother fucking her son and friends and the main character looked like her? What the hell? As she thought that, the picture of Chuck and Billy fucking Chuck flashed through her head again. She realized she was wet.
All of a sudden Billy said, "We better shut this off. Mrs. G should be here soon."
They shut it off. She waited a minute and then from the top of the stairs said, "You sure you guys still want me?"
She regretted it the moment she said it. She realized they did not know she'd been listening, but she was blushing from the double entendre.
The guys assured her they did.
Billy said that they were getting worried she had ditched them.
The guys watched as she came down the stairs. She was mostly naked legs at first. As she came into full view. Both Chuck and Billy spoke at the same time. "You look great/amazing."
She blushed. "Thank you guys," she said. "So what have you guys been doing? Usually you're playing video games."
They all looked at each other with guilty faces. Catherine almost wanted to laugh.
Finally Chuck spoke up, "We were just talking."
She was feeling naughty. "About what," she said.
Chuck could not think fast enough. He had no answer. Billy blurted out, "We were actually saying how pretty you are."
Pretty she thought. You were talking about fucking me like a slut. She decided to make them feel uncomfortable.
"So what were you saying?" She asked innocently.
Chuck stepped in. "They were teasing me about what a hot mom I have." Then looking at his friends. "Jerks."
"Did you defend my honor," she asked?
Chuck looked down.
"Well," she pressed.
Chuck was stuck. What was the answer? Tell her she's not hot? That's not right. Admit he thinks his mom is hot? That seemed the path of least resistance.
"I agreed with them," he said. "I've got the hottest mom in town."
All this time she was standing in front of them. She could feel their eyes on her. They were staring at her legs, following them up to her shorts. She was sure they noticed she wasn't wearing a bra. The idea made her pussy tingle.
"Hmmmmm," she said. "Hottest or prettiest?"
"Both," they all seemed to say in unison.
"It's the PJs," she said. "You just like the PJs" for fun she slowly turned around and gave a modeling pose.
"They are cute," said Billy.
"And you look great in them," said Chuck.
Now she was enjoying being looked at. "Thank you," she said. "Now what? Want to watch TV?."
The guys were sitting on the couch and a chair. Catherine grabbed a pillow and threw it on the ground in front of them. She lay down on her stomach in front of them. She felt her T shirt pull up so the small of her back was exposed. Her shorts also slid up. She wondered what was showing.
She grabbed the remote to turn on the TV. The boys all yelled, "No," in unison.
It was too late. The picture came on. The woman on the screen, looking very much like Catherine was riding a younger man's cock. She had another in her mouth and one in her hand. It was obvious all the men were younger than the woman on the screen.
Everyone was motionless.
Catherine twisted and looked at the boys. She still had the remote. "Just talking?" She said questioningly
The boys mumbled.
Catherine was enjoying their discomfort. She also felt kind of dirty watching porn with them.
"And what's this movie called?" She asked.
Chuck spoke up. "The hot mom."
"Oh, the hot mom," she repeated. "Didn't you guys just say I was hot?"
She was enjoying watching them squirm. She was also feeling wet as she saw the woman get on her knees and get fucked doggy style.
"Well," said Billy. "You are hot."
"Oh?" She went on. "Hot like her? She kind of looks like me. Doesn't she?"
Then she asked, "Whose movie is this anyway?"
Chris, without thinking, said, "Chuck's"
She turned to look at Chuck, "Really? You like hot mom porn?"
Then to Billy and Chris, "Do you think she looks like me?"
They both nodded.
Catherine started watching the movie. "Does my ass look like that?" she said. "I think mine is not as big."
Chuck assured her that hers was better. Billy did him one better.
"Well, I think yours is better but we can see hers. We've never seen yours."
"Oh," laughed Catherine. "Is that why you wanted me to join you? So you can check out my ass?"
Chris spoke up. "No, no," he said. "We like your company."
Catherine was enjoying the squirming. Truthfully between the porn on the screen, these 3 boys under her control, and having their eyes on her she was getting horny. She didn't remember the last time she was horny like this.
"Oh, so you don't want to see my ass," she teased.
They all just looked at each other.
Billy spoke up. "We've dreamed of seeing your ass for years," he said.
"Years?" she said. Then she looked at Chuck. "Is that true? They've wanted to see my ass for years?"
Chuck squirmed. In the back of her mind Catherine started to realize she wanted these boys to see her ass. No ones seen her ass for years. Why not these boys who love her. Who she's known for years. She knew she shouldn't. She was sure she wouldn't, but she knew if she could, she would.
"Is it true Chuck?"
Chuck nodded.
"And how do you feel about your friends wanting to see my ass."
She was enjoying saying ass in front of the boys. It was making her Horny. She was thinking she needed another shower. This time with her shower massage.
In response Chuck just shrugged.
"So you wouldn't mind if your friends saw my ass?" she went on.
Chuck didn't answer. He kind of looked at the ground and shook his head no.
"I don't believe you Chuck," she said. "You'd be embarrassed if your friends so my ass."
Then, the words just popped out. She wasn't even sure why she said them. As she said them she was extremely aware that her nipples were hard and her pussy wet.
She stepped up to Chuck. "I don't believe you. Here. If you want your friends to see my ass. Take my shorts off me and show them. I won't stop you. If that's what you really want. Do it."
Chuck stood there. Neither of his friends said a word. She could see him glance at Billy. Billy was nodding.
Chuck reached out. He put his hands on the waist of her shorts. Her mind was spinning. He's going to do this. Do I really want him too?
She realized she should stop him but her hands deceived her. As if moving on their own she used her hands to pull the hem of her top up over the waistband of the shorts. She felt like she was watching herself. Not that she was doing it, but another woman, in the room was doing it.



Chuck made his decision. He slid the shorts down over her hips and let them fall to the floor. She stepped out of them. She heard a number of responses.
"Oh my god."
"Wow."
"Did that really just happen?"
Catherine kissed Chuck on the forehead. "It's OK if that's what you really wanted it's OK."
Chuck just said, "Mom, you are beautiful."
Holding her shirt up, and standing there in her panties, she turned around. "Well boys? Is my ass hotter than hers?"
The woman on the screen had her ass towards the screen and was being fucked from behind. Catherine could see the cock sliding in and out of her. Catherine stared at the screen she wondered what that cock would feel like. She wished she'd replaced her vibrator when it broke.
"Much hotter," said Billy. "Cute panties too."
Ooooo, bold she thought. "You like them?" she said. Again holding her shirt up and turning slowly.
Chris and Billy all agreed they did. She turned to Chuck.
"How about you? Do you like them? Do you like your mom standing here in front of your friends in just her panties?"
Chuck nodded. In a quiet voice he said, "Yes, you look amazingly hot."
She kissed him on the forehead again. "I'm glad you think so," she said.
She looked at the screen as she did the cock pulled out of the woman and the guy fucking her sprayed his cum all over her ass and back. As the cum landed on the skin of the woman on screen Catherine could almost feel it. She remembered the last time her husband came on her. The hot sticky feeling as it splashed on her skin.
To no one in particular she said, "What's the plot of this movie?"
Chris spoke up, "It's about a mom who fucks her son and his freinds."
She looked at Chuck. "And this is your movie?"
He nodded.
"So you'd think it's hot if you could show more of me off to your friends?"
He nodded again.
Catherine knew if she took this next step she'd probably get fucked. Her mind said stop. Go to bed. But she was listening to her pussy. She held her arms up in the air stepped right up to Chuck and said, "Show me what you want."
Chuck grabbed her shirt and pulled it over her head. She felt the cold air on her tits. Her nipples were hard. She turned and faced his friends. "Look, Chuck wanted you to see my tits. Do you like them? Are they as you imagined them? Did you want to see them? Is this what you talked about?"
They started talking at once. They told her how beautiful she was. They told her how sexy. What great tits she had. What a great body she had.
She bathed in the compliments. It felt so good being admired. She loved the feeling of having such a rapt audience. The boys worshipped her.
Her body still facing his friends, Chuck behind her, She turned her head over her shoulder and said. "Are you done?"
Chuck didn't hesitate. He pushed her panties over her hips down to the floor.
Catherine was soaking wet. "Oooo, so you want your friends your mom's pussy? To see me naked?"
To the boys. "Is this what you've dreamed of. Seeing me naked? Is it all you expected?"
The boys were all speaking over each other. One more excited than the other.
To Chuck. She rested her hand on his crotch. She could feel his hard cock. She looked at him with the most innocent face she had. "Is there anything else you want from your mom?"
She looked at the TV. He followed her gaze. On the screen the woman was on her back. She was fucking one guy and sucking another cock.
She said softly to Chuck, "Is that what you want? Do you want a hot mom?"
Chuck barely croaked, "Yes."
"OK," she said.
She took Billy's hand and placed it on her tits. He took both hands and started playing with them.
"Mmmmm," moaned Catherine. "Oh my god, Chuck. You're not going to stop this?"
She dropped to her knees. "This is what hot moms do. Isn't it?"
No one answered. She undid Billy's zipper and looked at Chuck. She pulled out Billy's cock and started sucking it. Billy moaned. Catherine started getting into it.
"Mmmmm. You guys do like a hot Mom?"
She pulled of Billy's cock and said to Chuck, "Ok, I'm busy, you tell your friends what you want."
Chuck unzipped his pants and said, "Fuck her."
Chris stood up not quite sure what to do.
Catherine looked. "What Chris. You don't think I'm hot?"
Chris said, "No, no. You're the hottest thing I've ever seen."
Catherine smiled and said, "Then get over here and fuck me."
She went back to sucking Billy. She pulled Billy to the floor and stuck her ass in the air. Chris looked at Chuck. Chuck was watching His mom suck Billy and stroking his cock. Chris undressed and got behind Catherine. He slid his cock in.
Catherine moaned. She started pushing her ass back against Chris. She continued to suck Billy.
She'd stop and say things like, "So you like me being a slut. You guys want to fuck me? Then fuck me. Make me a hot mom. Chuck, can you see? Your friends are fucking your hot Mom."
She knew Billy was almost ready. "Where do you want to cum? In your best friend's mom's mouth? On my face? Tell me. Surprise me."
She clamped her mouth back around Billy's cock. He started to spasm. He pulled out immediately and came all over her face.
As Billy stepped away Chuck stuck his cock in her mouth.
Chris moaned, "That's so hot.". You could see his cock covered with his and Catherine's juices as he fell back.
Billy was hard again. Youth. Catherine told him to lay down. She straddled his cock and started riding him as she continued to suck Chuck. Chris was behind Catherine stroking his cock. He was getting hard again.
Catherine looked at Chris and said, "I have one more hole."
Chris looked confused. Chuck said, "Fuck her ass."
Chris moved closer to Catherine and started to slide it into her ass. As he did Catherine started to moan. She held perfectly still till Chris got all the way in. The boys all stayed still while Catherine got her rhythm. Catherine started fucking them all.
She was fucking 3 guys for all she was worth. All of a sudden she stopped sucking Chuck.
"Oh my god. I'm cumming. Don't stop. I'm cumming. She felt it building from her head to her toes. She felt it crashing over her. She had a few spasms, and then stopped moving. She then slowly started moving again. Getting her rhythm. Fucking them all.
Chuck, had about all he could take. Catherine could tell.
"You like this Chuck? Do you like seeing your Mom with a cock in her ass and one in her pussy? Did you want a hot mom like this. Maybe your friends will just come over and fuck me. Maybe when you're not home? Maybe they'll bring their friends. Now that you've made me a hot Mom. Can they just come in and take me?"
That was it for Chuck. He came all over her face. A huge load.
"You like that Chuck? You like your cum on your mom's face? I now have 2 loads on my face. I can feel Billy's drying and yours dripping."
Chuck just fell in a chair panting. She came on Billy's cock.
She wasn't done. She still had a cock in her ass and one in her pussy.
"Billy? Chris? Do you want me to be a slut for you? Would you like to come over any time? . Fuck my pussy, my ass, my mouth? What about friends. Do you think they'd like to fuck this hot mom? Come on, make my ass yours. Fill it with cum."
That was it. Chris came. As he did he pulled out. She could feel the cum dripping down out of and down her ass.
"That's it guys. I have two loads on my face, one in my ass, one in my pussy. Billy, give me one more in my cunt. Fill me."
Billy started trembling. She thought he would explode.
Catherine yelled, "Oh my god, that feels so amazing. I'm cumming. I'm cumming."
She pulled off and the cum hit her pussy and belly. She rolled over on her back and just lay there covered with cum drying on her.
"Boys? Is that what you wanted?" she panted.
No one answered. When she looked they were stroking their cocks and getting hard again.
She smiled and said, "Who's next."
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So far it had been a nice weekend. My husband had a convention to attend so we decided to go early and I would join him for a long weekend. The kids were at college and I had enough vacation days so it sounded fun.
We had booked late so we could not get into the conference hotel. Instead we chose a cute boutique hotel about 3 miles away. The hotel was nice. We did some sight seeing, and generally had a nice time. It was Saturday night and after dinner and we decided to go to the lounge and listen to the band. It was a blues band, more on the sultry than rock side. We chose a table away from the band where the music was not as loud and we could talk.
It was the normal conversation between a couple married 25 years. Kids, work, friends, family. Nothing exciting, but comfortable and nice. My husband is a wonderful man. He has been a great father. He is affectionate towards me and has supported me in everything I have done. He provides for us and is well respected in the community. I truly love him and I am happy in our marriage. We have had our moments, but hasn't everyone.
As we chatted a man came in, went to the bar, and got a drink. It was not too crowded and he was in my line of vision. He was nice looking, maybe 45, nothing exceptional, but my eyes followed him for a moment. He got his drink, looked around, and then walked towards our table. He saw me watching him and smiled. I smiled back, just polite. My husband looked and asked who he was. I told him I had no idea, but he smiled at me so I smiled back.
The man looked around, seeing all the tables near us taken leaned against the wall. He looked at me again and saw me watching. He said, "The tables near the band are too noisy."
My husband looked up at him and said. "That's why we are back here. Feel free to join us."
The man protested he did not want to intrude, but my husband insisted it was not an intrusion.
The tables were small round cocktail tables. My husband and I had sat sort of next to each other facing the band. The gentleman pulled up a chair placed it next to me, and also sat where he could see the band. It felt a little odd having a stranger sitting so close to me. I felt a little self-conscious and started to think about how I looked.
At 45 I still looked pretty good. Good genes kept my skin looking smooth and young. My shoulder length hair hung loose, and was dyed a pretty brown to cover the streaks of gray. I kept myself in pretty good shape. I am 5'4" and I am 45 so I am not model perfect. However in the right light I still caught glances once in a while. I was wearing a skirt I adored. It hung low on my waist, flared a bit, and it was pleated. When standing it stopped about 2 inches above my knees, certainly nothing shocking. Along with that I was wearing a white blouse that buttoned down the front and tucked into my skirt. I was presentable.
The gentleman introduced himself as Jim. He was there for the same convention as my husband. He was at our hotel because he had a pre-convention meeting with a business partner here. He had heard the band and decided to come in and get a drink. We chatted for a while. He was pleasant company. Conversation came easy and he made us both laugh. Every once in a while he glanced down at my legs. Sitting my skirt had slid up a bit. Nothing crazy but more than normal. I didn't mind, I was having a fun night and there was no harm in looking. I actually enjoyed it.
As the band played I started swaying to the music in my chair. Jim said, "Why don't you two go dance. Please don't let me stop you."
I told him my husband really didn't like to dance. My husband agreed. He said he had two left feet. Actually my husband was not a bad dancer he just felt insecure about it.
Jim then asked my husband if he could dance with me. My husband said to go ahead. He said I love to dance and did not get enough chance to.
Jim then asked me if I wanted to dance. I did, but I hesitated and looked at my husband. He saw my hesitation and said to go ahead and have fun. Jim put his arm around my waist and led me to the dance floor. It felt odd being escorted like that, but it was also very sweet.
As we got to the dance floor the song that was playing had a little bit of an up-tempo. It could go either way, Jim held out one hand and put the other hand around my waist. I put my hand in his and we started to dance.
Jim said to me, "I prefer the slow ones. At my age I think I look silly jumping around on the dance floor."
I had to agree with him. He was a good dancer. Not Fred Astaire but then again I am not Ginger. He could lead, keep rhythm, and knew when to turn. He kept a respectable distance. Not the telephone book they used in high school, but he was not pressing against me.
Every once in a while his hip would bump into mine. For some reason I was very aware of each time it touched me. The song ended and the next one was a slow song. He asked if I wanted one more. I smiled and said sure why not. This time he pulled me a bit closer. He held our clasped hands up by his shoulder. His other hand was on my hip. When dancing with my husband I always felt like we were drifting not dancing. He never really took the lead. Jim was definitely leading. I was enjoying the feeling of of letting someone else take control.
All of the sudden I was aware of his hand on my hip. The skirt I was wearing was not very thick. I realized that his hand was was fairly close to where the waistband for my panties was. I thought about what I was wearing. I was wearing one of my favorite matching thong and bra outfits. They were cream colored and satiny. They sat fairly low on my hips, but so did my skirt and so did his hand.
I became very focused on his hand. I kept thinking if he moved it just a little he would know exactly what panties I was wearing. It was kind of exciting. I don't know why. It had been years since anyone but husband and my children bursting into my room had any clue what underwear I was wearing.
The song was nice and I found myself moving closer to him. My chest was touching his. I could feel his warmth. I was enjoying the feel of being in a strong man's arms. I looked over at my husband and he smiled and blew me a kiss. I figured if he was okay I was going to enjoy my dance. The song ended and I went back to our table. I was almost glad to be out of his arms. I felt like I could have stayed there dancing in his arms all night. Jim followed me. As we got to the table the next song started. It was an old standard that I loved.
My husband said to me, "You love this song. Why don't you go dance another? "
I looked at Jim and he said he'd be delighted.
Again his arm around my waist he escorted me to the dance floor. This time I immediately leaned against him and he put his hand on my hip. This time though it was a bit lower. I knew he could feel the waistband of my panties. Given that they were a very small thong, I am sure he knew right away there was not much there. I felt his hand start to trace the line of my thong. I did not stop him. In fact it was kind of exciting thinking of him discovering what I was wearing. Sure enough his hand followed the band of my thong all the way to where it disappeared into my butt.
I did not protest. I didn't move away from him. I was enjoying the touch. His hand kept sliding from my hip back to my butt along the line of my thong. All of the sudden I thought of my husband. My back had been to him and I'm sure he could see everything. I looked over at him. He was watching but he just smiled at me.
Jim and I returned to the table. We sat down and I crossed my legs. It caused my skirt to slide up quite a bit. I caught Jim looking at my legs. He saw that I caught him and just smiled at me. I blushed, smiled back, but did not adjust my skirt. I don't know why but it was kind of exciting having him looking at me. The music and a few drinks put me in a flirty mood. I had a vision of me pulling my skirt all the way up to the top of my legs so he could admire them. It made me feel kind of warm.
Unconsciously my fingers fell to the hem of my skirt and I started playing with it. It obviously drew Jim's attention. He thanked my husband for letting me dance with him and said I was a wonderful dancer. He also told my husband how lucky he was to be married to such a beautiful woman.
My husband said thank you for the compliment and agreed I was beautiful. We sat chatted and laughed a bit more. Every once in a while Jim would lean over me towards my husband to say something. Whenever he did he put his hand on my thigh. As he did he would push my skirt a bit higher. I knew he was doing it but I did not stop him. I had not had this much attention since high school. At one point I looked down and realized Jim and my husband could see my panties. I looked at my husband and realized he knew that Jim could also.
My husband looked at his watch and looked at me. He said if I wanted one more dance I better do it now. Jim said I'm game if you are. He again escorted me to the dance floor. This time his hand was lower on my hip. Actually a bit below my thong and on the top of a butt cheek. I did not stop him, after all, one more dance what's the harm. This time his hands roamed more. He did not grab my ass, but his hands were definitely on it. He also kept my back to my husband. I had no idea what my husband was thinking.
The song ended and we returned to our table. I was looking forward to saying good night, going upstairs, and making love to my husband. I was more than ready at this point. Jim mentioned he was not staying in this hotel earlier. Being a boutique hotel he asked what the rooms were like.
My husband being the nice guy he is said, "If you're curious, why don't you come up and see."
Jim said he would only come if he could bring us some drinks to thank us. My husband said sure, Jim ordered drinks, and we headed up the elevator. Jim put his arm around my waist to escort me into the elevator. When we got in his hands dropped a little lower but did not leave my body. I felt them on my ass. It felt good and I did not pull away but I hoped my husband did not notice.
We reached our room and Jim poured us all a drink. The room was nice. It had an older feel to it. It had a chair, Desk, and bed. The bed was a little higher off the ground and normal. My husband sat in the chair and put his drink on the desk. That left the bed for Jim and I to sit on. It felt a little surreal sitting here drinking in our room with a stranger who had been groping me.
He was sitting next to me while my husband was watching us from a chair. However the conversation flowed smoothly and Jim continue to make me laugh. He was obviously flirting with me but then again, so was my husband. The attention from both of them made me feel special and I flirted back.
I kicked off my heels and, to no one in particular, commented that my feet hurt.
Jim said, "I give a hell of a foot massage."
I said, "Well that sounds like like heaven."
Jim got off the bed knelt in front of me and started rubbing my feet. I had not meant for him to do that. I expected my husband to say something but he didn't. Jim was right he gave a hell of a foot massage. I ooed and moaned, and said it felt good. I looked at my husband for reaction, he just smiled at me.
Jim started to get brazen he started rubbing his hands up and down my calf. I admit it felt really good. I again looked at my husband but he continued talking, and Jim continue talking with him.
At one point Jim said to him, "You're wife has beautiful legs."
My husband said, "Thank you."
Jim looked in my eyes and slid his hands up a little higher. He was now at my thighs. I should have stopped him but I didn't. It felt good. Jim actually pulled my leg out straight from the bed and said to my husband, "Look at that, it's perfect."
I could not believe he was being so bold
My husband said, "I know, I always thought she had great legs."
Jim was now getting bolder. He put my leg on his shoulder and was rubbing my thigh. It felt wonderful and I moaned again. I then realized in this position my skirt had slid up and he had a perfect view up my skirt at my panties. The thought excited me. He then put that leg down and did the same with my other leg. This time as he stroked my leg he pushed my skirt higher and higher. It was pretty much as high as it could go. I knew Jim could see my panties, I was pretty sure my husband could too.
Jim boldly said to my husband, "What great thighs."
My husband just nodded. At this point he looked mesmerized watching Jim's hands. Jim moved his hands up a bit more. He was touching the crotch of my thong. My mind was racing. This strange man was touching my panties. Not only that, I realized that I was loving it.
I weakly said, "I think that's enough" and started to pull my skirt down.
In a very calm, but strong tone, Jim said, "Stop."
The tone of his voice stopped me. I looked at my husband he did not say a word. My hands dropped to my sides
My husband is not a small man. He is not in bad shape. I knew he was not afraid of Jim. He was letting this happen. So was I. I admit, I was getting turned on. My husband is a wonderful lover. I have no complaints, but this was different. I was being told what to do.
Jim then said, "How about a back rub."
He sat on the bed and scooted back. He indicated for me to sit between his legs. As I did he took the hem of my skirt, lifting it and pulling me back. I am sure he could see my ass. He pulled me back against him. I could feel his pants against my naked ass cheeks. The front of my skirt fell in my lap. My husband had a clear view of my skirt in my lap and my panties. Jim looked over my shoulder at my panties. He started rubbing my shoulders. It felt really good I moaned. As he rubbed my neck he said out loud that he liked my panties. He told my husband that he was a lucky man. My husband quietly agreed.
I was getting so turned on by losing control. I don't know why. I know I could have stopped him, but letting him take control was hot. He continued to rub my back and then said my bra was in the way. He said I should take it off. I did not argue. I did that thing that amazes men and pulled it out through my sleeve. He took it from my hand, admired it, told me it was sexy, and dropped it on the ground. He asked me if it matched my thong.
I quietly said, "Yes."
He said, "What? I could not hear you."
I said yes more loudly.
He said, "Yes what?"
The words just formed. Looking at my husband I said, "Yes, my thong matches my bra."
My husband sat watching. His hand moved to his lap. Jim said he could not wait to see more of it. I realized that I wanted him to see more of it.
Jim rubbed my shoulders. He then said to uncover my shoulders so he could get them better. I hesitated. I honestly did not know what he meant.
Jim looked at my husband and said, "Come help her. She needs to undo a few buttons."
My husband stood and walked towards me. Really? I thought, you are really going to do this? He reached out and undid my top 4 buttons. You could definitely look down my shirt and see my nipples. I could not believe it. At the same time my pussy was starting to burn.
Jim looked, pulled my shirt back over my shoulders and again started rubbing them. Out loud he told me that I had great tits. I did not know what to say but thank you. I let myself enjoy losing control. My husband was in his chair again, hand in his lap. Was he rubbing his cock? I could not believe it.
Jim stopped rubbing my shoulders and told me to stand up. I did. He said he wanted to see my thong. I looked at my husband. He was definitely rubbing his cock. The sight of him rubbing his cock and Jim telling me what to do was overwhelming. I was waiting for my next command.
Jim said, "I want to see that thong." I reached for the hem of my skirt.
Jim said, "No."
I knew what he meant. So far there had been some touching, and a little flashing, but now we were on serious ground. I hesitated. He said in a firm voice, "Now."
It sent a shiver down my spine and a gush of wetness to my pussy. I reached to my hip and unzipped my skirt. I let it fall to the ground. I was scared and excited. I was actually wondering and hoping he liked what he saw.
I looked down at the ground. He cupped my chin, pulled my face up, looked me in the eyes, and told me I looked very fuckable. Fuckable? Well at least he approved. Then I realized what he meant. He was telling me he planned on fucking me. He was telling me in front of my husband. I should have told him off.
The only words that came out of my mouth were, "Thank you."
Next he said, "Let's see those tits."
I looked at my blouse. All but 3 buttons were undone. I looked back at my husband. He was paying attention, still rubbing his cock through his pants. I looked back at Jim. I knew I wanted to take off my blouse. I knew I wanted to take off my thong. I knew I wanted him to tell me what to do. I unbuttoned the last few buttons and let the blouse fall to the floor.
He reached out, caressed my tits and said, "Beautiful."
I could feel his touch from my brain to my pussy. Every nerve ending waiting for more.
He took my hand and put his other hand on my shoulder. He guided me to my knees in front of him. He told me to remove his socks. I did as I was told. I had to smile inwardly. I thought of all the times I saw my husband in boxers and socks. Even worse, shirt, boxers, and socks. He always looked silly.
I finished and looked expectantly at him.
He said, "Take my cock out."
This was it. This was the big time. I mean, I knew we were getting here, but now we were here. Not only that, I realized I was glad we were here. I undid his pants and pulled his cock out. It was nice. Bigger and thicker than my husband, but not insane. I looked at my husband. He was still rubbing his cock, but he leaned forward and was paying close attention.
Jim said, "What do you want to do now?"
I leaned in to take his cock in my mouth. He stopped me and said, "No, tell me."
I quietly said, "Suck your cock."
Jim said, "What?"
In a bold voice I said, "I want to suck your cock."
Jim nodded and I pulled myself forward and took him in my mouth.
I had one lover before my husband. My husbands cock was the only one I ever sucked. He said I was good, but what did he have to compare it to. I knew a man like Jim had something to compare to. I wanted to be good. Jim had his hand on my head.
He looked at my husband and said, "Did you know she was this good at sucking cock?"
Praise! I was elated. My husband said he had always thought so.
After a few minutes Jim stood up. He started to undress. He said to me, "Get those panties off and get on that bed."
I took them off and went to step out of them.
He said, "Give them to your husband."
I picked them up, walked to my husband, and handed them to him. He took them, and with the hand he had the panties in continued to rub himself through his pants.
I looked back at Jim. He was now naked his cock sticking straight out. He pointed at the bed. I was sure he was just going to climb on me and fuck me. Truthfully, I wanted that. I wanted to feel him inside me. I lay down on my back. He climbed between my legs face first. The second his tongue touch my clit I came. I mean, my husband and I have a great sex life. We are 2-3 times a weekers, and I almost always cum, but this was different. I felt it from my toes to my head. I felt like my fingers had cum. I grabbed his hair and pushed my pussy into his face. He quickly brought me to another orgasm. I could not help but wonder what was next. I looked at my husband. He now had his cock out and was openly jacking off with my thong.



Jim raised his face and got off the bed. I could not believe it. He was not going to fuck me? I looked at him.
He smiled and said, "Roll over and get that ass in the air."
I was more than happy. I love sex. I love all positions. This is the one I feel most vulnerable in. I did as I was told. I felt his cock enter me. It felt wonderful. I was hoping I felt good to him too. The whole time I looked at my husband, watching him jack off. Jim was in no rush. He was taking long slow strokes. I could feel all the nerve endings tingle. Every time I would try to push back and get him deeper, he would pull out a bit and keep me on edge. Finally, with one hard stroke, he pushed as deep inside me as he could. I came. Wave and wave of orgasm hit me like a ton of bricks.
Now I wanted him to cum. I wanted to prove I was as good as he was. I started to rock, trying to fuck him back. He put his hand on my ass and stopped me.
He looked at my husband and said, "You're wife is a great fuck. Get over here and show the woman you love how sexy she is."
I watched my husband. He got up and undressed. There was the body and cock I knew and loved. I realized that Jim was still in my pussy. He pointed to my head. My husband kneeled by my face and I immediately took his cock in my mouth. I'd given him blow jobs before, but I was determined this was going to be the best ever.
Jim started fucking me again. I got the rhythm down. I wanted to please both these men. Every time Jim shoved his cock in me, I took my husband in deeper. All of a sudden, I felt my husband about to go off. I pulled my mouth off his cock. I think I had actually let him cum in my mouth once.
Jim pushed my head back down and said, "No".
My husband exploded in my mouth. As he did I came again. I tried to keep swallowing through my orgasm. I got most of it, but some dripped down my chin. I was feeling sorry I did not get every drop. I knew from now on I would try to.
That last orgasm set Jim off. I could feel his cum inside me. Hot jets filling me up. I felt very proud of myself. I lay on the bed ass in the air, licking my husband's cock. I could feel it start to stiffen again.
Jim climbed off the bed and got dressed. My husband got off the bed. He walked Jim to the door. As Jim walked out, my husband stopped him, shook his hand and said, "Thank you".
I rolled on my back and waited. I started to get nervous. That was wild, but what would the fallout be?
My Husband came back to the bed, he leaned over, kissed me, and said, "I love you. You are the sexiest woman I ever met. Now roll over and get your ass up in the air so I can fuck you."
I rolled over, got on my knees, and stuck my ass up. My face was down on the bed with a huge smile on it.
Two months later the kids came home from school. My daughter looked at me. She said, "You look great, what's got into you."
She was right, I had a bounce to my step, my clothes were a little sexier, her father and I were more affectionate.
I just smiled at her and said, "You're father learned to dance."
Let's have fun.
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I was on my way to meet a new client. I'm a personal trainer. This client was referred by a I was on my way to meet a new client. I'm a personal trainer. This client was referred by a friend. I am always nervous taking on new clients. Even more so when they ask me to train at their house. You never know what to expect. Obviously as a personal trainer in Hollywood I have to keep myself looking good. I've had more than one out of shape client try to hit on me. Some of them would not take no for an answer. I had to get mean. This time my friend vouched for him. I trust her completely, so I was willing to take a chance.
His home was a condo in a good area near the beach. I have a lot of friends out there. Since this was my last appointment of the day I made arrangements to meet two of them and go out after my appointment. I had a dress in my gym bag.
I pulled up to the gated community. I was told he was an art broker. I wasn't quite sure what that was but he obviously made a good living. I rang the doorbell. When he answered I was taken aback by his voice. It had a certain resonance. You could almost hear a smile in it. He was upbeat and polite. He thanked me for coming, told me where to park, and how to find his condo.
As I drove through the lot I had to laugh, my little Kompresser was outclassed by every car in the garage. I parked and headed up to the condo. He was waiting for me in the hall. Even if he wasn't my client I would have noticed him. He was at least 6'2" and around 190 lbs. He had short dark hair and a huge smile. I was wondering why he needed a personal trainer. He looked like he worked out regularly.
He introduced himself, Mark, took my gym bag, and asked if I wanted a glass of water or something. I think I said that would be nice. Truly I was mostly checking out his place. I'd never been in a guys place that was so tastefully decorated. Well I had, but those guys were gay. This decor was not like that. Stark walls, beautiful artwork, and a lot of big wood and leather accents and furniture. You could smell the mahogany with a fresh spicy scent of something.
He brought me my water and we chatted a bit. I wanted to start by evaluating where we were and what were his goals. He invited me to sit. We sat down. I commented that he was obviously in shape and asked why he needed a trainer. He said he'd been goofing off for 2 months and needed someone to kick his ass and jump start him again.
I laughed and said, "let's get started."
He stood up and headed down the hall. It was obviously where the bedrooms were. I had my guard up immediately. I'm glad I didn't react. He stopped at the first room and opened the door. It was a home gym. Not just any home gym, I'm talking home GYM.
It was about 14x14 with mirrored walls. It had a home universal with about 250lbs on it, free weights, incline board, treadmill, elliptical, and stair climber. I was pretty impressed and said so. He laughed and thanked me.
He said, "I have not been in here in over two months. That's why you are here. I need someone to throw me in here and make me do it."
I don't think he got the double entendre. I did and let out a small laugh.
He then realized what he'd said, gave me a huge grin, and said, "You know what I mean."
I did. We got to work. We reviewed his regimen, I gave him some pointers and suggestions, and we chatted as we worked out. The conversation flowed easily. I was surprised when I checked my watch and our hour was about up.
During our hour he had told me he had a gallery opening that night. As I was packing up he asked me if I would be interested in attending. I was, a gallery opening sounded fun, but I have a rule against dating clients. I politely refused, told him of my rule, and said I have plans with my girlfriends anyway. He said he understood. He then asked me if I'd like to attend with my friends. He said there'd be free food, free drinks, music and dancing. I thought, after all, who can turn down free food. He offered to put us on the guest list. I told him I'd have to ask my friends. He said he would put us on the guest list and hope for the best.
I drove over my friend Beth's house. She and I have been friends for years. She's my wingman. Where I am tall thin and blonde, she is a petite brunette. When we go out we are always being hit on. We've worked out escape strategies for almost every situation. We hugged and I went in. We made the usual small talk. She asked what we were going to do tonight.
I told her about my last client and the gallery opening. Beth thought it sounded fantastic. I was not sure if she meant Mark or the opening. When I asked she just said yes. I told her to call Lyn and went to jump in the shower.
I showered and did my make up. I checked out my dress. I wondered if it was OK for a gallery opening. I'd never been to one. The dress was a little on the risqué side. After all, I thought we'd be out clubbing. It was black with a choker/halter collar. The dress had almost no back and was bare from neck to the small of my back. It ended about 3" below my ass. It was meant to be worn without a bra. I pulled my panties out of the bag and put them on. A pink and white lacy thong. The sides were about an inch wide and had ruffles and a little bow. I looked at myself in the mirror. Even I thought I looked hot in just my panties. At a 34c I was not the most curvaceous girl in the world, but I was hot. My blonde hair down to my shoulders, I knew I'd turn heads.
I put my makeup on, a pair of black heels and I was ready to go. When I walked out of the bathroom Beth was ready too. Her dress was not as sexy as mine, but sexy enough so I wouldn't feel out of place.
Beth handed me a glass of wine and said, "Hey leave some of the attention for us."
We chatted and laughed till Lyn came to get us.
The three of us called a cab and headed to the opening. When we got there our invitation was sitting at the reception table. Walking in we entered a large hall. Tons of art on the walls (obviously). There was a band playing old Sinatra era standards. There was a huge buffet and 4 bars.
Lyn immediately elbowed me in the ribs. I looked up and she pointed by nodding her head. She had noticed Mark. He was wearing grey slacks an open collar shirt and a jacket. At his size they were probably custom tailored. He looked good. He had not seen us yet. Lyn commented that she thought she'd like the art world.
Mark looked up and noticed us. He flashed that big grin and came over. I introduced him to Lyn and Beth. He offered us drinks. As we walked to the bar people would stop Mark to talk. It was obvious from their demeanor that they both liked and respected Mark. He would introduce us. We would flirt a bit, make pleasantries, and generally enjoy ourselves. We eventually got our drinks. We ate, chatted, had fun. Mark walked us around showing us the various art works and we all chatted and laughed as we tried to interpret them.
Eventually Mark asked me to dance. I refused and told him I could not leave my friends.
In unison they said "Go dance."
The music was swing era standards and Jazz. Not quite what I was used to dancing to. Mark held out his arms. I moved in but kept enough distance so I wasn't plastered against him. He took me in his arms and led. He'd obviously done this before. He still smelled like mahogany and spice. When he put his arm around me his hand landed on the bare skin of my back. I was extremely aware of its presence. One because it seemed too intimate for someone I just met. Two because I really liked it.
The night passed quickly. Food, dancing, flirting, and great conversations. Mark ever the gentleman danced a few dances with Lyn and Beth but most of his dances were for me. As the evening went on I found myself dancing closer and closer. Maybe it was the alcohol, that damn smell of spice, or the way I felt in his arms, but eventually my head rested on his shoulder as we danced. I let myself get lost in his strong arms. I could feel his hand at the small of my back. Still on bare skin. It was toying with the material of my dress right below his hand. I would feel his hand brush lightly under the material. Not far, but enough. I was very aware of it. I didn't want him to stop. I was wondering what I'd do if he slipped his hand down the back of my dress to my ass.
At a lull in the music Mark asked me if I wanted to get some fresh air. Feeling like the world was closing in I said yes. He escorted me out to the garden and patio. His hand on my back the whole time. My entire focus was on that hand. I wanted it to move. I was just not sure if I wanted it to move away or down.
We stopped. Mark turned to face me. His scent became stronger and stronger. His hand was like electricity on my back. He stepped in and kissed me. It was not a tentative kiss. It was the kiss of someone who knew he was in control and knew how to kiss. I kissed back. I melted in his arms and kissed back. That hand finally moved. It moved down. It slipped down into my dress and grabbed my ass. He pulled me to him as he kissed me again. His hand played with the material of my panties. I was hot. I have had one night stands but it's not my modus operandi. Right now I felt if he bent me over a fence and fucked me right there I'd let him.
We kissed like that for a while. Maybe a minute, maybe a week. I'm not sure. Eventually Mark looked at his watch and said the gallery was closing. We walked back in. I found Lyn and Beth. We all said our goodbyes and left. On the way home Lyn and Beth pumped me for details. I told them everything. We laughed and I went home.
Chapter 2
Next morning my phone rang about 10:00. It was Mark. I picked up the phone and started to apologize for last night and tell him it was unprofessional. Mark stopped me and told me he was firing me. I knew he would given my behavior. It was probably best anyways. Then it dawned on me. His next words were to ask me out for Saturday.
I said, "Yes."
Saturday I started getting ready. Given the other night I decided something with less access was appropriate. I picked a pink shirt dress. It buttoned down the front. It had a collar and the hem was a few inches below my knees. I buttoned the top down so you can see a bit of cleavage. The bottom I buttoned to 2 inches above the knee. Sexy but not too sexy. I wore a cute pink matching bra and thong set. I was sure he would not see them, but then that made me think of showing him. Ok, that made me a little wet. Maybe more than a little.
Mark picked me up. We ended up at a small restaurant. It was dark, intimate, and the food was delicious. As we ate and talked Mark touched me. My arm, leg, shoulder, I felt every touch. I kept moving closer to him. His hand rested on my thigh over my dress. Mark looked in my eyes and said "this isn't right." He reached down and started unbuttoning my dress. I just watched. Here I was in a restaurant and this man was unbuttoning the bottom of my dress. The bad thing is I let him. Looking back I think if he had taken it off me in the restaurant I probably would not have stopped him.
He didn't. He stopped maybe 2 inches below my pussy and then rested his hand on my thigh. "That's better" he said and kissed me. I could feel his hand on my thigh. All my senses were on that hand. I wanted to grab it and pull it into my pussy. I wanted his fingers inside me right then and there. I restrained myself and just kissed back.
We finished dinner and he escorted me out of the restaurant. As we walked I wondered if anyone noticed my dress was now undone more than it was when I came in.
We were in the parking garage next to the car. He kissed me. A long passionate kiss. Then he stood back. He again reached for the bottom buttons of my dress. Standing in the garage he undid the buttons until the dress was open to about 3 inches above my navel. I just looked in his eyes. I wondered how far he'd go. I was wondering if I bent over the hood of the car if he'd fuck me. The thought made me wetter and hornier.
He stopped and put his arms around me under my dress. One arm around my back, one on my ass. He pulled me to him and kissed me again. I plastered myself against him and kissed him. I could feel his cock getting hard. I started wondering what it looked liked. What it felt like. What it tasted like. He started to let me go but I wanted more. I kissed him again. Hard, passionately, I wanted him to know I was ready. Ready now, ready later, but ready.
He opened the car door for me. I got in. My dress fell away from me. I was exposed up to where my dress was buttoned a little below my breasts. If anyone looked in the car they would clearly see my panties. I did not even try to cover up. He got in s started driving. His hand on my thigh barely brushing the crotch of my panties. I actually tried to slide down so he would touch my pussy but he just moved his hand as I moved. Maddeningly close but not close enough.
He looked at me and said, "Where to."
I whispered, "Your place."
We arrived at his condo. He came around and opened my door. I started to button my dress. He said no and extended his hand. I left the dress unbuttoned, took his hand, and got out of the car. We walked through the garage. As we did my dress fell forward and back revealing my panties completely and closing again. I felt exposed but safe. It was exciting wondering if we would get caught.
As we exited the elevator on his floor we ran into a couple getting on the elevator. I felt like I should cover up, but if I covered up it would show that my dress was unbuttoned. The couple obviously knew Mark and Mark stopped to introduce me. I was burning. I could see them notice my dress. They both just smiled. Mark chatted a bit and put his arm around me. As he did he pulled my dress back a bit completely exposing my panties. I was hot. All I could think of is that they were looking at me. I could barely respond to the conversation.
I knew I was being shown off. I liked it. If he was going to show me off, then I wanted him too. I stepped forward so that his hand pushed my dress back more. I turned slightly. I knew they could now see the curve of my ass. They knew I was wearing a thong. Mark smiled at me and we went to his condo. As we walked in the house Mark closed the door. He kissed me. Again his hands under my dress on my ass. Hard and passionately. I responded.
He stepped back. Looked me in the eyes and said, "Lose the panties."
I put my hands In the band and slid them over my hips. He watched as I exposed my pussy and stepped out of my panties.
He reached over. Unbuttoned the rest of my dress and said, "Take it off."
I shrugged the dress of my shoulders and let it fall to the ground. Feeling silly in just my bra and heels I take my bra off and let it fall to the floor.
Here I was completely naked and he was fully dressed. I reached for his belt buckle. He stopped me. He put his hand around my neck, grabbed a handful of hair, pulled me to him and kissed me. I kissed back. I was grinding against him. I wanted his cock. I could feel it. I felt vulnerable but excited.
He pulled away to 2 inches from my face, looked at me, and softly said,. "Suck my cock."
I was thrilled. I wanted to suck it. I wanted to see it. I wanted it in my hands and in my mouth. I got down on my knees, unbuckled his pants, and pulled out his cock. I looked at it. It was bigger than normal. Not super big, but bigger and thicker than any I've seen in person. As I looked at it my mind flashed to anal sex. I don't know why. I've only had anal sex like 3 times, but that's where I went with it. I was wondering if I could get that thick thing in my ass. I was both excited and scared by the idea. I took his cock in my mouth. My lips stretched around it. There was no way I would get the shaft in my mouth. I wrapped my hands around the shaft and started jacking him off as I sucked.
He asked, "Do you like that?"
I said, "Yes."
He said, "Yes what."
I wasn't sure of the answer. I said, "Yes I like your cock."
Mark said, "Good girl, what do you want to do with my cock."
I was starting to get into this. What did I want to do? "Anything."
Again he said "Good girl."
I started going to town on his cock. I was soaking. Truthfully I did not care if he fucked me. I'd be happy I'd he came in my mouth. I wanted his cock. His cum. Anything.
He reached down and grabbed my hair again. He pulled me to my feet. He kissed me again. He said, "I want that pussy."
I replied, "Ok."
"On your knees."
He pushed me to the floor. My head on the carpet. Ass in the air. He got behind me. I could feel the tip of his cock against my pussy lips. He stopped. I tried to push back but he pulled back. I could feel his cock tantalizingly against my pussy lips. The tip sliding against them and against my clit.
Mark said, "Your cunt feels so wet".
Cunt? No one ever used that word with me before. It sounded dirty. I was feeling dirty. I was enjoying dirty.
My response surprised even me. "It's wet for you. I want you to fuck my cunt".
Wow, brave, I couldn't believe I said that but at the moment I really meant it.
He slid the head of his cock up and down my slit spreading my juices from my Clit to my anus. As he slid it back and forth I would feel the head disappeared slightly in the lips of my pussy. Then against my clit, back to my ass, and then pushing right against the opening of my cunt. I realized there was that word again. Now even I was thinking in terms of it. Electricity surged through my body as he slid it back and forth. I could feel my juices start to drip on my leg.
He had every string of my body on edge. Then I felt the tip enter my pussy. He was thick with a thicker round head. He only inserted the tip. I could feel it stretching my lips and pulling on my clit.
I yelled, "Fuck me. Fuck my pussy. Stop teasing me and jam your cock up my cunt."
He laughed. He leaned close to me and whispered, "What kind of girl talks line that?"
I knew the answer and he was right. That's who I was for him. "A slut," I said.
He plunged his cock into me. I came immediately. Shuddering through the aftershocks I felt him pumping his cock into me. I felt it start to build again.
He asked me, "What do I get?"
I panted. I was cumming again. When my head cleared I said, " Anything.. I am your slut. Fuck me. Fuck my slutty cunt. Fill me with your cum."
He fucked me. He fucked me hard. My ass in the air I came at least 3 more times. I was getting tired. He was still hard he pulled out of me.
"Come clean my cock," he said.
He did not have to tell me twice. I crawled over and started licking his cock clean. I could taste my pussy all over his cock. I loved it.
He looked at me and said "let's see, I fucked your mouth, I fucked your cunt, what's left?"
I briefly pulled my mouth off his cock and said "my ass."
He said "what do you want?"
I knew what I wanted. "I want you to fuck my ass."
He told me to give it to him. I turned. My ass toward him I put my head on the floor. He again started sliding his cock up and down my slit. Spreading my juices all over my asshole. He stuck his cock back in my pussy. I felt his thumb at the entrance to my ass. I was plenty wet and it slid right in. I enjoyed the feeling of being double fucked and came again.
I felt his thumb pull out of my ass. His cock pulled out of my pussy. He rested the head right up against my opening. He just stayed there. I pushed back. This time he did not pull back. He let me slide back on his cock at my own pace.
Slowly I felt the tip slide into my ass. I felt full. Not just full I felt like I would burst. As I took his entire cock I could feel the pleasure and pain of my ass being split. His cock bottomed out and when he was all inside me I came.



I started yelling. "Fuck my ass. Fill my ass up. My ass is yours. My pussy is yours. My mouth is yours." It was. He could fuck anything he wanted.
As he fucked me he talked to me. "That's it. Give me that ass. Show me what a great fuck you are. Show me that you're my slut."
I couldn't take it any more. The pressure in my ass, the words. My head exploded. My pussy exploded. My legs collapsed under me. An earth shattering orgasm.
I was wiped out. Mark pulled out of me. He picked me up and carried me to his room. With a warm cloth he cleaned my ass and my pussy. He covered me up. I fell asleep, My last thought was "I didn't make him cum."
I woke up to the sun coming in the window. It took me a minute to remember where I was. I immediately panicked. What got into me last night. What was I thinking. I started to look for my clothes so I could get out of there.
As I did Mark showed up at my door with a tray of toast, juice, and fruit. "Good morning. How are you feeling this morning?"
I said "I'm not sure. A little insecure maybe. I've never done that with another man."
Mark laughing "You were a virgin?"
"No," I said "I've never acted so slutty,"
He leaned over and kissed me on the forehead. "You were a great slut."
"Is that all?" I asked. After all I thought what kind of a guy wants a woman that slutty.
"No," said Mark. "At least I hope not. I have another opening next week in San Francisco. Why don't you come spend the weekend with me."
"Really?"
"Yes, but I do have to warn you. I'm from there so you will meet a bunch of my friends and family."
I kissed him and laughed. I then remembered. "I didn't make you cum last night."
He answered, "There's always tonight."
Chapter 3
I looked at the breakfast Mark made me. I realized I was starving. I thought to myself, being a slut is hard work.
I started eating. Mark sat on the bed next to me. He joined me in breakfast. He was sitting in a pair of gym shorts. I was naked. The covers fell to my waist as I sat up. I was feeling exposed and vulnerable. Mark asked me to go away with him next weekend. I did not know if we were at the beginning of a relationship or a booty call. I realized if it were a booty call I would be there in a flash. I liked having my inner slut unleashed.
I thought about being 1/2 naked talking to his friends. I had never done anything like that. Just thinking of it I could feel myself getting wet again. I wondered if I'd have any limits with Mark.
I looked at Mark. I realized that this is the first time I'd seen him without clothes. Last night he fucked me clothed. I was naked, he stayed dressed. All I saw was his cock. I reminded myself it was a nice cock and laughed to myself that I was thinking that.
What a slut, I thought. I enjoyed the thought.
My eyes fell to his chest. He was in good shape. He was right, he had not worked out for a while, but he was certainly no slouch. He was not all lean and 6 packy, but he was still the guy you'd check out and watch as he walked down the beach.
Random thought. His chest and shoulders must have been twice as wide as I was. He obviously weighed close to double I did. At 6'2". That wasn't hard. His chest was not shaved. So many guys shaved these days. He had a light amount of hair on his chest and legs. I remembered that his cock and balls were shaved. Again an inward laugh, wasn't that sweet of him.
As we ate Mark talked. He asked me about my work. He seemed genuinely interested. He asked about family and friends. He made me feel relaxed and less vulnerable. He talked about himself also. He told me about his job. He bought art for wealthy socialites. He traveled all over the world. His clients wanted unique pieces. He had to travel and find unique art that fit their decor and tastes.
We finished breakfast. I wasn't sure what to do. As he was cleaning up I said I should be going. He asked me if I had anything special to do. I told him I didn't.
He said, "Good, no rush then. Let's take a shower."
His shower was like the rest of his house. It was obviously set up for 2. It had 2 of those full body shower things in it. I wondered how many women had been in that shower. He turned it on and waited for the water to heat. We stepped in. As I faced the shower heads I felt him start to wash my back. It felt good. He had strong but gentle hands.
He lingered at my butt a little longer. I knew I had a great ass and was enjoying the fact that he appreciated it. I turned to face him. I took the soap from him and started to wash his chest. I could feel the muscles under his skin. I looked up at his face. He hadn't shaved yet and the black stubble made him look more masculine and more sexy.
As I scrubbed his chest he put his arms around my waist. My hands moved lower to his stomach. I lightly brushed his cock. It started to react. I liked that I caused that reaction in him. I washed his cock a bit and it got hard in my hands. Feeling playful, and practical, I told him to turn around and I scrubbed his back. When I was done he turned back to face me. He kissed me. I was trying not to get my hair wet, but I gave up. The feeling of him kissing me and the hot water cascading over my body made me just give in. I let the water flow over my whole body. I threw my arms around him kissing him in a way that told him I would do anything. I could feel his hard cock against my belly.
He pushed me back. My hands on his shoulders he started to wash my front. His hands were strong but gentle. As he washed my breasts my nipples got hard under his touch. I felt his hands move down. I knew where they were going. Based on last night I wanted him to get to my pussy. I thought, cunt, not pussy, sluts have cunts.
I liked that thought. If anyone had used that word before last night I would have stabbed them. Maybe not stabbed, but I would have been mad. Now the thought of him telling me he wanted my cunt made me even wetter.
After a day or two his hand finally got there. Okay, it wasn't that long, but it seemed it. His fingers played with my clit. I moaned. My hands were still wrapped around his cock. As his fingers slid inside me I pushed my pussy against his fingers. I closed my eyes tilted my head back and enjoyed the feeling. He knew what he was doing. I felt the orgasm build inside me. Not the earth shattering orgasm of last night. But, like pizza, there's no such thing as a bad orgasm. I wrapped my arms around his neck to steady myself.
He kissed me. Not the hard, take control kisses of last night. These were sweet gentle kisses. Naked, wet, skin to skin, I came on his fingers.
He gave me a moment and turned the water off. He reached over and grabbed a towel. Actually it was more a bath sheet. Chest to chest, he wrapped it around us. He dried me off I stood there and enjoyed the feeling of being pampered.
When we were dry he dropped the towel. He picked me up and carried me back to bed. He lay me down on my back and got on top of me. He was kissing me. I was kissing back. Even though he kept his arms down so his weight was not on top of me I could feel his body. I knew that if he wanted he could have his way with me. Not that it mattered. He could have his way with me anyway.
He started kissing my neck, my ears, my throat, my forehead. He placed his cock against my pussy. I spread my legs to give him complete access. His cock slid right in me. He kissed his way down my neck to my nipples. He sucked one into his mouth then the other, sometimes lightly biting them. I wrapped my legs around him and thrust up. My arms around his neck.
His hands trace my arms from my shoulders to my wrists. They moved down slowly. When he got to my wrists he grabbed them, pulled them over my head, and pinned me down. I felt under his control again, but this time it was sweet. I let myself go completely. I just let him pamper my body. He slowly fucked me. He continued kissing my body, my tits, my neck, my ears.
I felt it building again. This time small waves. With every stroke another wave. I did not move. I lay back and let the waves wash over me. He rolled off me and lay beside me.
As I caught my breath I realized he had not cum yet. I'd cum countless times and he didn't cum once. I had to fix that. After all, I'd been doing this a while too. I had moves. I've never had any complaints. In fact, I've had great reviews. I sat up. Swinging my leg over him I said. "Now it's my turn."
Mark laughed and said "Don't hurt me."
I replied "No Promises."
I positioned my pussy right on top of his cock. Not the tip. His cock was against his body pointing up. I was rubbing my pussy along the underside of his cock, soaking it with my juices. As I rubbed it I put my pussy up and down his shaft he tried to enter me. I kept pulling away. I kept putting my tits in his face and making him suck my nipples.
"This time you're going to cum god dammit. I want your cum. I want it now. You can cum in my mouth, on my face, on my tits, in my cunt, or on my ass."
I bit his ear. I whispered in it, "I don't care which, but you are going to cum."
I slid up the length of his cock and positioned it at the opening to my pussy. He tried to thrust but I pulled back.
"No way you bastard I'm in charge now." I liked it. I could feel the power. By letting myself be his slut, I claimed power of being a slut. "This time you are going to cum for me." Then I slowly let his cock slide in me.
When I was full, I started fucking him. I fucked him like I meant it. All the time I was coaxing him. I would go from shouting, "Give your slut your fucking cum." To whispering "Fill me up. Fill up my slutty little cunt."
He'd grab my hips and I'd say, "Get your hands off me. I'm fucking you."
He closed his eyes and I fucked him. I kept coaxing him, "That's it baby. Cum for me. Fill me up."
All of a sudden I felt his cock start to grow inside of me. I started louder "That's it. Cum. Cum in my cunt. Make my cunt yours with your cum."
He came. His body tensed. I could feel the juices spurt inside me. I kept pumping him.
"That's it baby. Give it all to me."
His body shuddered. He must of cum in gallons. As I pumped him I could feel the cum leak out of me. As I did, I came too. Hard. From my pussy to my teeth. I reached down and gathered as much on my fingers as possible and licked my fingers. MMmmmmmmm.
He said, "You never answered me about San Francisco."
I fell beside him on the bed and said, "Yes".
Chapter 4
Saturday, after we made love, (made love? Yes, that's what Saturday was). After, he drove me home. Well to Beth's house. That's where I left my car. He had to go out of the country
I had got out of bed. All I had were my clothes from the night before. I threw on my dress and put my underwear in my purse. Mark laughed and said that he might never let me wear underwear again. My mind flashed to the restaurant and running into his friends. I thought of them seeing me without panties. It made me wet. I avoided Beth. I knew she'd tease me. It was OK, I just wanted to put it off till tomorrow.
Going out of the country Mark said with the time difference it would be hard to stay in touch. He told me he'd pick me up Friday. During the week he sent me a few texts with pictures that he found funny or interesting. They were sweet and cute.
Me, I was like a woman possessed. I'm human, I masturbate, but that week I could not get my fingers out of my pussy. I could practically feel Mark touching me. I wish I could say it was the romantic day I was thinking about, but it wasn't. It was the slutty night. I relived every moment of it. Every time I thought of those people seeing me I thought of more things. Would he really have wanted me pantieless? Would Mark fuck me in front of them? What would I do? How would his cum feel on my skin, my face, my tits. Would he cum on me in front of someone? (damn I almost came typing that). I was a mad woman. I had trouble paying attention while working.
It was Thursday night. I was packing for my trip. I knew we were going for 2 nights. He had said we might run into friends or family. I knew Mark liked me to show off a little (a lot?) but if we were meeting people he knew I needed to be presentable, or so I thought. It was warm, but warm in SF could mean low 70s.
I figured 4 dresses, 2 tops and a pair of jeans. I could travel in a cute sundress, take a dress that would work for a family or business dinner, and 2 dresses that would stop truck from a mile away. Jeans could fill in when needed. Then I opened my lingerie drawer. I am in my early 30s. I have been in LA dating for quite a while. I am pretty sexually open. I have not had many lovers, but the ones I have had I've surprised with sexy lingerie.
I liked frilly stuff. I liked being a girl and being soft and feminine. OK, yes, I liked being a slut, but that's not the point. I took out 4 pair of my prettiest bra and panty sets. There wasn't much too them, but what there was looked good on me. I saw my red and my black garter and stockings. You can never have enough slutwear. I had bra and panties to match both so I threw them in. After all it didn't take much room. As I packed it I pictured myself strutting in front of Mark in them. I stopped and daydreamed for a while about where that would go. Last I grabbed 2 Nighties. Sheer, Lacy, hot with matching panties. I looked at my bag. 8 pairs of panties? Oh well, given how much he turns me on I figured I might go through them all.
Mark picked me up at 4. I wore my sundress. It may have shown a bit more than I normally would. It was one of my shorter more form fitting dresses. Nothing outrageous but I did have to be careful when I sat down or bent over. Mark came to the door and I let him in. He looked me up and down and said "Hot." Then he kissed me. I just melted. I pulled myself close to him. He smelled great. I kissed him passionately, deeply. We'd known each other for a week. I thought if this were a fling it was worth it.
Mark spun me around. He pushed me over the table in the dining room. I reached forward and grabbed the edges. I just pushed my ass out. I was thinking fuck me, but I also knew we had a flight. He pulled my dress up and slid his fingers up to the crotch of my panties. Then pulled them aside and slid his fingers in me. I was wet. I was wet with anticipation before he got there. I was wetter with excitement now. His fingers felt so good. I pushed back on them. I spread my legs to give him better access. He got on his knees behind me and started licking my pussy. He'd obviously done this a lot. With all the anticipation over the week I came on his face in like 30 seconds.
He laughed and said, "Looks like my slut is ready for the weekend"
I just said, "Yes."
I was still bent over the table. He reached up, and slid my panties down. I did not protest. I just stepped out of them. He left them on the floor. He picked up my bags and said, "Let's go."
The cab ride to the airport was uneventful. Mark told me all about his trip. I told him about my week. I was aware I was not wearing panties. His hand sat on my thigh as he drove. My dress had slid up almost to my pussy. I did not bother fixing it. We checked in and went to the gate.
As I sat I kept pulling down my dress. After all, we were in public.
Mark finally said, " Stop it."
I stopped. I was aware I was pantiless. On the other hand, except for a lot of leg, I was sure no one could see anything. Still I was nervous sitting there. What I could not believe is I was wet too. I wondered if I would soak through the dress. Then I realized it was so short I was barely sitting on it.
We started to board. The flight is a short one and almost everyone uses the cheap regional airline. There is no first class. We had an aisle and middle seat. When we got there a guy about mid 40s was in the window seat. As I got in Mark was behind me. He slid his hand up my dress and patted my ass. I jumped a bit. The guy in the row saw what was happening.
Normally I'd be embarrassed but I loved the look on his face. He just smiled at me approvingly. As I sat down in the middle seat Mark flipped up the back of my dress. My naked ass was right on the seat. I looked at my crotch and at the guy next to me. He smiled. I smiled back. I was pretty sure I was covered.
Mark introduced himself and me. I'm not the type who talks to strangers on a plane but obviously he was. The guy introduced himself and we made the usual small talk. Mark's hand was on my thigh. It was pretty high on my thigh. It was practically burning my thigh. I was extremely aware of every movement his hand made. I could feel it on the hem of my dress. I knew that every once in a while, when I moved, Mark pushed my dress up.
Every once in a while the guy stared down at my legs. He tried not to be obvious, but let's face it. It's a small space and my pussy was practically showing. I knew he was looking. When Mark caught him looking Mark just smiled and went on chatting. Me? I could barely breathe.
The flight attendant came by with drinks. She saw Mark's hand and gave me a stern look. She then looked at Mark. He flashed her that winning smile and started chatting with her. She giggled and got our drinks. She whispered something to the other attendant. The other one just looked at me and smiled.
As they passed Mark reengaged the guy next to us. I could not hear the conversation. Blood was pounding in my ears. I knew if my skirt slipped up one more inch my pussy would be on display. I had an urge to just pull the dress up. The anticipation, wonder, the waiting was killing me. My senses were on high alert. I heard Mark say that I was so gorgeous he couldn't bear to leave me at home for the weekend. The guy agreed I was gorgeous.
Mark, to me, "What do you say to the nice man?"
I looked at Mark, then the man and said, "Thank you."
Mark then said that he thought my legs were one of my best features. The guy agreed. I felt like I was a prize being displayed. Sadly, I really liked the feeling. I didn't want to, but I did. Then Mark shocked me.
He said to me, "The man complimented your legs show him how great they are."
My dress was practically at my pussy, I wasn't wearing panties, every inch of my legs were already on display. I looked at Mark.
He just quietly, "Go ahead."
I wasn't sitting on my dress. I reached to the waist and started tugging in up. I am not sure I was breathing. I had to admit that I was tingling all over. I really wanted to take the dress off. I wanted to show off. I wanted to see this guy's reaction. I knew I could not do that. I was embarrassed that I thought about it. I pulled the dress up above my seat belt. My legs were not spread, but I was obviously on display. The guy commented I was beautiful. I said thank you and let the hem of the dress settle over my seatbelt.
The flight was only 45 minutes. I was like that for about 10. The Flight attendant came by to tell us to buckle up. My dress was over the belt and I was not sure how to show her it was buckled. Mark just grinned at her, said it was buckled and pulled my dress up to show her. I was clearly on display. The attendant laughed and said thank you.
We landed. As I bent over to retrieve my bag from under the seat Mark pulled the back of my dress up. Our seat mate could easily see my ass. I think the guy standing in the aisle could too. I smiled at him as we got off the plane.
Mark had a limousine waiting. The driver greeted Mark by name. We climbed in the back. I went to sit down but Mark pushed me down. I was on my knees on the floor facing the driver. Mark pulled my dress up. He got behind me and fucked me. No foreplay, sweet words, or anything. It did not matter. My pussy was soaked. He slid right in. Facing forward I noticed the privacy window was down. I could see the driver's eyes watching me in the mirror. I came. He smiled at me. God, I thought, I am a slut. On the way to the hotel I came 3 more times. After the first one I let go. I was not quiet.



We got to the hotel. Mark gave our bags to the bellman who greeted him by name. We checked in and the bellman said the bags would be right up. We got to the room, Mark kissed me. I was wild. I kissed back. If I could have I would have melted into his skin. I was so hot I think I did.
This time Mark pushed me over the desk. My dress was up again and he was fucking me. I came the second he entered me. I have always had orgasms, but I could not believe how many times this guy had made me cum in less than a week. Then, a knock on the door. He pulled out.
I went to stand up but he said, "Stay there." I did.
Mark tucked his cock into his pants and answered the door. He greeted the Bellman by name and let him in. As the bellman brought the bags in he looked at me. Mark introduced me. That's right. Bent over a table, ass and pussy on display, Mark introduced me. I just stayed where I was and said hi.
Marked tipped the bellman and came back to me. He wrapped his fingers around my hair and I could feel his cock enter me again. I moaned. Seriously, my pussy was so wet I could feel my juices ½ way down my thighs. As Mark fucked me I started to cum again. What the hell. What's one more? Mark pulled out of me. I laid there panting.
Mark said, "I'm going to enjoy my little slut this weekend." I came.
Chapter 5
After my last orgasm I was ready to turn the tables. I stood up, looked him in the eye and said, "Now you're going to get it".
He laughed and said, " Promise?"
I unbuckled his belt and pulled his pants and boxers down. As they were around his ankles I pushed him. He tripped over his pants and fell on the bed. He laughed. I straddled his face. My knees were on his arms. He could have thrown me off easily but he laid there in submission. I was facing his feet. I stuck my pussy in his face and said, "Get to work, eat me."
He said, "Yes sir." I felt his tongue on my clit. Mmmmmm. He was really good at this. I arched my back. Threw my head back.
"Lick me, c'mon, make me cum".
He did. Damn, how many was that today. I pulled my pussy off his face and sucked his cock into my mouth. My ass and pussy above his face where he could see them. I could taste my pussy on his cock. I never really thought about it before. This time I was savoring the flavor of his precum and my pussy. I was determined to make him cum.
I attacked his cock with a vengeance. All the while telling him, "Cum for me you bastard. Fill my mouth. Cover my face. I want your cum. I am your cumslut. Give me what I want."
I meant it. Every word. I wanted to watch him cum. I wanted to see him spurt I wanted to feel it. Between words I attacked his cock. I attacked like it was favorite thing on earth. Truthfully, it was. For the last week I thought about his cock, his cum, as much as I thought about food.
I sat up. Again my pussy on his face. I pulled my dress off. He licked me as I did. Then I bent down and pumped his cock as I sucked it. When it wasn't in my mouth (a girls gotta breathe) I was telling him I wanted his cum, I was his slut. He started thrusting into my mouth. I actually felt sad I couldn't take it all. I had to pull back a bit, but what I could take I did. I tried to make up the rest with my hands. All the while urging him to cum for me.
He moaned. He grabbed my ass and said, "Yes, better be ready."
I replied, "Give it to me."
I barely got my mouth back on his cock before he exploded. I felt jet after jet in my mouth. It was hot, salty, sweet, delicious. I'd cum at least a million to times this week. As far as I know Mark had only cum once. He filled my mouth. I could not swallow fast enough. I pulled off his cock. Some hit me it the face, some on my tits. It felt great. Wet, hot, sticky, mmmmmm. It felt amazing.
I turned around. Now I was straddling his hips as I faced him. I ground my wet pussy into his body. Then I started scooping his cum off my body and licking my fingers clean. What I couldn't scoop I rubbed into my tits. As I ate it I told him how good it tasted. He just laid there looking at me.
"That was incredible," He finally said.
Amazingly, after all that he started to get hard again. I rubbed my pussy on his cock. I thought, I could go again.
Instead he pushed me off him playfully and said, " It's 8:00, we've got 9:00 dinner reservations.
Dinner? I was starved. I guess a girl can't live on just cum. I had been pretty much fucking since 4:00 pm. I wanted meat. I giggled a bit. Meat, I've had lots of meat so far. Mark asked me what I was giggling about. I didn't answer. I just asked him the dress code for tonight.
He said, "Fucktoy".
"Mmmmmm," I said. "You got it."
I looked in the mirror. I was a sight. Dried cum on my face and tits. I looked fucked. I felt fucked. The best part was, I could do it again. I thought to myself, maybe I should just wear this cum, that's a pretty fucktoy look. The thought of someone seeing me like this made me wet. Actually I think by this time I was in a perpetual state of being wet.
I showered quick and cleaned up. I pulled stuff out of my bag. I actually brought 2 dresses with me. They were my hottest dresses. Tight, short, let's of cleavage, and back showing. I did not know where we were going, but he said fucktoy. I picked the white one. The white dress was short. Barely covered my ass. It hugged my every curve, had a scoop neck and spaghetti straps. It had a zipper that started at my neck and went ½ way down my ass. When I walked in it it would slide up. If I did not pull it down often my ass would be on display. Best thing it was semi sheer and had a slit up the side from the bottom to my hip. I only wore it once. Then I wore nude colored panties and a bra with it. I was in a very dark club. I was still embarrassed.
This time I grabbed a white thong. Big enough to be seen, small enough to be hot. I pulled it on. I then slid the dress on. You could see a hint of my pink nipples through the dress. My thong stood out. A grabbed a pair of white 4" strappy heels and looked at myself in the mirror. I looked hot. Slutty, but classy slutty.
Mark was dressed. He had washed in the sink while I was showering. He was wearing dress jeans and a pullover sweater. He looked good. He watched me get dressed.
When I was done I asked, "Slut enough?"
He said, "No such thing".
He kissed me. He smelled good. I kissed him back. His hands fell to the bottom of my dress. He pulled it up and grabbed my ass as he kissed me. I moaned as he did. He broke the kiss, slapped my ass and said, "Time to go."
I yelped. It stung. I had never let anyone slap my ass before. I would have killed them. Mark did it and I wanted to ask for more.
Chapter 6
We headed out the door. The elevator came. 2 guys, maybe in their late 20s early 30s, were in it. I forgot we had to walk through the hotel to get out. A quick feeling of insecurity hit me. Then I saw their faces. Their eyes practically fell out of their skulls. With confidence I walked in the elevator. I was feeling naughty. I dropped my purse. With my ass towards them I bent over and picked it up. The boys openly stared. Mark just smirked at me.
Mark was in the elevator already. One of the boys held the door open. I got on the elevator. I thanked him for holding the door. Two more floors. Three couples got on the elevator. The guys checked me out. So did the women. As usual with elevators no one said a word. We all faced the front. I backed up to make room. I backed right into one of the boys. I felt his cock against my ass. He was semi hard and getting harder. All I could think was Steve Erkel saying, did I do that?
I leaned back a bit more. Now he was hard. I felt his cock line up with the crack of my ass. I pushed my ass back and might have moved around a bit more than I should have it. The elevator dinged and the door opened. Our floor.
I stepped out of the elevator in front of Mark. As Mark stepped out I blew a kiss to the boy. The door closed. It made me laugh, the two boys forgot to get off the elevator. We walked through the lobby to get a cab. More than one person turned to look at me. Dammit. I could not believe how wet I felt. My mother would have killed me.
Hell, last week's me would have killed me.
We grabbed a cab and Mark told the driver where to take us. It was 9:15 when we got to the restaurant. The hostess recognized Mark and greeted him by name.
"Welcome back. Your tables ready."
Mark introduced me. The hostess was genuinely happy to meet me. She commented on how pretty I was and that she loved my dress. I briefly wondered how many girls Mark had taken here. Oh well, I knew this was a fling, so no use thinking about it. If you're going to have a fling it might as well be with someone who knew how to do it.
As I walked through the restaurant my dress slid up a bit. I knew the bottom of my ass was showing. I was pretty sure you could see the crotch of my panties. Men looked, a few women chastised their men.
We were given a table by the back. It was not private, but it was not out in the open either. I could see a few couples at the bar and other tables. The hostess led us to our seats. The table was a 4 top in a corner. The seats against the wall were booth benches. We each slid in. I did not bother pulling my dress down. I could feel my ass cheeks directly on the seat. I thought to myself that I would probably feel that a lot with Mark.
The hostess looked down. I am sure she could see the dress almost pooled at my waist. She smiled at me, looked at Mark and said, "I really love that dress." She left and said our server would be right there.
The waiter came and took our order. He kept glancing at my legs and crotch and not listening to the order. Mark had to repeat the drinks 3 times. When he left I giggled. Mark bet me he'd get the order wrong. With Mark's hand on my thigh we talked, flirted, and looked at the menu.
At one point I realized that Mark's hand was almost right against my pussy. Last week I would have been aware as soon as Mark touched me. Seven days later I am exposed, his hand on my thigh, and I am feeling perfectly comfortable.
The waiter took our order and brought our meal. As we were talking an older gentleman approached the table. He was very distinguished looking. Probably in his late 50s early 60s. He greeted Mark. Mark stood up, shook his hand and introduced me. I recognized the guy's name. Well, not his first name, but his family name is well known. As Mark introduced me the man looked me up and down. He really did not react. He just took me in. Under his gaze I again felt exposed. The feeling of being exposed made my pussy wet. An image of pulling my dress up more so he could get a really good look flashed through my mind. Dammit. Why was I enjoying being on display this much.
The gentleman was attached to the gallery we were visiting tomorrow. Mark invited him to join us. The man said he would for a moment as he wanted to talk to Mark about something. He sat down and ordered a drink.
Mark and he started to talk. As they talked Mark's fingers slid up against my panties. He tried to rub my pussy. Seriously, right at the table. I looked at him with a "stop that" face. He just smiled at me and continued his conversation like nothing was happening. He also kept probing with his fingers. It was beginning to feel good.
I parted my legs a bit to make it easier for him. I figured that way there would not be as much struggling and our guest would not notice. Mark's fingers slid under the material of my panties and onto my wet clit. I gasped. Our guest asked me if I was OK. I looked at Mark. He had an amused look on his face.
I thought of saying, "Yes, Mark just has his fingers in my cunt" but thought it was probably not the best choice. I commented I was fine.
Mark continued the conversation. I did not need to be involved. That was good as all I could concentrate on were Mark's fingers. The words went on but my whole focus was on my pussy. At one point Mark pulled his fingers out of my pussy and, looking like he was in thought, brought his fingers to his mouth and lightly sucked on the tips. I thought the whole room smelled like my pussy. I was obviously at a heightened state.
Mark's hand fell back to my lap. I spread my legs even further to give him access. Mark just continued his conversation. If the guy noticed anything he did not let on. Me? All I could hear was my breathing and a crashing wave sound in my head. I let myself go to the feeling of Mark's fingers. They skillfully played with my clit and pussy. I felt my wetness on the tops of my thighs. He would spread it all over my pussy. Not once did he miss a beat in the conversation.
I let out a small moan. The gentleman then seemed to notice what Mark was doing. He quickly changed his conversation from business with Mark to me. He asked me how I liked the restaurant and food. He asked about me. His eyes smiled. He was enjoying watching me squirm. I pretended he did not know for a few minutes and chatted back. All the while Mark was making me squirm more and more. I knew our guest knew what was going on. That made me hotter. I was feeling that pressure more and more. Knowing I was being watched was such a turn on. He could not see anything, but the fact that he knew made this hot.
Since he knew I just gave in. I closed my eyes and put my head back. I moaned slightly. Our guest said I was a beautiful and sexy woman. I sighed. He commented on how sexy it was to watch a woman in the throes of pleasure. He asked Mark if my pussy felt as good as the rest of me looked.
Mark replied, "She has a great cunt."
That made me moan again. I started grinding my pussy against Mark's fingers. Our guest started coaxing me. Telling me how sexy I was. Encouraging me to cum on Mark's fingers. It was surreal. I could hear our guest's words. I was the center of attention. I spread my legs far enough to give Mark complete access. I grabbed his hand with mine and pulled it hard to my pussy. I humped his fingers like nothing else mattered. With a small grunt I came. This time it was just one crash. I bit my lip and let it wash over me. The guys watched me.
Our guest stood up. "I'll let you two enjoy your evening," he said. He shook Mark's hand and left the table.
Mark pulled his fingers out of my cunt. He held them up to my mouth. I took them in my lips and licked and sucked them clean. When I was done Mark kissed me. I leaned my head on his shoulder. He gently kissed my forehead and said, You are an amazing slut".
It felt good. For him I wanted to be.
Chapter 7
I looked at Mark. "I can't believe you fucking did that."
He smiled and said, "Me? You fucking loved it."
He was right. I did. I had to admit I always liked being admired. With Mark to make sure I'm safe from others I could let myself go. Of course, I did not know who'd keep me safe from Mark. I just shook my head.
We continued eating. During dinner I had to hit the restroom. I looked in the mirror. I looked very hot and very naughty.
The week after my first night with Mark I had lunch with my friend Beth. She had pumped me for details. She commented on how hot Mark was and joked that she'd do anything he asked. I laughed and said, "I kinda did." She started pumping me for details. I told her almost everything. I left out my slutty talk and the way I told him he could fuck my ass.
She was all ears. She asked if I would see him again. I told her about this weekend. She made me swear to give her details when I got back.
Looking at myself in the mirror I snapped a selfie. I sent it to Beth with the caption "Dressed for a night out." I got a reply almost immediately.
"You Slut. LOL. I'd dress like that for him any day. I want details when you get home."
I responded, "Maybe," brushed my hair and headed back to the table.
We finished eating. I looked at Mark and said, "Where too?"
He said, "Dancing."
I could picture me dancing in this dress. No Bra, my tits although not big would certainly bounce. The short tight dress would ride up. I'd either spend all night with my ass on display or tugging the dress down. I knew what Mark would like. I knew what I should do. I admit, I knew what I wanted to do and would do. Whatever Mark told me.
We took a cab to a restaurant. On the door it said closed for a private party. There was a $60 cover charge. The woman who took our money said, " Welcome to Pleasure Zone". The place was packed. I looked around. I was not the sluttiest dressed woman there. This place was packed with slutwear. I asked Mark about the place. He told me it was a private swingers party in SF. One of the biggest. There must have been 150 people there.
Swingers? Did Mark expect me to swap? I didn't like the idea. I did not like the idea of Mark with another woman. I reminded myself I'd just met him and acting as slutty as I had been, could really not expect anything long term. I also knew that in the right mood, at the right time, I might do anything he asked. After all, what girl hasn't fantasized about sex with a stranger. Hell, I've had fantasies about having sex with multiple strangers. This however was possibly real. It made me nervous, not sure, and feeling insecure.
We went to the bar and got drinks. I watched the people. Most of the crowd was 25 to 45. Some outliers, but that was the norm. It was generally an attractive crowd. What you'd find in almost any club but with older attractive people thrown in.
Clothes went from street wear to I don't know where they bought that. You could see some girls flashing their tits every once in a while. If you watched you could see women In short skirts and tell they weren't wearing panties. Couples were dancing with others. Girls were dirty dancing with guys and other girls. Well, I'd done that. The difference is a lot of these girls were making out. Well I'd done that too.
The atmosphere was sexual. You could feel it. The driving music. The lighting. The bodies grinding against each other. Even among these people we got a few looks as we walked through. Someone would notice us, whisper to their partner, they'd both look again. I did not fool myself. In this case Mark was the draw. There were lots of women as pretty as me dressed as or more slutty.
Over to my left there were stairs a stage and a pole. There were a few girls grinding on the pole. They were no sexier than anyone else at the club. No one paid them much attention except the other girls on the pole and maybe their men. I did see a group of guys talking amongst each other.
I asked Mark about the place. He told me it was what they call an off premises swingers club. That meant people come here to meet but they go elsewhere for sex. I saw someone flash her tits. I asked Mark if people got naked. He said that you are really not allowed to show your nipples or genitals. People do, but it's a quick flash.
Since I was asking, I figured I'd go for it.
"Do you want to swap with someone tonight?" I asked. I was looking down. I was afraid of the answer.
Mark smiled, he took my hand, he put his other hand under my chin, looked me in the eyes and said, "If I asked you to, would you give your cunt to one of these guys?"
I thought carefully. He had that look in his eye. I thought if I said no I'd disappoint him. I realized I did not want that. I'd do almost anything he asked to be with him right now. I answered, "I'd do what you asked me to."
He kissed my forehead. It felt good, approving. Holding my hands he whispered in my ear. "No one is fucking that slutty little cunt tonight but me." I let out a deep breath.
We got another drink.
A pretty girl came up beside us. She said hi to us and introduced herself. She was hot. Short, thin, pretty, and about 12. Ok she was probably in her low 20s. She started to chat us up. Idle stuff about the club. The kind of things guys say when they want to start a conversation in a bar. I thought to myself, He said no guys. What about girls?



Mark excused himself from the girl and said he promised me a dance. As he started to escort me to the floor I said, with my eyes down again, "I've never been with a girl."
That did not come out right. That sounded like I wanted to be. I mean I'd thought about it but really wasn't that interested.
Mark kissed my cheek and said, "I'm not sharing you with anyone tonight. I want everyone to see me with you and be jealous they're not me."
I looked at all the hot women. I was not sure I could do that but I was sure going to try. The music was a pounding club beat. I had danced with Mark the first night, but that was soft jazz slow dancing. I'm a girl. We can shake our asses. Mark was a 40 year old white guy. His choices were limited. He moved gracefully into the safe white guy dance. He had rhythm. He kind of looked like Frank Sinatra singing a classic and shuffling to it. I could picture him with a hat and jacket slung over his shoulder.
Me? I wanted to make him proud. I've been going to LA clubs for years. I knew how to shake it. We danced. I would dance around him, dip, shake my ass, or tits at him. I would grind against him sliding my ass against his cock. I had moves. He appreciated watching me. A few couples came over to dance by us. Usually led by the girls. Lots of couples were dancing in small groups. The girls would dance around Mark. Mark let them. If they talked to him he engaged them, but mostly he watched me.
I think some of the girls noticed this and started dancing with me. I didn't mind. My girlfriends and I dirty danced at clubs. It was fun teasing the boys. I got into it. I liked having Mark and the other men watch me.
Then I heard the opening bars of Joe Cocker's "You can leave your hat on." I knew the song in an instant. I knew it well.
I am a fitness instructor. I've taken all kinds of fitness classes. That includes strip aerobics and pole dancing. The goal of one class was to create a routine to perform for your partner at the end of the class. This was my song. I was not dating anyone at the time, so no one ever saw my routine.
We were in SF. Tons of hipsters, some wearing hats. There was a guy with a hat right near the stage stairs. I left Mark standing there. I grabbed the hat and climbed onto the stage. I moved away from the girls on the pole. I wanted to be where Mark could see me.
The song was about 4 measures in when I hit the stage. One leg bent, one leg straight, back to the crowd. I put the hat on. One hip cocked, one arm out, other on my hip. I started bouncing my hip to the music. There was a mirror behind the stage.
I could see Mark watching me with an amused smile on his face. I got into it. I crouched in a ball head forward. I slowly shimmered up sliding my hand up my legs, over my hips, up my body. As my hands went up my hips my dress came up a little. Not too much. The goal of a good strip is to tease, not show. In perfect time to the music I threw my head back and my arms in the air.
I was not some girl gyrating on a pole. It was obvious I had a routine. A cheer from a few guys watching called attention to me. I liked the feeling. Others stopped to watch. I thought if Mark wanted other people jealous, I would do my best.
Then the DJ noticed. He dimmed the house lights and turned on a spot. Oh my god! All eyes were on me. When the light hit me people clapped. I nearly panicked.
Quickly I composed myself. Maybe it was the alcohol. Maybe the sexual tension of the night. Whatever it was I thought "I got this" and I started to strut my routine. I really sold it. It was too dark to see Mark. My eyes hadn't adjusted. With the spotlight, I couldn't see much of anything. I moved to the pole. The other girls had backed off. I showed them what someone who knew what they were doing could do.
As I danced I got applause. The idea that all these people were watching me was an amazing turn on. I gave it all I had. I wanted all these people to lust after me. I was on an amazing high. As I danced I would pull my dress up, show my ass, or show my thong, then let it fall into place. Every time I did it was a tease. It's all about tease. As the song was nearing the end I unzipped my dress and pulled the straps down over my arms. My back to the crowd arm across my tits I let it fall to the floor.
Another cheer went up.
I picked the dress up and, bunched up, held it in front of my tits. I was pretty much in a thong and heels and just covering my tits with the dress. Everything else was on display. I made sure they saw my back, my ass, my belly. I was smoking.
We reached the final bars. I looked for Mark. He was just a few feet from the stage. At just the right moment I threw my dress at him, finally exposing my tits. He caught the dress. I made my final move. Arms out, head back, back arched, tits pushed out. The song ended. There were whistles, applause, cheers. Every nerve in my body was on fire. I took the hat off and threw it into the crowd. More cheers.
I practically jumped off the stage into Mark's arms. He caught me. I wrapped my legs around his waist and arms around his neck. I attacked his lips. I crushed my tits against his sweater. My nipples were hard and sensitive. I bit his lip as I kissed him. I practically yelled at him.
"You better take me home and fuck the shit out of me or I'm going to lie down on that stage, spread my legs, and let every guy here fuck me."
Mark did not have to be told twice. We headed to the door
Chapter 8
As we left the club I pulled my dress on. The doorman hailed a cab while Mark zipped me up. I kept repeating, "Oh my god, oh my god, that was fucking hot".
I was pacing. I'd throw myself against Mark. I had him pinned against the wall kissing him. I was all nerves and pussy. I needed them taken care of. I was not paying attention. My dress slid up. 1/2 my ass was showing. I didn't care. I needed to feel Mark against me.
The cab came. Mark threw the guy a fifty and gave him the hotel name. The ride to the hotel took 3 or 4 years. Ok, 10 blocks, but it seemed much longer. In the cab we made out. I was grinding myself against Mark. I straddled him in the seat. My dress was around my belly. I am sure the cabby had a great view of my ass. I didn't care.
Between kisses I was telling Mark, "Get me back to the hotel. I need that cock. I don't care which of my slutty holes you stick it in but I need it in me. I want you to cum. Inside me, on me, in my ass, in my cunt, in my mouth. I don't care. I want your cum".
Yes, the cab driver could hear me.
I just kept grinding my pussy against Mark. I made myself cum. Both Mark and the driver knew I had cum. I was loud.
As we reached the hotel we got out of the cab. I sort of pulled my dress into place. He and I walked through the lobby to the elevator. I don't know if people saw us or not. I just wanted to be fucked. We got on the elevator two men got on with us. Nothing special, completely average men. I threw my arms around Mark's neck and kissed him. Mark pulled my dress up and grabbed my ass. I knew the guys were looking so I wiggled it. In my mind I was hoping they'd touch it. They didn't. We reached our floor.
As we walked to our room I undid the zipper and let my dress drop to the floor. I stepped out of it and kept walking. I was walking down the hall in just panties and heels. Mark picked up my dress and opened the door.
I grabbed him by the sweater and pushed him down sitting on the bed. I knelt in front of him. "I want that cock. Now!" I said. I unbuckle his pants and pulled them down. His cock was already hard and pointing straight at me. I held it like it was my favorite ice cream or Popsicle ever. I licked liked no tomorrow. I got as much in my mouth as I could. I used my hands to pump the shaft.
Every time I stopped, either to rest or breathe, I said things like, "Are you going to give your slut your cum? I'm your cum slut. Your fucktoy. I need cock. I need your cock. I want you to fuck my ass. I want you to cum all over my face." As I said these things I rubbed his cock on my face, on my chest, neck, and nipples.
I don't know where this language was coming from. Anything I could think of saying. Seriously, I'd said things to Mark before. Mostly in response to him. Now I wanted to be the slut he wanted me to be. If I had heard a woman talking like me a week ago I would have thought I was watching porn. Yet when I said them they had a powerful effect on my body. Probably because I really meant it. That scared and excited me.
I was a mad woman. I told him I would do anything if he'd fuck me. Anything if he'd cum for me.
I took off his shoes and socks. I stood up and took off his sweater. Standing in front of him I hooked my thumbs in my panties and turned away from him. I shimmied out of them wiggling my ass as I did. Standing in just my heels I held out my hands to him and pulled him to a standing position. I kissed him passionately. I dropped to my knees again and pulled his pants off. I again wrapped my mouth around his cock and sucked him . There was precum on the tip of his cock. I dragged his cock across my cheek so I could have the precum on my face.
I let go of him. I climbed in the middle of the bed, ass up, heels on. I said, "Come fuck your slut."
As I said it I reached my hand between my legs. I started rubbing my pussy and clit. I was soaking wet. I was ready, but not completely ready. I spread my juices around. Including my ass. As he watched I even stuck a finger in my ass. When I was all lubed up I looked at Mark.
With a wild look in my eye I said, "Fuck me. Please."
Mark climbed on the bed. I was ready for his cock.
Instead, Whap, he slapped my ass. I was never into spanking but damn that felt good. I kept playing with my pussy.
He started talking to me. "That's it play with that slutty cunt".
I moaned when he said that.
"So you wanted to lay down on the stage and get fucked?"
I moaned again.
He slapped my ass again. It hurt. It felt good. My fingers never left my cunt.
"Answer my question," he said. He whapped me again.
I answered, "I wanted you to fuck me."
Mark smacked me again. It felt hot in my ass. I inserted my fingers in my pussy.
"But you liked all those men staring at your tits."
It was a statement. Not a question.
Whap, "did you?"
Between smacks he would softly rub the part of my ass he hit. I wanted to be fucked. I did not stop playing with my pussy. That last command, forcing me to think of all those men watching me strut naked on a stage. I came hard against my fingers while he rubbed my ass.
As I came I just started sputtering, " Yes, I loved it. I wanted them to see me naked. I loved the way people looked at me. Please fuck me. I'll do anything."
"Anything?" asked Mark?
Now Mark's hand covered mine. He started playing with my pussy. His finger would enter me. As they did he pushed my finger inside me also. I tried to push back on his hand but with my hand there I couldn't. His fingers were tantalizing. My ass felt hot from the spanking. As he rubbed my ass he was spreading the warmth.
I just started saying anything that came to mind.
"Anything I said." I started thinking of any sex act I could. "You can fuck me anytime, anywhere, you want. You can fuck my mouth, my cunt, my ass. You can show me off. I am your slut".
I thought of the swingers club. "If you want to fuck other girls, I'll get them for you. I'll lick your cock as you fuck them. I'll suck you clean when you done. I'll fuck their boyfriends or husbands so you can fuck them. You tell me to spread my legs. I'll spread them. Doesn't matter for who or when."
He said, "Good girl." I came again
He then got behind me. He put his cock right up against my cunt. I could feel the head spreading my lips. I was still playing with my clit. I reached back to slide his cock inside me. It was tantalizing close.
He just said, "Not yet". He was torturing me.
He started rubbing his cock head against my clit. Then he'd slide it along my pussy. He'd stop for a moment at my pussy and then slide up to my ass and press the head against it just so my ass started to open. Then he'd do it again.
I was on edge. Every part of my body was thinking of that cock. I just wanted it inside me. I attacked my pussy with renewed energy, moaning while I did. I felt his cock line up with my pussy. He slid the head of his cock in. I whimpered. With one deep stroke he sunk it deep within me. Nothing ever felt so good. I came.
"Fuck me. Fuck your cunt. Give it to me," I growled. He started fucking me hard and fast.
As I told him to fuck me, he was Saying things like, "Give me that slut cunt. Fuck me. Who is my slut? Come on. Cum on my cock."
Every word he said made me moan. "What kind of a girl gets naked on stage in front of 150 people?"
That one made me shudder and cum.
I'd answer him. "I'm your slut. Cum in your cunt. Fuck me like the slut I am."
He bent over, grabbed a handful of my hair, pulled me into a kneeling position. His cock still in me. He was kneeling behind me. He pulled my hair and arched my back. He whispered in my ear, "You're a delicious slut."
I said, "Your slut".
Pulling my hair he turned my head and kissed me. Kissed me hard. I kissed back. I bit his lip.
He pulled my head back and said, "Be a good girl."
I said, "Not anymore. You made me a bad girl."
I turned my body and pushed him over. Now I was straddling him. I drove my face into his kissing him furiously. He kissed back. He also laughed. I was amusing him. I straddle his cock and let it sink into me. I groaned as it did. I pumped his cock. I squeezed it with my pussy. I fucked him like no tomorrow. I let him know I could fuck.
He would pull me down to him and suck my tits. His fingers would pull my nipples. I was losing my rhythm. I swear I squirted all over him. His belly and thighs were wet. I came, came again, came again. I collapsed on his chest. I sank my teeth into his shoulder as I came. I could have sworn I broke the skin. (I didn't)
I rolled over on my back on the bed next to him. I was breathing heavy. I needed to catch my breath. On the other hand, I was still horny. Jesus Christ, I said to myself. You just had more orgasms than you did all of last year and you're still horny?
As I lay there I played softly with my clit. Mark got up on one arm to watch me. He ran his hand over my tits and down my body. He was stroking me as I played with myself. His hand again cupped mine. His hand with mine we continued to play with my pussy.
He removed his hand turned a little and lowered his head to my cunt. His tongue hit me. I came. Using his tongue expertly he brought me to one more orgasm. A quiet one. A small shudder. I was done. I started to fall asleep. My last thought as I closed my eyes.
"God dammit. He didn't cum."
Chapter 9
I heard the door close and smelled coffee. I slowly opened my eyes. Mark was standing at the foot of the bed with 2 cups of latte from the coffee shop downstairs. He'd also brought up a fruit cup, yogurt and granola.
The coffee smelled wonderful. I realized I was starving. God, great sex can really work up an appetite. When did Mark shower and shave? How'd I miss that? He was in a collared shirt and dress pants. How does he look so together after last night? My thighs, ass, and pussy were sore. Even my back hurt. Who knew being a slut was such hard work.
I said, "Good morning"
He picked up his phone and snapped a picture of me. I squealed and pulled the sheets over myself.
"What are you going to do with that?" I challenged.
"Does it matter?" He replied.
In my mind I thought, of course it matters! I don't want naked pics of me on the Internet! What if my dad saw them?
Instead I said, "No."
Sadly I meant it. Here's a guy I fucked in front of a limo driver. I've shown my ass to countless people. I came in a restaurant in front of his acquaintance. I guess 1 semi naked pic in bed was not going to hurt me.
We ate. I asked what the plan for the day is. Mark told me we were going to do the tourist thing in SF. That sounded fun. I had not been here for years. Even then, when I came, I was a broke kid. He said he had a meeting at the museum at 2:00 that would last an hour. After that the gallery opening party was at 8:00.
This was an exhibit opening. One of his clients wanted a painting that the museum owned. Mark arranged an exchange. They would sell his client the painting if his client would loan part of his collection to the museum for 2 years.
I asked what the dress code for the day was. I was hoping not too slutty. Not because I cared, more because walking in slutwear is hard. He said jeans were fine.
I showered and started getting ready. I pulled one of the cutest bra and panties set I brought. White and lavender. A lacy thing with a little bow in the center of the bra. I strutted around the room like that while getting ready. After all gotta show off the goods.
"Hot," Mark said.
"Gotta make sure you know what's waiting for you," I replied.
He laughed and set about checking his email on his tablet.
I finished my make up and put on my hottest jeans. Low rise and tight. I struggled into them standing up. Normally these are lying down, pull them up jeans, but I was being watched. Mark had an amused look on his face. I told him to drop dead. Being beautiful is hard work.
I topped it off with a sexy form fitting T that showed off some cleavage and a pair of boots that came to mid calf. I looked in the mirror. Satisfied with what I saw we headed out. We held hands and walked. We did the touristy stuff. The wharf, Chinatown, rode the cable cars. We had sourdough chowder bowls. It was fun.
As we walked I learned more about Mark. He grew up in SF. His dad was a lawyer, his mom an Art History professor at a local junior college. Well, that made sense. They'd been married for 42 years. He had a younger brother and an older sister. Both lived in the area and were happily married. They each had 2 kids, a boy and girl, their ages were 4,6,7,9.He graduated Berkeley with a Major in business and a minor in Art.
Mark had been married. I already knew that. I did not know the details. He got married at 28. She lived in LA and wanted to be a movie star. He moved there to be with her.
She had been there since she was 19. She did get bit parts in commercials. She still does.
I was curious was he as sexually aggressive back then? He just laughed. He told me she did not have sex with him very often. He found out later it was because she was getting plenty on casting couches.
He started masturbating. He read penthouse letters. As he did he found things that turned him on. Like everyone else he assumed they were made up. That didn't mean he couldn't dream.
She left Mark when he turned 31. Some guy who promised her movies. That lasted 6 months. She asked to come back. Mark said no.
After his divorce Mark said he did not like women very much. He dated and dumped them. He wanted to see if they'd do the stuff he read about. They would. Then he said he realized he wanted all that in a girl he has a relationship with. I wondered if I were a relationship or a slut.
His appointment was at 2:00. We headed to the museum. When we got there we walked to the back offices. We were greeted by a woman in her late 30s. Her name was Vanessa.
She was beautiful. About 5'5", long dark hair, she was part Polynesian or Asian. She was wearing a tailored suit.
Mark introduced me. She shook my hand and said, "Wow, you're beautiful. Mark rarely takes a girl out in public. What did you do?"
I replied, "Just lucky I guess?" I was curious if that meant I was that much of a slut.
We retreated to her office. Mark and she talked business for 15-20 minutes.
She then turned her attention to me. She said to Mark, "You've never taken a girl to an opening in the 8 years I've known you. You've left with plenty, but never brought one. Why her?"



I was incredulous. What a question. By the same token. I really wanted to know also.
Mark said, "I'll show you."
That made me nervous.
Mark got up and offered me his hands. He pulled me standing. He reached down and started unbuckling my belt. I started to protest. He put his fingers to his lip to shush me. I just stood there. I looked at Vanessa. She had an amused look on her face.
Mark unbuckled my belt, undid the button on my jeans, and unzipped them. My mind was racing. What was he planning? While thinking that, I realized I was holding my breath. Not in fear, but in anticipation. I could feel my pussy starting to get wet. What the hell. My body was betraying me.
He turned me around and stood me in front of her desk. I looked down. I could not look at her face. I wanted to say no but I wanted to give him control. He pulled my jeans and panties down around my thighs and pushed me forward. My hands were on her desk. I was breathing heavy.
I heard his belt rustle. Next I felt his cock against my pussy. I was so wet it slid right in. I moaned. He started fucking me. I grunted every time he thrust into me. I looked at her. She smiled. She reached out and held my hands from across the desk.
As she held my hands she said, "Damn you're hot. He's a great fuck isn't he."
What the hell was wrong with me. I am bent over a desk in a stranger's office being fucked as I held her hands. The worst part was I was enjoying it.
I grunted and moaned. I started talking. "Fuck me you bastard. If you're going to fuck me in front of someone. You better do it right!"
Vanessa came and stood beside Mark. She started rubbing my ass. Her touch was electric. I'm not bi. Don't really have fantasies about women, but having her touch my ass while I was being fucked? I came. I shuddered and moaned.
She said, "That's it. Fuck him. It's been years since I felt his cock. He's a great fuck isn't he?"
I moaned. Her hand was making bigger circles on my ass. It slid down to where his cock was pumping me. The closer she got, the more I moaned. I felt her fingers circle his cock.
"Fuck that slut. Cum in her. Fill her up." She said.
I moaned, grunted, panted. I felt his body tense. Oh my god he was going to cum.
I practically screamed. "Cum in your slut. Give it to me. Fuck me. Fuck my cunt."
I briefly hoped there was no one in the next office. Then realized I didn't care.
He came. Hot cum filling me up. As he came, so did I. Loud, Hard. I collapsed on the desk. I felt the cum being pushed out of me along his cock as he slowly kept pumping me.
I felt Vanessa's hand scooping the cum up. She had it on her hand and fingers. She brought her fingers to her lips and sucked them. Then she brought them to my mouth. I started licking them clean. I have been wanting Marks cum for a week. Now I had some I was not going to waste it.
She smeared some on my lips and cheeks. She pulled my face to hers and kissed me licking some of the cum off my face.
When she was done, Mark said, "We have to get going."
Vanessa said, "I'll see you tonight."
Tonight? The opening? He had just fucked my on her desk. What the hell will happen at the opening. I pulled up my pants and buckled them. I could feel his cum leaking out if me. I liked it.
Vanessa came to me and gave me a huge hug. "You are special. You are one of the sexiest women I ever met," she said. "He's a lucky man."
I mumbled my thanks and we left Vanessa's office. I could feel the cum leaking out my pussy. I could feel it drying on my face. I felt like I was walking through a haze. I could not believe he made me do that. I can't believe I did. What am I turning into that I just bent over and let him fuck me. Fuck me in front of someone so blatantly. Worse than that, I loved it. Even after, walking down the hall, I knew I'd do it again.
We passed a restroom. I mumbled I need to go in. I went in to clean up and pull myself together. I looked in the mirror. I could see the cum on my face. I had just walked down a hall like that. I wondered what it would have been like for someone to see me. My pussy was a mess yet I felt myself start to get wet again.
I unzipped my jeans. I slid my hand in my panties. Using the sink counter for balance I started to play with my clit. I looked at my face. I pictured how it got so messy. I thought about him cumming on my face. My fingers felt how messy my cunt was. I loved the feeling. I knew I should clean up, but the sheer sluttiness of my messy pussy made me feel hot. There in the bathroom I made myself cum. It was not an earth shattering orgasm, but it would hold me over till Mark fucked me again.
I pulled my finger out of my pussy. Then lcked them off making more of a mess on my face. Then I had a very dirty thought. I pulled out my camera and took a selfie. Cum all over my face. Jeans unbuttoned and unzipped. I sent it to Beth. With the caption "A day at the museum."
The response was immediate. "Oh my god. Is that what I think it is?"
"Yes," I replied
"That is so freekin' hot " she said. "I can't wait till you get home for details."
"We'll see," was my reply.
I washed my face. I should have washed my pussy. All I could smell was sex. I liked it. I buttoned my jeans and headed out. Mark was waiting for me in the hall.
"Are you alright?" he asked.
The answer should have been no. But it wasn't. Instead I kissed him. He kissed back. I just hung in his arms for a minute.
We left the museum. We went back to touring the city. We did not talk about what had happened. He didn't bring it up. I didn't bring it up. We chatted and got back into enjoying the tour. Any lull in the conversation my mind went back to the museum. One part kept going through my mind. She asked what made me special. I was special? Slutty special? Relationship special? Which was it?
We spent the afternoon shopping. Mark was a wonderful shopper. As I would try stuff on, he would find other stuff he thought I'd look good in. He'd bring them to me and I'd try them on. He had really good taste. The clothes he picked out made me look classy or cute. Surprisingly, nothing slutty.
Chapter 10
We headed back to the hotel. It was time to get ready for tonight. I jumped in the shower. After I was done Mark jumped in. I thought about what to wear. I knew that dressing like a slut was not appropriate. On the other hand, if I was going to be shown off, I wanted to make Mark proud. I pulled out my LBD. It was classy yet hot.
With it I pulled out my black garters and stockings. I found my black bra. I had 2 pair of black panties. One was a thong. One was transparent black and tied on the sides. I chose those. I put them on and tied them up. Cute little bows on each side. I then put on my garters and stockings. I left the bra and dress on the bed. I put my heels on. I figured that would hold Mark's interest.
I set about doing my makeup. Mark came out of the bathroom drying off with a towel. When he saw me he came up behind me and wrapped his arms around me. He kissed my neck and whispered in my ear that I was beautiful and sexy. I said I was glad he thought so.
Mark got dressed. Slacks, shirt, jacket. No tie. I pulled on my dress. I forgot how short it was. You could not see my stockings, but almost. When I moved or sat you would catch glimpses of my stocking tops. If I was not careful sitting you would see a bit of garter. Mark thought it was perfect. We took a cab to the museum.
We were greeted by Vanessa and her husband. Vanessa looked gorgeous. She was wearing a suit. The suit had a skirt that was much shorter than would be appropriate in an office but fine in the art world.
Her husband shook my hand and said "nice to meet you. I've heard so much about you."
Hmm, he heard I fuck over a desk? My face turned beet red. I could feel the heat as it flushed in embarrassment. Even worse, I knew it was not all embarrassment. Some of it was excitement. I felt my pussy start to get wet as well as my face flush.
Mark and I got some drinks and food. We sat at a small table to watch the crowd and eat. My stocking tops were on display. You could see a bit of skin. As we sat there an older couple approached the table.
Mark stood up and hugged them both. He then introduced them, "This is my mom and dad".
I stood up to shake their hands. My LBD betrayed me and did not fall far enough back in place. My stockings were showing. I shook their hands.
Mark's mom said "nice to meet you. Mark has told us so much about you."
Nice to meet me? I wondered what Mark had told them.
As I greeted them I pulled my dress into place apologizing.
Mark's mom just laughed and said, "Don't apologize. Mark's always liked girly girls."
They sat and joined us. Mark and his parents caught up. Every once in a while mom and dad would ask me a question to include me in the conversation. They were sweet and funny.
The whole time my mind was racing. I am special?" Mom and dad know who I am?
Well that made sense. He did take me on this trip. If he knew they'd be here he had to tell them something. I wondered what he said.
The night went on. We met people and mingled. We had a few drinks. Mark knew 1/2 the people there. After I while I stopped tugging my dress down as often. I got tons of compliments on the dress. Mark almost never left my side. He often had his arm around my waist. I felt like I fit in. I laughed, I flirted. People were great to me. Whenever Mark had to leave my side someone would come chat with me. I even spent some pleasant time alone with his folks. I admit, I did tug my dress down when they approached.
At one point I had headed to the restroom. When I stepped out Mark was outside the door. He grabbed my hands, pinned me against the wall and kissed me. Holding me to the wall with his chest, he let his hands drop to my thighs and stocking tops.
"I have been thinking about those garters and stockings all night," He whispered. "I needed 2 clients to repeat stuff because my mind was lost under your dress."
I pushed him back and said, "Well, maybe if you're good you'll get to see them again."
I turned and walked away. As I did I pulled my dress up over my ass and wiggled it at him.
The night had made me feel confident. Even being fucked on Vanessa's desk (still makes me shiver) which should have made me feel powerless made me feel strong. I found out I was special. His folks knew about me. That stuff had to be good.
The weird part is I had been going on the assumption this was a fling. Now I had hints it might be more. Probably not, but might be. Now I had to think about if I wanted more than a fling with this man. That brought me to a realization. I had all the power. I could say no to anything. I might let myself go with him and let him have control. But I have to let him. I knew I was being submissive with him, but it was me who allowed that. I was giving him control because I trusted him. He had not abused that trust. By giving him control, I thought I could deny responsibility for the things I did. Realizing I was not out of control meant that I wanted to do these things. I felt strong.
I rejoined the party. I walked over to Mark. He introduced me to the people he was chatting with. I put my arm around Mark and squeezed his ass as I did. He jumped a bit. I suppressed a grin. One of the woman asked if he was alright. He replied yes and gave me a look.
I gave him my best innocent face and said, "Yes, are you OK?"
He gave me a little grin and said, "Yes just a chill. Sorry."
I replied, "Maybe a premonition of things to come."
We returned to the conversation. I had enjoyed that exchange. A little power goes a long way.
For the rest of the party I had fun. I would pinch his butt every once in a while. In conversations I would throw in an innocent suggestive double entendre. When I passed him I would discretely rub his cock. I would deliberately stand face to face, too close to him, with my big innocent girl look on my face, just for fun. I was the flirt. I was showing him that I was not just the girl he can fuck whenever he wants. I could be the aggressor. He could be the prey.
The party wound down. His parents made a point of finding me to say goodbye. They were very sweet.
Mom whispered to me. "That dress is hot. Don't hurt him. I love him."
She kissed me on the cheek and left. I did not know what to say to that. I was pretty sure I was keeping a wall up so he wouldn't hurt me. By keeping in mind this was a fling, I would not be disappointed.
I was feeling strong, sexy, confident. Mark called a cab. As I slid in I made sure my dress rode up and I flashed my panties at him. The cabby had got out to hold the cab door. He was also looking. I think that's why he came out to hold the door. I gave him my best try at a sexy smile and thanked him. We got in the cab. My dress was up to the top of my thighs. I was barely sitting on the back.
Mark looked at me and said "Well, look at you."
I knew he was commenting on my confidence and attitude. I replied, "Looking at me is your job."
He said, "Seems like there are a lot of people looking at you."
I laughed and said, "Well, I guess you have competition then."
I put my hand around his head. I grabbed the hair on the back of his head and pulled him to me for a kiss. I kissed him. He kissed back, but this was my kiss. As he would start to kiss me more aggressively I would pull back.
I'd lightly kiss him and say, "Patience, patience." I was having fun.
We arrived at the hotel. The doorman opened the door and welcomed as back. I thanked him, gave him my best "aren't you sweet smile" and flashed him my panties while trying to pretend I was being discrete and it was an accident. My dress did not fall into place. I was showing about 2 inches of skin above my stockings. I let Mark escort me to the elevator. As I walked through the lobby I made eye contact with men and women checking me out and smiled at them.
When the elevator door closed I pushed Mark against the wall and kissed him. I pretended to pin his arms so he could not grab me.
I turned from him, lifted my hair and said, "Could you help me with my zipper?"
He grabbed it and started to pull it down.
When it was half way down, I pulled away, smiled and said, "Thanks."
The elevator opened. I started walking down the hall to our room. As I did I unzipped the dress and let it fall to the floor. I stepped out of it and kept walking. I reached behind me and unhooked my bra. I let it fall to the floor. I turned to look. Mark had picked up my dress and was picking up my bra. I turned and blew him a kiss. I started towards the room again. As I approached the door I grabbed the string bows on both my hips that were holding my panties together. I slowly pulled the strings. The bows came apart and the panties fell to the floor. I was now outside our room in just heels, stockings and garters.
I pretended to pat my hips. I shrugged my shoulders and said, "No Key."
Mark laughed and came to my rescue.
Once inside Mark dropped all my stuff on the floor grabbed me and kissed me. I kissed back but then pulled away.
"Slow down there," I said.
Confused he just watched me. I walked around the room setting the lights. If I had to bend over I made sure my ass was facing him and I did it straight legged.
I grabbed my phone and turned on the music. Mark stood and watched. I then put up one finger. No words. I beckoned him over. When he was close I took off his jacket. He tried to kiss me.
I pulled away and said, "Behave."
I started to unbutton his shirt. As I did, again would try to grab me. Every time he did I said "stop it."
He finally just let me do it. As I unbuttoned his shirt I swayed my hips to the music. I took his shirt off put it on. I smelled the collar. Mmm it smelled good. He reached for me. Again I danced away. I stood in front of the window. The curtains were open. We were high enough no one could see in unless they were across the bay and trying.
With my back to him I said, " Hmm, better off?"
I pulled the shirt ½ way off and stood there with it ½ off my shoulders showing off my shoulders and ass. I posed for a minute and then said, "Yes, better off," and dropped the shirt to the floor.
I walked back to him and pushed him down one the bed. By this time he had stopped trying to grab for me and resigned himself to his fate. This was fun. I pushed his legs apart and got down on my knees in front of him. I put my face close to where his cock was straining against his pants. I blew on it. I gave him my most submissive sex kitten look. I reached down and slowly removed his shoes and socks.
He reached for me again. I pulled away. I stood up and went to put his shoes away. As I did I bent from the waist making sure my garter framed ass was straight at him. I looked at him over my shoulder and gave him a big smile. I wiggled my ass. This was fun.
I swayed/walked back to him. I bent over. My face close to his. I started to unbuckle his belt looking in his eyes. He tried to kiss me again. I pulled away teasing him. "Slow down," I said.
"If you don't speed up you're going to kill me," he said.
I said, "I'll risk it."
I slowly peeled his pants down. My mouth right above his cock. I was sure he could feel my breath through his boxers . I slipped them all the way off. I stood up. Folding them I again slowly walked away and set them down. Again bending at the waist.
I flashed him a smile and came back. All that was left were his boxers. I grabbed the waist and as slowly as I could began to peel them off. He groaned a bit. I kept my face right near his cock. I made sure my breath could be felt. He moaned when I breathed out. Slowly I exposed his cock. It sprang to attention. I let out a breath right next to it. The hot air against his skin made him groan again.
"You're killing me," he said.
I ran a finger down his shaft and said, "You look pretty alive to me."
He fell back on the bed and said, "Have mercy on me!"
I just laughed
I pulled his boxers off. I climbed on the bed and straddled his hips right above his cock. I pushed back so his shaft was rubbing against the crack in my ass. I took his boxers and threw them over my shoulder.
I leaned over to his face. My breath on his lips. I looked him in the eyes and with my best fuck me voice said, "I'm going to take a shower." I started to climb over him to get off.
He grabbed my arm, pulled me down to the bed, rolled me on my back. He pinned my arms and looking down at me growled laughingly. "No way."
I laughingly pretended to fight him. He knew I didn't want him to stop. He kissed me. I wrapped my arms around him. We kissed passionately. He kissed my ears. "You are amazing," he said.
I replied, "You are the sexiest man I ever met. You make me feel sexy. You make me feel amazing."
With that his lips trailed down my body. He kissed my breasts, my navel, my chin, my neck, my nipples. Slow sweet kisses. He moved down to my pussy. His tongue was electric on my clit. I was again reminded that he knew what he was doing. I came, it was a sweet slow orgasm. I moaned my way through it.
After my orgasm subsided I rolled him over on his back. I kissed him. I let him suck on my breasts. I reached back and grabbed his cock. I rubbed it against my pussy a few times. As I did he groaned. I guided it inside me. I took my time. I slid down on it slowly. I took my time experiencing every inch of it as it slid into me.
I slowly began to fuck him while gazing in his eyes. His hands went to my ass and he guided me up and down. We were in no rush. We slowly fucked. He moaned as my pussy engulfed his cock. I kissed him. It felt amazing. As I slowly fucked him I felt the wave of orgasms start to build. Slowly, radiating out from my pussy. I kept moving my hips. I arched my back and held my head back. My tits thrust forward practically begging him to suck them. He did. My orgasm rushed in, waned, rushed out, rushed in, waned, rushed out. Soft flows over my body.



As he fucked me I whispered, "You are so sexy. I never would have done those things for anyone else. I have never been so turned on."
I kept it up, "Cum for me. Make my day completely perfect. Fill up my pussy. Your pussy. I want to fall asleep with your cum inside me."
As I spoke I rolled my hips. I slid back and forth. I took him deep then pulled out, then deep again. I could feel his cock get harder. Start to spasm. Again hot cum filled me up. I stopped moving. I just let it come. Jet after jet shot into me. I could feel it against the walls of my pusssy. When he stopped spasming I kissed him. Deep, hard, slow, soulfully.
The words "I love you" almost came out. I bit my tongue. I'd known the guy a week. I rolled off him. I snuggled into his shoulder. I am not sure which one of us fell asleep first.
Chapter 11
I woke up to the sound of the wind. We had left the balcony door open. We were high enough up that no one was going to climb in. It was 4:20. The moon was low in the sky. Our hotel faced the bay and the Golden Gate Bridge. I grabbed my robe and headed out on the balcony. I could see the moon low on the horizon past the bridge reflecting in the water. It was beautiful.
I stood there and watched.
As I stood there I wondered if anyone could see me. I had grabbed a robe but that robe amounted to nothing. It was a short, black, sheer, nylon robe. Not meant for being outside, but for being checked out by someone you're intimate with. I laughed at that thought. I thought if Mark had known I had this robe he would have made me wear it through the lobby. Even worse, I could feel that twinge in my pussy that said I liked the idea. What the hell was wrong with me.
I stood on the balcony lost in thought. I noticed the curtains on the rooms on either side of me. One was open, one was closed. Judging from where our bed was I figured if there was someone in that room and they were awake. They could see me. I doubted they were awake.
As I felt the wind against my skin, I leaned on the railing. I could smell the night air, mahogany and spice. I realized that Mark was right behind me. He wrapped his arms around me and kissed my neck I leaned back against him and arched my head back to kiss him. His hands fell to the sash of my robe. He undid it. My robe fell open.
His hands slid up to my breasts. He cupped them with his, again pulling me close. I crossed my arms and hugged his arms close to me. We stood like that, enjoying the moonlight. As I snuggled against him I felt his cock start to get hard against my ass through my robe. I pushed into it and moaned. He kissed my neck. One hand slid slowly down my arm, past my hip. He cupped my pussy while kissing my shoulder.
I spread my legs just a bit to give him access. His fingers slid through my wetness. They flittered past the entrance and over my clit. Every once in a while he would let a finger slide into me. Each time he did I breathed in sharply. I felt him move his cock. It was no longer against my ass. It was now between my thighs. It was not aimed at my pussy, but it was sliding between my thighs with the juices I was creating.
He whispered, "You're beautiful. I had a wonderful weekend."
I replied that I did too. I told him I loved every part of it. It's true. Even being fucked on Vanessa's desk. I told him I would do it again.
He said, "I'm going to hold you to that."
It occurred to me that might mean more when we get home. I started to wonder, to ask, but changed my mind. Why ruin this moment?
I felt the tip of his cock rub against the entrance to my pussy. I leaned forward on the rail. My tits were exposed and the wind blew my robe. I again thought of the room next to us. That just made me feel hornier.
His cock slid inside me. Slow steady movements. It felt wonderful. The moon, the stars, the bay. I let it all hit my senses. I did not want the weekend to end. I thought about Mark, about how slutty I was. I smile crossed my face. I wondered what I would tell Beth. As he filled my pussy I let out a moan. He told me how good I felt. So hot, So wet. He whispered in my ear that he loved fucking my pussy.
I moaned again. I knew this was our last fuck before heading home. As I held the railing he slowly fucked me.
I felt it. I wanted him to know how I felt. I wanted him to know he could have me when we got back.
I said, "When we get back you can still use me as your slut."
He sunk his cock in me and said, "Oh?"
I moaned as it sank deep inside me. "Yes'" I said. "I will still be your fuck toy."
"Tell me more," he replied
I let loose. "My cunt is yours, My ass is yours. My mouth is yours."
"And what can I do with them," he said.
"Fuck them, Cum on them, give them away, show them off." I said "I don't care as long as it's you controlling them." I thought I saw movement in the room next to us.
Mark asked, "So you want to be my cumslut? My little slut toy?"
"Yes," I hissed. "Your toy, your slut, your pussy"
Marked grabbed my hair and bent down to kiss me. Still pumping his cock into me.
"We'll see," he said. "What haven't I fucked in SF?"
"My ass," I said.
"Do you want your ass fucked in SF?" he replied.
I realized the answer was yes. Right now right then, I wanted my ass fucked. "Yes, Please fuck my ass."
I reached behind me and grabbed his cock. I rubbed his cock over my lips and up to my ass and back. I spread my juices all over my ass.
As I did he said, "That's it baby. Lube that ass up for my cock"
I could feel his cock rock hard in my fingers. I pushed the tip of it into my ass. I stayed like that for a moment. It felt so fucking good. I wanted him to fill me up. Slowly I pushed back. I let the shaft slide into my ass. I felt full. Stretched. The wind on my face and tits. Cock in my ass. The dawn just starting to break from behind us. I was in heaven.
"Fuck that ass," I said. "Make it yours. Fill my ass with your cum. Show me the kind of slut you want me to be."
I meant it. I started picking up my pace. My voice got louder. "Fuck my ass. Pound me. Show me what you have. Fuck your slut. Fuck me."
All of a sudden I looked down. The guy in the balcony under mine was trying to see up. He could probably see my eyes. I leaned forward. I hung my tits off the rail.
I said to him. "Sorry, I'm being fucked up the ass by the best cock I ever had." He could see my body react to each thrust.
"Uh, uh, uh, uh," I said with each thrust. I smiled at the guy. "Oh my god he's splitting my ass open."
I could tell this was having an effect on Mark. He started fucking me faster. The guy saw me bounce faster. Watching the guys face, I came. I came hard. I did not know if I could fuck ever again.
I was a limp rag on the rail. Mark started to pull out. I said, "No fucking way! You're going to fucking cum in my ass or we stay here till you do!"
He laughed and started pumping me. Pumping me hard. It felt raw, it felt good. I kept telling him that I was his slut. All my holes were his. He gave one last thrust and filled my ass with cum. I felt it shot after shot. I came again. I could no longer stand.
Mark carried me to the bed. We fell asleep again. Tomorrow, wait, today we were heading home.
Chapter 12
The flight home was quiet. It's a short flight, but I fell asleep on Mark's shoulder.
A limo picked us up and drove me home. Marked walked me to my door. He kissed me. Sweetly. No passion. No Slut. A true sweet kiss.
"I have to go out of town till Thursday," he said.
My mind clicked in. He's telling me why he won't be calling me. I recognized the slow fade when I saw it. Well, I always knew, inside, that this was a fling. After all, I was sluttier than I'd ever been. Who'd expect a relationship out of that.
"Do you have plans next weekend?" he asked.
I was not expecting that. I stuttered, "No, nothing special."
"Great let me take you to dinner Friday night."
"OK," I said.
Then he added, "And without sounding crazy. If you're free Saturday, I wouldn't mind hanging out."
Hanging out? Was that a euphemism for sex?
I still said, "OK."
Now I thought, this is moving a bit fast.
We kissed goodbye. He left. I stared at my door. I was walking back into my normal world.
The next morning as I entered my building he was standing by the Starbucks. He had my coffee in hand.
"Just wanted to say goodbye again."
Hmmm. He was a pervert. Was he a stalker?
He texted me once or twice when he was away. Normal, nice, nothing unusual.
We went out the next weekend. We did normal stuff. The sex was both sweet normal sex, with enough wild thrown in to make it really fun.
Epilogue
Four months later, we are still dating. We've reached the point where we assume we have plans together on weekends. It's both comfortable and wild. He still likes to show me off. I still enjoy being looked at.
One day I asked him. "Why me?"
"I spend my life looking for that special something. I am constantly negotiating with people. I learn to read them," he said.
"I knew, after that first week, you were as special as I thought."
"But I was such a slut!" I said.
"Was?" he replied?
We both laughed.
"If you remember, I was there too. If you were a slut, so was I. How can I judge you if I'm the same as you. In fact, isn't that one of the things that makes us perfect for each other."
I can't say what happens next. Right now, I am his lover, his friend, and his slut. We haven't said I love you, but neither of us are going anywhere.
I'm happy.
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It was Friday and I was just finishing up at the office. As I was finishing my husband Ted called me and asked if it was OK to bring a friend home for dinner. It was kind of odd as he had never really done this before. We'd had friends over but usually we discussed it ahead of time and made plans together. This was different.
I asked who the friend was and Ted just said, "Someone from work."
I thought I knew all his work friends. Not quite sure what was going on I said OK and asked what time they'd be here. We set dinner for 7:00. Just as we said our goodbyes.
Ted jumped in and said. "Wear something pretty. I love you," and hung up.
I looked around the kitchen. I had planned on making a light pasta and grain hot dish with a cold salad. I thought about cooking meat, but it was hot out, I had plenty, and this was almost ready. I went about finishing dinner. As I did I thought about the call. Why today was he bringing home a stranger.
My mind slipped to last night. My husband and I making love. One of the fantasies we'd been discussing is another man. Ted has often told me he wanted to see me with another man. I've always said no. However the more he talked about it, the more curious I became.
He had brought up this fantasy a while ago. I thought he was crazy. However after thinking about it I became curious if this was normal. One day, while Ted was at work, I looked up the fantasy online. I was amazed to see how many men shared the fantasy. There were whole sections of erotic literature devoted to the topic. I spent hours reading story after story. By the time Ted got home I jumped him in the living room and fucked his brains out. He had no clue what was going on but enjoyed the ride.
After, he asked what had gotten into me. I told him about the stories. He asked if I wanted to try it, but I refused. I admit the idea got me wet, but I was not ready for that step.
This fantasy became part of our love making. Ted would be fucking me and saying things like "I bet you'd love another cock in your mouth. "Or I'd be on my knees giving him a BJ and he'd say "Mmmmm, you'd look great with a cock pounding you from behind."
I loved the images. They made me hot and always made me cum. I would think about them during the day. Lots of times I would read stories and make myself cum. Sometimes I would read stories out loud to Ted as he ate my pussy. I would cum all over his face.
Last night tho, last night was different. It started out the same. Ted saying how hot I'd look, but I just couldn't get the image out of my mind. I really wanted to feel a cock fucking me. I wanted to look into Ted's eyes as I was being pounded from behind.
Ted was straddling my face, his cock in my mouth. He reached down and pulled my legs up. "Imagine me holding your legs open like this while he fucks you."
I came hard at those words. The more he fucked me the more I let go. In the throes of some of the strongest orgasms I ever had I told him I'd fuck anybody he wanted.
Now Ted was bringing a stranger home for dinner. My pussy tingled wondering what was going on. I doubted it had anything to do with our fantasy but I now had a little fantasy going on in my head that kept me on edge as I made dinner.
I wondered what he looked like. I wondered what his arms felt like. I wondered if he was a good kisser. At one point I leaned against the counter, slid my fingers in my panties and made myself cum. Oh my god, I thought, I'm becoming such a slut.
Dinner was ready so I ran upstairs to shower and change. As I got undressed I looked at myself in the mirror. Ted and I were still in our 20s and looked good. I was 5' tall and about 100lbs. I had to admit I looked good. I liked the way men looked at me in a bikini or short skirt.
I jumped in the shower. I had to admit I spent extra time on my breasts and pussy. I wondered if Ted's friend would like the way I looked. Every once in a while I'd catch myself and remind myself it's just dinner.
I got out of the shower and thought about what to wear. Ted said something pretty. That could mean anything. I went to my lingerie drawer and pulled out a matching thong and bra. It was one of Ted's favorites. I figured if I had a chance I'd give him a sneak peek during the evening. The thong was pink and white and tied at the sides in little bows. The bra matched and just barely covered my nipples.
My mind slipped and wondered if our dinner guest would think it was sexy if he could see it. The thought made me wet and I quickly pushed it from my mind. I grabbed a little white sleeveless top. It had 3 buttons at the top when I pulled it on it stopped just above my naval. I left the buttons undone and looked at myself. I wondered what Ted would think if I met him and his friend at the door wearing just this and heels. I was surprised by how much I liked the idea.
I knew there was no way I'd do it. I looked for a skirt. The denim one that Ted liked so much caught my eye. It barely covered my ass. If I walked you could see some ass cheek. The top of it rested on my hips leaving 4 inches of belly between my shirt and my skirt. I put on a pair of white heels and checked myself out. I looked hot. Not slutty, but hot. I again wondered what Ted's friend would think.
I went downstairs and set the table. I was aware of how much my skirt slid up every time I bent over. I was enjoying it and wondering what Ted would say.
I heard the door open and Ted yell for me. He spotted me before his friend did. Ted's jaw dropped. He quickly recovered and gave me a huge smile. As he did his friend walked in. Truthfully, his friend was nothing special. He looked to be late 40s. I found out later he was 10 years older. He was a nice looking man, but not the kind you want to chase home.
Ted introduced him as Dave. Dave shook my hand and said, "I'd always known Ted had a beautiful wife. I did not understand how beautiful."
The comment made me blush, but I liked it and admit, on first impressions I liked Dave. I asked Dave in and seated him in the living room. Dave had brought 3 bottles of wine so I opened one to start before dinner.
The conversation flowed smoothly. Dave was a complete gentleman. Witty, smart, and flirty. He knew just when to complement me. I found myself showing off a bit. Bending over where both guys could see me. Sitting with my legs not quite together. Dave's compliments got a bit bolder. He did not always address me.
He would say to Ted, "wow your wife's legs are fantastic. You are a lucky man."
Ted would agree and sometimes egg him on, "She's got an amazing ass too."
Dave "oh, I agree. I keep hoping to see more of it".
I kind of liked being talked about like I was not in the room. I was loving the attention. I replied to Dave, "I bet you would."
He said, "Absolutely."
Maybe it was the wine but I stood, flipped my skirt up for a second and said, "There," and walked in the kitchen.
Both men started protesting. I was loving it.
We sat down for dinner. Dave sat next to me and Ted across from me. As we chatted and laughed Dave and I would reach out and touch each other. Just flirty. Nothing wild.
All of a sudden I felt Dave's hand in my thigh. It was electric. I stopped talking. Ted asked me if I was OK. I looked at him and could see he knew where Dave's hand was.
I looked at Dave and he said to Ted, "Your wife has such soft skin."
Ted said, "Yes she does. It's amazing."
I could not believe this, a hand on my thigh and they're discussing how soft my skin is. The amazing thing was, I was loving it. I actually said thank you.
I looked at Dave and said, "Glad you like it".
That was it. I knew tonight was going somewhere. I did not know where. Dave's hand slid up and down my inner thigh. Sometimes we talked about normal stuff, sometimes Dave would compliment Ted on how sexy I was. I was enjoying letting go. I liked that Ted could stop Dave at anytime. That meant whatever happened was up to him.
Dave's hands pulled my short skirt up to my waist. He could see my panties. He told Ted I had very sexy panties on. Ted asked which ones and Dave described them. Ted said they were his favorite pair.
We finished dinner and I started to clean up. Ted and Dave got up and helped me carry dishes into the kitchen. We made short work of them and poured some more wine. Ted was sitting at the kitchen table. I was standing behind the counter facing him. Dave was behind the counter with me drying the last few dishes.
When he finished he came up behind me, put his hands on my waist, and pulled me to him. He kissed my cheek and thanked me.
He said "Dinner and a sexy hostess. What more could I want?"
He then looked at Ted and said. "This woman is so hot. I've been dying to feel that ass all night."
Ted said, "I understand. I feel the same way."
Next thing I know Dave's arm went around my waist pulling me to him and his hand slid up my skirt onto my ass.
Wow. What a feeling. I'm standing behind a counter, looking at my husband, while hidden from his view his friend is stroking my ass. It was hot, scary, and making me squirm.
Then making sure there was no doubt what he was doing, Dave said to Ted, "Oh yeah Ted this ass feels amazing."
Ted just raised his glass as if to toast us and took a drink.
Now I was really getting wet. We'd talked about this, but this was real. This stranger had his hand on my ass. Something said I should turn and slap him but something naughty in me couldn't wait to see what happens next.
Dave whispered in my ear. Well kind of a whisper. It was loud enough for Ted to hear. "Do you want me to stop?"
In my head I was saying stop. I was thinking I should not be doing this. I'm a married woman.
What came out, very quietly, was, "No."
That wasn't enough for Dave. "What did you say?" He asked.
I said, "No," again. This time louder.
"No what?" Was the reply.
Oh my god. Was he really going to make me say it? "No what?" He said again.
inlooked at my husband. I knew we were crossing a line. I felt so naughty. I liked the feeling. Looking in my husband's eyes I said, "No, I don't want you to stop feeling my ass." Just saying that made me wet.
Dave went on, "What kind of girl likes to have her ass played with on front of her husband?"
Only one word came to mind. I didn't answer. Dave whispered in my ear. "It's OK. Let her out. It's what Ted wants. Its what I want. You know it's what you want."
He was right. I wanted to let go. I wanted to be the girl I shouldn't be.
Dave had one arm around my waist, his other hand was exploring my ass, getting closer and closer to my pussy. He was whispering in my ear how sexy I was. How beautiful.
He repeated, "What kind of girl?"
It was too much. I knew what I wanted to be. "A slut," I said, "A naughty little slut."
As I said it i spread my legs to give Dave better access to my pussy. The moment his fingers touched my clit I had my first orgasm. Right there. Standing behind the counter. My husband could only see me from the waist up. I was looking straight at him. I came on Dave's fingers.
"That's a good little girl," He said.
That actually made me happy.
Next I felt a tug at the strings of my panties. They tied on the side and came loose. Dave took them and put them on the counter. I kept my eyes locked with my husband. He saw the panties. He knew that behind the counter my pussy was completely exposed. The thought of him knowing but not able to see combined with Dave expertly playing with my pussy made me cum again.
Dave, "Do you like my fingers in your pussy?"
Me, "Yes."
Dave, "Yes what?"
Me, "Yes, I love the way your fingers feel in my pussy. I love how you make me cum."
Behind the counter Dave unzipped my skirt and let it fall to the floor. I stepped out of it. Dave picked it up and put it on the counter.
Looking at my husband Dave said, "You're right this is an amazing ass. She looks so fuckable."
Ted just watched. He could only see me from the waist up.
Dave said, "Are you ready?"
I knew this was it. I was going to do what my husband wanted. Worse yet. What I wanted.
I leaned over the counter and spread my legs.
Dave said, "What do you want?
"I want you to fuck me," I said
Dave teased me. "In Front of your husband? What kind of girl fucks in front of her husband?"
I knew how to answer this time, and truthfully it turned me on saying it. "Yes, fuck me in front of my husband. Show him I'm your slut. Take my Pusey!"
I heard his zipper. I felt his cock against my pussy. I could not see it but the crown felt as big as a ping pong ball. Maybe bigger. It was the biggest cock I ever had. Well at least out of the 3 I'd had. I felt full, I felt dirty, I felt slutty, I felt free. As soon as he got it all the way in me I came again.
Dave said to Ted, "Man she's got a great pussy. She's dripping all over me."
Then to me, "Tellt him how it feels. Tell him who you are."
"Oh Ted," I said. "I've never felt so full in my life. I love his cock. I want to come on it again and again."
The idea that Ted could only see me from the waist up was a turn on. I started fucking Dave back as hard as he was fucking me.
Dave told me he was about to cum.
I started screaming, "Fuck me. Fill me with your cum in front of my husband. Show him what a slut I am fill my cunt with cum."
Oh my god! Did I say cunt? I never use that word, but it just sounded so right.
Dave started to cum. I could feel it squirting inside me. There was so much I could feel it being forced back out and dripping down my legs. The feeling was intense. I came again. Dave's cock popped out of me.
He looked at Ted and said, "This little slut sure can fuck."
I felt proud of myself. Dave went to sit down next to Ted. I was still behind the counter 1/2 naked cum dripping down my thighs.
Dave said, "Come over here. Show your husband how slutty you look."
I came around the counter. Pussy exposed, cum on my pussy, dripping down my thighs. David made me kneel in front of him.
He said, "Clean me up."
I started licking and sucking his cock clean.
He looked at Ted and said, "Sloppy seconds?"
Ted did not hesitate. He got behind me and stuck his cock in my pussy. I came immediately.
*****
Your feedback is appreciated.
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I'm not sure how I let all this happen, but last weekend was the craziest weekend of my life.
My name is Leslie. I am, 19 5' tall, and about 100 lbs. I am home from school for summer vacation.
Last time my brother's girlfriend was over she asked me if I wanted to hang out sometime. I didn't know Cathy well. She was 1 year younger than me. I'd spoken to her a few times but really only knew her as my brother's girlfriend. I was home for the summer most of my new friends were from school and I'd lost touch with most of my high school friends. She seemed nice so I said yes.
Last weekend she asked if I wanted to go swimming. They had a pool, it had been hot, so I said yes. I threw on a miniskirt and top and I threw 2 bikinis in my purse. I wondered which I'd try. Id wait till I got there. One was much skimpier for tanning. I didn't bother with panties. I admit I don't always wear them And I was just changing when I got there.
When I pulled up to the house there were a ton of cars outside. I was a little peeved. I figured she was having a party and didn't tell me. I didn't want to hang out with a bunch of 18 year old high school kids. I figured I'd make some excuse and just leave. A woman in her 30s opened the door. I found out later she was 39. She was wearing a cute bikini and had a black wrap around her..
"Oh, you just be Leslie," she said.
She introduced herself as Judy, Cathy's mother, and invited me in. There were a bunch of people outside. From what I could see they were all in their 30s and 40s. Judy explained that they were her husband's pickup basketball friends from the league. There were more men than women.
Cathy came in from the back.
"Oh great, you're here," she said. She dragged me to her room.
I asked what was going on. She told me about the party and that she invited me because they were her dad's friends and she wanted someone to hang out with. I had to ask why me. She must have other friends, we didn't really know each other except through my brother.
I remembered that I'd actually walked in on them having sex in the basement more than once. I assumed they were pretty active as they must have done it more than I caught them. She said she hadn't seen or heard much from my brother lately
I said I was sorry, but she stopped me. She went on to say that she was only 18 and never expected my brother to "be the one" but that she had always admired me and wanted to know me better. She didn't want my brother to be our only relationship. She figured that was over, so she'd invite me over.
It was mature and sweet. I just said, "Cool."
We chatted a little. For someone who dated my pain in the ass brother she was actually sweet, smart, and mature. We talked for a while about her and I got to know her better.
We got on the subject of sex. She told me that she'd only done stuff with my brother but at night she watched Internet porn. Almost everything turned her on. I laughed. I admitted I'd slept with 3 guys and none of them were very good.
We talked a bit more. I liked her. We were becoming friends.
She then asked if I wanted to go swimming. I said sure and pulled 2 bikinis out of my purse. She started undressing. I watched her as she undressed. She was pretty much a younger version of her mom. 5'7, 120 lbs, dirty blonde shoulder length hair, maybe 34c tits. Her mom was probably about 10 lbs heavier.
She turned and saw me looking at her as she undressed. She smiled and started undressing for me. It was kind of fun. She had already pulled her top off. She lowered her hands to her waist and slowly wiggled out of her shorts. She was wearing a cute matching bra and panty set. Then she reached behind her and undid her bra. Her tits came into view. She cupped them with her hands and giggled. Last she pushed her panties down over her hips. She was now naked.
"You're turn," she said. She pulled me to my feet and unzipped my skirt. It fell to the floor. I was a little shocked and not sure what to do. I let her. I also realized I was liking it.
"Mmmmm, no panties. Hot," she said.
She then pulled my top off over my head. I wasn't wearing a bra either. She looked at me and said, "I love your tits."
She reached over, cupped one and lowered her head to suck on it. I moaned and put my hand on her head. This was new to me. I'd kissed a girl a few times. Mostly when out with friends. Mostly to tease boys. I always liked it. Girls were much softer. I didn't stop her. Again I realized I liked it. She worked on the other one for a minute and then stopped.
She went to her drawers and pulled out tiny bikini. It was yellow. I reached for mine. I picked up the more coverage one. She looked at it, then the other and handed the smaller one to me.
"Let's give the old men a thrill," she said.
I pulled my bikini on as she put hers on. For 18 it was very revealing. It barely contained her tits. Half her ass was showing. I was one to talk. Mine fit the same way. We headed out to the pool. As we walked out back, every one stopped to look at us.
Judy said nothing about the bikinis. She made no notice. She announced that I was Leslie Cathy's friend. She started to introduce me around. There were 4 couples, 4 single guys, and Cathy's dad Jack.
I said the obligatory hi's and then Cathy and I swam, hung out, and talked. Every once in a while I would notice that the men would watch us. We ignored them and just hung out. They would try and engage us every once in a while, but it was mainly to get a better look. For the most part we kept to ourselves.
The party started to dwindle. All the couples left. It was just Jack, Judy and 4 guys. Jack had a beer in his hands and was sitting in a chair with a mellow buzz. The four guys were chatting up Judy. She was liking the attention. She'd giggle or laugh every once in a while.
She announced she was going to go change. She was still in her bikini. The guys protested. That made her laugh.
One guy eventually said, "At least let us choose what you change to." She laughed and told him he was silly.
The guys started trying to convince her. She laughed and called to Jack for help. He held up his hands and said, "You're on your own. Leave me out of this."
Everyone laughed and Judy eventually said they could choose. She went to her room and came out with 2 summer dresses. The guys said they couldn't pick that way. She'd have to try them on. Judy said OK and went to her room.
She came out in a calf length white sundress. It was very pretty. She did a slow turn for the guys. The guys all rejected it. She then came out in another calf length dress, did the same slow turn, and looked at them. they rejected that as well.
Cathy had not noticed what was going on. I called it to her attention. We were both lying on lounges. She turned her head to watch.
Judy came out in shorts and a top. The slow turn was now standard. The guys rejected it. They told her dresses only. She looked to Jack for help. He just raised his beer and insisted that he was not a part of this. She went in and came out in a knee length dress. The guys rejected it again. She groaned, grabbed a beer and went back to try something else. This went on for a while. The dresses became more revealing. The guys started joking she was getting closer. She giggled and said they were not going to be happy till she was naked. The guys all laughed and agreed.
She looked to Jack for help again. He just held up a palm and said she was on her own.
A few more dresses. Each a bit more revealing. All rejected. She finally came out in a red sundress. It came an inch below her ass and was very low cut. It showed a lot of cleavage. It had to be worn braless. When she did her turn a bit of her ass showed from my angle. She was either wearing a thong or going commando. The guys rejected it, but she said this was it. She didn't have anything else. They grudgingly agreed.
The guys continued to talk/flirt with her. Jack just sat nursing his beer. You could see the flirting getting a little more friendly. She would touch an arm or a shoulder. They would do the same, sometimes an arm around the waist.
She went to get some snacks. One guy offered to help. I got up to use the bathroom. As I passed the kitchen she was working at the counter. The guy was like 2 inches behind her and talking softly in her ear. Every once in a while she would giggle or laugh. Finally she picked up the tray with snacks and turned around. The guy stepped back but was looking straight down the top of her dress. Whatever he said made her giggle again. She turned to bring the snacks out. He swatted her ass. She looked at him pretending to disapprove and then walked away. He followed as she got to the door, she wiggled her ass at him and went out.
I hit the bathroom and went back outside. The group had formed around Judy again. At one point a strap fell off her shoulder. She fixed it. One of the guys pulled it down again. She protested and looked at Jack. He just shrugged. She left the strap down. The touching and laughing continued, but this time their hands were lower. Definitely touching her ass through the dress.
They made her turn around again pretending they did not get a good look at the back of her dress. One guy made a comment about the material. He grabbed the hem of her dress and pulled it up. I could see she was wearing a thong. She slapped his hand playfully, turned back to them and continued to flirt. Everyone was getting more flirty. Hands touched her lower now. Most on bare skin. Her shoulders, arms, and her thighs. Someone grabbed her ass under her dress. She slapped his hand but giggled. I watched and more more guys did it. She didn't slap their hands away as much.
I looked to see if Cathy noticed. She did. She was watching intently. She saw me looking at her and she shrugged her shoulders.
It was starting to get cold. Cathy and I got up to go change. Cathy pulled on a top and skirt. No panties. She said that if I wasn't wearing them, she wasn't. She then stepped up to me, grabbed my ass, under my skirt, and kissed me. It was a nice kiss. I kissed back. We made out for a while. We kinda laid on the bed snuggling and kissing.
We decided to get something to eat. The party had moved inside. Jack was sitting in a chair, still nursing a beer. He certainly wasn't drunk. Judy was sitting on a guys lap. It was the same guy who followed her into the kitchen earlier. The other 3 guys were standing around them.
Judy's dress was bunched up at the top of her thighs. She was not sitting on it. The guy was wearing shorts. He definitely had Judy's naked ass against his thighs.
She noticed us and asked how we were doing. We told her fine we were just getting some snacks. Cathy had seen everything I did.
When we got in the kitchen she looked at me and said in a low voice, "That is so fucking hot! Did you see the way they were touching her? Dad just watching? I wonder if he'd let them fuck her. Wouldn't that be awesome to watch?"
I told her she was a sick girl wanting to watch her mother fuck.
She laughed, "Too much porn she said."
We got our snacks. As we walked back in the living room Judy was kissing the guy. She stopped as soon as she saw us. I think she wanted to think we didn't see. When we got to her room Cathy gushed.
"Did you see that? Mom was kissing that guy! Dad's just watching. That is so hot. I wonder if we can watch from the hall."
She opened her door quietly. We snuck to the end of the hall. We were as quiet as we could be. I'm not sure it would have mattered. All the attention was on Judy.
When we looked she was definitely kissing the guy. He had her dress pulled up far enough where we could see her thong. Another guy protested that it wasn't fair and where was his kiss. She gave him an impish grin, grabbed his shirt, pulled him down, and kissed him. The other guys protested. She laughed and proceeded to kiss them all.
The guy whose lap she was on used this opportunity to pull her dress up higher it was almost bunched around her waist. One shoulder strap had fallen, almost exposing one breast completely. Another slip and her nipple would be showing.
The guys wanted another round of kissing. This time they took longer. Lap guy had moved his hand around to her lap. Her legs parted slightly. His hand landed on her thong just where her pussy was. Cathy's hand slipped under my dress and she started to caress my ass.
At first touch I kind of stiffened and looked at her. She just smiled. I didn't stop her. She kept touching.
Judy stopped. "I wonder where the kids are?" She said to no one in particular. She looked our way but we pulled back and she didn't see us. When we looked again the guys were still kissing her but they were more handsy. One guy reached for the nearly exposed tit. He pulled the dress down and caressed her nipples. Judy sighed. Lap guy was rubbing her clit through her panties.
It was a hot scene. Cathy's hand moved down my ass to my pussy. I was wet. She started playing with me. I liked it.
One guy kissing Judy pulled her to her feet. Lap guy took the opportunity to reached under her dress and pull her panties down. Judy looked at Jack. Jacked just shrugged his shoulders. Judy stepped out of the panties. It did not seem like this was the norm for them. She was very tentative and shy. I guessed that nothing like this had ever happened before.
Taking this as a cue. The guy standing started kissing her again. He reached down for the hem of her dress and started pulling it up. Judy stopped kissing him. As the dress came up over her hips she raised her arms so he could slip the dress off easily. She was now naked. Jack was still watching from his chair.
The guys continued taking turns kissing her. Some sucking on her tits. Their hands on her tits and ass. She sighed as they did. Watching this was really making me horny but Cathy had her fingers in my cunt and was taking care of me.
Lap guy reached around, his hand reached the top of her thigh. She took a step apart to give him better access and sighed as his fingers took advantage of it.
One of the guys now unzipped his shorts and pulled out his hard cock. Judy looked at it and reached down and grabbed it. Another guy noticed and did the same thing. She moved her hand to his. The guy who was still zipped up put his hands on Judy's shoulders. She slowly got on her knees. She gave Jack another look. I think she forgot we were even in the house. Jack just raised his beer as if to toast her.
Judy gave him a wistful smile and slowly wrapped her lips around one of the cocks.
I came on Cathy's fingers. Cathy looked at me.
"Wow, I can't believe this," she whispered. "Are they swingers?"
"I don't think so," I said. "It looks to me like it's a first."
Meanwhile all 4 guys had their cocks out. Judy was furiously trying to suck 2 of them. The guys pushed her over on her back. 2 positioned themselves on either side of her head. One got between her legs. She kept alternating between one then the other. The guy between her legs pushed his cock into her. She moaned but kept trying to suck the other 2. Jack leaned forward in his chair to watch.
Cathy as still fingering me. I came again. This time I moaned out loud.
Guy 4 looked up and caught us watching. He pointed his cock at us, and started jerking it. He looked at it and then looked at us hopefully. Cathy and I looked at each other. Cathy giggled out loud and shrugged. Her dad heard her and turned to look our way. He had a look of fear and shock on his face. Judy and the other 3 guys didn't notice.
Cathy took my hand and pulled me into the living room. Her dad watched us not sure what to do. Cathy pushed me to my knees in front of guy 4 grabbed his cock and guided it to my mouth.
Dammit I thought. Why am I doing this? What is she going to do? I knew the answer to the first question. I was doing it because this was hot, Cathy had got me all worked up, and the look on someone's face when they weren't expecting a cute 19 year old to just start sucking their cock was amazing.
Cathy quickly answered the second question. She went over to her mom. Dropped to her knees and took one of the cocks Judy was trying to suck in her hand. As she did, she had to take it out of her mother's hand. The 3 guys fucking Judy all of a sudden realized we are there. Judy looked at Cathy with a look of fear. Cathy just smiled at her, took the guys cock, and started sucking it. Judy just moaned and went back to sucking the other guys cock. The guy fucking her started fucking her harder. You could hear her grunt with every thrust.
Meanwhile I noticed Cathy's dad had pulled his cock out and was stroking it. I'm not sure who he was more focused on. Cathy or Judy. Cathy finally looked over and saw her dad jerking off. She stopped sucking the guys cock and stood up. She pushed her skirt down over her hips. She wasn't wearing panties so that cute teenage ass and pussy were both on display. Her father watched in amazement. She then pulled her top off and threw it at him. You could hear Judy moaning from being fucked. No one else said a word.
Cathy pushed the guy she had been sucking down on the floor next to her mom. She straddled his cock and slowly lowered herself onto it. She started fucking him. Her mom looked over and saw her and moaned again.
Cathy looked at her dad and said, "You like seeing mom being a slut. Do you like watching your daughter too? Do you like watching me take a cock just like mom?"
Then she looked at the guy she was fucking "Did you know I'm only 18."
You could see the guys eyes widen. Then his head rolled back and he came.
She looked at me and mouthed, "Second cock"
I laughed. It kind of came out like a cough because I had a cock in my mouth.
Cathy climbed off the guy. She got down on her knees her ass towards her dad. She leaned forward and rested her head on her mother's belly looking at her mom's face. Her mom instinctively reached out and stroked her hair. Cathy spread her legs apart a little.
With her eyes looking at her mother she said, "Daddy, she said. "Can you see the cum in my pussy? Can you see your little girl's cunt all stretched and dripping?"
It was so fucking hot. Her mom pulled the cock out of her mouth, groaned and said "Oh my god," as she came.
The guy I was sucking started to cum. I was paying so much attention to Cathy and her dad that it took me by surprise. I pulled away and got most of it on my face and shirt.
The guy fucking Cathy's mom started fucking her harder and reached over to play with Cathy's tits. Cathy reached out, took the cock her mom had been sucking in her hand, and guided it back to her moms mouth. Cathy continued to pump it while her mom sucked it.
This was all too much for me. I needed to get fucked! I looked around the room and saw Cathy's dad still stroking his cock. I unzipped my skirt and let it drop to the floor. Then I pulled my top off over my head. Naked I walked over to her father. I climbed on the chair and straddled his cock. I said, "I need to be fucked," and lowered myself onto his cock.
He thrust up as I did. I could feel my pussy quivering against his cock. He grabbed my ass and started lifting me up and down on his cock. He barely looked at me. His eyes were focused on his wife and daughter.
I climbed off his cock and stood up. I took his hand and said, "Let's get a better look."
I got on my knees, ass in the air, with my head right at Cathy's ass. I looked at him and said, "Now come fuck me."
He got on his knees behind me and started fucking me furiously. His wife reached out her hand to him and he took her hand and held it. His other hand was on my ass. Pulling and pushing my pussy around his cock. It felt so good. I moaned into Cathy's ass.



I looked at that sexy ass in front of my face. Her legs were still spread. I could see her juices and the guys cum dripping out of her messy pussy. I stuck my tongue in her and started eating her.
Cathy started moaning. That was all the guy fucking Cathy's mom could take. As he started to cum he pulled out. His load landed on Judy's belly and Cathy's back. He closed his eyes got up and slumped in a chair.
The guy who'd cum in my mouth immediately took his place. He rammed his cock into Judy and started fucking her, hard.
Judy moaned around the cock she was sucking. I could see the guy tense up. Judy let the cock fall out of her mouth. Cathy kept jerking it. The guy came shooting his load all over Cathy's face and Judy's tits and belly.
That was all for me. I had a raging, mind shattering, orgasm. I turned over, lay on my back and positioned my face under Cathy's pussy. She lowered her pussy onto my face. I ate her for all it was worth.
Cathy, not moving, said, "Daddy, do you like seeing you baby covered with cum? Look at mom and I, look at all the cum on us."
Her dad made a sound like he was dying. He pulled his cock out of me and started to cum. It landed on Cathy's ass and my tits. Cathy came all over my face as soon as she felt the hot cum hit her ass.
We all just lay there. We were all done. The only thing left was watching Judy fuck the last guy. He'd already cum in my mouth so he had staying power.
Her mouth finally free Judy started talking. To Cathy's dad she said, "Look honey. Just like we role play. But it's real. I'm covered with your friends cum." Then she got seriously into being fucked. "Fuck me. God I always wanted to have 2 cocks. Dammit this feels so good. Fuck me. God I feel so slutty. Fuck me you bastard."
The guy between her legs came.
Judy started again, "Oh honey, he's filling my cunt with cum. It's going to be all messy. Do you think you can get your cock into my messy little cunt and cum again?"
That was all. We were all done. Judy, Cathy, and I were covered in cum. Cathy looked at me and giggled. "Let's take a shower," she said.
She and I got up and got in the shower. The hot water felt good. We took turns washing each other while kissing. We got out. As we were drying off I told Cathy I needed to borrow a top. Mine had cum all over it.
She gave me the top and we walked back in the living room to retrieve my skirt. Cathy was naked. All the guys had gone. Cathy's mom and dad were in the middle of the floor fucking. Judy was talking.
"Oh my god. That was everything I hoped for. More. Can you feel my cum filled pussy? It was just like I imagined. I loved having 2 cocks. I loved having all those men want me. Did you like it? Oh my god, that orgasm was so intense. I can't believe it actually happened. I thought we'd have to plan it. I know you weren't sure. Please tell me you liked it. Will you let me do it again. Please?"
So I was right it was the first time.
She continued, "Did you see our little girl? Oh my god. What a hot little slut. Knowing she can be a slut too was such a turn on. I want to be able to watch her fuck sometime. Did that turn you on? I wish I could have seen her cum filled pussy. I bet it was hot. It turned me on knowing she was showing it to you. God I wanted to see. I know, you think I'm a pervert, well now you know I'm one, but I loved that."
So it was all Cathy's mom. Wow. Cathy shrugged. I kissed her goodbye and headed home.
I got home seemed everyone had gone to bed. I got undressed and climbed into bed.
I checked my text messages. There was one from Cathy
It was simple. "Was my dad a good fuck?"
I lay back and closed my eyes. My mind starting thinking when the last time I saw my dad was. I thought of how good looking he was and that I should go see him. I fell asleep.
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This is a true story. It does involve sex, but it's not very sexy. It's just true.
Although I'm telling this story in the first person, I will refer to us as Mr. and Mrs. In the third person.
My stories always include elements of our real life or our fantasies. Each story includes images from our real life.
For example "The Balcony".
We really were on a balcony. It happened in Hawaii. Mrs was really wearing a too short dress and leaning on the railing. There were 2 men on the balcony next to us. They were looking. Mr did tell the mrs and she did bend over to listen.
The part that didn't happen was inviting them to the room. They were both married. We won't do that. As we walked in our room mrs said, "Too bad they were married or this would have been a different night."
Mr kept that fantasy going as we had sex that night. It made for a fun night.
This one is a true story
I mention in our bio that we have been swingers. Mr was a wild child. He says he learned early how every woman has a story about the jerk she dated first. He wanted to be that jerk. He dated and slept with a lot of women. When we married he brought up sexual fantasies. Feeling very safe and secure Mrs told Mr hers. In the lifestyle we both explored most of our fantasies. At least the ones that were safe to do.
We eventually fell out of the lifestyle. There was really nothing left to do. We kept our friends but did not seek anymore encounters. Still they happen. This is one.
A few months ago we went on vacation. We found a nice inn in another state. Our goal was to do nothing. The inn had a clothing optional pool. We had a great trip. The inn was almost empty.
At night we'd go use the hot tub. Nude of course. One night we were in the hot tub when the owners walked through with another couple. They were showing the couple the pool area.
The inn allowed people to buy day passes to use the pool area. A while later we saw the couple come into the pool area. By the time we saw them they were wrapped in towels. She was attractive, thin, obviously fake tits. He was shorter than her about 60 lbs overweight and balding. We assumed they were there to use the facilities
They went in the Sauna. They came out a few minutes later and headed towards the pool. They were just out of our line of vision.
We finally decided to leave. When mrs stood up she saw them. She said to mr, "She's giving him a blowjob.
We get up to leave and they stop. Mr says, "Don't stop on our account."
They went back at it. Her on her knees giving him a blow job.
The guy said, "You can come closer if you want."
We looked at each other shrugged and went over. We'd seen blow jobs before, so nothing too crazy, but the idea of running into this when it wasn't expected was kinda hot. Mr got hard. He's fairly impressive hard. The guy noticed and asked the Mr if he wanted a blow job from the woman.
Mr looked at mrs. She shrugged and mr turned to the girl and she took him in her mouth. Mrs watched a bit. Since she was not into the guy and the girl had not paid any attention to her she decided to go get some wine from our room and said, "I'll be right back. I want to get something from the room."
Meanwhile mr is getting a blow job. Mr rarely cums from a blow job. Even from the mrs. In all the time we were swingers, mr only came once with another woman. Mrs will give him a blowjob anytime he asks. Having had plenty of blowjobs in his life, mr actually can get bored during them. In order for mr to enjoy sex, you have to engage his mind. That's why the women in my stories are very verbal. Also mr isn't fond of bad boob jobs.
The guy is fucking the girl from behind while she is giving mr a blow job.
The initial concept/scene was hot and unusual but after a little while mr was bored. He was waiting for mrs to get back. We have cues between us to get us out of situations we don't want to be in.
So here's the scene, mr is getting a blow job, bored, and waiting for mrs to come back to help him find an excuse to get out of there.
Mrs finally shows up. Mr gives the cue, Mrs makes the excuse to leave. We say goodnight to the couple.
As we leave mr said to mrs, "What took you so long."
Mrs says, "Go complain to your friends." (All vanilla)
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It had been 4 years since the accident. You don't really think it can happen to you. No one expects it, but when it does, you don't realize the devastation.
My sister and I were home when the police showed up. They asked how to contact dad. We gave them the number. We were scared. We didn't know what was going on. Dad was home 20 minutes later. He told us.
At that point in our lives all we could think about was how it affected us. Dad was our rock. He held us together and kept us moving forward. It got easier as time went by. Dad was there when it wasn't. Dad kept the world as normal as it could be.
Neither of us understood the toll it had taken on Dad.
My sister and I are now 19 and 20. I'm Jessica, she's Jennifer. She's older. I'm the pretty one. Ok maybe she's the pretty one. Actually we look a lot alike. People often mistake us for twins. I'm 5'6", 125', brown eyes, brown hair to the middle of my back. Jennifer is 1" taller. We both go to college. Not far away, about an hour. We both wanted the live away experience. Dad supported us, emotionally and financially 100%.
As college kids you relish your independence. You don't call home as much as you should. You're too self involved. When you get home for breaks you spend time with your friends. Jen and I would drop in for some meals, but most of the time we were gone. This summer started out the same way.
We got home in May. Dad was excited to see us. A lot of questions about what we were doing, how we were. We love dad so we answered his questions. Then friends called and we were gone.
Then something happened. It was a small thing, but it started our lives on a slightly different course.
I was shopping at the mall. I looked down the mall and saw someone who looked familiar at a kiosk at the other end of the mall. I couldn't tell who it was. I wasn't really shopping for anything in particular. I was just browsing. So when I saw the person I started heading that way to see who it was.
The person left the Kiosk and walked around the corner. As I turned the corner I ran into one of dad and moms good friends. I could no longer see the person, so I stopped and she and I chatted for a while.
Then she asked, "How's your father."
That struck me as strange. My mom and dad used to see this couple at least 2-3 times a month. I told her he was fine. She said to give him her love. I wondered when the last time she saw dad was.
That night at dinner I told dad I ran into her. He asked how she was. I had to ask.
"Dad, when was the last time you saw her?"
Dad said he didn't remember.
"But you used to be such good friends," I said.
"I know honey, sometimes people just drift apart."
I started asking about other friends. Most he had not seen for quite a while. He said that most of their friends were couple friends. He explained that after mom died they all invited him places for a while. He was always a third wheel. It was often uncomfortable. Eventually they stopped inviting him. He didn't mind. He was uncomfortable going.
That left me something to think about. What did dad do when we weren't home?
I told Jen about my conversation. She said she couldn't remember the last time dad told us he did anything. He volunteered 3 days a week at the homeless shelter, but neither of us could think of anything else.
As kids we loved having dad home. As starting adults we started wondering why he didn't date. Dad was attractive. At 6', 195, and only a slightly receding hairline. He looked good for a 45 year old man. People often guessed he was in his late 30s. More than once, when people found out he was our dad, they were shocked.
Both Jen and I decided to take a bigger interest in what dad did for fun.
Over the next week we found out that dad rarely went out. Work, volunteer, gym, that was it. An occasional drink after work with some coworkers. Other than that not much. All the friends that he and mom had, had drifted away. They still said hi when they saw him. Invited him to parties and weddings and stuff, but they did not just have dinner or see a movie.
At 41 dad found it hard to meet new people. Where does a 41 year old man make friends?
About a year after the accident, some of his friends started setting him up on dates. He went on all of them. He became discouraged. He said that a lot of them were divorced and either angry at their ex, or had resentments about something.
He also said at his age a lot of people were fairly stuck in their lifestyles. People had conflicting obligations. People did not want to relocate, they had jobs, kids. Let's face it, at 45 you really don't want to move into someone else's house or life. Especially if you have kids.
He said he couldn't relate. He was madly in love with mom. They did not have resentments. They were partners who worked together on everything.
That made sense. They were always holding hands and making googly eyes at each other.
Even our friends would say things like, "Your mom and dad are so cute. They act like they just started dating."
Everyone knew mom and dad were happily married.
We decided to create a profile for dad on a dating site. We would see if we could find a good match for him. We created it and corresponded with a lot of nice women but, the reality was, he was right. It was hard to find someone. Everyone had "stuff". Emotional, financial, or other obligations. We had no luck.
Having more empathy for dad's situation we started spending more time at home with him. We'd make him dinner and force him to catch up on movies he'd miss. We'd sit with him on the couch, rest our heads on his shoulders, and watch TV.
He was thrilled to spend time with us. He'd take us out to dinner and make jokes about how jealous every guy is to see him out with 2 such beautiful women. He'd notice some woman pointing at us like it was a disgrace he was out with such young women. That made us all laugh.
That chance encounter with dad's old friend made us realize that dad was human and needed help right now. We knew he was lonely.
The second thing that changed our lives happened about 6 weeks later. It was a little thing, but had a huge affect.
I was in the kitchen getting breakfast. No one else was home. I heard a loud thunk in the study. I went in to see what it was. Dad's iPad had fallen on the floor. When I picked it up it was open.
I guess I should have wondered why it wasn't on the swipe screen. It didn't occur to me.
There was an open email on the screen . I almost swiped past it to close the screen. Then I saw who it was from. It was from mom. It was dated the day before the accident. Dad must have kept it and was rereading it this morning.
I knew I shouldn't pry, but I couldn't help myself. This was probably the last communication any of us had from her. I quickly scanned it. It was long and had attachments. I didn't want to sit here reading it. I quickly forwarded it to myself and then deleted it from the sent mail folder.
I had to get ready for work. I set the iPad down got dressed and headed out. I was hoping I'd have some down time at work to read the email, but it was busy and I didn't get a moment to myself.
I got home late, spent some time with dad and Jen. As soon as I could I excused myself. All day long the email had been on my mind. I was dying to get to my room to read it.
I finally got to my room. I opened my mail. There it was. I opened it. I re-read the from and date again. It seemed unreal that this was from mom, the day before the accident. I just looked at that for a minute and let it sink in.
The subject was: Can't wait to be in your arms.
I let that sink in. Mom had been away on a 10 day business trip. She'd flown home and on the way home from the airport was hit by a drunk driver. It was 4 years ago, but being reminded of it again brought tears to my eyes.
I started to read.
"I know I just spoke to you an hour ago and that I'll see you tomorrow, but I thought I'd send this for you to read in the morning so you will be primed and ready when I come home."
Primed and ready? I thought.
It went on.
"You are the most amazing man I have ever met. I love you more today than the day we met. You've given me everything I could dream of. A wonderful home, 2 of the most wonderful children I could ever imagine, and the freedom to be me.
"All through our marriage I have had the opportunity to hang out with other women. A lot are always complaining about something their husband did or does. They always thought I was weird because I had nothing but praise for you. I love you, and I love our family. You've given me the happiest 17 years of my life."
I stopped reading. I had tears in my eyes. I just let that sink in a bit.
I started again.
"This is the first time we've been away from each other this long and I'm horny as hell."
Uh oh... Did I want to keep on reading? I knew I shouldn't but I did.
"Darling, all I could think about yesterday was getting home and fucking you. That's right, fucking. I am yours. Totally and completely. I am your wife, your lover, your slut. Tomorrow I'm your slut."
Slut? It's hard to imagine mom using that word, but there it was. I knew I should stop now. I didn't.
"Remember the night before I left. God that was great sex. I don't remember how many times I came. What did you cum. 3 times? Once in my mouth, once in my cunt, and once on my face and tits. I loved the way it felt on my body. I loved the way it tasted. I really tried to suck you hard again so you could take my ass too before I left, but I think you were all fucked out. I wanted your cum in all my holes.
"You better rest up. You're going to need it when I get home.
"I was so horny tonight I knew I wouldn't sleep. I went to the bar to get a drink to help me relax. At the bar was a cute girl about 25. She and I chatted. I kept thinking, I bet I could get her up to my room.
"I know, I've never been with a woman before, but I was horny as hell. I thought you probably wouldn't mind if it was a girl. Then I thought, when I finally do a girl, I want you there. I know it's one of our fantasies and I promise I will make it come true for you.
"Here's a picture of us. See what we missed."
There was a selfie of mom and a cute girl. She kind of looked like me and Jen. It was followed by a 2nd picture of them kissing. Nothing outrageous.
It continued.
"See honey. See what we missed? Next time we're out, I promise, we are going to take a girl home. I'm going to eat her till she's dripping wet and then hold her legs open for you to fuck her. You deserve it. You deserve every fantasy you have. I'm going to give them to you. I know a woman who'd love to join us. I've told her all about you. I know you'll love her. She's coming to join us for our anniversary.
Ok, mom telling dad they are going to have a 3some. I felt both uncomfortable and strangely turned on.
"I can't wait to go out for our anniversary next weekend. Have I got an outfit you're going to love. Now that they're older I'm not sure how we'll sneak it past the girls. How many times have we done that?
"I love that you love to show me off. I love dressing so sexy and hanging on your arm. I see all those men looking at me, wanting me. It makes me hot, wet. I know it turns you on too.
"You always like being seen with your girls. People look at our family and envy you, envy us, but when it's just the two of us. You like that they know what they're missing.
"This week at one of the work sessions I was sitting across the room from a guy I don't know. I was feeling naughty so I flashed him my panties a few times. I know you love to see their faces when I do. If you were here I would have taken them off and did it again. He of course could only see the crotch, but I know how you love to see me in pretty panties. These were the pink leopard print thong with the ruffles. I love them. They're so trashy. I know you love them too.
"Remember that time I was wearing them in that hotel. We were in and elevator, heading to our room, my back to the door. You were kissing me and pulled my skirt up to grab my ass. Just then those 2 young guys got on. Remember? Neither of us adjusted my skirt. When we reached our floor we just got off the elevator with my skirt around my waist. I was so hot I think I made you fuck me against the door. You loved showing me off in panties."
I remembered something I'd forgotten. We were at a summer BBQ. mom and dad were off somewhere. I looked around to see where. I finally saw them across the yard. They had 3 or 4 of the guys with them. I knew where the were. I went back to what I was doing. I didnt remember it then, but now I distinctly remember dad had moms dress around her waist.
It went on.
"Why am I reminding you of all this? Because I want to fuck and you better be ready when I get home.
"Remember when we first met? You'd bend me over the couch in my apartment, pull my jeans and panties around my thighs and fuck me from behind. Damn, how hot it was to start doing that again after the girls went off to college.
"I'm your's. You can fuck my ass, my mouth, my pussy. They're yours. You want to fuck another girl? I'll help you. I'm yours. You want to show me off. You can undress me anytime you want. Don't worry. I will leave some for your anniversary present.
"By the way, I bought some new panties for tomorrow. I know how much you love cute panties."
She had taken a picture of her holding them. She must have used the timer. They were at weird angles.
They were cute panties. A pink, see through, string bikini style that tied on the side. The reality is we all loved cute panties. We probably got it from her. We've all seen her laundry. We may have some younger stuff that would look silly on her. But it's cute stuff.
Then the email went on.
"So baby. Here is what you're missing tonight. I know how much you enjoy watching a woman undress.
It was a series of selfies of mom undressing. She was in a skirt, jacket, white blouse, and heels. Again they were awkward, mom must have set the timer then tried to jump in the picture. The pictures were in order.
Mom taking off her jacket.
Mom with jacket off.
Mom unzipping skirt
2 of her pushing it down over her hips.
Next mom standing with the skirt on the floor around her ankles.
Mom pulling up her blouse to show off her panties.
Mom turning around for a back view of her ass.
A few of her unbuttoning her blouse.
One of her taking it off.
Next it's on the floor and she's there in matching bra and panties.
Next the bra is off, she's covering her tits with her arm and dangling the bra in her other hand.
This one is from behind. 3 shots of her sliding her panties off.
Last shot, facing the camera, blowing a kiss, covering her nipples with one arm and her pussy with her other hand.
I've got to admit. It was a hot series.
She finished the email.
"I love you. You are my world. I am yours completely. See you tomorrow."
Mom never came home.
I felt dirty that I'd invaded their private space. The email was both tender and fucking sexy as hell. I felt bad, but I also felt good. I felt closer to both of them. I felt I could see their relationship better. I could feel their love for each other and their love for us.
They were lovers. Passionate ones. Not just our parents. That was new to me. I thought about it. About 10 years ago they had a master bedroom suite built over the garage on the other side of the house. They had put in insulated doors. The walls were already insulated because it was attic space. We never thought anything of it. Now I realized that the room was private and virtually soundproof.
I also understood why dad was single. Who could compete with what he had.
I sat and pondered it a bit. I cried a bit. I still missed mom. I cried for dad's loss.
I heard Jen come in and go to her room. I picked up my iPad and knocked on her door.
She told me to come in and said, "What's up?"
I told her how I found the email and that I'd read it. She just looked at me. I hadn't told her what was in it yet. Just that it was an email to dad on the day before the accident.
She then asked, "Do I want to read it?"
I didn't know. I told her it was very intimate. It described their love for each other, their love for us, and, in great detail, their sex life.
"Is it gross," she asked.
I said, "Of course! It's our parents." She laughed.
"No it's not gross," I said. "They weren't doing weird stuff, but they were aggressive and adventurous."
Jen told me to send it to her.
As I left the room she said, "I had a dream about mom the other night. I don't remember what it was about. She was trying to get me to fix something."
About an hour later Jen came into my room. She was crying. She sat on my bed and said, "That is the sweetest, sexiest, grossest, thing I've ever read.
We laughed. It's gross learning intimate details of your parents sex life. On the other hand we both felt closer to mom.
Jen said, "I miss mom."
"Me too," I said.
"Can I sleep with you tonight?" Jen asked.
We hadn't shared a bed since the accident. There was a while there neither one of us wanted to be alone.
I moved over and held out my arms. Jen climbed into bed and put her head on my shoulder. Her arms around me felt good. I admit the email had made me a little horny.
Jen moved her head and looked at men. I kissed her. I kissed her on the lips. No tongue or anything, but more than we'd ever kissed before. She sighed. We fell asleep.
Saturday was mom and dad's anniversary. We still celebrated it. It was our way of remembering mom. Dad was taking us to a fancy restaurant in the city.
As usual, Jen came in my room and asked what I was wearing.
I thought for a moment and said, "Something a little slutty."
"Slutty? With Dad?"
"Yeah, why not. The email said that dad loved to go out with mom when she was dressed a little slutty. He liked seeing guys check her out. He liked when women got upset. He liked being seen with her," I said. "Who do you know that would make better eye candy than us?"
Jen laughed. "How slutty?"
I pulled out a black dress. It was a bustier style and showed off lots of cleavage. I couldn't wear a bra with it. The top fit my body like a second skin. It flared out at the hips into a loose skirt. It came to a little less than mid thigh.
"This should do," I said. "I'll wear a small black shrug with it to cover my shoulders. Something I can take off while people watch. That was in the email also. Undressing."
"Look," I went on. "Dad is proud of us. He loved it when mom dressed slutty. Maybe it will cheer him up to be out with two hot women"
"Ok," laughed Jen. "A little slutty it is."
"Don't forget cute panties," I said.
"Dad's not going to see my panties!" she said.
I replied, "Didn't you read about the flashing."
She laughed and went to get dressed.
I put on the dress. It showed lots of cleavage. I looked hot. I looked in my panty drawer. Black dress. If someone's going to notice them there has to be contrast. I pulled out a little pink thong and put it on. I felt naughty. I also felt hot.
Jen was downstairs when I got there. She was wearing a tight red dress, It was open on either side to the hip and held together with criss cross laces on both sides.
Dad gave us the once over. He didn't complain. He just said, "Don't you two look hot. What's the occasion?"
I jumped in. "We're having dinner with a very handsome man tonight and we need to show other women that we have the goods to keep him."
Dad laughed. "Well I'm pretty sure you will succeed. Let's go."
Jen jumped in the back of the car. I jumped in the front. The car was low and as I climbed in my dress rode up. An inch more you'd see pink panties. I moved a bit. They showed a bit. I noticed dad look. He was smiling. That made me happy.



Jen sat in the middle seat. In back. It was hard to keep her legs together. I don't know if dad noticed, but I could see she was wearing a white thong.
When we got to the restaurant the valet opened the car door. I spread my legs to climb out of the car. The valet got a great view. He tripped on the curb. Dad came over to help me out. He got a great view too, and knew the valet got one.
Dad held the door for Jen. Since she was in the middle seat there was almost no way to get out without flashing her panties. She smiled at me and just climbed out
As we got out dad said, "I'm lucky to be out with two of the most beautiful women in the world tonight.
We each took an arm and Squeezed it.
"Thank you daddy," said Jen.
As we walked in the restaurant, heads turned. It was fun. I'm sure they were wondering about the handsome older man with the 2 young girls. For our part we hung on his arms. Just before we sat down I took off my shrug. It revealed that I was showing skin from head to cleavage nothing to block the view.
We had a great dinner. We laughed and chatted. Dad would point out guys, or women, looking. Every once in a while, when he did, I would turn to look and flash them as I did.
He caught me and said, "Naughty girl."
"Sometimes," I replied with a smile.
"Your mom was naughty sometimes too," he said.
It was a wonderful dinner. After we headed home. I got ready to go change. I had a naughty idea. I turned my back to my dad, lifted up my hair, and said, "Can you help me with my zipper?"
What was he going to say? No?
He reached for it and pulled it 1/2 way down. I had my arm across the chest so the dress wouldn't fall off. It did slip down a little.
"No dad, all the way down."
The zipper ended at the curve of my ass. I was sure if he unzipped it all the way he would see my thong and part of my ass. I liked the thought.
He reached over and pulled it the rest of the way down.
Jen saw me, came over, and did the same thing. Her zipper went at least 2" down her ass. You could see 1/2 her ass and her thong.
Holding my dress barely decently across my chest. I turned, kissed him on the cheek, and I asked if he had fun tonight.
"More fun than I've had in a long time," he said. "Being out with two such beautiful women is amazing."
I said thank you and then turned to walk to my room.
As I did I heard him say, to no one in particular, "Your mother used to wear cute panties too."
I said, "Well we are mom's girls."
I wiggled my ass at him and headed for my room.
When I got to my room I had an evil thought. I could picture mom once, standing at the laundry. She was in just her panties. She had thrown the dress she was wearing in with the wash. She called dad. She said "just a little treat before dinner." She walked to their room, in panties her arm over her tits. When she reached the room shook her ass at him and went inside to change.
I said, "Hey dad."
He looked. I was standing in my doorway, holding my dress up. As he looked I let the dress go and covered my tits with my arms. I bent over, in just my thong, picked up the dress, wiggled my ass at him, and walked in my room.
I worked the next day. So did Jen. When I got home dad was already watching TV. He had probably just got home from his volunteer gig.
I asked what he was watching, he mumbled something. He was looking at his mail on his iPad. It looked like he'd been crying. I said I was going to change, and then come watch with him.
I went to my room to change. Usually I throw on a pair of boxers and a T shirt. I opened my drawer. I saw a sealed plastic package. I knew it was there. It had been there for years. I never had opened it. I just usually ignored it. Today I picked it up.
It was a sleep set I got as a gift from mom years ago. I opened it. It had a pair of shorts that sat low on my hips and about 1" of lace for legs. They were light pink. They were made of very soft stretchy material and clung to every curve of my ass. It had a matching tank top that came down to my navel.
I was completely covered. He'd seen me in bathing suits that covered much less, but this for some reason seemed naughtier.
I went to watch TV with dad. He looked at me and said I looked cute. I sat down next to him and cuddled up. He put his arm around my waist. He touched mostly skin as he softly stroked my back and sides. I would feel his fingers brush band of my shorts. Sometimes his hand would slide over my hip and play with the lace around the leg of the shorts.
I liked the feeling of his hand on my skin. I thought about what it would feel like to have it slip under my shirt, to cup my tits, maybe play with my nipples. I felt myself getting wet at the thought.
Jen came out of her room. She was not in her usual T and gym shorts. She was wearing a matching sleep set too. It was a light yellow. The shorts were cute! They rode way down on her hips. The shorts and the legs were very loose. I was sure, if she wasn't wearing panties, and sat at the right angle, you could see right up them. They were topped with a ribbed tight matching tank top.
We looked at each other, and at the same time said, "Didn't mom give you that?"
Dad looked up. "Mom had stuff like that. Remember, she used to wear it when you guys were around. She said it was decent but sexy enough to keep my imagination stirred.
I remembered. Mom always looked so sexy. She had a number of sleep sets that clung to her and showed her off.
"Oh," I said. "And what did she wear when we weren't around?"
"A lot less," he said.
We laughed.
Before Jen sat down she asked us if we wanted anything. We said no and she went to get herself an ice water. When she bent down she did it straight legged. Her shorts slipped up and showed a good deal of her ass. I still couldn't tell if she had panties on.
She sat on dad's other side. We both leaned against him. He had his arms around us. His hands landed pretty close to our asses. Jen and I reached across in front of him and held hands.
"Happy dad?" I said.
"More than I've been in a long time," he replied.
The next day I decided to go shopping. I'd had a weird dream. I was looking for something to wear, but couldn't find it. It made me think about shopping. Jen walked out of her room.
"What are you doing today?" she asked.
"I thought I'd go shopping today," I said
"Me too. " said Jen.
We decided to go together.
We went to go get coffee. We were still in our sleep sets. Our hair loose and tangled. Dad was sitting in the kitchen. He looked up. He stared for a moment.
"You girls remind me so much of your mom."
It was their anniversary weekend. We did not talk about mom a lot. We didn't not talk about her, but we'd done a lot of it after we'd lost her. Now it was mostly pleasant memories.
He asked what we had planned for the day. We told him we were going shopping.
He handed us a bunch of coupons.
They were mostly for women's clothing stores. A woman at work gave them to him. She had said she was too old for these stores and asked if we could use them. We took them.
As we left the kitchen dad watched us. "So much like your mother," he said to no one in particular.
Jen heard him and asked teasingly, "You think we've got moms ass? Mom had a great ass."
Dad was kind of taken aback. "As far as I can see, yes it is."
I have no idea what made Jen do what she did next. As we were walking away. She put her hands on her shorts, pushed them down, and stepped out of them. She kept walking and said, "Now can you tell?"
Dad just said," beautiful." As we walked out of the room.
When we were out of sight I looked at her. She shrugged and said, "What?"
I laughed, shook my head, and went to change.
I looked at my clothes. Normally I would have thrown on jeans and a T shirt. Somehow I thought of mom. Mom rarely wore jeans. When she did they were tight and sexy. Otherwise she was in a fairly short skirt or dress. Nothing indecent when we were around, but sexier than most moms.
I grabbed a short denim skirt and a cropped top that came about 2 inches above my navel. A little pair of boy short panties that were as close to a thong as you could get but still be called boy shorts and a matching bra.
I looked cute. Hot teen cute.
Jen came out in a short sundress. It had an overlapping skirt. When she walked you saw a lot of leg. Almost in unison we said, You look great."
Dad was in the living room. We went to say goodbye. We both kissed him. I noticed we both kissed him on the lips, not the cheek as we usually do.
"You two look great," he said. "Trying to break hearts?"
I don't know why. I pulled up my skirt and said, "Look, cute panties too."
Jen not to be outdone pulled her skirt apart. She was wearing a little pink thong. "Me too," she said.
We stood there like that. Dad said, "Well whoever gets to see those is one lucky boy."
I chimed in, "You're the only one. No one else is going to see these in a long time."
He laughed quietly, "More like your mother every day."
He sat there shaking his head.
We turned, and headed to the door. We both stopped and looked at each other. We flipped the back of our skirts up, wiggled our asses, and ran out the door giggling.
I drove. Jen looked through the coupons.
As she looked at one she said, "I've never been here before. Have you?"
I hadn't so we decided to go there first.
The clerk looked at us when I walked in. The first thing she said was, "Are you related to.." She said my moms name.
I said yes, that she was our mom. The woman had never known about the accident. She of course said how sorry she was. Then she gushed on about my mom. How sweet she was. She told us how mom was always talking about how wonderful we were and how great dad was. That kind of thing.
As she talked I looked at her. She was gorgeous. Dark hair to the middle of her back. About 5'3, 110 lbs.
Then in a quieter voice she said, "She was one of the sexiest women I ever met.
"Sexiest?" I asked.
"Oh my yes. She adored your dad. She came in at least once a month to find things to surprise him in. Sometimes to get some special dresses for when they went out. Most women would not wear that stuff outside the house. She strutted it. She could turn heads and he loved it when she did. She always told me how hot your dad was. She shared some of their exploits. They were one hot couple."
Then she said, "The way your mom talked about him, I wished I'd had a chance to meet him."
I said " Show me the kind of stuff she liked."
She started gathering dress. Lingerie, panties. "You guys are younger than her. You need stuff that's younger and flirtier than her. She could do sexy and sophisticated in way that would not look good on you."
Jen and I headed for the dressing room to try them on.
As we tried things on, she'd bring more to the dressing rooms. Eventually just leaving the doors open as we changed. The store was empty. It didn't matter.
As we tried on clothes she'd tell us what looked great and what didn't. She'd often touch us, our arms, the small of our naked backs, patting our asses. Always on bare skin. I liked it.
All the while she talked about herself. Her name was Cassie, short for Cassandra. She was 41. Her husband passed away when she was 35. They were together since she was 20. She loved him passionately. They never had children. He got sick when he was 30. A form of cancer. He fought it bravely but eventually it beat him. She had bought this shop with part of the life insurance money
As she talked, a couple walked in. They were about 30. The dressing room doors were still open. Jen and I were both in various states of undress.
The woman just looked at us and said, "Wow. Sexy."
Jen and I said thank you, shrugged, and continued to try on clothes. Often we were in our underwear, topless, or even nude. The woman would comment on outfits and tell us we had great tots, and sexy asses. She'd ask the man if he agreed. The man just watched and smiled.
Being watched by strangers like this was turning me on.
Jen was loving it. Whenever she was complimented, no matter how dressed or undressed she was, she'd do a slow turn and ask if they really liked it. She was showing off.
I was showing off a bit too.
We bought a bunch of stuff. As we paid for them she said, "your dad will love this stuff."
The stuff was sexy. The thought of wearing it in front of dad, and hearing his approval, excited me.
"Cassie said, "You guys look great. Make him take you out and show you off."
Before we left, she hugged and kissed us both and said, "Don't be strangers."
We left the shop, all the way home talking about how hot, and sweet Cassie was.
When We got home Dad was hanging out, looking at his iPad. He looked sad.
Dad asked what we got. I told him we stopped in a new store and told him the name. He acted surprised.
Again he spoke to no one in particular, "Your mom used to shop there."
"We know, the owner recognized us because we look like mom."
"Cool, did you buy anything cute?" he asked.
"Of course," I responded
"The owner said you have to take us out tonight to show off what we bought," Jen said.
"Like I'd miss a chance to be seen with my beautiful girls," he replied. "It's fun knowing everyone wishes they were me."
Jen said, "Wanna see what we got?"
Dad said yes.
Jen dumped the bag on the table. Without a thought she started undressing and trying on the new clothes. Taking her lead I did the same. We modeled everything we bought.
Dad kept complimenting us and saying things like, "Your mom would have loved that outfit.
Trying clothes on in front of dad was fun. We'd always tried on stuff in front of mom, but this felt a little naughty. I liked it.
When we were done, we asked dad what he thought.
Dad looked up. He blinked. "You're beautiful he said. You look a lot like your mom."
He had a wistful face on. I went up to him. Took his face in my hands and lightly kissed his lips.
"Dad, we all miss mom, but we're here and I'm wearing a very sexy dress I want your opinion on."
I laughed and turned for him. "Would you take me out for dinner in this?"
"Proudly," he said.
"Well, then get dressed. We want to be shown off."
Dad went to get dressed. We went to our rooms to get ready.
As we got to our room Jen put her lips close to mine and said, "You look so hot, I might attack you."
"Sounds like fun," I said.
Wait, was I flirting with my sister? I mean we'd done it jokingly before to tease guys, but there were no guys around right now. Except dad.
We got dressed.
I wore a dress that was a wrap dress. I wore it braless. It was short sleeves and crossed my chest right below my breasts. It tied at the waist and then split apart again about an inch below my pussy. A pair of heels and I looked both hot and innocent.
Jen wore an ankle length dress it has a skirt that was lined that came just below her ass and the rest was see through down to her ankles. When she turned the dress had no back. It just started and the top of her ass. If she was wearing panties, you couldn't tell.
We had a fantastic night of dinner, conversation, and showing off. The inner part of Jen's dress had slid up during the ride over. You could see 1/2 her ass through the material. She was wearing panties. We could tell because her pussy was covered. But as she walked through the restaurant to our table she got plenty of looks.
My dress showed a ton of leg as I walked. The split in front parted almost all the way to my pussy. It made me wet to see all the people watching us. When I sat down the front completely fell open. When anyone approached they could see my panties. The waiters came by the table often.
Dad just beamed with pride. It made us feel wonderful to see him so happy.
A man approached the table. He said hi to dad. Dad introduced him as a business associate. As he introduced us, the man commented on what beautiful daughters dad had.
Dad said, "They are amazing. I am a very lucky man."
When the guy left Dad laughed and said to us. "Did you see the look on his face when he saw your panties?"
That was the first time he'd mentioned us showing off. It was like a dam burst. He pointed out people looking at us. Suggested we flash them. He even told me to show the waiter my tits.
It was fun, exciting, and hot. I was soaking my panties
When we got home it was late.
Jen and I headed to bed.
Dad said goodnight. As he watched us walk away Jen and I slipped off our dresses, picked them up, said, "Good night dad."
I added, "We love you."
I threw on a T shirt and climbed into bed. Jen knocked on my door. She came in wearing a thong and tank top. She sat on my bed and started raving about what a fun day and night she had. About how hot it was. How it made her feel.
I moved over and made room for her. She climbed under the covers and turned to face me. She started reliving every moment. As she did I felt myself getting hotter and hotter. When she was done. She lay there and inch from my face. She was breathing heavy. She kissed me. This was not a sisterly kiss. This was an " I want to fuck you" kiss.
I loved it. I kissed back.
I felt her hands slide down to my ass. She pulled me close ass she kissed me. My arms went around her also. My hands slid down too. I reached her thong. My original intent was to grab her ass. Instead I slid her thong off. She lifted her hips to help.
Her hands slid up my body to my breasts pushing my T shirt up as they went. She caressed my tits. My nipples got hard. She moved her mouth to my nipple as her hand played with my other tit.
I slid my hand down her body to her pussy. She parted her legs for me.
My fingers reached her clit and she moaned. I'd never done this before, but I knew what I liked. It seemed like Jen liked the same thing. My fingers played with her, slid into her. I could feel how wet she was. I could feel her start to cum. I could feel her hot on my fingers. When she came she rolled over on her back.
"Oh my god. Don't stop. I'm cumming. Oh God."
She lay there for a moment. My fingers still in her pussy.
She rolled me over on my back.
She laughed. "You little slut. Making your sister cum. Now you're going to get it."
She slid down my body. Kneeling between my legs, she peeled my panties off me. I swear she smacked her lips.
As her tongue touched my clit, I came. She didn't stop. She ate me my pussy. I was sure she'd never done this before, but it was amazing. None of the inexperienced guys I'd been with were this good.
I couldn't control myself. "Oh my god. Eat my cunt. Suck it. Make me cum. Why did we never do this before. God I love it. Having my sister eat my cunt is so hot. I can't believe it."
I came. I came hard. Both of us breathing heavy, we held each other, kissed goodnight, and fell asleep.
Next day we both worked and got home around 7:00
Dad was sitting on the couch, he was looking at his iPad. We asked him how he was.
The first thing he said, "I'm kind of missing your mom."
It made sense. It was their anniversary weekend.
We hung out, snuggled him till he decided to go to bed.
I went to my room. I picked up my iPad to check my email. Mom's email was open. I didn't remember reading it last, but I did not think much of it. For some reason I read it again. I read the part about what mom promised him for his anniversary.
As I did, Jen came in my room holding her iPad. I saw she was opened to the email too.
"I was just rereading moms email," she said.
"Me too."
"We need to do something. This can't go on," she said
"I wish I knew what would mom do." I said.



Jen looked at her iPad, "If mom were here she'd probably fuck him."
I looked at mine. "It's their anniversary."
We looked at each other. We both knew the answer.
"We should change," I said.
I went through the stuff I bought. I had a black sheer nighty that tied under the breasts. It was see through. It came with see through panties. I put it on.
I knocked on Jen's door. She had on the same thing except white. We giggled.
She looked at me and said "Slut."
"Takes one to know one," I replied.
We held hands and walked to dad's room. We didn't knock. We just walked in.
He was looking at his iPad.
He tried to hide it when we came in.
"It's OK dad," I said. "We've read it."
He looked at us.
"Dad, it's your anniversary. Mom has been in everything we've done. The pajamas, the dresses, the flashing. That's not us. We never did that stuff before. How often do you read that email?"
Dad said he hadn't seen it in years. For some reason he did a search on something and it came up.
We climbed on the bed on either side of him. "Happy anniversary dad, from us, and mom," I said. Then I kissed him. Hard, on the lips.
Jen did the same. I reached across dad to Jen. I pulled her top off. She reached across and pulled mine off. We pulled dad so he was sitting up on the side of the bed. We stood in front of him.
"As mom would say, tonight we are your sluts. Your little fuck toys."
I pulled Jen to me and kissed her. She kissed back. We both realized how much we wanted this. Not just for us, but for dad.
Jen reached over and pulled my panties off over my hips. I did the same for her. We were both naked in front of dad. We pulled his shirt off him. We then kneeled in front of dad. He didn't stop us we undid his belt and slid his pants and boxers off.
His cock was hard. I took it in my hand. It felt right. I wrapped my fingers around it. The I put my hand around Jen's head. I pulled her to his cock. She opened her mouth and took it. Dad let out a moan. He moaned mom's name.
As she sucked him I knelt beside up him. I took his hand and brought it to my breasts.
I kissed him and said, "We love you. With all our hearts, we will be your lovers, your fucktoys, your sluts. You can have our mouths our pussies, our asses. We want your cum. Today. We both want it."
Jen kept sucking his cock. She stopped. "Daddy, do you want to fill my mouth with cum. Give it to me. I'll share it with Jess."
We pushed dad down on the bed. I kissed him. I straddled his lap.
"Dad, are you ready? Ready to fuck me? Ready to make me yours?"
I slid my pussy onto his cock. The tip against the opening. I didn't realize how big he was. I felt like I was stretching. I was wet. The head slid inside me. I slid the whole thing in my pussy. When I had it all in. I moaned. Jen was next to me. I started kissing her. My hands went to her pussy. She was wet. I loved the way she felt.
"Dad, feel my pussy? Feel how wet you made me? Jen's pussy is wet too. Feel it."
Dad tentatively reached out. Jen straddled his fingers.
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned. "God that feels good."
"Don't be gentle dad. Think about it. What kind of girl fucks her father and sister"
He thought, quietly he said, "A slut."
"Tell me again. Your cock is buried in my cunt. What kind of girl am I?"
Jen whispered in his ear, "Your slut."
That was it something broke in dad. He threw me on my back and started fucking me. Hard. Just the sure forcefulness of it made me cum.
"Oh Jen, Daddy just made me cum," I purred.
Jen straddled my face. "You got to cum. It's my turn. Eat my cunt."
As she straddled my face my tongue tentatively licked her clit. She moaned. I got braver. I started eating her pussy for all I was worth.
As I did she held on to dad. "Daddy, she's eating my cunt. It feels so good. Fuck the little slut. Make her cum. I want to feel her mouth as she cums."
Dad started pounding me. Oh my god it felt so good. Jen started moaning.
"Jess, I'm coming. I'm going to cum all over your slutty little face. Lick me. Make me cum".
I sucked on her clit. I stuck my tongue I. Her cunt. I licked her from clit to ass. She was delicious.
She came. "Suck me Jess. I'm cumming. I'm cumming".
She fell into dads arms. As she did I came again all over dad's cock. I rolled over pushing dad and Jen off me.
I pushed Jen on her back. I straddled her face and said, "Eat me you slut." She started sucking my pussy.
I grabbed her legs pulled them open.
"Here you are dad. Just like mom promised. I will hold her legs spread while you fuck her. Fuck your slutty little daughter."
Dad sunk his cock in Jen, as he hit bottom she came. I could feel her shiver and cum.
"That's it dad. Fuck her. Give her your cum. Fuck give me your cum. Cum on both of us. You're going truck is till every hole is filled with cum.
At that, dad came. He tried to pull out, he got some in Jen. The rest landed on Jen's belly and tits. I rolled off Jen's belly and started eating the cum off her skin. When I had it all, I kissed her with my cum covered lips. She licked all the cum she could off my face.
Dad fucked us each 2 more times that day. After a nap he fucked my ass.
Jen and I fell asleep in his arms.
We had 3 weeks left before we left for school. We fucked dad every day. Sometimes he'd come home and find one or both of us bent over the couch, jeans around thighs, waiting for him. Other days we'd just start sucking his cock whenever we wanted. Sometimes it was one of us, sometimes both. We gave him the dirtiest sex we could think of. We were his sluts. His fuck toys.
We were all happy.
As school got closer I worried about leaving. I was starting to look through my clothes to see what I was taking with me. There was a dress I'd got at Cassie's. I didn't remember buying it and it wasn't my size. I had to return it. I tried to think of when I'd have time.
Then I realized that dad went by her shop everyday on his way home. I asked him if he'd return the dress. He said of course.
That night, when we got home dad was sitting on the couch. It was late. He looked worried. We sat next to him and asked what was wrong.
He told us he'd gone to return the dress. Cassie recognized the dress and knew who he was right away. They talked for a while. It was closing time. Cassie asked him if he wanted a cup of coffee. Turns out her place was right over the shop.
One thing led to another and they ended up having sex. He asked if it was OK with us if he saw her again.
He looked at us waiting for our reaction. We both squealed with delight and hugged him. We told him we were thrilled.
That night Jen and I let him sleep alone. Jen climbed into my bed. We kissed passionately, made love, and fell asleep
That night I had a dream. Mom, Jen, and I were walking up a hill holding hands. When we got to the top of the hill, we could see mom had cum dripping down her face. She scooped it on her fingers, rubbed it on my lips, then kissed me. Then she turned to Jen and did the same thing. After she kissed us, Mom continued up the hill. We turned to go with her. She pointed the other way. We turned and Dad was there.
I woke up. Jen sat up at the same time.
"I just had the weirdest dream," Jen said.
"I know," I responded.
We both knew.
Jen slipped her fingers into my pussy.
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We had been married for 2 years. It was a second marriage for both of us. My husband is an amazing man. He has always wanted to make me happy. We both came out of bad marriages where our spouses did not want to communicate. I didn't know anything else. Right from the start my husband told me we would have no secrets. That all those things people don't say to each other we would say. It's led to an amazing marriage.
We have 2 we agreed on.
The number of people we slept with. He told me it had been more than he remembered. I figured he was lying but since then we run into women he "dated" all over the place. Since most those were mostly in the 2 years before we met, and his family told me he dated a lot before he married. I have realized he probably does not remember.
I've told him about all my lovers. A story about something that happened. He could probably figure out my number if he tried.
The other is what he paid for my engagement ring. I had something I wanted in mind. He's embarrassed it was so inexpensive. This has nothing to do with this story, but since I brought up 2 secrets, I thought I should tell.
The no secrets is what's important. Very early he told me that he had been sexually adventurous. He'd gone to swing clubs, had 3 somes, 4 somes, orgies. He'd cuckolded men, slept with married women. He didn't want me to find out somewhere else.
This conversation led to a conversation about fantasies. I had 2 that were primary. The first involved a time a pretty woman was giving me a massage. My marriage was breaking up and I was horny. As she massaged my thighs I found myself wishing she'd move her hand a little further north. I realized that I was, what they call, curious.
The second was a story in penthouse letters. A husband takes his wife on a boat trip with 6 of his friends. She ends up servicing everyone with her husband being proud of her. I'd often read that story and masturbate.
We'd talk about these fantasies and use them in our bedroom play, but never acted on them.
We were away in New Orleans. We were staying in a beautiful hotel. We spent the day sightseeing and shopping. During the day we'd have a hurricane or 2. Nothing outrageous. Not drunk, just a nice mellow. It was a great day.
We went back to the hotel room and made love. After we showered and got ready to go out. I was feeling loved, sexy, and free.
It was a hot night. My husband has a dress he loves me in. It's a light dress ankle length dress. It has a peasant style top and sleeves. It hugs my body and at the hips flows out. It buttons from top to ankle. Depending on where I am I can button or unbutton the top and bottom to show more or less skin. I added a pink lacy thong, and matching push-up bra.
We were going out in New Orleans. Buttons were not required. My husband likes it when men check me out. Ok. I like it too, so I'm happy to oblige. Especially where no one knows me..
The top was unbuttoned to show maximum cleavage. I don't have much. I am 5'2", 120, long dark hair to the middle of my back, and 34c. But the push-up bra did wonders and the dress was unbuttoned to where you could actually see the top of the bra.
The bottom I unbuttoned to 2" below my crotch. When I stood still you might see some leg. When I moved the dress flowed around me constantly flashing and covering my legs.
I looked in the mirror. I looked both covered and when I moved, you'd try and catch a glimpse of something you shouldn't see.
My husband kissed me and told me I was gorgeous. We headed out. We were in the party zone. We drank hurricanes, we danced, we both flirted. Together we are great flirts. We were standing by the bar. We started talking to this woman. She was very pretty, 5" taller than me and enjoying talking to my husband. He never had problems to talking to pretty women. At one point she pulled aside her skirt to show my husband she was wearing stockings garters and a thong. She was there with girlfriends who were dancing.
Unfortunately she started drinking too much. When she spilled some beer on me. We pulled away and let her join her friends. My husband was also talking to a group of men. We were standing at a crowded bar. 3 guys came up to order beer but there was no room at the bar. My husband ordered their beers for them.
One guy was obviously the leader of the group. He was older, forward, and outgoing. Not bad looking, but a bit arrogant for my tastes. Turns out they were, in the army, on leave, and partying. My husband engaged mostly with this guy. The guy also flirted a bit with me. After a while they stepped away.
A woman who'd been eyeing me from across the room came over and asked me to dance. This happens sometimes. I don't mind so I said yes. We danced a fast dance. Standing at the bar, my dress exposed one leg from mid thigh down. When I danced the dress swirled around my legs hiding them and then exposing them almost to my pussy the as we'd dance.
At the end of the song she pulled me close and kissed me. I had never been kissed by a girl like this. I had had a few drinks, and this was New Orleans. I enjoyed the kiss. It was soft and fun. I kissed back.
A number of people stopped to look. After all 2 cute girls kissing on the dance floor is fun to watch. Even in New Orleans. I did see the army guys take notice.
I went back to my husband at the bar. The army guy had renewed interest and came over to chat. His 2 friends stood a little behind him. Close enough to hear the conversation, but for the most part they did not join in.
During this time my husband leaned into me and said, "Which one?"
It was a game we played trying to guess who the other found most attractive.
As usual I replied, "guess."
He guessed right. Out of the 3 army guys I found the shy one in the back the cutest. I am not sure why I always find the shy one cute. My husband says I am like him, I like the idea of corrupting someone. I like to think it's about something on a higher moral ground, but he may be right.
Jokingly my husband said, "I think you'd have to fuck this guy and the others to get to him." Referring to the leader.
We joked like this all the time. Knowing it wasn't going to happen I said, "And the problem is...?"
We laughed, but in my head I was picturing the scene. Me being fucked from behind by arrogant guy while I gave shy guy a blow job. My pussy tingled.
I flirted a bit more and even engaged shy guy in the conversation. Eventually we left. We explored some other bars and partied in the street.
When we got back to our hotel, someone yelled hey there. The army guys were in the lobby bar drinking. We went over and said hi. They were staying in the same hotel and asked if the could buy us a drink. We accepted and we stayed and talked.
I climbed on a bar stool. My dress just hung openly at both sides. They were standing around me. I'm short so it's hard to keep your legs crossed on a bar stool. I knew I was flashing my panties at these guys constantly.
I was actually enjoying myself. I was the center of attention of 4 guys, including my husband. I may have been flashing a bit on purpose as well as bending forward so they could pay attention to my cleavage. I was getting wet and knew my husband was in for a great fuck when I got him to our room.
Army guy then said, "Drinks here are so expensive. We have a suite upstairs. Why don't you come on up and have another drink?"
I was about to say no when my husband said, "Sounds good."
Sounds good? That was new. I'd been flashing these guys all night and now we were going to be alone with them? I wasn't afraid. I knew my husband would take care of me. He's gotten me out of some tight spots before that my flirting got me into. Still knowing we were going to be alone with these guys made me tingle.
When we got in the elevator, my husband grabbed my ass pulled me to him and kissed me.
Army guy commented, "That Looks fun."
I looked at him and with a coy smile said, "It is."
We got to the room and I sat on the couch. It was low and when I sat down my dress fell apart and my panties were in full view. Even I had to acknowledge it.
As I grabbed the 2 sides to try and button a few more buttons I said, "I'm sorry."
I struggle with the buttons. Sitting as I was it was hard to pull them together.
I started to stand up so I could button them when Army guy said, "Don't fix it for us. We're enjoying the view and we've already seen it."
I looked at my husband. He just shrugged. I sat down. Now we all knew I was showing off my panties on purpose. I was hoping they weren't showing how wet I was.
Army guy said, "Now that improves the decor immensely."
We all laughed. That broke the tension and we all relaxed and had drinks.
At some point Army guy said he liked my dress. I thanked him.
My husband said, "You haven't seen the best part."
I knew what he meant. The dress was white with a lavender floral design. The material was light cotton. My husband loved the fact that with the light behind me you could plainly see every curve.
"What's the best part?" asked Army guy.
My husband took my hand and led me to wear the light was behind me. I know I should have stopped him, but I didn't want to. I liked when he showed me off, and this was further than we'd ever gone before. My pussy was begging to be touched.
As I stood in front of the light army guy said, "Wow. You're right that is the best part. Can we see the back?"
Without waiting for my husband I turned around. I took the sides of my dress that were hanging around my legs and held the, out like wings. That meant the silhouette of my body from hips down was very clear.
"Cute thong," Army guy said.
I guess I didn't realize how see through the dress was standing like that. Actually I probably did. Now my pussy was on fire. I wanted to leave and get fucked, but my husband made no signs we were leaving.
Now we were on the subject of my underwear. My husband commented that one of the reasons he loved me is that I always wore cute underwear. I knew my husband has a thing for cute panties, so that's all I buy. I think I have 3 pair of white cotton I never wear.
Army guy asked if the thong matched the bra. They had seen parts of both.
I said, "You've seen both. What do you think?"
Army guy said, "Well they look like the match. But we can't tell for sure."
I looked at my husband. He smiled and shrugged. Basically saying it's up to me. I know if I'd said no he would have made sure everything stopped right there and taken me to my room. I was having too much fun.
I reached up unbuttoned a few dress buttons and held the top open showing off my bra. Then I gathered part of my dress around my waist completely showing off my panties.
Army guy said, "Yup. They match, and your husbands right they're cute as hell on you." His buddies all agreed.
"Thank you," I said, not bothering to let the dress fall back into place.
"Is the back of the thong as cute as the front?" asked army guy.
For an answer I turned around, pulled the dress aside and showed him. I kind of wiggled my ass as I did.
All the guys started saying how cute they were and what a great ass I have. I was loving the attention. I let my dress fall back into place. I didn't button the top buttons back up.
The guys were complimenting me. I was loving it.
"So you all approve of my underwear?" I asked.
There was a chorus of yes. They looked great on me. Then shy guy shocked me.
"They're beautiful on you," he said. "The only way they'd look better would be beside you on the floor."
He meant it as a joke. We all knew that. The guys all laughed. They kind of made fun of shy guy saying, "See even you can have a good idea once in a while."
We were all laughing but I felt kind of bad they were teasing shy guy. Then I had a dirty thought. I was wearing a dress. I was completely covered. I looked at my husband. He was just smiling at me. I could see the pride and adoration in his eyes. I reached under my dress shimmied out of my panties, left them on the floor and stepped out of them.
"So they look better now?" I asked.
They all looked stunned. I loved it. I loved that I shocked them. I was flushed, feeling horny as hell, and eating it up.
Obviously army guy was a quick thinker. "Now they're no longer a matched set."
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"Well, the thong is on the floor but the bra is still on you," he replied.
I laughed. I looked at my husband. Seeing nothing from him to stop me, I reached behind me, unclasped the bra, did that thing that amazes guys. Pulled it out my sleeve and dropped it on the floor. Now I was just standing in my dress, in front of 3 cute strangers, my underwear on the floor, and I was so wet I thought I would be creaming down my legs.
I knew that the dress was sheer enough that my breasts and nipples could be seen. I looked at my husband. He just smiled and nodded. That was it. I knew I had permission to do whatever I wanted.
"Is that better," I said with a challenging smile.
"Well," said army guy." "They look pretty lonely without the dress."
I looked once more at my husband. He smiled at me. Mouthed the words, "Your choice."
"You think?" I said to army guy. I started walking towards the bedroom. As I did I finished unbuttoning the dress. I dropped it in the doorway. As I walked through. I turned my head and said, "If we're going to do this, we're going to be comfortable." I disappeared through the doorway.
I could hear them pulling off their clothes as the 3 of them came through the bedroom door in different states of undress. My husband came in behind them, completely dressed and leaned against the wall.
I lay down on my back on the bed.
Army guy was the first naked on the bed. He placed his cock near my face. I grabbed it and placed it in my mouth. It was funny feeling a new cock after 2 years of marriage. It was also hot as hell. I could taste a drop of precum. The other guy came and knelt near my head on the other side. I grabbed his cock. Turned my head and started sucking it.
I alternated between the 2 guys. I was loving it.
Army guy was talking. "That's it. Suck that cock. You know you love it. Get as much as you can in your mouth."
When I was sucking the other guy army guy would say things like, "That's it. Fuck her face. Fill her mouth."
I loved the dirty talk. I'd stop and say, "Mmmmmm, I love cock. I love the way it tastes. I love the way it feels. That's it fuck my mouth."
Army guy tried a tentative, "Do you like being a slut?"
I loved that word. I told him, "Yes, fuck my mouth like a slut. Feel my slutty lips around your cock."
Army guy now knew it was ok. "That's it slut. Suck my cock. Suck it good." When I was with the other guy, "Fuck the sluts mouth. Fill it with your cock."
Meanwhile my pussy is dying. I needed it filled right now. Shy guy was standing there, naked, not sure what to do. He had a bigger than average cock. About the same as my husband's.
Between sucking cocks, I looked at him and said, "Put that thing in me."
He looked at my husband. My husband just gave him a nod.
Shy guy climbed on the bed. I spread my legs for him. He placed the tip of his cock against my pussy. I was soaked. I didn't need anything else
I looked him in the eye. "That's it. Stick it in me. Fuck me. Fuck my cunt."
That was all he needed. He slid his cock all the way into me. I was in sensory overload. I came.
I smiled at my husband. "Did you see that baby? Did you see me cum? Did you see your little slut wife cum?" Shy guy kept fucking me.
As I said it I felt another one building. "Oh baby, I'm going to cum again. I'm going to cum all over his cock." I came again.
I doubled my efforts on the 2 cocks I was sucking. I had to time my movements with the thrusting of shy guys cock. It felt good. The other guy started moaning.
"That's it," I said. "Where do you want to come? In my mouth? On my face? On my tits? What do you want? Give me that cum."
That was it for him. He started to cum. He got a little it my mouth, the rest on my face and tits. As the hot cum hit my skin I came again.
He laid back on the bed. Now I could concentrate on Army guys cock. I did.
I looked at him, gave him a dirty smile, and said, You're next."
I wrapped my hand around his shaft. I started jerking and sucking him as hard as he was trying to fuck my mouth.
"Come on. You've been wanting to fuck me since we met in the bar. Well you got your wish. I've got my slutty little mouth wrapped around your cock. What are you going to do now? Cum in my mouth? What did you dream of in the bar? My tits? My face? Your friend already came on my tits and face. See it dripping? Starting to dry on my skin? What do you want?"
Army guy started to grunt. I knew he was about to cum. I clamped my lips around his cock. I felt the first jets of cum hit me in the back of the throat. He filled my mouth. I started swallowing. I got most of it. Some dribbled down my cheek. I looked at my husband.
"How do I look baby? All this cum on my skin and a cock in my cunt. This feels amazing. It's what I dreamed of. Watch him fuck me. Are you proud of your little slut? Tell me you love me."
My husband came to the side of the bed. "I love my slut wife," he said. I always have, always will."
I came again.
I now concentrated on shy guy. "That's it fuck my cunt. It's you I wanted to fuck. I wanted to fuck you in the bar. I sucked these 2 cocks just so you would fuck me."
I looked at army guy, "Don't get me wrong. I loved it, but it's true."
He laughed and said, "I'm not hurt. This is fucking hot."
I went back to shy guy, "Fill me up. Cum in my cunt. Let me feel it. You are the first person to fuck me since I started dating my husband. Give me that cum."
That was it for him. He started to cum. So did I. I could feel it hit the walls of my pussy. He continued to pump his cock in and out of me. I could feel the cum squeezing out my pussy and down my ass.
He pulled out of me. I crooked my finger and beckoned him up on the bed. He came up beside my head. I took his cock in my mouth and cleaned it off." I got some on my face and lips.
"Baby," I said to my husband. "Do you see the cum dripping out my pussy? Do you see it all over my face and tits? What do you think of your slut wife?"
"She's beautiful," he said.
I lay back on the bed. My husband grabbed a robe hanging in the closet. He wrapped it around me. He got a wet washcloth and wiped my face kind of clean. Not completely. Army guy had grabbed my clothes and put them in the rooms plastic laundry bag.
My husband shook army guy's hand and said good night. He guided/carried me to the elevator. We got on to go to our floor.
"I love you," he said. "Was it everything you fantasized about?"
I nodded my head. "It was amazing," I said
He brought me to our room, started the shower, and got me in it. I let the hot water cascade over me. My husband undressed and joined me in the shower. He took a washcloth and cleaned me up while I clung to him.
When he was done I kissed him. Passionately. Madly passionately. Crazy passionately.
He turned off the water and dried me off. We left the bathroom. He lay me down on the bed and climbed on top of me. I reached down and guided his cock into me. It felt right. There was the cock I knew and loved.
I whispered in his ear. "That was amazing. I love you. Next time it's your turn."
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My daughter Kate and I were in the garage. We had just moved and were emptying and putting away boxes. My name is Jennifer. I am recently divorced and, using the cash from the sale of our house, I had just bought this 1/2 of a duplex townhouse.
Kate had just finished college and had moved back home to find a job. She found a great one close by. She moved in with me to save money. Since she and I discovered her father's affair Kate had very little to do with him.
We were still unpacking. A few of the neighbors came by to introduce themselves. They seemed nice. I wondered about the next door neighbor. We shared the duplex. I had asked some of the neighbors about him. They said he traveled a lot, but was very nice.
Well, I thought, that was good to know. No one wanted to live next to trouble. Little did I know what trouble was.
Truthfully it started innocently enough. As we were unpacking a man came up to the garage. We both stopped to look at him. He looked about 30, 6', 170lbs. He had dark blonde hair, green eyes and a day's worth of stubble on his face.
He introduced himself as Kevin. The guy next door. Kate and I looked at each other. We almost laughed out loud. We had joked about having a hot stud next door. Now we had this gorgeous man next to us.
The good part, he was gorgeous. On the other hand We were covered with sweat and grime from unpacking boxes all morning. I know Kate well enough to know she was thinking the same thing. We didn't even put makeup on. Normally we're no slouches. We're not models, but we clean up well. I'm 41, 5'6", 130, dirty blond, shoulder length hair, and blue eyes. Kate looks more like her dad. 22, 5'7", 120, long brown hair and brown eyes. She gets a lot of attention.
We introduced ourselves and of course apologized for the way we looked. He said he understood and asked if he could help. We spent about 2 hours unpacking. Every time he bent over to pick up a box Kate a and I would check him out. We'd catch each other and smile.
When we'd had enough we asked him if he'd like to come inside for a drink. He said sure. He came in, Kate got us some sodas and we sat at the kitchen table and chatted.
He was 32, single, broke up with his girlfriend 6 months ago. He worked as a manufacturer's rep for a military contractor so he was on the road 40 to 50% of the time. He suggested that might have had something to do with his breakup.
He stayed for about an hour chatting. We truly enjoyed his company. He offered to come and help tomorrow. We told him that he didn't have to do that. He said he didn't mind as he had no plans and, truthfully, was bored and liked the company. We made plans to see him the next day.
The next morning I got up and started getting ready to go out and work. I grabbed some grubby clothes. Then I remembered Kevin was coming to help. I rethought what I was going to wear. I grabbed a cute pair of shorts and s tank top. Nothing outrageous, but better than yesterday. I but on some light make up. Something that wouldn't drip with the sweat. I looked in the mirror. Suburban housewife cute, I thought.
I went to the garage to start working. I opened the door to get some air circulating. Kevin came by a few minutes later. He had shaved but still looked great.
Just as we started working Kate came to join us. I did a double take. Kate was wearing a bikini. Certainly not her most daring one, yet a bikini. She had a T shirt pulled over it. Not too tight but the way it hung from her you knew she had a figure. It came just to her navel showing about two inches of flat belly between the bathing suit and top. Her hair tied back in a cute ponytail.
It was perfectly acceptable wear for a hot 22 year old doing sweaty work but I was a little taken aback. As we worked I noticed Kevin checking her out every once in a while. I kind of got in a bad mood. Nothing awful. Just a small cloud. I got quiet. All this time Kate chatted with Kevin. Some of it a little flirtatious. I wasn't sure I liked it.
Again, after working he came inside and chatted. This time Kate did more talking. Definately flirtatious. As she talked she'd sometimes touch his arm or hand.
As we chatted he mentioned the worst part of travel was spending meals alone. Then when he got home he was still eating most of his meals alone. He had plenty of friends but you can't go out every night.
I perked up and invited him to join us for dinner. He politely refused saying he did not want to impose. Kate and I insisted and he accepted. He then said his goodbyes and said he'd see us at dinner.
When he left I looked at Kate and said, "Bikini?"
She laughed and said, " Why not. He's cute. Never hurts to show off a bit."
I laughed. "Well, he noticed," I said."
"Good," she said. "Nice to know I still have it," and went off to her room.
Still have it, I thought. She's 22. Of course she still has it. Then again, what did I care? It's not like I was in love with Kevin, or even interested. I'd just met him. He was 9 years younger than me. Then of course I thought, he was 10 years older than her.
I shook my head. Why was I thinking these things. I'm 41. Not a high school girl. I went about putting things away and preparing dinner. As I did I couldn't stop thinking of Kevin and of Kate in her bikini. This is silly I kept reminding myself.
It was getting dinner time. I figured I should shower and change. I jumped in the shower. As I washed myself I had a picture of Kevin, bending over a box, come into my head. It was followed by his face with one day stubble and big shoulders. Without thinking my hand dropped down to my pussy. I softly rubbed my clit.
When was the last time I had sex I thought. 9 months? A year? I thought of Kevin again. His smile, trim waist. My fingers got more urgent as did my need. I put my hand against the wall to steady myself. I came. Not a world crashing orgasm, but enough to get me by for now.
As I stepped out of the shower. I felt guilty, well guilty and a little naughty. After all he is only 9 years younger than me. Would that make me a cougar?
I looked at my closet trying to figure out what to wear. I chose a pair of jeans that showed off my figure and a top that hugged my curves and showed a little bit of skin between the jeans and the shirt. I pulled out a pretty thong and matching bra. It wasn't like anyone was going to see it, but it made me feel pretty. I added a pair of strappy sandals.
I checked myself in the mirror. I looked good. I hadn't tried to look good in a while. It felt good.
The doorbell rang just as I finished setting the table. I answered it. Kevin was there in shorts and a untucked button down shirt. He had a 5:00 shadow and smelled of spice. He was wearing a subtle cologne.
I invited him in and offered him a beer. He accepted. I went and got 2 out of the fridge. He could see me from where he sat. I bent over straight legged to get the beers. I knew these jeans made my ass look good. I laughed at myself for being a little naughty. I brought him his beer.
Just as I handed it to him Kate came in the room. He said hi.
I looked at what she was wearing. She had on a short denim skirt that showed off almost every inch of her legs. With it, a tank top. She was barefoot. Totally acceptable wear for a 22 year old girl, but I didn't like it. I had this stupid feeling in my stomach. Why was I upset. She'd dressed like that 100 times since she was 15. Why today was I bothered.
She saw we had beers and went to get one. We watched her. She did the same thing I did. Bent over straight legged. The curve of her ass barely came into view. Barely, but it did. I realized I was standing and Kevin was sitting. He had a better view. He probably saw more than me.
Again I didn't like it. I suppressed the feeling and we all chatted. We then sat for dinner. I sat across from Kevin. Kate sat between us on the side. As we chatted she flirted a little. Again the light hand touches. I looked down and noticed her skirt had slid up. Sometimes when she moved you could see a flash of her panties. I felt like I was intruding and that I was being left out.
Kevin made a number of attempts to include me, but I was thinking of what my daughter was doing and didn't notice. When I did respond it was brief. Polite, with smiles, but brief.
At the end of dinner Kevin thanked us and invited us over to repay us. We accepted.
After dinner I went to my room to read. I actually was avoiding Kate. I slipped off my jeans and lay down to read. I couldn't concentrate on the book. My mind flashed to Kevin. My fingers found my pussy again. As I played with myself an image of Kevin kissing Kate flashed in my mind. I came.
Almost immediately Kate knocked on my door. I told her to come in. She saw me lying on the bed. She'd seen me in my underwear plenty of times. No big deal. She asked me if I was ok. She was worried as I was so quiet at dinner.
I assured her I was fine and just tired. After all, what else could I say? I think I'm jealous of Kevin and you? It sounded ridiculous even as I thought it.
She came over, kissed me on the cheek, and said goodnight. As she walked out the door she flashed me that pretty smile and said, "Hot panties mom."
A few days went by. I knew Kevin was home. His car was in the driveway.
Our town houses are 2 stories with a basement. To reach the first floor front door you go up about 5 steps. Each has a nice sized back yard with a patio. Unfortunately there's not much privacy there as the neighbor in the attached house can see right into the yard. We had put in some nice deck furniture, a a grille, and a table.
It was sunny out. I looked at the lounges. My mind flashed to Kevin. I thought of Kate in her short skirt. I don't know what possessed me. I decided to go tan. I looked at my bikinis. I knew which one I wanted, but for some reason I tried to fool myself I was considering others. Finally I grabbed the one I wanted.
It was bright yellow. The top was a string halter that tied around the back and around my neck. The bottom was a string bikini that tied on each side. It left a great deal of ass showing. I don't think I've worn it for 10 years.
I put it on and checked myself in the mirror. I could still rock this bikini. I'd never wear it in public, after all, I'm 41, but looked good.
I went outside with a towel and lotion to tan. I moved the lounge so I could discretely see Kevin's window. He was looking down, I up. So if he looked he'd see more than I could. I lay down on my back. With my sunglasses on you could not tell if I was awake or asleep.
Finally I saw him go by the window. Finally I thought, why was I waiting? What was I doing. But I saw him. He stopped and looked.
I still got it, I thought. I reached up and untied the sting around my neck. Holding the top in place I lay down again. He was still looking.
I reached for the lotion. I squeezed some in my hand and started spreading it on me. I started with my belly. Slowly working my hands towards the bottom of my bikini. My fingertips brushed the band and dipped under the material just a little. Then I worked my way up. When I reached my top I pushed it up a bit. I exposed a bit of the white globe of my breasts. Just a bit of the bottom curve. I rubbed the lotion on.
I looked back at Kevin's window. He had stepped back a bit but was still watching.
I then pulled the top back in place. This time starting at my neck and shoulders. I took my time finally getting to my breasts. I rubbed lotion almost to the point you could see my nipples. Then I stopped. I actually wanted to keep going. To rub and pull my nipples, but I stopped.
I brought my knee up to my chest. Starting as far down as I could I started rubbing lotion up my leg. As I got the the top of my thigh I put the leg down and continued. I let my fingers brush the crotch of my bikini. I then did the same with the other leg.
I'm pretty sure he watched the whole show. I wanted to run inside and masturbate. I knew I needed to wait to make my show convincing.
I didn't have to wait long. About 10 minutes later my doorbell rang. I tied the top of my bikini and went in. I thought of putting on a wrap but was feeling a bit wild and horny and figured might as well scare or give whoever it was a thrill.
It was Kevin. He said they'd delivered some of my mail to his house and he was dropping it off. It was just junk mail.
Then he said, "Do you always answer the door in a bikini?"
It was obviously meant as a joke.
I gave it my best flirt and said, "Only for handsome young men. Why do you mind?"
Young? Why did I say young? I could have kicked myself.
"Mind, hell no," he said. "I'm just going to drop by more often."
Oh my god. He was flirting back.
"Well if that's the case I might have to find something better than a bikini."
Did that come out of my mouth? Who said that?
"One can only dream," he said.
I laughed. I asked if he wanted to come in for a beer. He said sure.
I went to the fridge. I was wearing a bikini that barely covered my ass. Last time I was wearing jeans. Last time Kate was wearing a short skirt. A bit of her ass showed.
I bent over straight legged my legs slightly parted. I felt the suit slide up. I felt it stretched across my pussy. I stayed a bit longer than I should. I then brought him the beer.
I invited him to join me on the deck. He accepted. I thought to adjust the back of my suit where it slid up but decided not to. I lay down on my stomach on the lounge. I had my sunglasses back on.
He sat on the lounge next to me and pulled his shirt off. He had a nice chest. Broad, strong, not too hairy. He didn't have a 6 pack but he looked good.
I was feeling bold. "Before you lay down," I said, "Would you do my back?" I held up the lotion.
Even as I said it I thought, what a cliche, but it worked.
He agreed and took the lotion. I undid both the strings of my top to give him better access. He started at my neck and slowly worked his way down. My nerves were on edge. I could feel his fingers on the sides of my breasts. Just at the line of decency and too much. I wanted to move, to give him access, but I didn't. I knew I couldn't, shouldn't.
His hands worked their way down my back. As he neared the bottom of my bikini. He brushed it with his fingers. I prayed he'd slide his fingers under it. He didn't. Instead he started at my feet. He slowly worked up my calf to my knee. He then did the same on the other side. Then he moved up my thigh. I parted my legs to make it easier. If I weren't wearing a bathing suit that had extra material at the crotch, I'm sure I'd have had a wet spot.
He continued up my thigh. My bathing suit was still pulled up from when I bent over. A lot of ass was showing. He continued right up to the bathing suit his hands on my ass like it was no big deal. His fingers brushed the crotch of my bathing suit. I wanted to pull the strings on both sides and just let it fall off me.
Instead I just lay there holding my breath.
"There," he said. "All set."
He then lay down on his lounge.
Me? I didn't want to move. I was reliving every touch. I could feel my whole body tingling.
I lost track of time. I fell asleep. Kevin lightly shook me awake. I popped up, startled, forgetting I had untied my top. I grabbed it and quickly held it over my tits. I knew it was too late. He'd gotten a good look. The thought made me tingly and horny.
"We've been out here for a while," he said. "You fell asleep. I was afraid you'd burn,"
"Burn?" The only part of me burning was my pussy.
I thanked him, tied my top on, and sat up.
We got up and went inside. As we walked in Kate walked in the front door.
Completely unabashed the first thing she said was, "Wow, I have not seen you in that bikini in 10 years."
Then she said hi to Kevin.
They exchanged pleasantries. Kevin said bye and left.
Kate went to her room to change. As she left she said, "Looking good mom."
I went to my room to shower and change. I jumped in the shower and turned it on hot. I thought of rubbing the lotion on my body as Kevin watched. I imagined sliding my bathing suit off as he watched. I felt his hands on my back. I again imagined untying the bottom. This time getting on my knees so he could enter me from behind.
As I did I played with my pussy. This time I was not soft. I wanted to make myself cum, hard. As images flashed through my mind I got closer and closer. All of a sudden an image of Kate watching Kevin as he fucked me flashed through my head. I came. I came hard.
I steadied myself against the shower wall. I took in deep breaths. What the hell was that, I thought. Even as I thought it, the image came to the forefront. Picturing myself on my knees, fucked from behind, as my daughter watched. I was embarrassed I thought it. I was still hot thinking it.
We had nothing to do tonight. Usually we just throw on something comfortable and watch TV. Today I was being more picky. I found a cute pair of pajama shorts and a little tank that left my navel exposed. No bra, no panties. I was going to sleep in this.
I went out to watch TV. Kate was already there in a T shirt and panties. She wore that a lot. The shirt barely covered her ass. She looked at me.
"What's the occasion," she said.
I pretended to have no idea what she was talking about. "No occasion," I said.
She gave me a half laughing look but let the topic drop. Every once in a while she'd look at me. My face would flush. It wasn't because I was embarrassed. It was because I was enjoying being looked at.
When I finally went to bed I was hornier than I remembered being in years. I stood in front of the mirror and pulled my top off. I cupped my breasts. I remembered that Kevin had seen them today. My nipples were hard. I caressed them. Then I slid my shorts off. My shaved pussy came into view. Who was I shaving it for? When was the last time someone saw it.
I thought about Kevin, running his hands and lotion up my thighs. I wondered what Kate would say if she knew I shaved my pussy. Everything from the day started coming back. I grabbed my vibrator from my bottom drawer and placed it against my pussy. I did not stop till I came 3 times and fell asleep.
The next day was a normal day. We were going to Kevin's for dinner. What to wear was an issue. Normally I'd ask Kate. Normally she'd ask me. This time, neither of us asked the other.
I chose a short denim skirt. Not as short as Kate's but short. I had a white linen top with spaghetti straps. It scooped down in front and definitely showed cleavage. Under it I wore a lacy strapless bra. The bra was sexy. It had scalloped edges and barely covered my nipples. You could see it through the top. I had a cute pair of low heels and a white thong that matched the bra. I looked hot.
I stepped out of my room. Kate was waiting for me on the couch. I looked. She was wearing what they call a handkerchief top. It was tiny. It tied around her neck and loosely around her back. The top started about mid cleavage, barely covered her breasts and came to a point about 4 inches above her navel. Because it was tied lightly you could see a little of the side of her tits. From the back it looked like she was almost naked from neck to skirt. Her skirt was short and white. Much shorter than mine. When she stood, if you looked, you could tell she was wearing a pair of small pink boy shorts under it.
"Wow mom, you look hot," she said.
"You look very pretty yourself," I replied.
We walked over to Kevin's house. When he opened the door he just looked at us blinking. Then he recovered.
"If I knew two such sexy women would come to dinner I would have started cooking for you the day I met you."
I blushed.
Kate flashed him a smile and said, "Yup, I guess it sucks to be you tonight."



That broke the ice. We all went in chatting and enjoying ourselves. I did notice that Kate rarely crossed her legs and when she did, she did so slowly. She was flashing him. She'd also find reasons to bend over and give him a look down her top.
Well, I could do some of that too. I stopped crossing my legs. Now he could see up my dress too. I excused myself and went to the restroom. I adjusted my bra a bit. Now my aureola showed just a bit above the bra.
I went back and joined them. They were laughing. She had her hand on his knee.
I sat directly across from him. My legs apart. Leaning in. I joined the conversation like nothing was different. This time Kate and I were both flirting. He was eating it up. I was pretty proud of myself. I was holding my own.
Finally the night was over. We both kissed Kevin. She kissed him first. Not on the lips, but lightly by the lips. I kissed him next. Lightly on the lips. We went home.
I headed to my room. Before I got there Kate said, "Wow, who'd have thought a 41 year old mom could flirt as good as I could." She had a huge smile on her face. "I'm not sure he knew where to look all night," She continued.
I had no idea how to respond. I just stood there.
She laughed and said, "Why choose." And went to bed.
I went to my room and stripped out of my clothes. I didn't even bother with my vibrator I just climbed on my bed and jammed my fingers in my pussy. I was soaking wet. I replayed the whole night. Kate flashing him, me flashing him, Kate seeing me flash him. Oh my god, my nerves were all tingling.
Just then Kate knocked on my door. Before I could answer or cover myself she opened it and looked in. She was standing there in her boy shorts and handkerchief top. She'd lost the skirt. I was on my bed naked, hand in my pussy, frozen.
She looked at me and said, "Never mind, I'll ask you tomorrow."
She closed the door. I came almost immediately. It was a amazing orgasm. I fell asleep with visions of Kevin, my daughter in her panties, and my fingers in my pussy in my head.
The next morning I tried to apologize to Kate. She would have none of it.
"Mom, I masturbate too. I'm sorry I interrupted you. I don't blame you. Kevin's cute, and showing off like that was making me hot too. Besides, it was kinda weird and hot knowing your mom masturbates."
I didn't know what to say. I went about pretending to have a normal chat, knowing there was a huge elephant in the room.
A couple of days later Kate and I were coming home from shopping. We saw Kevin in his driveway. We chatted and asked him what his plans for the night were.
He responded he was going to watch a movie. We had intended to watch the same movie. We invited him to watch with us.
Kate just said, "Cool, movie pajama party."
Kevin replied he slept in his boxers.
Kate just responded, "I sleep in a T shirt sometimes with, sometimes without panties." She laughed.
Kevin responded, "Pajama party it is. I'll hold you to that."
They both laughed and we headed in.
"Pajama party?" I practically screamed. "What were you thinking?"
"I was thinking he'd look cute in boxers," she laughed. "What are you thinking?"
Me? I was thinking of what pajamas I would wear in front of my daughter and Kevin. Would she really wear a t shirt with no panties? Would he be watching a movie in just his boxers? I was practically sweating.
He was coming in 45 minutes. I jumped in the shower. Scalding hot water. I washed, I masturbated. I pictured Kevin in his boxers. I pictured Kate in a T shirt straddling his lap. I pictured me kissing Kevin. Her Kissing Kevin. My hand on the small of her back. What the hell was wrong with me. I came.
I looked at my pajamas. What the hell was I supposed to wear? In front of my daughter? In front of Kevin? I had no clue. I found an old pair of pajamas I had. I think I wore them so my ex wouldn't want sex. Full sleeves, full legs. Panties or no?
I could have gone with full blown cotton bikini panties. No, I chose a pair of the tiniest see through bikini panties I had.
I heard Kevin and Kate Laughing in the living room. Kevin was in a T shirt and boxers. Kate was in a little ensemble I'd never seen before. Cute pink tiny boy shorts with a matching loose tank that came down about 2 inches above her navel. Her bathing suit showed more but she looked less covered now.
I walked out in my full blown PJs. They both looked at me.
Kate said to Kevin, "I think mom missed the point."
If I didn't, I was certainly missing it now.
"Be right back," Kate said and ran into my room.
When she returned her hands were full with my nighties underwear and pajamas.
She spread them on the floor and said, "if she can't pick, we can."
I protested.
Kate said, "If you can't play by the rules, you pay the price."
I stood there blushing as she and Kevin went through my stuff, the sexier the item they picked up, the more I blushed. I also realized that somewhere in my mind, I was hoping they'd pick that, and hoping they wouldn't. My pussy was wet.
Finally Kate said "Here."
I looked. She had a little lacy see through thong in her hand. For a top she had a lacy tank practically see through.
"I can't wear that," I said. "No way."
"Sorry mom," she said. "It's this or nothing."
Nothing? She'd have me naked in front of both of them? Dammit why was that making me hot? I didn't move.
Kate jumped quick. Grabbed my pajama bottoms, pulled them down, and pushed me to the couch. She pulled them off. I was now in a long sleeve pajama top and little see through panties.
"See Kevin. I told you she shaved."
She and Kevin had discussed my shaving? That means she told him she walked in on me masturbating.
The thought made me both ashamed and hot.
Then she stopped. She turned the movie on. We watched. I didn't know what to do. I should have ran and got dressed, but there was a piece of me that didn't want to.
We watched the movie, us on either side of Kevin. I forgot I was in my panties. Kate and I kind of cuddled up on either side of Kevin. It was nice. He had his arms around us. My hand had fallen to his thigh. Kate's hand was on top of mine holding it.
As the movie went on I felt something against my hand. I realized Kevin's cock was growing in his boxers. It was starting to press against my hand. I looked. Kate noticed too. She took her hand moved it off mine and started stroking Kevin's cock.
She looked at me and smiled. She then took my hand in hers and started stroking him with my hand.
My mind was raging. This was wrong. I was so wet. When was the last time I held a cock.
Kate pulled it out of his boxers. She looked at me and smiled. Kevin just rested his head back with a small smile on his face.
Kate took her hand and wrapped it around mind. She started stroking him with my hand. I let her. I knew I should stop it but I didn't want to. She took her hand away. I didn't stop stroking him.
She looked at me. "Mom, when I saw you in that bikini, I realized we were competing for his attention. I would never take anything from you. We've always shared," she said. "And, after I caught you masturbating, which by the way was fucking hot, I knew you needed some attention."
With that she kissed me. Not a mother daughter kiss. She kissed me on the lips. Tongue and all. I am ashamed to admit. I kissed back.
Kate peeled off her top. I don't think I'd seen her naked in years. Now I was looking at her perfect breasts and stroking a man's cock while I did. Kevin reached out to caress her tits. I watched him as he gently stroked them. I realized I was jealous. I wanted mine stroked too.
Kate straddled his lap. My hand was still stroking his cock. She pulled his face into her tits. He started sucking them. It looked so good I wanted to suck them too. I wanted mine sucked.
All this time I was stroking Kevin's cock.
She turned to Kevin and pulled his shirt off over his head. Then Kate pulled me close. Grabbed the hem of my top and pulled it off.
"I love you mom," she said
She turned Kevin's head to my breast. His hand went to one, his mouth to the other. I could feel it from my neck to my pussy. Then she leaned in and took my other breast in her mouth.
I moaned. I put my arm around her head, pulled her to me, and moaned. "Oh baby, I love the way you suck mama's tits. Don't stop. Suck them."
I continued to stroke Kevin's cock.
Kevin and Kate stopped sucking my tits. I groaned. I wanted them back. Kate stood up and pulled me to my feet.
Standing in front of me she said, "Mom, you're beautiful." She put her hands on the waistband of my panties, slid them over my hips, and let them fall to the floor.
Then she said, "Take mine off mom. Show Kevin your little girls pussy."
That was so wrong. I shouldn't be thinking like this. Even as I thought that, I knew I would. I grabbed her shorts and pulled them down. She was naked. She was beautiful.
She turned to Kevin, got on her knees and pulled off his boxers. As she did his cock sprang straight up. She grabbed my hand and pulled me to my knees beside her. Kevin spread his knees to make room for us.
She took his cock in her mouth. I watched. I had not given a lot of blow jobs in the past. She looked like she knew what she was doing. She stopped, looked at me, and pointed his cock at me. I took it in my mouth. I tried to do what she did. I wanted to be as good as her.
We took turns sucking his cock. He moaned. Kate and I just watched each other and smiled. Every once in a while we'd take him together. That would often end in a kiss.
Kate took a drop of precum from his cock, spread it on my lips, and kissed me. I loved the way it tasted. I loved the way she tasted.
She then told Kevin to lie down on the couch. He did as he was told. She got on the couch and straddled his face looking at me. She then pulled me up on the couch straddling his cock.
She reached down and guided his cock into me. I went slowly. I wanted to feel every inch. I could see Kevin's head moving under her. His tongue in her pussy. She made soft mewling sounds as he ate her.
As he did, Kate leaned forward and sucked my tits. With Kevin's tongue in her she'd stop and moan on my nipples as she sucked them. Her moaning breath was as much a turn on as having them sucked.
I finally sunk myself completely on Kevin's cock. With him in me and Kate sucking my tits. I came. I let out a loud moan. I started riding him.
Kate started whispering softly, "That's it mom. Ride his cock. Cum for us. You deserve it. You deserve a great fuck."
Then she kissed me. As she did I came. She kept kissing me. My mouth stopped working. Just as I started to get control back, she started to cum on Kevin's tongue.
Not really breaking the kiss, she moaned into my mouth, "oh my god mom, I'm cumming. Your little girl is cumming."
I came again.
I continued to ride Kevin's cock. Now I was fucking him.
Kate was whispering in my ear, "Fuck him. Make him cum. Feel it in you. You deserve it. Make him cum."
I started pumping him, "Come on. Cum for me. Fill my pussy with cum. I want to feel you all hot inside me."
Kate joined in. "Fuck her. Fill her with cum. I want her to feel that cock fill her cunt."
I felt Kevin start to spasm. I came. I came so hard I had to hang onto Kate so I didn't fall.
Kevin came. Hot cum hitting the walls of my pussy. I could feel it squeezing out of me as he continued to fuck me.
With that Kate came again. We hung on each other gasping for air.
Eventually, Kevin's cock slipped out of me. I fell backwards to catch my breath. Kate leaned forward and took his soft cock in her mouth. She sucked it all in her mouth making, mmmmmm, sounds as she did.
When she was done she crawled down Kevin's body towards me. She brought her lips to mine. She kissed me. Her lips were covered with his cum and my pussy juice. I kissed her passionately. It was delicious.
We lay there for a while catching our breath. Eventually Kevin looked at the clock and realized he had a flight in 6 hours. He kissed us both and promised to call as soon as he got back.
I got up went to my room and collapsed on my bed. Kate opened my door.
"Mom, can I sleep with you tonight?"
I held out my arms. She climbed into bed, rested her head on my chest, and closed her eyes. I looked at my baby for a while. I didn't regret what we'd done, but I wondered where it would lead.
As we lay there I felt her hand slide down to my pussy. Her fingers lightly played with my clit.
I sighed softly and kissed her on the head.
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I guess I should start from the beginning. Jon and I had been together for a while. Life was good. He treated me well and I loved him. One day we started talking about our exs. I learned that he had a pretty wild relationship before me. He is older than me. I am 23, he is 29, so I knew he'd had previous relationships. I just didn't realize how wild the sex with this ex was.
We had a great sex life, but nothing like he described. I'd only had one other partner before him. I mean, I'm pretty. At 5' nothing and 100 lbs, I get a lot of attention and I love it, but I never acted on it.
As we talked about fantasies I admitted I had a thing for older men. He asked if that's why I chose him and I admitted that was part of it. Then he asked me how old. I told him there were guys in their 40s and 50s at work that I was attracted to. He pressed me on how attracted. I finally admitted I fantasized about them sometimes.
I thought he'd be weird about it. Instead he got all excited and told me that was hot. Next thing I knew we were fucking like rabbits with him asking me about the older guys and what I imagined doing with them. It was wild intense sex and I came like crazy.
A few days later we started talking about fantasies again. I asked him why he liked the fact I was into older men so much. He told me he had a fantasy of seeing me with another man and the idea of it being an older man was even more exciting.
At first I thought it was an odd fantasy, but I loved him and since it was just fantasy, I thought I'd indulge it. I asked him more about it. He started showing me stories online about women with other men. They were from a man's perspective. They talked about how much they enjoyed seeing their wives or GFs with another man. Even doing things with the other man she would not do with him.
As we read the stories I admit I got turned on. I could picture me and some of the older men I knew. I could picture letting them take me in front of my boyfriend. We started incorporating this into our sex. I admit having sex with my boyfriend describing how I'd look with another cock in me, or how he'd like to watch me, made sex much more intense.
One day he suggested we try to make the fantasy real. Real? No way, I thought. I had excuses. Who would we get? How would we choose him? I would never do it with someone I knew.
What I realized was, I was turned on by the idea but the logistics bothered me. My boyfriend suggested we try craigslist and see what we found. At worst we'd get some laughs out of it. I agreed.
He placed the ad. We did not have to wait long. We got tons of responses. A lot of one liners. A lot of cock pictures. I let my boyfriend weed through them. Eventually he found a few that stood out. I did not read them but he starting corresponding.
One of the guys really piqued my boyfriends interest. He started writing erotic stories. I would have thought he just copied them from somewhere except they were kind of specific to us. Jon (my boyfriend) would show me the stories and I would read them aloud to him. Not everything in the stories turned me on, but I have to admit reading them, knowing someone had written them for us, and describing situations we fantasized about was a turn on. The story reading always led to great sex.
Jon mentioned he was going to start calling some of the guys he picked out. I did not want to look to interested. The idea of making it a reality both frightened me and turned me on. Jon did not push it. Jon asked if there was a picture he could send out. I found one that was fully dressed but really showed off my figure. With the face cropped out, I told him he could send it. The idea that he wanted to show me off to strangers was a turn on. I wondered what they thought.
One day Jon brought up the guy who wrote the stories. It turns out Jon had talked to him on the phone and thought he sounded perfect. I was skeptical. Jon started by showing me pictures. He was not gorgeous but he was certainly attractive. Jon told me how much the guy liked my pictures. It made me feel good to know he thought I was hot. Then Jon and I started discussing the stories. Jon asked me what I liked and didn't like about the stories.
In talking about the stories I could see me in parts of them. It also made me think about the man who wrote them. This guy obviously understood that sex was not just slam me on a mattress. His stories showed engagement, thought, and included me and Jon. I started wondering what this man would be like in person.
Jon would tell me about his interactions with the man. It became clear this was the guy Jon thought would work. He sounded nice, I liked his stories, but I did not know what the next step was. I certainly wasn't ready to fuck this guy.
A few days later Jon asked me if he could take a picture of me to send the guy. I told Jon to send one of the pics he has. Jon said the guy had asked for a candid shot. Here it comes I thought. The guy wants naked pics, but no, Jon said he just wanted pics that were taken just for him. In fact he said he didn't want anything x or r rated.
I thought about what I was wearing. I was in a pair of tight shorts and a T shirt. What the hell. I let Jon take the pic. Almost immediately the guy responded. He thanked both of us for the picture and said how pretty I was. He hoped he'd get a chance to meet us. I was flattered by the compliments. After all, it's nice to be admired. I smiled at Jon and Jon joked that the man had great taste.
A few days passed and Jon asked if could take another picture. I thought about the first one. I liked the compliments. I kind of liked the idea of being shown off. I said sure but told Jon to wait a minute. I went to change.
From the letters and the stories I knew what this guy liked. Short flirty skirts. Lacy tops. Cute shorts or jeans with a top that showed a of leg and a lot of belly. Well I had plenty of clothes like that. I also knew he liked cute lacy thongs and boy shorts. Well, I knew that wasn't going to Happen. I also realized if I went through with this eventually he'd see a lot more. The thought kind of excited me.
I went to my closet and found a cute short sundress. The dress covered me so I skipped the bra. I looked in the mirror. I looked pretty, not sexy, not slutty, but pretty. For fun I messed up my hair a bit. Now I looked like the girl next door who just did something naughty. Perfect I thought.
I went out and showed Jon. I did a little spin.
He said, "Wow, you look great."
I liked the compliment.
Jon said "I can't wait to show Dave what a hot girlfriend I have."
The thought of Jon getting excited by showing me off was really turning me on. I wondered if Dave would like the pictures. I realized that I really wanted him too.
Jon started taking pics and I started posing. Hand on hip, turn around look over my shoulder. That kind of thing. In one I let the shoulder strap of the dress slide down my arm a bit and showed off a little of the top of my tits. On another I held my leg out and pulled the hem of my dress up to show off my entire leg and hip stopping just short of my panties on my hips.
Jon was encouraging me. Telling me how sexy I was. Telling me what a naughty girl I was taking pictures for man I'd never met. It was all turning me on. We sat down and went through the pictures. We sent Dave 5. We got a response almost right away.
He started off telling me how sexy I looked and how lucky Jon was. Then he went to each picture and told us what he liked best. He liked that I wanted to take pics and show off for him. He said he also liked my naughty side.
All this was too much. I unzipped Jon's pants, straddled his cock. Pulled my thong aside and just started fucking him. Jon started talking to me.
"So you liked showing off for Dave. I bet you'd like to show him how naughty, even slutty you can misbehave."
He told me that Dave had sent him a cock pic and that Dave was big and thick. He kept on telling me how much he'd like to see that big cock split my pussy. I could see it in my head. Fucking Dave, feeling full, watching Jon. I Came. A great orgasm. So wet I had to throw both the panties and the dress into the wash. Next day when Jon was at worked I sneaked a peak at his email and found the picture of Dave's cock. It would definitely fill me up.
One day I was putting on a cute thong. As I did I asked Jon if he thought Dave would like them.
Jon responded with, "Let's see."
He took a few pics from the waist down of me in my thong from the back and front.
Again the response was quick. Dave said he loved the thong. He complimented my ass and my legs. This time a bit more forward. He said he wanted to rip the thong off me and for me to wrap my legs around him while he fucked me silly.
He said he could picture me on my knees, face down on the bed, ass in the air, the thong pulled down over my ass but still wrapped around my thighs and him plunging his cock in me from behind. Both those images went through my mind. They both made me tingle. I could see that as I read the responses out loud Jon was getting hard too.
After that we took pics every few days. It definitely turned us on seeing the responses. I would show off my dresses. I would sometimes pull them up to show off the panties I was wearing. One time I took pictures in just a wife beater and a thong. In a couple I was pantiless in a dress. I would pull the dress up to show off my naked ass.
Taking the pics turned me on. Knowing I was turning on this stranger and Jon was a win win. Jon and I fucked almost every day. He would tell me what a sexy slut I was. I was loving it when he said it. He would say he couldn't wait to see me give away my tight little pussy. I told him if he was good I might let him watch when I do.
The weekend was coming up. We had no plans Saturday. Out of the blue Jon said, "Let's meet Dave."
My stomach fluttered. This is the guy we'd been fantasizing about. This is the guy I'd been showing off too. He's the guy that owned that big cock.
I knew I should say no, but I said, "OK."
That night Jon and I fucked like never before. He kept telling me what a slut I was for even considering meeting this man. Telling me how he wanted to watch me get fucked. How he wanted to see my lips wrapped around that big cock. All those images were going through my head and I was loving them.
Saturday came and I was like a schoolgirl on a first date. I was pretty sure nothing would happen our first meeting, but still. I was looking for something to wear. I picked out a pink and purple lacy thong. One of Jon's favorites.
Jon came in the room and said, "I bet Dave will love those."
I thought about Dave seeing them. I put them on. I wasn't sure on a bra.
Jon chimed in, "Don't wear a bra. I want him to see those sexy tits."
I realized I wanted him to see them too.
I pulled on a short skirt. It stopped an inch below my ass. It was loose so it flounced when I walked. For a top I picked out a short sleeve v necked pullover. It was loose enough that if I leaned forward you could see my tits.
Jon grabbed me, kissed me, and told me I looked hot. He said he couldn't wait to be out with me and show me off. I was feeling sexy as hell. I knew strange men were going to be checking me out and that one of those men actually thought I might fuck him. I was already wet.
We got in the car. The plan was to meet Dave at a local bar. As I sat I noticed how much my skirt slid up. If I moved even a little my panties would show. Jon moved his hand to my panties, pushed them aside and started playing with my pussy.
"Wow," he said, "What's getting you so wet."
I just blushed. Truthfully, my mind was already back home with Jon and Dave getting fucked. Hard. I know I probably wouldn't do it, but that's what I was thinking about.
We pulled into the parking lot, parked, and started walking towards the door. My legs felt uneasy. I was hanging onto Jon. I felt like running but knew I didn't want to.
We entered the bar. I looked anxiously around. The bar was not full. I saw Dave sitting in a booth. We walked over. Dave stood up to introduce himself. Next to me he seemed big. He had a big chest and shoulders. He was a head taller than me. My eyes were at his chest height. I had to look up to talk to him.
He shook Jon's hand. He then looked at me and said, "you are 1000 times sexier in person."
I liked the compliment and thanked him.
He said, "Can I see the back? I am a total ass man."
Without even thinking I turned around. I was looking straight at Jon. David said over my shoulder. "Your girlfriend has a sexy ass. I hope I get to see more of it."
I wondered what Jon was thinking.
Dave put his hands on my shoulders, kissed my forehead and said "you look amazing".
To both of us he suggested we sit. I looked. The booth he had chosen was a rounded bench around a table. We all had to slide in. I slid in first, Dave on one side of me Jon on the other.
The conversation actually flowed easily. Dave was funny, smart, attentive, but not creepy. He made me laugh while throwing in a ton of compliments. With each compliment he got a bit more intimate. Some compliments were to me. Some were to Jon about me.
I actually felt hotter when he talked to Jon about me. I felt like someone who was going to be used and did not have a lot of power over it. The idea excited me.
As we chatted Dave would touch my arm, my hand, my thigh. Each time he touched me I felt a jolt of electricity. As we talked his hand focused more and more on my leg. I looked at Jon. Jon also saw where Dave's hand was. Our eyes met. We both knew I wasn't moving Dave's hand. We both looked at Dave. He knew we were giving him the go ahead. He commented on how soft my thighs were. I thanked him and subconsciously spread my legs a bit. His hand slid up and down my leg grazing my pussy with each stroke.
It was all driving me crazy. I decided to go to the rest room to breathe. When I got to the restroom I leaned against the counter and breathed. The reality is my panties were soaked. I could see my nipples hard against my blouse. I straightened my clothes and exited the restroom. Dave was standing there.
All I could say was, "Hi." and shyly look at the ground.
Dave put his hand under my chin and said, "You are sexier than I expected. Fucking you would be a gift from God."
I was shocked. All I could say was, "thank you"
Dave said, "I've been dying to see those panties you've been flashing all night."
He stepped back from me. Looking me in the eye he said, "Show me."
Being told what to do made my heart beat faster. We were standing in a hallway in front of the restrooms. Anyone could have walked by. Even knowing that I reached for the hem of my skirt. I pulled it up to my waist.
He said, "Nice." and then motioned for me to turn around. "Very nice," He said.
He took my arm, turned me to him and pulled me into his arms. I felt small in his arms. He looked down at me and kissed me. I kissed back. His hands dropped under the hem of my skirt and cupped my ass. As we kissed I wiggled my ass against his hands.
The kiss ended and we walked back to the table. Dave had his arm around me the whole way.
Dave looked at Jon and said, "I have a room across the parking lot. I'm taking your girlfriend. Would you like to come?"
It sounded odd but the truth is I was going. I liked the way he said "your girlfriend". I hoped Jon would come too.
We all headed over to the room. As soon as we got in Dave kissed me. Jon was right beside me. Dave nodded his head that way. Still in Dave's arms I gave Jon a passionate kiss.
Dave then pulled my top off. Slowly he bent over and started sucking on my nipples. This was the third guy who'd sucked my nipples. This time my boyfriend was watching. It was surreal and hot.
Dave looked at Jon, "Is she a good cock sucker?"
Jon said, "yes."
Dave looked at me challenging me to prove it. I slipped to my knees, unzipped his pants and started sucking his cock.
Jon went and sat down. All the time I was sucking his cock Dave asked me questions or talked to Jon. It felt odd but exciting. I felt like a sex toy. In fact at some point Dave called me a slutty little fuck toy. I liked it.
He'd tell Jon how good I was, ask if Jon liked watching his little slut suck cock, and tell Jon how lucky he was to have this sexy little slut as his girlfriend.
To me he would ask if I liked his cock, did I like sucking it in front of Jon, how did I feel on my knees with a strange cock in my mouth.
I was getting off on answering his questions and listening to Jon answer. I felt free. I felt I could do anything. I could be as slutty/naughty as I wanted and no one would judge me. I was loving having this strange cock in my mouth.
Dave pulled me up to my feet. He stood behind me. I was facing Jon.
Dave said, "Take the skirt off."
I unzipped it and let it fall to the floor.
Next he told me to walk over to Jon. I walked over in my heels and thong. When I got to Jon, Dave said to Jon "if you want me to fuck Your girlfriend take her panties off her."
I was looking in Jon's eyes. I was hoping he'd do it and hoping he wouldn't. He reached out and pulled my thong slowly over my legs.
He then looked at Dave and said, "Fuck the shit out of her."
It was time.
Dave came up behind me. He lifted my arms and put them on Jon's shoulders. I was bent at the waist. My face inches from Jon's. I felt Dave's cock push against my pussy. I had had a hard time getting my lips around the tip. I could feel its size splitting my pussy. Jon could see me suck in my breath as Dave entered me.
As Dave buried himself all the way in me I let out an, "Oh my god."
Here I was filled with the 3rd and biggest cock I'd ever felt, being bent over my boyfriend and looking in his eyes. God it was hot. I was all nerves, every part of me vibrating.
Dave said, "Ask Jon what he thinks of his slut now."
I did as I was told. I got into it.
"What do you think? Is this the slut you wanted me to be? Being fucked from behind by a stranger while looking in your eyes? Is it turning you on? I hope so, because it's really turning me on and I am pretty sure this will not be the last time you see me fucked."
Jon grabbed my hair, pulled my face close and kissed me.
Dave kept pounding my pussy from behind. I felt the start of my first orgasm.
"Oh my god Jon, I'm cumming. Your slutty little girlfriend is cumming all over a strangers cock."
The orgasm ripped through me. My knees buckled. David caught me and carried me to the bed.
Jon came over to the bed
To me Dave said, "Get your ass up."
I didn't have to be told twice. I got on my knees with my ass up in the air. Jon was sitting off to the side of us. Dave climbed on the bed behind me and started fucking me. Jon told me later he could see Dave's cock, covered with my juices, sliding in and out of me.
Dave continued to tell me what a good fuck I was. I liked it. I wanted to be the best fuck he ever had. I grunted and moaned with each thrust. It was not long before I had my second orgasm. Dave felt it and stopped fucking me.
"Turn around," Dave said.
I turned. My face was now facing his cock all covered with my juices.
"Suck it you slut."
I did. I wanted to make him cum. I wanted it in my mouth, on my face, on my tits. As I sucked him I starting begging him to cum.
"Cum for me," I begged. "Where do you want to cum? In my mouth? On my face? No ones ever fucked my ass. Do you want to fuck my ass and cum in it?"
At hearing that Jon's mouth dropped open. He'd asked me to try anal, I'd always say no and here I was offering it to a stranger."
Dave liked that idea. "Give me that virgin ass," he ordered.



I turned again. This time facing Jon. I put my ass in the air. Dave got behind me. He started probing my pussy with his fingers and spreading my juices on my tight assbud.
I looked at Jon. "Oh my god Jon. This guy is going to fuck my virgin ass before you."
As I said it Dave started probing my ass with his thumb.
Jon pulled out his cock and started stroking it as he watched.
"Oh my God Jon, he's got his thumb in my ass. Do you think he can feel how tight it is? I can feel him stretching me out. Getting ready for his cock."
"What do you think," I said to Jon. "Is this what you wanted? You can watch your girlfriend get her ass tucked for the first time?
Jon just smiled. He started jerking his cock in earnest. I told him to come closer. He did. I grabbed his cock and started sucking it.
I looked back at Dave. "Do it. Make my ass yours."
My pussy was so wet the juices he spread on me had my ass well lubricated. He pushed the head in. I stopped moving. I felt Jon's cock in my mouth but I did not move.
I felt my ass stretching. It hurt, but felt good at the same time. He stopped and waited for my ass to relax. Jon watched, stroking his cock, jacking off with my mouth around his cock, as slowly Dave buried his cock in my ass.
"Oh my god Jon. I've never felt this full. I'm going to cum. I'm going to cum with Dave's cock in my ass."
Saying that. Feeling Dave's cock all the way up my ass. I came. I came hard.
I started screaming. "Fuck my ass. Fuck it hard. Fuck my virgin ass. Give me your cum. Fill my virgin ass with your cum."
I started fucking Dave's cock with my ass more than he was fucking me. As much as I tried I could not keep Jon's cock in my mouth.
Jon watched. I could see him jerking off. I reached for his other hand and he took mine. I came again. As I did I screamed telling Jon that Dave's cock in my ass was making me cum.
I saw Jon start to spasm.
"Do it Jon. Cum on me. Cum on me while I get my ass fucked."
That was is for John. I could feel his hot cum on my face and back. I came again.
I felt Dave start to stiffen. I knew he was about to cum.
"Cum in me. Fill my ass."
He did. I could feel it squirt in me. As he kept fucking me I felt some start to drip out my ass.
Dave pulled out of me. I got off the bed. Jon was sitting on the floor. I straddled him. My ass in his face.
"See it baby? Look. There's another man's cum dripping out my ass."
Jon kissed both my ass cheeks. I went back to the bed, took Dave's cock in my mouth and started licking and sucking it clean. I could feel him getting hard again.
Between Jon and Dave the next 6 hours were a blur. A very satisfying blur.
On the way home i had a face covered with cum and smelled like sex.
"Well Jon, was it like you imagined."
Jon looked at me and said, "Better."
I laughed. I laid back in my seat, pulled my dress up, and started playing with my cum soaked pussy.
As I did, I said to Jon, "I wonder if your friends want to fuck me."
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I have no idea why I did it. Well, I kind of do. But it still. Surprised and makes me hot when I think about it
It was coming up on the weekend. Thursday Danielle called me. She told me that her and some girlfriends rented a beach house and one had to back out. She asked me if I was available. She said that the girl would take 1/2 price of her share.
Danielle had worked with me at another job. She and her friends were 10 years younger than me. After my divorce she had set me up on a couple of dates. I think she forgot how old I was. When I was 38 she was trying to set me up with guys 5-10 years my junior. I didn't hang out with Danielle a lot, but we did stay in touch.
She was sweet. A lot of my married friends didn't really want to hang out anymore. Most of them didn't want an attractive divorcee around. At 5'8", 140, blue eyes, I think they worried about their husbands. It true, some hit on me, but that wasn't my fault. I always said no.
I had no plans. Kids at college, divorced, 41, I don't live the most exciting life in the world. Besides the gym, I had no plans. I jumped at the chance.
There were 4 of us Danielle, me, and 2 of Danielle's friends, Kelly and Sam, (Samantha).
The girls were fun, Kelly and Sam were married. Danielle single. Friday night we had a blast. We drank wine, laughed, made fun of men. It was just the kind of fun I needed. I truly enjoyed myself. We sat on the deck and listened to the water. There were houses on either side of us with lights on.
About 10:00 4 men came out of the house next to us and went running to the water. I say men because that's what I thought then. On their way back they saw us on the deck and came over to say hi.
There were 4 of them. They were all about 22-24 They told us they were renting the house next door with 2 other guys. They were there till Monday. They stayed and chatted. A lot of it silly as is normal for young guys.
Danielle, Kelly, and Sam had had a drink or two. They started flirting. They were not serious but they were having fun teasing the guys. They would lead them on, make sexual innuendos, and laugh. It was all in fun. As the older woman, I laughed but did not participate. I made fun of the girls for being naughty. They knew I was joking and they made fun of me for being a prude. We were all laughing at the boys expense, but it was all in fun.
Eventually it was late and we chased the boys off to go to bed.
We hung out a bit more making jokes about penthouse forum stories and older women porn. We laughed about "making their day", and teased each other about wanting to take on a strong young man or 2. Talking about the recovery time of a young man. A little more laughing and we all headed to bed.
When I laid down I started thinking about the jokes. Strong young men. As I thought about them my fingers drifted to my pussy. With visions of being ravaged by young men I lightly played with my clit, came, and fell asleep.
I was up before everyone else. I was sitting on the deck in a pair of loose shorts and a t shirt, drinking my coffee. It was about 8:00 and I was enjoying the quiet and the view.
2 guys came out of the house. They saw me and waved. I waved back. I had no idea if it was the same guys from last night or not. They ran up and down the beach for about 30 minutes. It was fun to watch. They were young, in great shape, eye candy. I sipped my coffee and enjoyed the view.
When they were done, they ran up to the porch to chat with me. I think they were a bit disappointed I wasn't one of the younger girls. One of them asked for Samantha by name. I thought it was hilarious.
We chatted for a while. Nothing flirty. I think they kept looking past me and hoping someone else would come out. Eventually they moved on.
The other girls woke up. We had coffee, breakfast, and decided to do nothing all day but lie on the beach. About 10:00 I grabbed my bathing suit and headed for the beach.
At 41 and 2 kids I'm not perfect, but I work out 4 days a week and even I know I look good. I can still rock a bikini like any 30 year old. Since I was planning to tan and did not care what anyone thought I brought 2 very skimpy string bikinis with me.
I pulled one on and set out for the beach. I spread out my towel and lay down to enjoy the sun. I was lying on my stomach. I'd undone my top. 2 of the boys came up and asked if they could sit with me. I said sure. I think they were surprised it was me and not one of the younger girls.
I actually heard one whisper, "Oh my god, did you see that ass?"
I laughed to myself, but looking back, I have to admit I found it flattering.
The boys were joined by the others. Every time a new one showed up the ones who were there whispered and explained that it was me and not one of the younger girls. I heard a few "no way"s and "Holy shit"s. The word MILF was whispered. I was enjoying it.
Eventually the other girls joined me, all in bikinis, but truthfully mine was the most revealing. They started chatting the boys up. The joking and the flirting started. This time they boys tried to engage me as well. I joined in. Not at the level of the other girls but I was having fun.
At one point I stood up to go in the water. When I stood up, the guys stopped talking. I put my hair in a band and headed for the water. Two of the guys asked if they could go with me. I was feeling flirtatious. I wiggled my ass at them and said. I'm way too old for you boys.
They laughed and said they didn't think I was too old at all. When we hit the water the guys got playful touchy. Nothing overly sexual, but at one point I was laying on my back floating while they held me up. One of the guys had his hands on my ass holding me up. I didn't stop him.
The day went quickly. We had lunch and spent most of the day on the beach with the boys. They were sweet. High school buddies who after graduating college decided to go away together once a year to keep their connection.
As we left the beach, I wrapped myself in a towel. 2 of the boys walked up with me. As I was on the deck I decided to hang my bikini on the railing to dry. The two boys with me watched as I untied my top, pulled it out from my towel, and hung it to dry. Then I reached under it, pulled off my bottoms, stepped out of them, and hung the bottoms. The boys just watched. You could tell they were fascinated by the fact I was naked under the towel.
The boys said they were heading out that night to go dancing. They asked if we wanted to come. We just laughed and said we'll see.
The town was a beach town. You didn't need a car to get anywhere. Everything was right there. We decided to get dinner and go walk around. Not sure where we were going I pulled on a cute summer dress. It had white floral pattern, short sleeves, and a V neck that ended in just barely decent territory. A pretty push up bra added enough interest to keep someone looking. The dress followed the curve of my body and hips and then flowed to ankle length. It was slit up one leg to mid thigh. When I walked it revealed a tantalizing flash of leg. A pair of cute pink panties and strappy sandals and I looked good.
I stepped into the main room. The other girls were there in jeans and T shirts. They looked at me.
Danielle said, "No way you're getting all the attention."
She went back to change. Sam and Kelly decided to do the same. When they came out we all looked good.
We headed out around 8. We got more than one look from the men and boys around town. I have to admit it made me feel sexy being part of this hot girl squad. The men my age checking me out were all attached. But the groups of young males certainly went to my head.
We stopped for dinner. My dress fell apart at the slit and showed a lot of thigh. It's always interesting that men show more interest when they see something they think they're not supposed to be seeing. I wasn't showing any more leg than the other girls, but I got a lot more looks. As we ate we'd joke and tease each other about the guys checking us out. It was a huge ego boost and, I admit, a turn on.
After we went to a local bar with dancing and music. We ran into the boys there. We weren't the oldest in the club, but we were above the norm. The boys spent the night dancing with Sam. Kelly, and Danielle. When they weren't dancing they hung out with me. It was extremely flattering. You could see the looks on the 20 something year old girls as these good looking boys ignored them and paid attention to us.
The night was ending. The boys offered to walk us home. We all left together. When we got to our place they asked if we wanted another drink. We said sure, they ran and got some.
Sitting on the porch we flirted. Even I joined in. A couple of strategic leg crossings caught a lot of attention. The boys were vying for our attention. We gave them just enough to think they had a chance, but we knew they didn't.
When I went to bed, I already knew I was turned on. I stripped off my clothes, jumped into bed, and masturbated myself to an intense orgasm. Visions of strong young men fucking me, hot cum hitting me, they flashed through my mind as I had my fingers buried in my pussy.
Sunday was the day we were leaving. We had the house till 8 pm. We again headed for the beach. As soon as we hit the sand, the boys were there.
Sam asked one of the boys to lotion her back. He jumped at the chance.
I laughed and said, "Me too."
I thought they would hurt each other trying to get to me. At last 2 of the boys compromised. One took my back, one took my legs. I was enjoying the attention. Strong hands rubbing me, seeing how far they could go. Actually, I wasn't stopping them. They did get my ass, under my suit a bit. The side of my tits. They did brush their hands against the crotch of my bathing suit. What did I care. It was fun driving boys crazy and I was enjoying it.
We swam and enjoyed the sun. The boys attention kept us entertained. Sadly every time we went in the water one of the boys had to do lotion duty again. I hated it.
The sun was starting to wane and it was getting time to pack up. I threw on a pair of loose legged Khaki shorts and a cropped tank top with a scooped neck.
We all packed our cars and said our goodbye's. I was about a mile away when I realized I'd forgotten something. I was returning the keys the next day, so I had them to let myself back in.
As I came out and locked the door, one of the boys came over. He said they were grilling some steaks and asked if I wanted to join them.
I had nowhere to be, and steaks sounded good, so I said sure. They were great, very attentive, but very respectful. At one point I stretched. One of the guys offered to rub my shoulders. I said sure. He moved his chair behind me and started massaging them. His strong hands felt great.
Two of the other boys each grabbed a foot and started massaging them. I didn't stop them it felt great. Slowly the one massaging my shoulders expanded his area. He would go from my neck, down to my back and also around my chest a little.
I was loving it. I move the shoulder straps and bra straps out over my shoulders so they were out of the way.
The boys rubbing my feet were moving up my calves. I just sighed and let them
The boy doing my shoulders was now going in long strokes from my neck to the top of my breasts. He went just a bit under the neck of my tank top. Because I had moved my straps the tank and bra were a bit low on my chest.
The ones doing my legs had moved to my thighs. One of the boys put my leg on his shoulder to stretch it as he massaged it.
I was sure he could see right up the legs of my shorts. I was wearing a cute white lace thong. I was wondering how much he could see. The thought of this young man being turned on looking up my shorts was starting to turn me on.
His friend saw what he was doing and put my other leg on his shoulder. Now I knew they both had a great view up my shorts. I almost wished I wasn't wearing panties.
The guy on my shoulder's hands were now running from my neck, down over my shoulders, onto my just and touching the top of my bra. As he did he pushed it down a tad. He was about an inch from my nipples. It felt good. I tried to remember the last guy who touched my nipples.
The guys on my legs had reached my shorts and were about an inch from my pussy.
I was getting hot and loving the attention. My mind was racing. I was loving this, but how much further should I let it go on.
I knew I should stop it. I realized my friends were gone. I'd never see these boys again.
One of the hands on my thighs brushed my panties. A spark of electricity shot through my whole body. Soon both boys were running their hands up my leg, brushing my panties and then back down.
The one on my shoulder had pushed my bra down so my nipples would show on the next pass I knew I should stop this. Also knew I didn't want to.
Finally I came to a decision. I stood up and said "That's enough."
The boys looked at me. You could see they were worried they'd crossed the line and I was pissed.
I walked to the door of the cabin. I pulled my top off over my head and said, "Let's play inside instead," and I dropped the top in the doorway.
No one moved. I unbuttoned and unzipped my shorts, let them drop to the floor, and said, "Coming?"
They all looked at each other. I think that somehow a collective spark traveled through them. They all figured it out and started after me through the door. As they came through, I was walking towards a bedroom and removing my bra.
When they arrived at the bedroom I was sitting on the bed in my panties. They all piled in but obviously had no idea what to do now.
I reached out and grabbed the 2 closest to me by the waistband of their shorts. I pulled them close. I undid one's board shorts. His cock sprang out at attention. I wrapped my hand around his cock and took it in my mouth. He moaned. The others just watched.
I grabbed the shorts of the other guy and pulled them down. There was another young cock staring right at me. I wrapped my other hand around it and started alternating between the 2 boys giving them blow jobs.
The others looked on with astonishment. The room was silent except for the sounds of the 2 boys moaning.
I looked at the other 4 and said, "Well, get undressed."
The boys scrambled out of their clothes. I continued to suck cock. Now I had 6 naked boys not sure what to do next.
"Get on the bed."
The 4 who's cocks were not in my mouth got on the bed.
The two who's cocks I was sucking started to moan.
I started talking. "Where do you want to cum? You've been talking about me all weekend. Tell me some of the things you said. Did you fantasize about me sucking your cocks? Did you want to fuck 'The MILF'.
"Where do you want to cum? On my face? In my mouth? On my tits? You're choice boys.
"Did you jerk off at night thinking about me? About my ass? About my tits?"
I saw the boys behind me on the bed slowly stroking their cocks. I was surrounded by 6 hard cocks.
I felt the cock in my hand start to swell. "Give it to me. Come on. Fill my mouth."
I clamped my mouth around his cock. He exploded. I could feel the cum hit my throat, fill my mouth. I swallowed as fast as I could. I got most of it. Some dribbled down my chin.
I felt a shift on the bed behind me. One of the boys got on his knees behind me. He started to cum. It hit my back and ass getting cum on my panties.
I looked back at him, cum dripping on my chin and just said, "Mmmmmmm."
The other guy I was blowing lost it. With my hand wrapped around his cock he came. I aimed it at my tits. I loved the feeling of hot cum splashing and sticking to my nipples.
I then stood up. Turned to face the bed. I looked at one of the guys who just came and said, "get these panties off me."
He reached for me and pulled them to the floor.
I stepped out of them and crawled on the bed giving those 2 a great view of my shaven pussy.
I crawled over to one of the guys and straddled him. I reached down and placed his cock at the opening of my pussy.
"Ready?" I said.
He just nodded. Very slowly I lowered myself open his cock. I was enjoying every inch. I loved the feeling of the cum drying on my body. I'd often fantasized about being a slut, but when would you ever have the perfect opportunity. This was it. I let the cock sink completely in me. I came.
I reached out to the other 2 boys and had them kneel on either side of me. I grabbed them and started alternating between sucking on one, then the other.
I looked at guy between my legs. "Fuck me. Fuck me hard. Don't hold back. Cum in me."
To the group I said, "Tonight, in this room, for only you, I am your slut. I want your cocks and I want your cum. I'm your cumslut. Fuck toy. You can fuck me till you drop. I will take it all."
With that the guy under me started fucking me. He held my ass and used his strong hands to pull me up and down on his cock.
He rolled me on my back and started pumping me hard and fast. The other 2 guys put their cocks to my mouth so I could continue sucking them. The other 3 were standing around stroking their cooks to hardness again.
I could feel his cock ready to explode.
"That's it. Cum in me. Fill up my cunt. Fuck me."
He started to cum. I felt it shoot hot in my pussy. I had a raging orgasm.
He fell out of me, cut dripping out of my pussy.
I looked at one of the guys I was sucking.
"Your turn," I said.
He couldn't get there fast enough. He just rammed his cock in my cunt. I was so wet from my juices and a load of cum he slid right in.
I came again. He started fucking me.
"Mmmm, I love it," I said. "How does my cum soaked pussy feel."
He just groaned and kept fucking me. When I turned my head back there was another cock in front of my face. I had 2 again. I alternated between jerking them off and sucking them.
One guy started to tense up.
"Where do you want it," I said. "Want me to swallow it all? Want to spray it on my face and tits? Where do you want it?"
He rammed his cock in my mouth and filled it. I swallowed and sucked it all. Some dripped on my chin. I started concentrating on the other cock. I dragged it across my face getting his precum mixed with the cum on my face and then all over his cock and my face. I went back to sucking it.
He came. He caught me by surprise. I let his cock out of my mouth and got most of it on my face, tits, and some on the bed.
I ran my fingers through it and brought them to my mouth to lick off.
As I did the guy in my cunt came. I came again.
I now saw 3 hard cocks. I said, "anyone got lube?"
They looked at each other and one ran out. I told the other to lie down. I lowered my cum filled pussy on his shaft. I was so messy I could barely feel him, but that even made it hotter. I had the other guy lie down in front of me. I started sucking his cock.
The guy came back with lube. I took it from him and started lubing up his cock. Then I poured a bunch in my hand, reached back and started lubing my ass. All the guys watched in fascination.
I'd had anal before, but it wasn't my favorite but the idea of having all 3 holes filled turned me on immensely.
I stopped fucking the guy I was straddling.
"Hold still," I said.
I looked at the lubed up guy. "Fuck my ass. Slowly."
I felt the tip of his cock at the opening of my ass. As I relaxed he started to push through. I'd never felt so full in my life. When I needed to I told him to stop. He waited till my ass adjusted. Finally he was all the way in. I started moving. Trying to set a rhythm. The boys let me be in control. I could feel the cocks sliding against each other inside of me.
I grabbed the cock in front of my face and started sucking.



"Any of you ever see a 3 hole slut before?" I asked.
They all shook their heads.
"Do you like it?."
They all started telling me how hot and sexy I was.
I came again.
I had adjusted to the cocks in me. I gave my whole body over and said, "Fuck me."
They picked up the pace. I was no longer in control. The guy in my mouth was fucking my lips. I was no longer sucking him.
I started to cum. It started from my pussy and radiated to my brain. It crashed in waves around me. I could feel the boy in my ass start to cum. I loved it.
"Fill my ass," I panted.
As he came that set off the one in my cunt.
"Mmmmmm, load #3 in my pussy," I said.
The guy fucking my mouth came. He got some in my mouth, some on my back and some in my hair. We all collapsed on the bed. I lay like that for a few minutes catching my breath. The boys were all silent around me.
When I felt I had the strength I got up on my hands and knees. I could feel the cum dripping out my cunt and down my leg. I could feel it squeezing out my ass. I could feel it drying on my skin.
I wiggled my ass at the boys and said, "Who's next."
I got a call from Danielle on Tuesday. She was gushing about how fun the weekend was. She joked about the boys, hoping they'd get some. She asked if I had fun.
I told her to invite me anytime.
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Annette's tale
Annette was preparing for the holidays and as usual the house was busy with activity. Her daughter Amy was home from college while her son and his friends were playing video games in his room.
It seemed his friends were always there. She didn't mind. It was actually nice having them. They were good kids. Her son Trevor was 18, 5'10", and handsome. His three best friends were Tom, Joel, and David. Tom and David had cute blonde hair. David was black. Annette was proud her son had such diverse friends.
She always thought it funny that he and his friends always hung out at her house. But when Amy was home, they almost never left. She laughed to herself. Why would they? Amy was 19 and beautiful: 5'6", size 2, 34C and beautiful blonde hair. The boys worshipped her. Most of the time she found them annoying. Sometimes she found their attention cute.
Annette could hear the guys in Trevor's room.
"What time do you think Amy's coming home?"
"She's so hot."
"Yeah like you got a chance with her."
"Oh yeah, as if you do."
Annette laughed; teenage boys had no clue. It was funny to listen to them.
She thought about Amy. She knew that Amy was beautiful so she couldn't blame the boys.
She remembered when boys used to chase her like that. She still had it. At 5'7" and 102 pounds, she still got her share of looks from men but when Amy was around, the boys seemed to forget she was there.
Today she stood there listening to them talk.
Then David spoke up. "You know Trevor's mom is pretty hot, too."
Trevor laughed. "You're such a perv. You want to fuck my mom and my sister?"
She could hear David push Trevor. "Shush man. You're mom's right in the kitchen."
Trevor laughed. If only his friends knew. His mom was "sexually active". Once when she had friends over, he heard one call her a slut. Rather than get mad, she said thank you.
He often wondered what sexually active meant. He'd never had sex. He knew what it was. But the details were blurry. He had seen his mom go out in very revealing clothes sometimes snd often when she did, his dad stayed home.
Annette meanwhile was listening.
David said, "One morning, when I stayed here, I caught your mom coming out of the shower. She was just wrapped in a towel. I think she figured we were still asleep. The towel wasn't quite big enough. She said hi to me and then went back to her room. I don't think she knew that from the back the towel didn't cover her ass. She had a great ass. Sometimes when I jerk off I think about it."
"Ewwwwww," said Trevor
"What, that I think your mom has a hot ass?"
"No, we don't want to hear about you jacking off."
They all laughed.
Annette laughed too. She tried to remember when David saw her. The idea that he did turned her on. She seemed to remember the hallway rendezvous, but that was all. Thinking about David liking her ass was king of exciting. She wanted to see his expression. She thought it would be fun to "accidentally" show it again.
She wondered what Trevor would say. As a family they were ere sexually open, but they liked to keep it out of the streets. She stood there listening and wondering what would happen if she just walked in there naked right now? She'd probably scare the hell out of them. Maybe not David. David was pretty bold. She wondered what he'd do.
She'd once walked in on her son sucking David's cock. She was shocked, not sure what to do she just stood there and stared. David saw her first and she just smiled. When Trevor saw him, he let out a "Mommmm!!".
Annette had left the room quickly.
She stood there daydreaming for a while. She was shaken out of her daydream when Amy came in.
"What ya doin' mom?"
Annette stammered, then laughed, "I'm listening to the little perverts talk."
"Anything fascinating? I am sure 18 year old conversation is scintillating." She laughed because she used such a big word.
"Well," said Annette. "They mentioned you were hot."
Amy laughed, "They talk about that a lot. Sometimes I think I should just fuck all the little pervs and watch them die of heart attacks."
Annette laughed. "You talk to your mother with that mouth?"
Amy retorted, "I do much worse things with it."
They both laughed.
Amy said, "Watch this."
She was wearing a button down top. She unbuttoned three buttons and walked into Trevor's room.
"Hi guys," she said.
Not a sound. They all just stared at her.
She laughed and said, "Bye, guys," and left the room.
Immediately Trevor said to David, "Smooth."
Annette laughed.
Meanwhile Amy went to change. She had just got home from work. Amy laughed about the boys. She loved watching them get tongue-tied and she decided to have some fun.
She grabbed two pairs of tight running shorts and she headed to the boys' room.
"Hey guys, which of these do you think looks better?" She held them up for the boys. This time David was quicker.
"Well, we'd have to see them on first."
Amy was proud of them. They actually thought of that.
She said, "Ok, you guys wait right here."
Then she walked in the hall. Annette was watching.
"What are you doing?" she asked
Amy laughed. "Teasing the little pervs."
Just out of view of the doorway she took off her jeans. She dropped them on the floor in front of the doorway. Then she pulled on a pair of shorts.
While pulling on the shorts, Annette admired her. She looked hot standing in the hallway in a thong and top. Damn she has a great ass, she thought. I bet she looks hot with that ass in the air. Annette shook her head, she must be horny today. All she could think about was sex.
Amy walked in the boys' room. She had on a pair of tight red running shorts and her top from work. The guys started jumping all over her trying to tell her how good the shorts looked. Amy was having none of it.
"Hold on, let me get a top that matches."
She went to her room and grabbed another top. Again she stood by the door. She took off her top and dropped it where the boys could see it. Then she did the same thing with her bra. She was amazed the boys didn't move. They just looked at her clothes on the floor.
Annette was checking out Amy's tits. Good god they were gorgeous. She wondered what they'd taste like, feel like on her tongue.
Amy pulled a tight tank top on. Her nipples pushed against the material. She went in to show the boys.
"How does this look?" she asked.
The boys stared. David, as usual was the first to talk.
"Wow Amy, you look hot."
"Thank you David," she said.
Annette was watching Amy tease the boys. It was kind of hot to have the boys falling over themselves for Amy.
Amy went back to her room to do something. Annette went to finish dinner.
The boys all came through the kitchen.
"Can we eat downstairs, mom?" said Trevor. "We're going to play some games."
"Sure guys." said Annette.
As she said it, she was wondering if David was checking out her ass as she stood in the kitchen.
"Looking good, Mrs. Bishop," said David.
"Thank you," said Annette.
"Hey Mrs. Bishop," said David. "We're going in the sauna later. Want to come?"
Annette thought. Hmmm. Bathing suit? Towel? This sounds fun.
"Ok David, call me when you're ready."
"Well we didn't bring suits, can we borrow some towels?"
"Of course David, just say when."
Annette felt her heart beat faster. Naked, in a sauna, wrapped in towels, with four 18 year old boys. Her pussy got wet.
Patrick got home. He kissed Annette hello. "What's happening around here?"
"Well, the boys invited me to join them in the sauna later."
Patrick laughed. "Sounds like one of your fantasies."
"Yeah, kinda does."
She went and got towels for herself and the boys. The boys would wrap them around their waists but she would need more coverage. Sheknew that I f she used the same towels as the boys she'd barely be covered. That sounded fine to her. She waited for them to call her.
Amy was in her room. She was using her vibrator against her clit and wondering what the boys would have thought if they saw her naked. This is the one thing she hated about being home. No one to fuck. At school she could always find a guy in the dorms to fuck or a pretty girl, but at home it was much harder.
She thought of the boys. She wanted more than that. She pictured the guy she'd met at the gym and wondered if he had a girlfriend, not that she cared. She played with her pussy and thought about the way the last guy she fucked tasted. She thought about how his cock tasted covered with her pussy juice and his cum.
That was it, she came. It wasn't the most satisfying orgasm, but it was good for now.
Annette was in the kitchen when the guys called to do the sauna. She came down with the towels and the boys went in the other room to change. She thought what the hell, and started undressing right where she was. In the back of her mind she hoped they would catch her. They kind of did. They walked into the sauna with towels around them. She was naked but holding the towel in front of her.
Dave walked behind her and said, "Nice ass."
Annette giggled. "Well thank you," she said as she wrapped the towel around her. She knew a bit of her ass was hanging out, but she didn't mind.
David said to Trevor, "I told you your mom had a great ass."
Trevor laughed. "I didn't get to see it."
Joel and Tom said, "neither did we."
Annette laughed, "So now what? You all want to see my ass?"
They all looked at each other and nodded.
Annette was getting that feeling in her pussy. She knew she shouldn't do this. They were 18. What if they told?
On the other hand, how wrong was this? That's what made it hot.
Dave said, "You have a great ass. And they don't believe me. You don't want me to look like a liar?"
Annette laughed. "OK, OK, Let's get out of this sauna."
They all got out of the sauna.
"Trevor? Are you sure you want your friends to do this?"
Trevor said, "Mom, they've been talking about this for years. Just to shut them up, I'd do it."
Annette laughed. "OK, ready?"
David said, "Wait."
"Wait for what?"
"I want to take the towel off you."
Annette nodded.
At that point, Amy was looking for her mom when heard the noise downstairs. She headed down the steps and saw her mom in a towel surrounded by the four boys. She backed up the stairs to where she could watch.
Annette asked Trevor again if he was sure. Trevor nodded. David reached for the towel. Annette was now standing naked in front of these four boys.
David ran his hand across her ass. "Told you it was still firm," he said.
He spun her so she was facing him. Her ass towards the other three boys. She could feel them all reach out and touch her. Meanwhile David was looking at her tits. He reached up to grab them. He was clumsy. The fact that he didn't know what he was doing turned Annette on.
Amy, at the top of the stairs, was watching her brother stroke her mom's ass. "That's sick" she thought. As she thought it, her fingers found her pussy. She was already wet.
Annette looked down. Dave obviously was hard under his towel. She reached down to grab it. The towel fell away.
"Hey Trevor," Dave said. "You're mom's playing with.my cock."
"Are you complaining?" said Trevor. "You've been jerking your cock to my mom for years."
Annette heard that. She felt the cock in her hand. "Years?" she asked.
Dave nodded.
Annette got down on her knees and said, "Anything else you've been dreaming of?"
Dave just looked at her. Annette's tongue snaked out and licked the tip of his cock. "Anything?" she said.
Amy watching from the stairs had kicked off her shorts and thong. Legs spread, she was playing with her pussy. The boys were too focused on Annette to notice.
Annette took Dave full in her mouth. Dave groaned. Dave looked at Trevor.
"Have you ever fucked before?"
Trevor said, "No,"
Dave said, "Fuck her."
Trevor was not sure. "Mom?" he said.
Annette took her mouth off Dave's cock; she wanted to be fucked. She said, "Trevor, fuck your mom's pussy."
At the top of the stairs, Amy came when she heard that.
Annette rolled on her back. She pulled Dave's cock into her mouth and spread her legs for Trevor. Trevor, never having done this before was shaky. His friend Joel reached out, grabbed Trevor's cock, and aimed it in her. Trevor sunk right in.
Joel and Tom were watching. They kneeled next to each other and started jerking each other's cocks. The sight was too much for Annette; she came. These boys had never fucked before, and she wondered how long they'd last.
It didn't take long to find out. Joel and Tom jerked each other and started shooting cum all over Annette's chest. As the hot cum landed on her tits, she came.
"So good," she said. "That was so hot. I fucking love cum on me."
Then to Trevor she said, "Did you feel that? Did you feel your mom cum? I came all over your cock when your friends sprayed their cum on my tits. Did you like it? Did you like seeing your mom's tits covered in cum?"
Amy watched from the top of the stairs. She had pushed her shirt up and was playing with her tits, pulling on the nipples. She still had her fingers on her cunt. As the cum landed on her mom's chest, she was imagining how it would feel on her chest. She came on her fingers again.
Annette was still being fucked. She rolled over, got on her hands and knees, and pulled David to the ground. David lay down in front of her.
"That's it baby," she said, taking Dave's cock in her hand, "Now this beautiful black cock is in my control."
Trevor was behind her, she had her ass in the air. She looked back at him.
"Stick that cock back in my cunt. Fuck your mother. Make me cum again. Your friends want to see my son fuck me. They now know your mom's a slut. Show them what you do to mommy's slutty cunt. Fill it up with cum."
Trevor started fucking her hard. With every thrust, she was pushed down on Dave's cock in her mouth.
Joel and Tom were cheering Trevor on. "That's it. Fuck your mom. Cum in her cunt. Next time we're going to fuck her."
Hearing that, Annette came again.
At the top of the stairs so did Amy.
Annette started jerking and sucking David's cock. "You started all this. Is this what you wanted to see? Trevor's mom with cum on her tits, sucking your cock, while Trevor fucks me? Now when you come over, will you just take me when you want? Stick this beautiful black cock in my pussy? Use me as a cumslut? Is that what you wanted?"
Dave started to cum. Some hit Annette on the face before she got her mouth around it. She swallowed the rest.
She turned to Trevor. "Keep fucking me baby. Fill your mom's cunt. I have your friends' cum on my face and tits. Even in my stomach. Your friends will probably want to fuck me whenever they come over. Maybe they'll just push me on the floor and take turns filling my cunt. Think how sloppy my cunt would be if all three of them came in me. Do you like knowing your mom is a slut? Do you like seeing her covered with cum?"
Trevor exploded inside her. She could feel the hot cum hit the inside of her pussy.
"Oh my god Mom, I never knew fucking would feel like this."
Annette came again.
Amy, seeing that came one more time. She grabbed her clothes and headed for her room.
Annette got up and said, "Thanks guys. See you in the morning."
She went to her room. Patrick was in bed. He looked at her and saw the cum drying and dripping from her face and tits.
"Wow, what happened to you?"
Annette pushed him down and straddled his face.
"Trevor just dumped a load of cum in my cunt."
Patrick's tongue licked her from clit to cum-filled slit. As soon as his tongue hit her clit, she came again.
"That's it. Clean our son's cum out of me. Eat my cum filled cunt."
Patrick did just that.
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Annette's tale 2, Amy
As always, the holidays are "party season." Tonight the family was invited to a party down the street. Trevor decided not to go.
Amy knew it was mostly her parents' friends, but decided to go anyway. She looked at what to wear. It was a party, so she grabbed a short jean skirt and top. She had a bit of belly showing between the skirt and top.
She looked in the mirror. Too sweet she thought. She was still feeling horny from the day before - watching her mom fuck Trevor and Dave was hot. She hated the idea of waiting to get back to school to get really fucked well.
She changed to a pink party dress she knew it clung to her every curve. She pulled out a maroon bra and thong set. It was decorated with white ruffles. The dress had a deep V-neck. The bra and V-neck really put her 34C tits on display. The maroon bra and thong showed a little through the dress. You could see her ass outlined through the dress from behind.
That's better, she thought. Now at least I'll get some good looks and have people talking about me. She liked the idea of people talking about her at a party.
Annette and Patrick were ready to go. She came out of her room to go with them. Her mom was also wearing a party dress, but it was not as tight as Amy's.
Annette looked at her beautiful daughter and smiled. "That looks kinda slutty. I bet you'll get a lot of admirers."
"I hope so," said Amy.
They walked down the street to the party. There were tons of cars parked in front of the house. When they walked in there must have been 100 people there. Between greeting people and getting drinks, Amy got separated from her mom and dad.
She walked through the crowded party greeting and talking to people she knew. Because the rooms were so packed, she'd often have to rub against people to walk by. More than once someone would grab her ass as she walked by. Sometimes she'd turn to see who it was, but the room was too crowded to tell.
She'd linger with the married couples. Especially if the husband was checking out her tits and the wife looked unhappy about it.
She stopped to talk to three couples she knew. They were all pushed together because of the crowd. One of the husbands was right beside her. While Amy was talking with the wife, the husband put his arm around Amy's waist. The wife gave him a disapproving look, but he didn't move the arm. People moved in around them and they were pressed tightly together. Amy had known the couple a long time and continued to talk to the wife. As she did, she felt the husband's hand slide down her ass. Amy was feeling flirty, so she pushed her ass back a bit. She liked knowing he was feeling her ass while she was talking to his wife. The hand kept exploring.
Amy looked around a bit to see if anyone could notice. The room was too crowded. She looked at the husband, smiled, and said, "Are you enjoying the party?"
He said yes, that he and his wife don't see a lot of these people often. As he did, his hand slipped under Amy's dress. She turned back to his wife and continued to chat. She felt his hand slide down her ass to the top of her thighs. Talking to his wife while he was grabbing her ass was turning Amy on. She parted her legs a bit to give him better access.
He found her clit and started playing with it. She was getting wet. Knowing this man had his fingers in her cunt while she talked to his wife was hot. Amy was having a hard time keeping up the conversation. She could feel the fingers pressing against her clit. The whole scene excited her. She was about to cum.
Amy put one hand on the wife's shoulder to steady herself. The wife looked at her confused. Amy let out a loud sigh. Her knees buckled and she came all over the guy's fingers.
The wife asked Amy if she was OK. Amy regained her balance and said yes she was fine. She reached behind her and grabbed the husband's hand. She brought it up to her face and, in front of his wife, sucked her juices off his fingers. The wife's mouth dropped open and, before she could say anything. Amy walked off. When she turned, she could see them arguing.
Amy continued to wander around the party chatting to people. She was often distracted by her wet pussy. That guy's fingers had her all worked up. She really wanted to be fucked.
She started looking for her mom and dad. She didn't see them anywhere. She saw a few people going upstairs, so she thought she'd go up and check there. She wandered slowly and stopped to talk to people. At the end of the hall, there was a group of people gathered around a door and looking in.
Amy was curious. She pushed her way through the group and looked in the door. There on the bed were two naked women on their hands and knees. Each woman had a cock in her pussy and her mouth. There were about 8-10 other men in the room. Most had their cocks out and were stroking them.
There were two other couples in the room. One guy had his cock out, and a woman was on her knees in front of him sucking it. The other guy was leaning against the wall while the woman had her back leaning against him. Her jeans were undone, and he had one hand down her panties. Her shirt was pulled up and he had his other hand on her tits.
One guy with his cock out went to stand in front of them. The woman reached out and started jerking his cock.
Amy worked her way into the room for a better look. She saw one guy sucking someone else's cock off in the corner. She did a double take. She realized it was Patrick, her father! She then looked at the bed. One of the women getting fucked was her mother! Annette was just grunting as she was getting fucked.
Amy watched the scene in amazement. She knew her parents were wild, but this was more than she knew.
The guy in her mother's cunt came with a visible shudder. As he pulled out, another guy just climbed on the bed, stuck his cock in her cum filled pussy, and started fucking her. She could tell Annette came.
Amy was getting horny. Some guy with his cock out came and stood next to her. She could see the people from the door watching her. She didn't know the guy, but she reached down and started stroking his cock.
Amy watched her mom. At that moment, the guy in Annette's mouth started to cum. He pulled out. It mostly shot on Annette's face, but some got on the face and back of the woman fucking next to Annette.
Annette looked around the room. She stopped when she saw Amy leaning against the wall jerking a guy off. She watched for a minute while getting fucked. Amy realized her mom was watching, and they locked eyes and smiled. Annette kept rocking forward as the cock thrust into her. Amy continued to jerk the guy's cock, and look at her mother.
Annette loved Amy watching her. She did not know that Amy had seen her the other night with the boys. Having Amy find out, in this way, what a slut she was, made her cum. She shuddered and came on the guy's cock.
Amy could tell her mom came. She wished she was the one coming from being fucked.
As Amy watched, the second guy came in her mom's cunt. As he pumped his last drop into Annette, Amy could see the cum being forced out around his cock and down her mom's legs. He moaned.
Annette got up off the bed and walked over to Amy. She had cum dripping from her face and pussy. Facing Amy, she reached down, wrapped her hand around Amy's, and helped Amy jerk the guy off.
Amy and mother stared into each other's eyes. Amy could feel her mom's hand helping her jerk the guy off. Annette smiled and, with cum all over her lips and face, she leaned in and kissed Amy.
Amy had kissed girls before, and she'd swallowed cum before but this was different. This was much dirtier. Much hotter. She was licking some stranger's cum from her mom's lips and tongue. She was loving it. She realized some of the people watching knew they were mother and daughter. That made it even hotter.
Annette also loved it. She knew her daughter was sexual. She'd dreamed of kissing her, even of licking her pussy, many times. But this was awesome. All these people watching her and her daughter swap some guy's cum. She loved it.
Annette pulled both their hands off the guy's cock. She stepped back, grabbed the hem of Amy's dress, and pulled it over her head. Amy raised her arms to help. Annette thought about how sexy Amy looked.
Then Annette reached behind Amy, unhooked her bra, and threw it on the bed. She then took Amy's hand and together they resumed jerking the guy next to her again.
Amy stood there in just her thong, her and her mother playing with the guy's cock. Another guy walked over with his cock out. Annette took Amy's other hand and wrapped it around his cock.
Then Annette got on her knees in front of Amy. She grabbed the waistband of her thong and slowly pulled it down over her hips exposing that gorgeous pussy.
Amy continued to stroke the cocks. Annette's hand came up and stroked Amy's pussy. Amy spread her legs.
Oh my god, Amy thought. I'm naked in a room, stroking two strangers' cocks, and my hot mom is playing with my pussy! Amy came immediately. Her knees buckled a bit, and she leaned on one of the guys.
Annette saw her daughter cum and was even more turned on. She took one of Amy's legs over her shoulder and started eating her. Annette could not believe she was finally eating her daughter's pussy. The fact that it was in front of all these people made it so dirty and so hot.
Amy started moaning, and then came again. This time loud. "Oh my god, mom. Don't stop. I'm coming. God you're making me cum. All these people watching me cum."
Annette stood back up. She pulled Amy over to the bed. Amy climbed on the bed on her hands and knees.
Annette beckoned one of the guys Amy had been stroking over to their side. He knelt behind Amy. Annette grabbed his cock and slid it into her daughter's cunt. Amy moaned as it filled her pussy.
Annette then climbed up on the bed next to Amy and said, "Somebody fuck me!"
In a moment, she had a cock in her. She put her hand over Amy's while they were being fucked side by side. Annette turned her head to Amy and kissed her. They kissed, feeling the jolts of the cocks inside each other.
Amy came, moaning through the kiss. Annette loved the feeling of Amy moaning in her mouth.
Amy felt the guy in her stiffen to cum. She did not even pay attention to the guy. Today she was just a cumslut. All she wanted to feel was the cum in her cunt. She felt the hot cum shoot inside her. As it hit her, she came again.
As he pulled out, she could feel some of the cum dripping out with him. She didn't move. She felt someone new climb on the bed behind her. She almost didn't look. Then she saw her mom looking back and smiling.
Amy turned to look. Patrick, her father, had just shoved his cock in her cunt. She came immediately.



        Carla's Tale

        A woman is coerced by husband's co-worker.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/carlas-tale

Title: Carla's Tale

Author: Imstillfun

Category: Loving Wives

Description: A woman is coerced by husband's co-worker.

Tags: co-worker, forced, pregnant




Author's note: This story was written as a request from a fan. It contains some themes I don't usually deal with, using force to have sex. They are there because this is her and her husband's fantasy and if she has it I assume others do.
I am not allowing comments on this as I am not comfortable with the people who will berate her fantasy, but if you find this erotic, please send feedback, even anonymously. She would love to know she is not alone.
If you want to berate me or praise me you can also send feedback.
Yes I do take requests, but not from anonymous feedback. I need to email with you a bit to understand you.
******************
Carla's tale
I was getting dressed. My husband Gary called and asked if he could bring his coworker Bob home for dinner. We'd been married 7 years and Gary was the sweetest most considerate man I knew. He is always trying to make me happy. He would never bring a coworker home without calling first.
Bob had been here for dinner before. This would be the 3rd time in the last 2 months. I am pretty sure he would talk Gary into inviting him for dinner. He was one of those big arrogant guys. He was nice enough, but had that air of entitlement about him. My husband is a sweet guy, but not as dominating.
I knew Bob had a thing for me.
I first met Bob about 2 months ago. Gary had called from work and said he and some co workers were going out for drinks. He asked if I wanted to meet him. An opportunity to go out sounded great. I told him I'd be there by 7.
I stood in front of the mirror. It was a weeknight so nothing too fancy, but I did want to make a good impression on Gary's coworkers.
The reality is I usually make a good impression. At 35 years old, 5'6", and 102 lbs, I keep my 34C-25-34 body in shape by doing yoga. I'm the type that looks really good no matter what I wear.
I decided a short denim skirt that came down a little above mid thigh would be perfect. I pulled on a creamsicle colored top. It almost met the skirt but left about an inch of skin between the top and the skirt. I added a pair of casual heels. I looked good. I had put on a cute matching bra and thong set. Pink with flowers.
I like wearing pretty underwear even if only Gary will see it. It makes me feel pretty. Gary often teases me telling me I'm secretly hoping someone else will see them. I have to admit. I look good in them, an extra compliment or two wouldn't hurt.
I met Gary at the bar. He was with 5 guys and 1 girl. I walked up to join them. One of the guys with Gary noticed me before I reached the table. Before Gary saw me. He flashed me a huge confident smile. He didn't know who I was, but he looked at me like I was his. It was flattering but also a tad scary. My heart started beating faster.
When I reached the table Gary introduced me around. Of course, the guy with the smile was Bob.
"Gary. I didn't know you had such a hot wife," he said.
Gary just said thank you and that he thought I was beautiful.
Bob continued, "Well she's beautiful too, but I think hot is a better word to describe her. I mean look at that ass."
It was weird having Bob talk about me as an object that wasn't there. In one way it made me mad. Who was this arrogant jerk. On the other hand, my husband treats me like I'm his pretty wife. It was nice to be seen as a sexy hot woman.
Gary moved closer to Bob to make room for me. Bob told him he'd prefer to sit next to me. Gary moved the other way and made room for me between him and Bob.
As I slid into the booth, my skirt slid up a bit. I noticed Bob's eyes go right to my legs. It made me self-conscious and I tried to pull the skirt down, but it wasn't going anywhere.
Bob noticed and said, "It's better the way it is anyway. In fact you could pull it up and show more leg."
Everyone at the table heard him and laughed. They ribbed him saying that Bob was such a stud and treating what he said as a joke. They didn't see the way he looked at me when he said it. I did. It made me tingle. A little dangerous, but I was safe here.
Bob turned to Gary, "Wow, where have you been hiding her? She has great legs."
Gary responded by saying he was very lucky.
Bob went on, "Lucky is the word. How else does a guy like you get such a hot girl?"
Everyone laughed at Bob's joke. Bob's hand fell to my thigh.
I didn't want to make a scene so I made a joke out of slapping his hand and telling him those legs belonged to Gary. Everyone laughed again.
We sat like that laughing and drinking. Gary was getting drunk. I could see Bob buying him extra beers. It was ok. I knew I could drive home. Bob would often talk to the others about me as if I wasn't there. I felt like he saw me as an object, but everyone was laughing, so I did too.
I'm not sure why it made me uncomfortable. I should be mad, but part of me was flattered.
As the night wore on everyone left. It was just me, Bob, and Gary. Gary had had too many. I said we had to go and asked Bob if he'd watch Gary while I went to the restroom. He just laughed.
As I exited the restroom Bob was standing there. It made me nervous. I don't know why. I mean, what could he do in public. He was bigger than my husband. Broad chest, big hands. He made me feel small by comparison.
He stood very close to me. My chest almost touched his chest.
He looked at me and said, "I haven't seen a woman who looked more fuckable in a long time."
I snapped back, "Well, I'm married to Gary so you'll never know."
He just laughed. That laugh made me nervous and excited me. I was getting a little damp.
I turned to walk past him. He grabbed my shoulder from behind and flipped up my skirt as I walked past.
"I knew you had a great ass," he said.
I tore away and headed back to the table. Gary was pretty sloshed.
I sat there for a few minutes waiting for Bob. He didn't return. I looked around the bar and found him. He was talking to 3 women. They were touching him and laughing. I got a little mad. Maybe a little jealous. I grabbed Gary and pulled him to the car. We drove home in silence.
I put Gary to bed. After I took my skirt off, I looked in the mirror. I was hot. I was sexy. I pictured Bob with his hand on my leg telling Gary how hot I was. I finished getting ready for bed. I climbed under the covers. Gary was out like a light. I thought again about Bob treating me like I wasn't there. My hand fell to my pussy. I slowly rubbed my clit. I could visualize Bob pulling my skirt up and checking out my ass. I came and fell asleep.
The next day Gary woke up with a hangover complaining about having to go to work. I just laughed and told him it was his fault.
Then Gary said, "Seems like Bob really liked you last night."
I replied maybe a little too much. Gary just laughed it off. He said Bob was like that and that Bob was the office stud. Always a different girl.
Hearing that I got a little jealous. I shook my head to get the thought out of my mind.
The day went as usual. When Gary got home the first thing he said was, "you really made an impression on Bob."
"Really?" I replied, not wanting to seem too anxious.
"Yeah," he continued. "Bob talked all day about what a hot ass you have and how he'd like to fuck you. It was pretty funny we all laughed about it."
I could feel my ears burning and my pussy get damp.
"Oh by the way," he said. "Bob asked if he could come over for dinner one night. I invited him for Thursday. I said I'd have to check with you first."
I wanted to say no. I didn't want that man leering at me in my house, but that's not what came out.
"That sounds fun," I said.
In reality it sounded a little scary, a little exciting. How much could he do in the safety of my home? If it got out of hand I'm sure Gary would stop him. On the other hand. I remember how dirty I felt when he talked about me and when he pulled my skirt up.
Every day Gary would come home and tell me that Bob asked about me. When I pressed Gary to tell me what Bob said he was evasive. Finally he told me. It seemed he would ask what I sleep in, what kind of sex I like, how am I in bed? Things of that nature. When I said that seemed very personal and inappropriate he just said it was all in fun.
Every day I would think about having Bob for dinner. How I would tell him off for treating me like an object. Slapping his face if he touched me inappropriately. Then when Gary fell asleep I would find my fingers buried in my wet pussy, thinking about the exact same things, and grinding myself to an orgasm.
Thursday finally rolled around. I felt butterflies in my stomach all day. I made a meal that could be prepped in advance. That way I could be part of the conversation.
They were coming at 6. It was 5:00 and I was standing in my room naked trying to decide what to wear. The safe thing would be jeans and a T shirt. It would make sense, a casual dinner at home. Why should I wear anything else.
I knew I wasn't going to wear that. I found a short casual sundress. It had a collar and a V neck. The bottom was about 3 inches below my crotch. I found a cute push-up bra to wear with it.
I thought about what panties. In the pub, he had pulled my skirt up and saw my ass in my thong. I knew I should wear something full coverage. Instead I found a little black G-String. I'm not sure what I was thinking.
The boys showed up for dinner. As usual Bob started talking to Gary about me. Things like, "Gary your wife looks hot tonight. That's a great dress on your wife tonight. Your wife sure has great legs."
I wasn't sure how to respond. The conversation was about me, but did not include me. Again I felt like an object. So why the hell was my pussy wet?
We sat down to eat. I had set Bob's place across the table from me. Bob moved it and sat next to me.
"I can't see her legs from over there," he said to Gary. Gary just laughed.
During dinner Bob kept getting Gary drinks. It became pretty obvious that Gary was getting drunk while Bob kept his senses about him. As Gary became more drunk Bob would ask more personal questions about me. In front of me.
"So Gary," he'd ask, "How often do you fuck this beautiful woman? Is she a screamer in bed?"
I didn't want to make a big scene, but I did tell the guys this was inappropriate and embarrassing and I wished they'd stop. I often caught Bob looking down at my tits in my push-up bra.
Bob would give Gary another beer and say, " We're just having fun."
Gary would agree.
At one point Gary brought up that Bob was the office stud and had slept with 1/2 the women In the office.
I said that I thought that would lead to a lot of political and relationship problems in the office.
Gary, slurring his word, "You'd think so, but it doesn't," he said.
"Why not?" I asked.
Gary, smiling like he's got a secret, whispered loud enough for us both to hear. "Because he's got that fucking huge cock. They all love it."
I turned to look at Bob. He just shrugged his shoulders.
"Gary, how do you know it's so huge?" I asked.
"I heard the girls talking about it. So one day, in the gym, I looked."
I had no idea why I was pursuing this. I should have dropped it.
"and how big is this thing?" I asked.
Gary laughed. "At least 9" long and as thick as a can of redbull."
I looked at Bob. Again he just shrugged his shoulders. I could feel myself getting wet. Gary was average in the cock department. It worked fine, but average.
Gary had had too much to drink and was nodding off.
"I think the evening over," I said. "Can you help me get Gary to bed?" I asked.
"Of course," said Bob.
Together we maneuvered Gary onto the bed. As I was leaning over Bob placed his hand under my dress on my ass. I didn't want to scream or make a scene with Gary drunk asleep. I just told Bob to stop. That didn't work. He pulled up my dress and told me he liked my ass and my g string.
I stood up, straightened my dress and told him to cut it out.
He laughed and asked if I wanted to see if it was true.
I told him no and lead him to the front door. At the door, he turned pulled me to him and kissed me. His hands were under my dress on my ass. The thought ran through my head to wrap my legs around him and kiss him.
I pushed him away. "I'm a happily married woman, and you should not do that. Get out!" I said.
He just gave me that arrogant grin and said goodnight.
That night, as I lay in bed, my fingers once again found my pussy. This time all I could picture was a huge cock. I came hard.
Gary woke up the next morning and apologized for getting so drunk. He did say he had fun and asked if I did.
I didn't want to spoil Gary's fun, but this guy made me nervous. I didn't trust him and I didn't trust myself around him. I just told Gary I had fun.
Gary got home that night and told me the whole office talked about our dinner. They wanted to know how I reacted when I was told Bob's cock size.
"What did you say?" I asked.
"Truthfully, I didn't know. I was a little drunk and don't remember."
"Well from now on just tell them I am your wife and we don't approve of those conversations," I said.
"Give me a break," said Gary. "It's all just fun."
About 2 weeks later he invited Bob to dinner again.
"Again?" I asked. "He was just here."
"Yeah, I know, but he's so much fun and pphe always talks about how much he likes you. You guys always seem to have fun together."
I don't know if I'd call it fun. I felt like a mouse in a big maze wondering how long I could hold out till the cat gets me.
"Ok," I said.
Gary still told me that Bob talked about me at work. Still about how hot I am and about hopes Gary didn't deserve such a hot wife. All in fun of course.
Dinner night arrived. Again, I knew I should wear jeans and a T shirt. Instead I chose a short tight black skirt and white button down top. I had a white push up bra. I unbuttoned the top till you could see some of the bra. I don't know why, but I skipped panties.
When they showed up it was pretty much a repeat of the last meal. Bob kept plying Gary with drinks. Bob would complement me and talk about me, but only to Gary. One big difference was that Bob was wearing very tight pants and yes I looked.
I have to admit it seemed he had an impressive bulge. I tried to ignore it but all through the night I kept checking it out. I'm pretty sure he caught me a few times.
Again, Gary started to drop off and I asked Bob for help getting him to bed. We got him in bed. I was bent over tucking Gary in when I felt Bob's hand under my skirt. I didn't move. For some reason I just stayed bent over like that. He soon discovered I wasn't wearing panties. He laughed.
"What kind of naughty girl doesn't wear panties around company."
I could feel his fingers start to probe my pussy. I gathered my strength pushed him away and said, "Stop please. I'm a married woman." I sounded like I was begging.
He just laughed. "I saw you checking out my cock all night. You want to see the whole thing?"
He started to unzip his pants. I just watched. It was as if I was hypnotized. I wanted to see it. I wanted him to go home.
Slowly he brought the monster out. He stroked it a few times to make it hard. I'd never seen anything so big. It had to be 9" long and maybe thicker than a can of redbull. The head was even thicker. My first thought was, could I even get that monster in my pussy.
He said, "Touch it."
I started to. Then I saw my husband in the bed beside us. I quickly came to my senses.
"Put that thing away and get out of here," I said.
He only half listened. He headed for the door with that huge cock on display the whole way. When he reached the door. He grabbed me and kissed me. As he did he pulled the hem of my skirt up. I could feel that giant cock against such my legs.
I let him kiss me longer than I should have. "Get out," I said. "Now."
I don't know if I was madder at him or at me. I got to my room and frigged myself to 3 orgasms before I slept.
As usual the next day Gary told me he had fun. I suggested we don't have Bob over as often. That he makes me uncomfortable sometimes. Gary said that it was all in fun, and to loosen up.
And then here we were. Bob was coming to dinner again. I was beside myself. I didn't know what I was thinking. I was trying to decide what to wear. Maybe if I wore something too revealing Gary would put a stop to it. Yes I thought. That's the plan.
I pulled on a black semi sheer push-up bra that barely covered my nipples. On top of that a sheer black top. If you stared at the bra and top long enough you could make out my nipples. I put on a light weight short white skirt. It barely covered my ass. Under it I put on a black thong. You could see the thong right through the skirt.
This should make Gary think, I thought to myself.
Gary and Bob showed up. I answered the door. Gary looked like he was about to say something but Bob cut him off.
"Wow Gary, Carla looks great tonight," he said. "Don't you think so?"
Again, he didn't talk to me. He addressed Gary.
Gary just nodded in agreement.
Dinner was like before. They talked about me. Not too me. Bob asked more personal questions about me.
He asked Gary how many lovers I had had? How often did I orgasm? Had I ever had a big cock?
I was shocked. I kept saying let's change the conversation, but they went on. All the while Gary drinking more and more.
At last, Gary passed out again.
Bob offered to help me get him up to bed. I said thank you and suggested he leave. I could handle this.
Bob would have none of that and started helping Gary to bed. When we got there Bob laid Gary down on the far side of the bed. I crawled up on the side nearest Bob and climbed over Gary to take his shoes and clothes off. As I did my skirt slid up over my ass.
I felt Bob's hands on my ass. Then I felt him pull my thong down over my ass and down my thighs. I stopped what I was doing and stood up. Bob had that huge cock out hard and ready. My panties fell to the floor.
"Cut that out." I said. "I'm married to Gary."
"I know," said Bob, "but I've been dying to fuck that cunt for months now,and it's time."
"I'm not fucking you," I said. "What part of married did you miss? Now get out."
Bob just laughed and pulled me to him.
"No," he said. "I'm not leaving till I've left you with a cunt full of cum."
I hated the way he was talking to me. Like some slut to be used. At least I thought I did. My pussy was saying different. It was wet. Very wet.
I pushed away. Feeling that cock against my skin, with my skirt around my waist was getting me wet. I wondered if that thing would ever fit inside me. I tried to think of some way out.
"If I give you a blowjob will you go?" I asked.
"Only if you swallow every drop," he said.
I got down on my knees. I took his cock in 2 hands. I could barely get my fingers around it. I looked. My husband was lying in the bed 2 feet to my side. He was out cold. I don't know if he would wake up if I screamed.
I opened my mouth and tried to get the tip in. It's about all I could get in. It was like I had a pool ball in my mouth. There was no way to blow this thick, veiny, log. I basically had to jack it off into my mouth. My mouth had nothing to do with this it was just a cum receptacle. Just waiting for him to fill it. The thought made my pussy drip. I could feel it down the side of my leg.
I started jacking him off. Every few minute I'd pull off.
"Come on, cum in my mouth. You know you've wanted to for months. I'm your cum dumpster. Fill my mouth. I'll swallow every drop. Give it to me. I'm 5 feet from my husband with your cock in my mouth fill it up."
I'd wrap my mouth around the tip again and start jerking him off.



I was getting turned on. I let one hand drop to my clit and started playing with myself.
I kept jerking him with my other hand. After about 5 minutes my mouth hurt. I had to stop.
"I didn't cum in your mouth," he said.
"I know," I said. "Let me rest and try again."
"Not this time. It's time to fuck you."
He picked me up and lay me on the bed next to my drunk husband. I fought back. I tried to push him away. In retrospect. I could have scratched or bit, or kicked. For some reason I didn't.
I pushed at him. "Please, no, I don't want to do this. I love my husband. He's right next to me. Please. Stop."
I felt him pull my legs apart. He held me in place. He placed that huge pool ball sized head against my pussy. He didn't worry about lubrication. He could tell my pussy was dripping wet.
I still begged him to stop. I tried to squirm out from under him. He held me in place.
The head of his cock started to split my pussy lips. I felt like I was being stretched wide. I could feel the head slowly enter my pussy.
"How does that big cock feel in your tiny little cunt," he said.
I didn't have an answer. I was trying to concentrate on breathing while this monster started to enter me. I was full. I'd never felt so full, but still it was only 1/2 way in.
I gave out a very weak plea, "Please, I'm married..." The last word seemed to fade out as his huge cock hit my cervix.
He started sliding in and out of me. With every push I grunted. I felt the air being pushed out of my lungs.
"I've never felt so full," I said.
He started fuckin me hard.
"Yeah? You like that? You like your cunt filled with cock? You're going to be a slut for my cook from now on. Look at your husband sleeping there. Look at his cock. Will that ever fill you up again?"
With every word he'd pound his cock into me. It was like a jackhammer. My whole body moved as he pounded away. I could barely talk. I could barely breath.
"Grunt, fill my pussy, moan, fuck my slutty cunt, grunt, that's it, ram it in my."
"Oh, oh ,oh ,oh keep fucking my cunt."
Then I remembered. Gary had a vasectomy a year ago. I hadn't been on the pill for 6 months.
"Bob," I said between grunts. "I'm not on birth control, and this is my fertile time." I was grunting and moaning as I forced the words out.
Bob just laughed at me. "Hope you're ready to have a baby them." Was all he said.
The thought sent me into a tailspin. I moaned. I started fucking him back.
"Fuck me. Fuck my cunt, fill it with your cum. I'll live with it. I'm your cum dumpster fill me up.
He rolled me over. He put me on all fours straddling my husband's drunk body. He got behind me and shoved his cock in my cunt. As he fucked me I was looking right into my husband's sleeping face. I knew he'd never be able to make my pussy feel him again. This giant cock was stretching me out. Making me fuller than I've ever been.
"Come on you little slut, cum on my cock. Look at your drunk husband. You're fucking me right on top of him.
I came, I came hard. I lost my balance. I fell on my husband. He just mumbled and went back to sleep.
I caught my balance again. Now Bob was ramming his cock into me. I was filled with cock. All I could do was grunt and moan.
"uh, uh, un, uhn, uhn," I wasn't making any sense. I just kept coming.
Then I felt him stiffen up. I knew he was about to cum. Once again I thought about no birth control. I came. I came again. He started to cum. Hot cum filling my pussy. As he continued to stroke, cum started dripping out of my cunt. I could see it dropping on Gary.
I came again. A massive crashing orgrasm, followed by wave after wave of aftershock. He pulled out. He went in the bathroom and grabbed a makeup mirror. He pointed it at my cunt. It was gaping open with cum dripping out of it. Looking at that, my fingers went to my pussy. I brought myself to another orgasm.
Bob laughed. "Enjoy fucking that average cock again."
I knew I wouldn't. I'd love my husband but I'd need big cock,
Bob put his softening cock in my mouth and made me lick him clean. I did, Bob left. I fell asleep.
Gary woke up before me. He noticed the cum dripping out of my wide open cunt and on his skin.
"Wow, we must have had great sex last night." I just kissed him.
2 weeks later I had an EPT in the bathroom. It was positive.
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As I mentioned in my bio we were involved in swinging "the lifestyle" for years. We've faded out of it but still keep some great friendships and every once in a while fall into a situation. See my story Blow jobs can be boring.
We actually started before we married. The lifestyle is not what people think. It's not just fucking other people. There are a whole spectrum of behaviors and venues for people in the lifestyle.
For venues there are off premises clubs, or parties, on premise clubs or parties, and private get togethers. Off premise is usually a dance or party in a hotel or meet at a club where no sex is allowed. On premise means there are rooms to go have sex in.
There are people who participate at different levels. You will see couples that do only same room sex or girl on girl action, some do combinations of things. Everyone does what they feel comfortable with. No means No. Something that may turn 1 person on, is not always right for someone else. Everyone sets their own limits. Some of the behaviors we've seen are:
Same room sex
Soft swap, (we define as just oral)
Girl on girl only
Full swap. Same room, or different rooms.
FMF
MFM
Men who like to watch their women
Women who like to watch their men.
Multiple men, one girl.
Men or women who like their wives dating.
Multiple couples in one room, all swapping back and forth.
We never saw bi male contact.
When we started off we would go to off premises parties. The fun was you could dress and act as sexy as you wanted. We would go home by ourselves and have great sex. The best part is there was no judgement, for the most part, on your participation level.
In looks we were middle of the road. Eventually parties seem to cater to different groups. Hot young things, middle of the road, BBW/BBM. You find the group you are comfortable with.
We then started going to on premises parties and mostly play by ourselves with other couples in the same room (same room sex). After a few years we proceeded to oral sex with others (soft swap) and eventually full safe sex with others (full swap, same room).
We were not what we call hardcore. There are couples that do this every weekend. We maybe "played" twice a year. Interestingly a lot of our partners were first timers. We were non-pushy and went at their pace. We were happy with their limits. Most of the time would go to parties, socialize with the people we enjoy, and go home. It was much like any cocktail party with friends.
Most times we would leave with each other turned on by the situation, but not having met another couple that floated both our boats or that we floated theirs.
That being said, there are a number of funny things that have happened to us. This is a compilation.
The first is that we stopped meeting people 1 on 1. Too many turned out to be sending out 10 year old pictures. In saying that we met our 2 of our closest friends this way.
These are our misadventures in order of how they happened.
1. We had not been in the lifestyle long. Mr was in his 40s, Mrs her late 30s. We had not full swapped yet. We ended up with a very attractive couple in their 20s in a room to ourselves. The woman was very attracted to Mr. Mr knew that Mrs was not as attracted to the male.
Mr. Was eating the woman. She came at least twice. She also gave Mr a blow job. Mrs gave the guy a blow job.
At some point the woman whispered in Mr's ear, "I want you to fuck me."
Mr, since we had not full swapped, said, "I need to check with Mrs."
We all played a while longer and, after trading contact info, went our separate ways. Mr and Mrs fucked like rabbits after the other couple left the room.
On the way home Mr tells Mrs what the girl said.
Mrs says, "You do realize she meant right now?"
Mr, being clueless, had no idea. Mrs said to go for it if it happens again.
The couple never returned our contact.
2. We were at an on premises party. We hit it off with a couple and found a space together. We were being very slow with them. We were not full swap yet and we thought they were new at it. Mrs blew him, the other woman blew Mr, the girls ate each other. Everyone was having fun. Eventually the guy came all over his wife's face and tits. Mrs scooped some on her fingers and the woman licked them clean.
The funny part? We thought they were beginners. We were at a party 2 months later. She is kneeling on a chair with her husband lining up men behind her to pull a train.
3. We met a couple for drinks. They are now one of our closest friends They were new and had never done anything before. A few weeks later we took them to an off premises dance. We all stayed at the same hotel. After the dance we all went to their room. They had 2 double beds we all undressed. We did not play with each other. Basically we had same room sex.
It's interesting. Mr has seen plenty of naked women. Pictures and strip clubs bore him. But seeing a woman you're technically not supposed to see naked is a huge turn on for him.
After a while it was time to go. We threw on some clothes grabbed what was left and headed back to our room.
About 8am next day our phone rings. It's the man from the other couple
"I've never asked a man this before, but did you take my underwear?"
It seems Mr had scooped it up with our other clothes.
3. We were full swap, in bed with a couple we met at a party. We liked them both. The other guy has Mrs up against the headboard. It was a wide one with cabinets. The other woman had set a glass of water there. In the middle him fucking Mrs, the glass of cold water gets knocked off the bed on top of Mrs. The guy does not realize it and keeps going.
They ended up being a couple we saw again and we still consider friends.
4. We were at a party. We had been chatting with a couple for a while. The woman had multiple partner fantasies. Mr loves slutty women. She was right up his alley. Her husband was a big handsome fireman. Mrs wouldn't say no if asked. We talked to them a while then the woman got busy chatting with 2 single men. We started talking to some friends and then got ready to leave. At some point she decided to go to the rooms to play with the 2 men.
Mr and Mrs were walking out the door to leave. Woman says to Mr, "Where are you going?"
Mr says home. The woman had a sad face on. Mr starts to walk out the door. Mrs is in front of him.
Mrs says to Mr, "I think she wants you to join her."
Mr says, "Who?"
Mrs points behind Mr. The woman gave a goofy smile and kind of raised her hand.
We did end up joining her and her husband. The Mr undressed the woman, and took her from behind while she sucked 2 guys. Eventually another guy, part of a couple I think, stopped to watch. Mr asked if he wanted to fuck the slut. She loved the idea. Mr wouldn't let her look at the guy. I think she came almost as soon as the guy started fucking her.
Mrs had the handsome fireman. 6'4, muscles, 4" penis and couldn't get hard. Mrs says she got the short end of the stick.
5. We were at on on premises dance. The group had taken over an entire B&B. We met a young couple in their 20s started chatting with them. We really hit it off. Considering the 20 year age difference and how attractive they were, we were surprised. The girl asked us if we wanted to go dance. Something we know younger women like before hooking up. We say sure and go dance with them.
The girl is dancing on a pole with Mrs and grinding against both Mr and Mrs. After about 20 minutes Mrs sits down. We are very attentive to each other in these situations. Mr stops dancing and went to talk to Mrs. Mrs looked at Mr and said,, "I can't keep up with her."
We laughed, we said goodbye to the couple and told them how much we enjoyed meeting. We told them we had a long drive home and had to get going, They looked very confused as we left.
So you see, even wild sex has its misadventures. When we married Mr said he wanted to be 80 years old, on a rocking chair, laughing with Mrs about things they did. These will definitely be on the list.
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The wedding was beautiful. I mean, most weddings are. The ceremony, the flowers, the vows. You look at the bride and groom and realize how young they are. All their friends, also young, full of celebration and joy.
It was my cousin's daughter's wedding. I went by myself. I'd been divorced for 3 years and the kids were away at school. Since it was an evening affair I decided to stay at the hotel. It gave me a chance to catch up with family from out of town before the wedding and I could have a drink or two without worrying about driving home.
Although weddings by yourself are fun. The reception can be awkward. It often seems the only single people are sitting at the children's table. I was seated at a table with some other relatives. It was nice catching up. The meal was delicious.
The awkward part is when the dancing starts. Often you're left sitting at the table alone, watching the festivities. I love to dance, so I envied those out on the floor.
At one point my table was empty. Everyone was on the dance floor. Even the table next to me was empty. I was beginning to feel self conscious. Off the reception hall was a balcony with a great view. I decided to get some fresh air.
It was a gorgeous warm evening. The sun was beginning to set. The balcony overlooked a lake, and behind that a wooded area. I could see the reflection of the sunset in the water.
"It's beautiful out here."
It was a man's voice. I turned to look at him. I had been introduced to him earlier. I remembered thinking he wasn't bad looking. He was in his late 40s and taller than me in heels, so I'd guess 5'11". He had big shoulders, dark hair, slightly receding and soft blue eyes. He certainly wasn't fat, but he was not a workout buff either.
As I checked him out I started thinking about how I looked to him. At 45, I looked good for my age. No raving beauty, but I worked out 3 times a week, usually, and kept my weight around 130. For 5'6" that wasn't bad. My daughter still makes me buy bikinis if we go bathing suit shopping together. I kept my brown hair at a little longer than shoulder length.
I was wearing a sleeveless light blue dress with a crew collar. It followed my body curves to the waist and then flared out. I was feeling pretty.
I remembered he was someone who worked with my cousin. A lawyer. I tried to remember his name. No luck.
"It is beautiful," I replied. I held my hand out to reintroduce myself. "I'm sorry, I know we were introduced earlier, but with so many people around, I seem to have forgotten your name. I'm Christine."
"Dave," he replied.
"Hi Dave, nice to meet you," I said.
"Nice to meet you too," he replied. "I assume you came alone as well?"
I told him I did, that the bride was my cousin, and that my kids were away at college. He asked about my kids and we made general small talk.
He was divorced, had 1 son who worked in the city. He was older than I thought. 52.
At one point he saw a fish jump out of the water to catch an insect flying overhead. We watched as other fish did the same as the sun went down.
After a while chatting we heard the DJ start an old Sinatra standard. Dave asked me if I wanted to dance.
I said sure. I love to dance, but I didn't want to seem overeager.
He took my arm and escorted me to the dance floor. It was sweet. So many men these days have lost the art of being gentlemen.
We stepped out on the dance floor. He took my hand in his and put the other around my waist. He kept a respectable distance. Not stiff like he was afraid I'd burn him, but close enough so I felt we were moving together.
He was a good dancer. Not Fred Astaire, but, then again, I'm no Ginger. He knew how to lead. He didn't step on my feet. We were definitely dancing not just shuffling our feet back and forth on the floor.
As we danced we chatted. He was smart and funny. Every once in awhile he'd throw in a small off color joke, or innuendo. Nothing blatant but I still recognize flirting when it happens. I was enjoying his company, so I flirted back. It had been quite awhile since I felt dressed up and pretty and even longer since a handsome man flirted with me. I was having fun.
The dance ended and the DJ started a fast song. Dave escorted me off the floor.
"I'm too old to be jumping around the floor. I look like a giant orangutan," he said.
I laughed. in flirt mode I said, "Too bad, I'm told I can shake my ass."
He looked at the dance floor back at me and said "I bet that looks pretty good."
I said it does and turned to walk back out on the balcony. As I did I turned my head, smiled at him, put my hands on my hips, and wiggled my ass at him.
"I stand corrected. That doesn't look pretty good. That looks great."
He followed me out to the balcony. We continued to talk. We had progressed from small talk to learning about each other's lives. Still flirting, but a more intimate level of getting to know each other. As we talked he would touch my arm or I would touch his hand.
Another slow song played. He again asked me to dance.
This time he escorted me to the dance floor with his arm around my waist. It felt nice. He held me closer as we danced. His hand holding mine. His other hand was a bit lower on hip this time. This time I was paying more attention. My hand felt small in his. I could smell his cologne. Just the right amount of spice.
I could see the beginnings of a 5 o'clock shadow on his face. Standing this close to him I could feel his broad chest.
Most of all, I was aware of his hand on my hip. I was wearing a thin summer dress. I am sure he could feel the smoothness of my skin. I realized that if he moved his hand down one inch it would be on the side and of my panties. I thought about what I was wearing. A light blue thong. It excited me a bit that his hand was not that far from finding out I was wearing a thong.
We danced that dance. The evening was ending. The DJ played another slow song. I just stayed in his arms and we danced the next one. I could feel his hand move down my hip. It was right on the band of my panties.
I pulled a bit away from him and looked in his eyes. I then put my head on his chest. If he wanted to explore, I guess he now knew he could.
He did. His fingers traced the line of my thong. He stayed in fairly decent territory. After all this was my family and it was a wedding. I appreciated that but there was a part of me that wanted him to explore further.
The DJ played the last song. I was disappointed. I was enjoying being in Dave's arms.
The guests were leaving. Dave asked me if I wanted a drink. I accepted. He suggested I wait on the balcony while he got the drinks. I agreed.
Now my mind jumped into overdrive. In a few minutes we would be alone, just the two of us, on the balcony. I could hear the water lapping at the shore. The hotel speakers were playing soft lobby music. What was I willing to do? How far would I let this handsome stranger go?
I could imagine him taking me to bed. It had been a long time since I'd been in bed with a man. Did I want that? Was I willing to live with myself if it turned out to be a one night stand?
Dave showed up with 2 drinks. He put them on the balcony railing. He reached out, pulled me to him, and kissed me. I liked it. I kissed back.
His hand dropped down to my hip again. This time it didn't stay in decent territory. He traced the line of my thong all the way to where it disappeared in my ass. I moaned.
With that, his hand started to explore my ass. I felt like one hand could hold my entire ass cheek. His strong hands felt good.
They started to drift down to the hem of my dress. Then he slipped his hands under my dress. He now had them on my ass.
I pulled away a bit so I could see his face. He had a small smile on it. He didn't move his hands and I liked where they were. I kissed him. Hard. He knew that his hands could explore and that I wanted them too.
After a few minutes he stopped kissing me, turned me around facing the railing, leaned over, and kissed my cheek. He continued to my ear lobes, my neck, my shoulders. His strong arms wrapped around me, it felt delicious.
I leaned against him. I didn't mean to, but when I did I could feel the bulge in his pants pressed against the top of my ass. The thought of a hard cock behind me turned me on.
His hands caressed my shoulders. Then slowly slid down my arms. I let my arms hang by my side. He traced my arms down to my fingertips. Then his hands landed on my hips. I put my hands on the balcony railing.
I felt his hands trace down my hip, little caresses across my hip and thighs. I pressed back into him.
His hands moved down my thighs to the hem of my dress. I closed my eyes. As he pulled my dress up I could feel the night air against my skin. I felt the material of his pants against my naked ass. I could feel the hard bulge that was under them.
My dress around my waist his hands continued to explore. This time he traced the line of my thong to the front of my body. I felt his hand slide under the material. I put my hand on his. He stopped.
"I haven't done this for a long time," I said. By saying that he knew I was his tonight.
He leaned forward and whispered in my ear, "It's just like falling off a bike."
I giggled. He was right. I was falling into this. At some point you let go and realize what happens, happens.
I took my hand off of his and put it back on the railing.
His hand moved down to my pussy. I stepped apart a bit to give him access. His fingers touched my clit. They felt hard and strong. The only thing my clit had felt in years were my fingers.
The sounds of the night around me. I could hear the water, the rustling leaves, the soft music. I let myself go to the feeling of his fingers.
He knew what he was doing. He knew just how to touch. When to slide his fingers in me. When to pull out. Just the right amount of teasing me. I started moving against his fingers. I could feel the orgasm building up. I came with a shudder. His fingers in my pussy. His other arm wrapped around my waist to support me.
"Mmmmmm, that felt good," he said.
He was right that felt good. No, it felt great. I wanted more. His hand came out from under my dress. He brought his fingers up to my face. I could smell my pussy on them. I smelled like sex. He traced my lips with his wet fingers. No one had ever done that before. It felt sexy, dirty sexy, but sexy. He then pulled my head back and kissed me. I loved it.
"Your pussy is delicious," he said.
I just kissed him again. I took his hand, brought it to my mouth, and sucked his fingers clean. Then I kissed him again. I'd never done that before. I had no idea what pussy tasted like. I loved the taste on my lips mixed with his kisses.
His hands slid down my body again. This time he hooked his thumbs on the sides of my thong. I knew they were coming off. Hell, I wanted them off. If he wasn't going to do it. I would.
He took his time. Kissing my cheek, my neck, my shoulders. I squirmed against his hands. I wanted to peel that thong off.
He whispered in my ear, "You do have a great ass."
I pushed it against his hard cock and wiggled it.
Finally I couldn't take it anymore. I was soaking wet from anticipation. I whispered, "Take them off."
He didn't hesitate. He slowly pushed them over my hips. They fell to the balcony floor. I stepped out of them.
Just then one of the doors behind us opened. A young man, an employee of the hotel came up to us. Dave let my dress drop into a semblance of where it belonged.
The young man came up to us and told us they were closing off this function room. We said thank you, we'd leave in a minute. Then he noticed my panties on the floor.
He smiled. "No rush," he said. "No one will be by here for awhile."
He turned and left.
I turned to face Dave. "Oh my god," I said. "He saw my panties. What must he be thinking?"
"He's thinking they are where they belong," said Dave. "That's why he left us."
He pulled me to him and kissed me. Now I was really wet. Almost getting caught was dirty sexy. Knowing someone knew was dirty sexy. If I wasn't before, now I was horny. I wanted to fuck. I didn't care if I ever saw him again. I just wanted his cock. I don't think there was a time with my ex I ever just wanted to fuck like this. It was overwhelming.
I turned around, put my hands on the railing, leaned forward and said, "Fuck me."
I'd said those words before, but never in this context. I wanted him to fuck me. Not like the sweet girl I was used to. I wanted him to fuck me now, leaned over the railing, panties on the ground, dripping wet. I wanted to be fucked.
I heard his zipper. I spread my legs a bit more. I felt the tip of his cock against my pussy lips. He slid it up and down my lips getting my juices all over the head of his cock. I felt the tip slide in. He was either bigger than average or it'd just been a long time since I had a cock in me.
He took his time entering me slowly. When he was in all the way he pulled back slowly. As he buried his cock in me again, I came. I groaned.
"Don't stop. Harder, "I said.
He stopped. His cock up inside my pussy, he stopped. I moaned.
His hands went to my dress zipper. I felt it slide down. He reached down and pulled the dress up over my head. I raised my arms to let him. He unhooked my bra and it joined my dress and thong on the floor. I was now naked to the night air. My nipples were hard from the breeze.
Knowing I was naked on a balcony. That I could get caught. That a handsome man had his cock in me. I came again.
"Fuck me," I hissed.
He did. He started fucking me hard and fast. I held onto the railing and grunted. Each thrust pushing the air out of me. Every nerve in my pussy was sending jolts to my brain. I fucked back. I pushed into him. His hands caressed my tits. He pulled at my nipples.
I fucked him.
His fingers fell to my pussy. He rubbed my clit as he fucked me. I came again.
There was a knock on the door.
We heard a voice, "Sorry guys. I have to lock this section."
I giggled. Dave said we'd be right out.
Dave pulled out of me. I felt empty. I wanted to be full again. He handed me my dress. I reached for my underwear.
"You don't need that," he said.
He put my underwear in his pocket. I pulled on my dress. My bra he carried.
"Let's go to your room," he said.
"Why mine?" I asked.
"So you don't have to wander embarrassingly through the hotel in the morning."
I laughed. We made out as we rode the elevator to my floor.
When we got to my room he tried to grab me and kiss me. I danced out of his reach. I started to undo his tie. He reached for me. Every time he did I'd slap his hands away and tell him to stop.
I undid his tie held it up and dropped it on the floor. I put some music on. I danced in behind him I helped him out of his jacket and threw it on a chair.
Again he grabbed at me. I slapped his hand away playfully.
I started unbuttoning his shirt. I pulled it off of him. He had a nice chest. I ran my hand down it. Again he reached for me.
"Nu uh uh," I said. Wagging a finger at him.
I pushed him over onto the bed. With him sitting on the bed I knelt between his legs. I removed his shoes and socks. I undid his belt buckle and pants. I pulled them off him. As I did his cock sprung into view. I was right. It was bigger than average. Straight with a gorgeous tip.
He reached for me again.
"Stop, it's my turn."
He stopped. I took his cock in my hands. I liked the way it felt. I knew what I wanted to do. I wanted to suck that cock. I wanted to give him the best blow job he ever had. The problem? I'd never given a blow job before.
I looked at his cock. I kissed the tip. There was a drop of pre-cum on it. I licked it up. It tasted good. I never liked it before, today I could swallow a mouthful. I wrapped my lips around his cock. I liked the way it felt. I liked how soft the skin was but how hard the shaft was.
I remember someone telling me it was just like eating a Popsicle. I envisioned this 8" fat Popsicle and started licking and shaking it. He moaned. I used the shaft as a handle as I bobbed up and down on it. I was loving it. I actually made noises like I was enjoying my Popsicle.
After about 3 minutes he stood up. He picked me up in his arms and threw me on the bed. He grabbed my legs and put them over his shoulders. Oh my god, he was going to eat my pussy. No one had ever done that before.
I rephrase that. No one had done it to me before. He'd obviously done it before. His tongue was amazing. I'd feel it circle my clit and then suck on it with just the right amount of pressure. I came with his face buried between my legs.
"God I love your tongue. That feels amazing. Lick my pussy. I'm cumming! I'm cumming."
I felt it wash over me. Crashing against my pussy. A warm glow followed.
He pulled my dress off me. He climbed on top of me and kissed me, my legs spread. I reached down and guided his cock into me. This time we took it slow. Long slow strokes. He'd kiss my neck and suck on my nipples. He'd caress my breasts and kiss me again. All the time taking long slow strokes. I'd moan every time he filled me up.
He started stroking faster. I started fucking him back. I loved feeling him shove that cook in me.
"Fuck me. Fuck me. Oh my god that's so good, it's been so long. I love your cock. Fuck me with it."
Soon I felt my orgasm building. This one crashed over me with wave after wave of pleasure.
"You're making me cum. Uh, uh, uh, mmmmmm, I'm cumming. Keep fucking me. I'm cumming."
I felt him stiffen. His cock throbbed. He was cumming. I could feel the hot jets against my pussy. I came again.
Slowly he slipped out of me. He rolled over on his back breathing heavily. I could see his softening cock glistening with his cum and my pussy juices. I leaned over him, took his cock in my mouth and sucked him clean.
We both fell asleep.
When I woke up he was gone. Well, I thought, what was I expecting. I knew this was not how relationships started. I packed my bags and went to check out at the front desk. The desk clerk said there was a message for me. He came back with an envelope and a rose.
The note read, "Sorry I had to run. I was having breakfast with my mom. I'd love to see you again. Can we have dinner one day this week? I don't have your number. Please call me."
He left his number and his email.
I felt good. I felt sexy. I felt beautiful. I felt strong.
I'd give it a day, but I knew I'd call.
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My husband and I had been married for 10 years. It was a second marriage for both of us. We were both divorced for the same reason. Our spouses were addicted. His to alcohol, mine to pot. Originally our divorce agreements had us each with 50/50 custody but within a year the children all realized they were best off with us. We had to blend our families. It was tough but in the end we all bonded.
I was now 42, my husband 47. We had just stepped into empty nest phase and we were loving it. The house was clean, nothing got lost, less stuff got broken. We could and did go out more.
When we were divorced singles our married couple friends kind of did a slow fade. We both had the same experience. At first they'd invite us along, but after a while we were left out of invitations. In some ways it's hard. You not only divorce your spouse, you divorce a whole way of life. Your married friends were uncomfortable around you.
I was 32. At 5'3", 130 lbs, long dark hair. No one wanted me around their husbands. I could see why. They would flirt with me. Sometimes a little too much. Now at 42 semi-regular gym visits had kept my figure. My hair was shorter. Now it came between my shoulder blades rather than the middle of my back, but now I was married.
My husband went through the same thing. In his case the wives didn't want their husbands hanging out with a single guy. At 5'11" 180, dark hair and green eyes, he had his share of divorcees chasing him.
When we married we made a goal out of making new friends. In some ways it was hard. Our old friendships, like most people with young children, were built around the parents of kids our kids went to school with. Those people had already moved on from us and we're a little uncomfortable around our new spouses.
To make friends we joined social groups on Meetup. It worked, we created a network of people we enjoyed.
One couple we met was John and Alison. We were not close to them. They were at least 10 years younger than us. John was too loud for us. Alison was a very pretty, sweet and shy girl. She was 32, a little over 5', maybe 100lbs. She had pretty natural blonde hair cut in a cute pixie. We would often end up talking to her while John ignored her.
A few months after we met them, Alison showed up at an event alone. These were usually couples events so that was unusual. Alison usually gravitated towards us. We asked where John was. It seemed John had left her for another woman. Well, kind of, John had moved another woman into the house. They had no shame about it. He would have sex with her in front of Alison telling Alison she should join in. Alison would go to a bedroom when this happened, but that made her a prisoner in her home.
Alison had already got an attorney but she did not have a place to live yet. Her family was too far away and her job was in town. She was still living in the house with her soon to be ex and his girlfriend.
Since John knew what was coming, he already had a lawyer and had frozen their accounts. It was going to take a few weeks before she could save enough for the deposit and first month on an apartment.
Alison wandered off to chat with others. We remembered how it was when we got divorced how our social circle disappeared.
After a while I said, "We have room. We could take her for a couple of weeks."
My husband said it was OK with him. I trust him completely so I had no issues with her being in the house.
We approached Alison with our offer. You could see she wanted to accept, but thought she was imposing. She refused saying she didn't want to be a burden.
My husband wandered away leaving me to talk to Alison alone. I told her the kids were at school so we had plenty of room. I told her about our experiences with friends after our divorce and wanted her to know she could count on us.
She gave me a hug and said thank you. We agreed she'd pack some stuff and move in the next day. My husband saw the hug, assumed we'd worked it out, and came back over. She looked at him shyly, promised not to be a burden, and thanked him.
He assured her she was not a burden.
The next day, after dinner, Alison showed up with 3 suitcases. I helped her unpack. It was about 9 when we were done. Alison said she was tired and asked if we minded if she went to sleep. We told her she did not need to ask permission and that she could come and go as she pleased. Also the kitchen and all the food washers to use. We told her to save her money till she could afford the place she needed.
She hugged me again and went to her room. She emerged about 1 minute later. She called me over.
"I forgot something to sleep in," she said shyly.
I told her not to worry and asked if T shirts were OK. She said that would work. I went off and grabbed 3 of my husband's old T shirts. Since she was so small they'd fit her like a dress. Well, an extremely short dress.
Alison was no trouble. She cleaned up after herself and even after us. If she was home she would cook. We listened to her vent and offered advice when asked. We mostly listened.
Before heading to bed she would often say, "Thank you for being there."
In the evening she'd often sit on the couch with us watching TV or chatting on her iPad. She'd usually sit next to me. Twice she fell asleep on my shoulder. When I woke her she gave me a shy smile and apologized. I told her there was no need to apologize, we all need hugs when we're stressed.
A few times we went out we took her with us and made sure to include her. We didn't want her to feel like a third wheel.
One night we did go out without her. When we arrived home she was asleep on the couch. She was wearing one of my husband's t shirts. It had bunched around her waist. She was wearing a cute little pair of white lace bikini panties.
My husband went and got a blanket and covered her up.
The next morning Alison caught me in the kitchen.
"I'm so sorry I fell asleep on the couch."
"Why? This is where you are living. It's OK to fall asleep on the couch," I replied.
"Thank you," said Alison. Then in a very shy voice, "I didn't have a blanket on me when I fell asleep."
I told her my husband had covered her up. She looked a little embarrassed.
"Oh," she said. "Ummm... Was I... Umm...I mean."
"Relax," I said. "Your T shirt was around your waist, you were wearing adorable panties, and looked super cute."
"Oh my god," she said. "I didn't mean for your husband to see me like that. I'm sorry."
She looked panicky.
"Alison, it's no big deal. He's seen plenty of women in his lifetime. You needed a blanket. He gave you one."
"OK," she said.
"But you did look pretty damn cute." I added with a smile.
We both laughed. That night my husband and I were watching TV. Alison came out of her room in one of the T shirts she said hi and headed to the kitchen to grab a coke. We watched as she went by. The T shirt barely covered her ass and we saw flashes of panties as she walked. Nothing obscene. In fact she probably did not know we could see it. As she came out of the kitchen she asked what we were watching. I told her. She asked if she could join us.
Usually by this time of night we have undressed for the night. I was wearing a ribbed pink tank top, and my favorite pair of, relax in, shorts made from cutting the legs of sweatpants. I didn't always wear the same top. I almost always wore the shorts. I had 4 pair exactly the same. My husband normally wore a T shirt and soft cotton workout shorts. Neither of us look sexy. It's comfort.
We said of course she could join us. She took her position on the couch next to me. She curled her knees up under her. The T shirt slid up flashing her panties. She blushed and quickly pulled it down over her knees. Again she leaned against me while we watched.
After about 2 weeks she was very comfortable walking around in the long T shirts. I don't think she really knew how little they covered, especially if she wore a thong, but she was cute, and it gave my husband a little thrill. He's a good man. What's the harm in a little thrill. Actually, I had to admit, I liked looking at her too.
Everything was pretty chill and normal until Friday night. It started with a little joke. We were going out to dinner. We asked Alison if she wanted to go. As usual she said she didn't want to be a 3rd wheel. I insisted. She asked about my husband.
I said, "What guy wouldn't want to be seen with 2 hot sexy women."
She shook her head. "I have no idea when the last time I felt hot or sexy was."
"Well," I said. "Let's get you sexied up."
Actually, it sounded fun. I hadn't played dress up with another girl since my teen years and now here we were, 2 grown women, looking through clothes together and deciding what to wear.
We started in her room. We created 3 piles. 1: too plain, 2: probably appropriate 3: my husband would be thrilled if she wore that.
We then went in my room and did the same. We then took pile 3 from both our stuff put them on the bed, side by side, and started deciding which we would wear. We were laughing and having fun. We kept daring each other o try on something more daring.
In the end she pulled on a short black sheath that clung to every inch of her skin. It ended 2" below her crotch.
"How about this," she said.
I looked, "you can see the lines of your thong through the material."
She reach under the dress, shimmied out of the panties, and then asked, "Is that better?"
We both giggled.
I picked a dark green dress. It was low cut and would show off a lot of cleavage. Not that I had a lot.
"Wait a minute," I said
I went to my drawer and pulled out a pretty thong and push up bra. While she watched I stripped naked and put them on. Then I put the dress on. I looked hot. Looked hot.
My husband was due home any minute. He knew we were going out. He just didn't know how hot the chicks he was going out with were. He walked in the door and stopped. We were both posing in the living room.
"Don't move," he said.
When he came back he had his camera. He's a bit of an amateur photographer. We had fun posing and taking pictures. We kept teasing him that the more he worked us the bigger our appetites would be when we headed out for dinner.
He said he didn't care, it would be worth whatever it cost just to be seen with 2 such sexy women.
Then I remembered Alison wasn't wearing panties. Given all the posing and moving we did I'm sure my husband noticed and captured it in photos. In fact I saw her dress slide up a bit far myself a few times. I noticed she shaved. No big deal. I did too.
He finished taking photos and ran upstairs to change. We grabbed the camera to see how they came out.
"Oh my god," said Alison. "You can see my pussy in that one."
I laughed. "True, but at least it's a cute pussy."
She punched me in the arm.
There were about 4 you could see her pussy and 5 where the dress slid up and showed her ass.
"Do you want me to delete them," I asked.
"He's your husband," she replied. "If you don't mind him seeing them, I don't. He's a nice guy and I trust him."
I thought about it that I really want my husband to have pictures of another girls ass and pussy. I realized it didn't bother me. He was a good man. I was secure in our love. If he saw a photo of a woman or painting, I wouldn't care. So why would I care about this?
"Nah," I said. "He's a good man, and you are beautiful. Let him have his thrill."
She laughed and said, "As if being out with the 2 of us isn't enough of a thrill."
We were chatting and laughing as my husband came down dressed for dinner. He looked good. Whatever cologne he was wearing smelled good.
We got in the car. Alison climbed in the middle seat in the back so she could chat with us more easily. If I turned around to look at her I was looking right up her dress. I doubted my husband had the same view.
We parked, and ever the gentleman, my husband opened the doors and help us out of the car. Alison's dress slid halfway up her ass. She quickly pulled it down and apologized.
My husband said, "No worries. You look great."
We headed into the restaurant. We had reservations and they sat us almost immediately. We had a corner booth where each wall had a bench. My husband slid into the corner. I slid in from the other side next to him. Amy slid in on the other side of my husband. Boy girl seating is not unusual in restaurants. I only noticed because at home she usually sat next to me.
We had a great dinner laughing and talking. Alison told us she found a great place, but it was not available for 4 weeks. She said she might be able to move in with a work friend till then. We told her that was silly and she was welcome to stay with us. She thanked us for being so kind and good to her.
At some point in the conversation I whispered to my husband, "How far has that dress slid up."
He whispered back, "She's got a cute pussy if that's what you're asking."
I kissed him on the ear and said, "Pig."
He laughed.
We paid the bill and headed home. It had been a fun evening. My husband and I headed to our room. I started to unzip my dress.
My husband said, 'Stop."
"Stop?" I asked. "Why?"
"I've been looking at pussy all night long, but it's not the pussy I love. I want that one."
Mmmmmmm, I liked that. I knew he was mine. It's nice when he tells you. However I was having fun still.
"Oh, so another woman gets you all hot and bothered and you think you'll settle for me to satisfy your lust?"
He smiled. "Pull that dress up," he said.
Pulling it up my thighs a little. "Like this," I teased.
"Pull it up," he said.
I pulled it up over my panties. I gave him a pouty look and said, "But I'm wearing panties."
"Get them off," he said.
I grabbed the sides and slowly pushed them down over my hips. Now he was looking at my bare pussy.
"Is this what you want," I teased.
"Close." He said.
He led me to the bed and lightly pushed me on it face down.
"Show me that ass," he said.
Face down on the bed I got on my knees and raised my ass.
"But I thought you wanted pussy," I said in a pouty voice.
"I do," he said. "I can see it from here."
He certainly could. He got down on his knees and started eating my pussy. If he couldn't see what he was doing he could certainly feel his way around. His tongue felt so good. I was instantly wet.
"God you taste good," he said.
I was close to coming. His tongue was keeping me on edge. As I neared my orgasm. I picture of Alison's cute pussy flashed in front of me.
I don't know why, but I said, "Do you think it tastes better than Alison's?"
As I asked it I pushed my pussy full in his face. With his tongue on my clit I came. Hard. While I came I was picturing Alison's pussy.
Now he unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. I love his cock. It's bigger than average but not crazy big. He got behind me. My head still on the bed. My ass up in the air. I was so wet he slid right into me. As soon as I felt him fill me up completely, I came again.
He started fucking me hard. Long hard jackhammer strokes. Each one drove my face into the bed. I grunted with each stroke. As he pulled back my body was yelling for him to shove it back in me. I was loving it.
"So seeing Alison's pussy gets you this excited," I panted. Then these words came out. "I may have to make sure you see it more often."
Somehow, that thought, made me cum again.
Now I wanted him to cum.
"That's it. Fuck me. Fuck me hard. Alison's cute little pussy get you all excited? That's ok. You can take it out on my pussy. Your pussy. You can fuck your pussy anytime you want. She gets you hot and bothered. I will take your cock anywhere. What do you think she'd say if we started to fuck in front of her."
With that, he stiffened up. I could feel his cock pulse as hot cum shot inside my pussy. I came.
We both collapsed on the bed, mostly dressed, sweating, and smelling like sex. I knelt over him and took his cock in my mouth. I loved the way it tasted after we fucked. My pussy juices, his cum, it smelled like sex. I licked him clean.
All of a sudden I had a thought. "I wonder how loud we were?" I asked.
Alison was staying in the room right next to ours. How embarrassing would it be if she'd heard us. Neither of us were ready for bed. We changed to our hang around wear and headed for the living room. I couldn't tell if we smelled like sex or if cleaning up my husband's cock just got that flavor and scent stuck in my nose, but to me everything smelled like sex.
We walked into the living room. Alison was on the couch. That wasn't unusual. What was unusual is that this time she wasn't wearing one of my husband's t shirts. She was wearing hers. It came to about mid butt. She was wearing a cute pair of boy shorts that showed a lot of ass cheek. I had to admit, she looked adorable.
Neither of us commented. I'm not sure what we would have said. She said hi like nothing was different. She moved to make room for us on the couch. As she often did, she leaned against me. She smiled at me.
That night I asked him what he thought was up. He had no idea. Just like a man.
Over the next week, this became standard dress for her when she woke up or was ready for bed. Different T shirts, some didn't cover her but, some 1/2 way down. Always with a cute pair of boyshorts or bikini panties. Nothing else changed.
One morning I was getting dressed. I was in my panties when I realized I forgot to turn the coffee on. I pulled on a T shirt and went to the kitchen. Alison was there.
"Hey there," she said. She looked at me in my panties and T and said, " that's a much better look than those sweat shorts."
I just said thanks. We had a little small talk and I headed off to get dressed for work. I couldn't get what Alison said off my mind. When I got to work I texted my husband and told him what happened.
Then I asked "Would you like me dressed more like Alison in the evening?"
"Yes."
"LOL, you don't have to think about it?"
"Nope."
I ended with "I love you."
"I am yours forever," he replied.
That night was a perfectly normal dinner. After dinner I went to change. I reached for my shorts. I looked in the mirror. I was wearing a cute lacy pair of boy shorts. They were low on my hips and covered maybe 1/2 my ass.
I thought of Alison. Then I wondered why my stomach had butterflies and I was feeling wet. I took off my bra and pulled on a comfy T. Then I went to the living room. Alison was already there.
"Oh my god, you look awesome," she said. I wish I was as pretty as you."
I assured her she was beautiful. "What makes you think you're not beautiful?"
"People don't look at me they look at you. I was never the pretty girl in school. I was always kind of awkward."
"Well you grew up beautiful," I said.
"Not really," she said. "Please don't be mad at me, but I've been trying to get you husband to notice me. I don't want to steal him. I just wanted to be noticed by a good guy. He doesn't even look."
Ohhhh. ... So that explained the change of clothes.
I laughed. "Oh trust me, he noticed."
"How do you know?" She asked.
"Because he's been fucking the hell out of me every night after seeing you."
She started to cry, "I'm so sorry. I can move out tomorrow. Please don't hate me."
"Hate you? I've been getting fucked silly every night! I should be paying you."
She looked up at me and smiled. She craned her head up and kissed me. Not quite on the lips but close enough that it meant more than a kiss on the cheek.
Then my husband walked in. He saw us on the couch. Two women he thought were beautiful, in each other's arms, in their underwater on the couch. He just stopped. He didn't say anything.



Then he kind of stammered, "I can come back," and started to leave.
"What's the matter," I said. "Two women in their underwear scare you?"
"Very much," he said.
This was fun. I liked watching him stammer.
I took my arms, crossed them and grabbed the hem of my T shirt. In the most coquettish voice I could, I said, "We can take them off if you'd prefer."
"That's it, I'm going to hide in our room." He turned around to leave.
"No, no, come back," we practically said in unison.
He looked at us skeptically. I patted the spot between me and Allison and said, "Come sit."
He approached cautiously and sat between us. He has great shoulders. We both put our heads against his chest. I reached across him and took Alison's hand. Our clasped hands dropped in his lap.
All of a sudden it struck me. I knew where this was going. I can't say I never fantasizes about being with a woman or about a 3 some. I had. But those were fantasies. They were between me and my husband or me and my fingers. This was real people who cared about each other sitting on a couch.
The next move was mine. I could stop it, or let it happen. My husband would never want to take advantage of anyone. He would not make the first move. Alison wanted to. She was looking at me with anticipation with those beautiful blue eyes.
I realized I wanted it to happen too. I wanted to kiss this beautiful woman. I wanted to share the love my husband and I had, even, if it's just one night, so she could see how deeply I love him. That I could do this, let him do this, and love him the more for it, was something she needed to know.
I moved my head across my husband's chest. Leaving her hand on his lap I brought my hand up to her cheek. I gently coaxed her face to mine and I kissed her. Tender at first. Then with more urgency. We ended up kneeling on either side of my husband kissing each other 3 inches from his face. He had no idea where to look or where to put his hands.
I reached over grabbed Alison's shirt and pulled it off over her head. I then took mine off as well. I turned to my husband and kissed him.
I kissed my way up to his ear and whispered, "It's OK, I want this."
I then guided Alison's lips to his and watched as they kissed. I thought I'd be jealous. I wasn't. It was a beautiful tender moment. It felt right in my heart.
As they kissed I caressed her neck, her shoulders, eventually getting to her breasts. I let my fingers glide over them lightly touching her nipples. I could hear her intake of breath as I circled her nipples. I leaned my head in to suck them into my mouth. It felt as soft and good as I'd imagined. She laid her head on my husband's chest while I played with her breasts.
My husband had no idea where to put his hands. Between sucking her tits I said, "She's got a great ass. You should feel it."
She looked at him and nodded. His hands went down to both our asses and he started to caress them.
Alison kissed him and said, "Under the material is good too."
I couldn't see what happened, but she smiled at me and said, "Much better."
She leaned across his lap and put her hands on my shoulders. She spread her legs a bit to give him better access.
She kissed me and said, "Tell him more."
I looked at him and nodded. All of a sudden she took a sharp breath. I knew his hands had found her pussy.
I think my husband has great fingers. It was obvious she agreed with me. She was rocking back and forth on his hand while trying to maintain a kiss with me. The kiss was losing.
All of a sudden she grabbed me tight, shuddered and moaned. She came.
She looked at me and said, "That was amazing."
I said, "What? You think you're done?"
She giggled.
We turned to my husband and pulled his shirt off. We kissed his neck and shoulders down his belly to the waistband of his shorts. We slid off the couch on either side of him. We grabbed his shorts and pulled them off. His cock sprung free.
Alison laughed and said, "Me first."
And she was. She lowered her head on his cock and started sucking it. My husband looked at me again, but I took his hand and gave him a reassuring smile.
"Let it happen," I said.
He closed his eyes and let it happen. I leaned in and started helping her. We shared his cock like we were sharing a Popsicle. At one point she got some precum on her lips. I kissed and licked it off them.
I then stood up and pulled her up too. I slid my panties off and let them fall to the ground. I then reached over and pulled hers off her.
I pulled her in front of him, looked at her, and said, "Fuck him."
I helped her straddle his lap. I reached between them and guided his cock into her. She moaned as she sank it all the way in her. Then she started fucking him. It was hot to watch. It was tender to watch.
I could see her body tense up. She came.
I pulled her off and to the floor. I straddled her face, grabbed her legs, and held them spread.
"Get off the couch and fuck her," I said.
He did as he was told. He got between her legs and started fucking her while I held her legs.
I was kneeling across her face. I looked at her and said, "Eat me."
She started out tentatively. I moaned. With each moan she got braver. She knew what to do. She had a pussy too. She knew where the god spots are. Sometimes she missed because my husband was pounding her pussy. But she was mostly right on.
As she ate me, and my husband fucked her. We were face to face. I said I love you and kissed him. He told me I was the most amazing woman in the world. As we were kissing I could feel Alison start to cum.
"Make her cum. That's it. Fuck her. She cumming."
She did. I could feel it in how her tongue lost control in my pussy. The thought of it made me cum too. I fell forward into my husband quivering all over.
"That's it baby. Cum in her. Fill her up."
Alison joined in. "It feels so good, fuck me. Cum in me. I feel so full. Fuck me."
Between the two of us he lost it. He started to cum. I could see his body spasm. He kept pumping her. I could see some cum come out with every stroke.
He leaned over and lay down on his back. His cock getting soft and covered with her pussy and his cum. I started licking him clean. Alison joined me. When he was all clean we kissed each other with our cum and pussy soaked lips.
We lay there for awhile and finally I said, "Let's go to bed."
I took their hands and led them to our bed. We fell asleep in each other's arms.
I wish I could tell you we fucked all night, or that this became a night after night thing. It didn't. It brought us closer, but that need to be loved from that night was no longer there. She knew she was loved.
She got her own place shortly after. We still hang out all the time and you never know, sometimes, when the mood is just right for all of us...
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It was Sunday morning. I just woke up and I had as a message from Kara. I'd been buried at work and hadn't talked to her for 3 days. Kara is my BFF. My name is Lisa and I'm 19 years old.
She asked me what I'd been doing and I told her a work project and that I was sorry to be out of it for so long. She started telling me about what was going on. We chatted for a while and then she invited me over. I never said no when she invited me. I liked hanging out with her. I said yes and we made plans. I felt relieved for the return of my normal life.
I got out of bed to get dressed. Normally I would just throw on Jeans and a T shirt. After all, I was just going to Kara's house. I go all the time. Today I stopped and thought. I looked in my closet. As I did I started thinking.
Kara lived at home. She had a younger brother who was 18. I'm 5'2", 110 lb, 36c, with dark brown hair down the middle of my back. I always catch him checking me out. He follows me around like a puppy dog. He's an A student, very smart, but I didn't think he had much experience with girls. I'd never heard of him dating.
I remembered that Kara once said she'd even caught her father checking me out. We always joke that I should flash them my tits and see what happens.
I admit I liked the attention and after working so hard I was feeling flirty and a bit of I want to go wild.
Just as we joked about her family checking me out. I would point out that her younger brother was always trying to peep on her. Kara was 19, gorgeous, 5' 7", 125lbs. She had dark skin and dark hair. There was some Hispanic in her. She had a high firm ass and great tits. She'd just laugh and say she'd caught him looking. She even once told me she caught her father looking down her shirt. He had turned bright red and turned away.
I figured I was just going over there. If they were going to check me out I should look good. I grabbed a short denim skirt. It barely covered my ass. I found a fitted white button down top and one of my sexiest bras. It was pink, push-up and barely covered my nipples. Last I added a cute pink thong, I wore sneakers. I wanted to look casual.
I put the outfit on. I looked hot. You could see the bra through the shirt, but that was OK in today's casual styles. If I bent over a little my ass started to come into view. I left enough buttons unbuttoned so I was showing cleavage.
I jumped in my car. I noticed as I did my skirt slid up and my panties were showing. I thought it would be fun to get stopped by a cop. Then I wondered if Kara's brother or father were home. I found myself hoping they were.
Kara's brother answered the door. At 18 he was cute. He was also awestruck. He just stood there blinking. I knew he had a crush on me, but this was adorable. Finally I said, "Can I come in."
He moved out of the way and tried to stammer something. It was funny. Kara came down the stairs. She looked at me and then at her brother.
She laughed and said to me, "What are you trying to do, kill him?"
I laughed. Her brother told her to drop dead and ran out of the room.
Kara looked at me again and said, "What's with the outfit?"
I replied that I thought I'd give her brother a treat.
She laughed and said, "Well, everyone's home, so I'm sure you're going to get attention in that."
Everyone. Oops, I forgot about Kara's mom. I mean she was cool, but I had no idea how'd she react. Then again, I'd seen her dress to go out. 5'6" maybe 140, but she was built and knew how to show it off when she wanted too.
I walked into the house. Mom and Dad were in the living room.
Dad was the first to see me. At first he just stared. Then he said, "Hi Lisa, haven't seen you all weekend, how have you been."
Lisa's mom turned to look at me. I answered her Dad. "I'm doing great Mr. H. I've been buried in a work project."
"Hi Mrs. H," I said.
"Hi Lisa. Don't you look hot today. Whose heart are you trying to break, or catch. I pity him."
"No one special," I replied. "I've just bed cooped up so long I wanted to dress up a bit."
"Well," she said, "judging from Ricky's reaction, you've succeeded."
I looked where she looked. Kara's brother was just standing there staring.
His face flushed, and he said, "Mommmm!!"
I walked over to him. I'm only 5'2", he was taller. I knew when he looked at me he could look right down my cleavage.
I smiled at him and said, "It's ok Ricky. I'm flattered you think I'm pretty. Any girl would be happy with attention from someone as sweet as you."
I kissed him on the cheek. He just blushed.
Mrs H said to me, "classy." Referring to how I handled Ricky.
Kara said, "Let's go up to my room."
I don't think anyone realized Ricky was right at the bottom of the stairs. As I followed Kara up he was watching me. I was pretty sure he could see up my skirt. Just for fun I dropped my phone. As I bent over to get it, turned, looked at Ricky, and blew him a kiss. I'm pretty sure my entire ass was on display. I thought to myself that left him with masturbation fantasies for years to come.
Kara and I went to her room. Nothing special. Just girl talk. After about an hour I wanted a coke. I asked Kara if she wanted one. She said sure. So I got up to go downstairs and get them.
Mr and Mrs H were still in the living room. The couch had a view of the kitchen. A dirty thought crossed my mind. I thought about Kata and my joke about flashing her dad too.
As I walked past them I said, "Just getting some cokes."
I went to the cabinet to get some glasses. At 5'2" I had to reach. I could feel the air on my ass as my skirt pulled up.
Then I went to get some ice. The ice maker was in the bottom freezer. I bent over to fill the glasses. I was sure they both got a good look at my ass.
I filled the glasses with coke and headed back upstairs. As I walked past them, Mr H tried not to look at me, but Kara's mom just smiled.
"Got everything you need?" she said.
"Yes thank you," I responded.
I headed back up to Kara's room. I told her what happened.
"Well aren't you the little slut," she said.
I told her it was kind of exciting to be checked out like that. We talked for a while longer. Mrs H asked if I wanted to stay for dinner.
We all sat at the table. Mr. H on one side of me, Ricky on the other. I knew that by looking down they could both see my panties. Mr H was about 6' and certainly got a great view of my cleavage. They both spent dinner trying to not get caught looking. Kara noticed. I'm pretty sure Mrs. H did too.
Dinner was nice. I really like Kara's family and the added sensation of showing off just added to the fun.
After dinner Kara and I went back up to her room.
"Wow, my dad was really checking you out," said Kara.
"I noticed," I said. "It kind of turned me on."
"I gotta admit, it looked fun," she replied," I was kind of jealous.
We hung out a bit more and it was getting to be time to go. We said our goodbyes and I headed downstairs to let myself out. Mrs. H was still in the living room. I said goodnight.
Mrs. H. came over to me. She took my hands and kissed me on the forehead. She'd never done that before. Then she whispered softly in my ear. "Great ass. If you got it, flaunt it." She then lightly kissed my earlobe.
I was stunned. I stammered, "Thank you."
She laughed and said, "Don't be a stranger. We'd like to see more of you. Lots more."
With that I left. I got in my car and took a deep breath. I could not believe she said that.
I had just got home from work the next day when Kara texted me. I replied.
"Hi"
"OMG, OMG, OMG"
"What happened?"
Kara told me that after we talked. She decided to get a coke. She told me she heard the TV downstairs. She usually sleeps in just a big oversized T. She said she'd been thinking about what I did to Ricky and her dad and that nobody'd seen her ass in a while. So she threw on a T that just barely covered her ass. When she got downstairs Ricky was watching TV. When he saw her he couldn't stop looking. She said it made her feel kind of sexy.
She said went to the fridge. She could tell Ricky was watching her. The urge just came over her. She bent way over. To get something out of the Fridge. Her T shirt slid way up and her ass was completely showing. Then she remembered she wasn't wearing panties.
"LOL. you slut"
"I know! But it just felt so wrong and so hot. I liked it"
"LOL. yep, sounds slutty to me. I love it!"
Kara told me she stayed like that for a second and then turned and saw Ricky staring. She thought he'd look away.
"I think he was so shocked he was mesmerized."
"LOL. wouldn't doubt it. You have a great ass. Probably the first pussy he ever saw"
"Yeah, no doubt
She went on that since he was staring she looked back at him and, still bending over a bit, put her fingers to get lips and said Shhhhhh.
She then stood up to go back upstairs.
As she walked by Ricky watched her. When she got close he said, "Kara. You are so beautiful."
It was so sweet. He was looking at me with these big puppy dog eyes."
She kissed him on the forehead, thanked him, and told him that was sweet.
"That was kinda sweet," replied.
"Yeah, I thought so."
She went on. It was so sweet that when she got to the bottom of the stairs she stopped to look at him. She said "promise you won't tell?"
He promised
She pulled her T shirt up to her waist and turned around for him.
"LOL. OK, that is slutty. But sounds fun."
She told me it was. Ricky just said he loved her and she went upstairs.
"I can't believe how hot, and sweet, it was."
"Sounds it. Bet he'd die if we did it together."
She LOLed. We chatted a bit more. Then said good night
After that I watched some TV, and then I went to my room to climb into bed. I lay down, closed my eyes, I started thinking about my conversation with Kara. I fingered myself to orgasm thinking of Kara and Ricky, and fell asleep.
That Tuesday after work, as I usually did, I picked up my iPad and texted Kara.
"Hey Slut. Lol. Whatcha doing."
"You would not believe what happened."
"What?
She told me that after everyone had gone to bed last night Ricky knocked on her door. She opened it. He had this shy little kid look on his face. She asked him if everything was alright and he said yeah. Then she asked him if he needed anything.
"What did the cute little perv want?"
She told me he was looking at the ground and said, "Can I see your butt again?"
"LOL. he is a little perv."
"I know. But it was kinda cute"
"Yeah, It is. what'd ya do?"
Kara said she kissed him on the forehead and told him to go sit on the bed. She was still dressed from the day. She told him if he promised not to tell he could watch her change.
"LOL. you are a slut. Sounds fun!"
"I know. I couldn't believe I was doing this."
"So, tell me everything. What were you wearing."
Kara told me she was wearing a skirt and top.
"That all?"
"No, I was wearing underwear."
"I said tell me everything. Details girl. Details."
"LOL. OK OK."
She said she was wearing a lacy white thong and matching bra. She got back to her story.
He promised not to tell and sat on the bed. He had his hands folded on his lap. He looked like he was sitting in church. She realized he was trying to hide his erection.
She turned on some music and decided to tease him a bit. She stood facing him and slowly unzipped her skirt. It fell to the floor. She stepped out of it and slowly turned around showing off her ass. She could see his hard on through his pajamas it was too big to cover with his hands.
She then pulled her top off and threw it at him. He grabbed it and used it to cover his crotch.
She reached to undo her bra. It was a front clasp one. She stopped went over to him and said , "You do it."
"OMG, he must have died."
"He just stared at me."
Finally she convinced him it was ok. He reached out, fumbled with the clasp, and finally got it undone. She had her hands over the cups so it didn't show her tits.
She stood up and said, "ready?"
He nodded and she let the bra fall off her shoulders to the floor.
She cupped her tits with her hands and said, "Have you ever seen tits before?"
He just stammered something
"LOL. you tease"
"I know, but it was so much fun I couldn't help myself."
"I could have watched."
"Who you kidding. You wou would have undressed me."
"True. Don't stop! Then what."
Then she turned her back to him and slid her thong slowly over her ass and let them fall to the floor.
As she did he groaned and then said "oh no!"
"Oh no?"
"Yup, the poor kid came on my top. LOL"
"LOL"
He started to apologize. She told him it was OK and that sometimes girls found it flattering when boys couldn't control themselves. Here she was naked and comforting him.
She told him it was time to go. He better clean up and go to bed. He nodded and got up to leave. She picked her thong up off the floor and asked him if he wanted to take them with him. He just nodded. She handed them to him, kissed his cheek, pushed him out the door and shut it.
"OMG. that is so hot," I replied
"That is so wrong."
"LOL. I know that's what makes it hot."
The next day was crazy at work. I didn't get home till late. I got online. Kara messaged me.
"You are a bad influence."
"LOL, I know. What happened."
"Well little perv came to my room last night. He looks so pathetic. I told him he could watch me change again. This time while watching me change he pulled out his cock and started jacking off. I was shocked he was so brave. Plus he had like a 7 or 8" cock.
"Wow, that's pretty cool! I wonder how big your dads is."
"Let me finish. So I undress while he jacks off. Then I give him my panties and send him to his room. I got to admit. I was a little tempted to help him. LOL."
"Naughty Naughty!"
"Oh yeah, like little miss show him all, wouldn't be tempted."
"Tempted? Hell yeah, hey, I'd even watch you. :)"
" :). OK. anyways. You know I always sleep in a big T shirt."
"Yeah."
"Well lately I've been sleeping in shorter ones. It's fun. Ricky and dad would look at me as I went to the kitchen or something. Mom saw it yesterday and said. 'A little short isn't it?' I just told her I was comfy. She said, 'well, you do look cute'."
"That's pretty cool."
"But that's not all. So the other day I go downstairs to get something to drink. Dads in the living room. I remembered flashing Ricky and how fun it was. I said, 'hi daddy.' as I walked by. Then I went to the fridge, bent way over to put ice in my glass. I knew he could see my ass and pussy."
"You are turning into a slut. I like it."
"I know. Somehow I think it's your fault, but I'm loving it. Anyway. As I'm bending over Dad says, 'Have told you lately how pretty you are?' I just stayed bent over and looked at him and said, 'no, that's so sweet of you.' I then stood and faced him. Yawned and stretched my arms over my head. My pussy was totally showing."
"OMG. What did he do?"
"He asked why a pretty girl like me didn't have a boyfriend. I went over and sat on his lap. He's in a pair of soft shorts. My bare ass was right on his lap. I hugged him and said, 'Because no one compares to you.' I could feel his cock getting hard. I wiggled my ass on it kissed him goodnight and ran to my room."
"OK that is hot. Hell. I'd sit on his lap too. We should do a sleep over."
"Totally," Kara said.
When I got home Thursday Kara wanted to know if I wanted to come over. I said OK and just drove over in my work clothes.
Today I had worn one of my sexier outfits. All this talk with Kara was making me feel a little wild. It was a wrap dress of a clingy material. When tied it crossed my tits and you could see my cleavage and bra. If you looked you could make out my nipples. The bottom of the wrap opened about 2" below my pussy. Sitting at my desk it had completely fell to the sides and showed my panties and a bit of belly.
I am admin help in a small office. I sit behind a desk all day. No one could see. It felt kind of hot knowing I was exposed and no one could see. I wondered what Kara would say.
I let myself in. Kara's mom was in the living room.
"Hi Mrs. H," I said.
She turned looked at me and said, "Hi Lisa, isn't that a sexy dress."
I knew it was, but I played it off. "Just something I wear to work," I said.
"Well, it's adorable," she said. "Kara's in her room." Then she laughed and said "Don't let Ricky see you in that dress, he'll probably have a heart attack and die."
I laughed and went up to Kara's room.
"Some dress," she said.
"Like it," I responded.
"Yeah, I do. You'll have to let me borrow it someday."
"Your 4" taller than me. Your pussy and ass would be hanging out,"
"So?" She said.
We laughed and started talking. I was sitting on the bed. Just like in the car my dress parted and my panties were showing. Kara noticed, called me a slut and we laughed. We spent some time hanging out. All of a sudden her brother knocks on the door.
Kara told him to come in. He came in and was surprised to see me there. He then noticed my panties were showing. He turned red and looked away.
Kara said, "what's up."
He stammered, "Never mind. I'll talk to you later."
Kara said, "It's Ok, what's going on."
At this point she knew what he wanted and was just teasing him. He looked so cute. Between looking at me, being 18, and wanting to see his sister naked. It was just adorable.
"Come on in," Kara said. "I've got a surprise for you."
He came in the room.
I was sitting on the bed. Kara told me to come over to her. I got up and stood near her and her brother. Next thing I knew Kara was reaching for the tie on my dress. If she untied it, the dress would fall apart. I'd basically be in my bra and panties. I could have stopped her but the idea turned me on. I let her pull the string. My dress fell open. I was standing there in a matching bra and a really small see through pair of a cross between boy shorts and bikini panties.
Ricky's mouth dropped open.
I pulled the dress back, so could see better, and put my hands on my hips. "Happy" I asked?
He nodded.
I said to Kara, "I better be going."
I looked at Ricky standing there just afraid to move.
I said, "I've got something for you." I slowly wiggled out of my panties and handed them to him. I then tied my dress back up.
Kara just smiled at me and mouthed, "You're such a slut."
She then scooted Ricky out of her room.
"I bet he jacks off with those for a month," she said.
"That's gross," I said. "We will have to keep bringing him new ones."
I let myself out and headed home. It was about 10 and I went to my room. I climbed into bed. My fingers reached for my pussy. I realized that I fingered myself to sleep every night for the last few nights. I think that was more than the last 2 months. I smiled, and did it again.
Saturday Kara texted me and asked me if I wanted to hang out. She said her mom wasn't home. I told her I had to shower and would be over after.
I jumped in the shower thinking about the stuff that had been happening. I grabbed the shower massage and brought myself to a nice orgasm. I then dried off and went to my room to change and grab clothes.
I decided to wear a short white sundress to Kara's. It was a shirt dress and buttoned all the way up the front. I buttoned only the essential buttons. The dress was a gauzy material. With the light behind it, it was barely there. I put a yellow thong on under it. You could see the contrast. I grabbed a pair of tiny boy shorts panties and short tank top to sleep in.
I jumped in my car and headed to Kara's. I let myself in. Her dad was in the living room watching a game.. "Hi Mr H. "Where's Kara?"



"I think she's up in her room." Then he added, "Love the dress."
"Thanks," I said. "What are you up to?"
"Watching the game with friends. Rhonda is out of town."
I looked past him. There were 2 guys sitting in the living room. They were watching the game, but right now they were looking at me and Mr. H.
That gave me an idea. I did a quick turn letting the dress flair out. "You don't think it's too sexy?" I asked. I knew he saw my panties as I spun.
"No, I don't think it's too sexy. I think most men would love to see you in that or something sexier. Hell, they'd love to see you naked."
I kissed him on the cheek and said, "Never know."
I went upstairs to find Kara. She was In her room playing on her tablet."
We chatted like girls, and hung out. We decided to go downstairs and watch the game. .
Kara looked at me and said, "Dad's going to love that dress."
I told her he already saw it and did love it.
She said it figured. Then she said, "Well if you're going to look so hot, I should too."
She started going through her closet. I heard her say, "perfect."
She turned around holding a white dress it looked like a long white tank top. She pulled her clothes off and slid the dress over her head. It did not hide anything. It clung to every curve of her body like a second skin. Her Dark nipples were almost visible. It barely covered her ass.
"Nice," I said. "No panties?"
"No panty lines," she laughed.
She then walked up to me. She unbuttoned one button from the top and one from the bottom. The top gaped open to where it just hid my nipples. When I walked my yellow thong was clearly visible.
I reminded Kara her Dad was downstairs and that he was watching TV with friends.
She giggled and told me they were work friends and one was about 21 and cute. I wondered how dad would feel seeing his daughter dressed like this in front of friends. I said that I'd be scared they'd try to fuck her in front of her dad.
Kara laughed and in an exaggerated funny voice said, "Oh no, that would be horrible."
We headed down the stairs. Mr. H saw us first. "Hi girls, what's up?"
"Nothing," Kara said. "We figured we'd come down and watch the game with you, if you guys don't mind."
"Don't mind at all," said Mr H.
I could tell he noticed how we were dressed, but he didn't say a thing. The other guys turned around to look. They kinda stared. As we walked into the living room Mr. H introduced us.
"Hey guys, this is my daughter Kara and her friend Lisa."
Truthfully, I don't remember the guys names.
If Mr. H. Was concerned about how we were dressed he didn't say anything. In fact he seemed kind of proud.
"They came down to watch the game with us."
The 2 friends on the couch moved over and made room for me in the middle. Mr H patted the arm of his chair and told Kara there was enough room for both of them.
I went to sit down. I'm sure as I bent over to sit both guys saw at least 1/2 my ass. When I sat the unbuttoned dress gaped and my panties were clearly on display. I just pretended I didn't notice.
Kara sat 1/2 on her dad's lap 1/2 on the arm of the chair leaning against her dad. That meant her ass was facing us. He put his arm around her resting on the arm of the chair. His hand landed at her thigh right at the hem of her dress. His fingers played with it.
As we watched the game I noticed he was slowly pulling the hem up bit by bit. I knew where he was sitting he couldn't see her ass. So if he was doing it on purpose it was to show his friends. The dress had ridden so high you could see 1/2 her ass.
I noticed the guys sitting on the couch with me. They weren't sure where to look. I think they forgot about the game and were only watching us.
I asked if anyone wanted a drink. All the guys said they'd have a beer. I got up to get them. Again when I got up I'm sure I flashed 1/2 my ass. When I opened the fridge, the beers were on the bottom shelf. I smiled to myself. I bent over straight legged and grabbed 3. I knew for sure my ass was completely exposed to all of them.
I brought the beers into the room. When I gave each guy their beer I bent over. They each got a very clear view of my tits down my top. I sat back down. Kara gave me a quick wink.
Then she said to me. "You didn't get yourself anything. I'm going to get a Diet Coke. Want one?"
I said, "Sure."
Kara climbed off the chair. She made no move to adjust her dress. It had slid 1/2 way up her ass and her pussy was exposed. Everyone looked. She pretended not to notice. Her dad was behind her and could only see her ass. She turned to him and asked him if he wanted anything else. Now, he also could see her pussy was exposed.
He just smiled at her and said, "No, I'm all set thanks."
Kara got us 2 glasses. She reached to an upper cabinet. There were some in the lower cabinet shelf, but she stretched for the top letting her dress slide higher. She then pulled out the freezer drawer. With her legs slightly apart she bent over to get ice for the glasses. That did it. Her dress slid completely up over her ass. We could see her pussy and ass perfectly. She stood up. Back still to us, ass exposed, she put the glasses on the counter and filled them. She put the coke back in the fridge, picked up the glasses, and turned to us. Glass in each hand.
It was only then, as she walked towards us, did she pretend to notice her dress.
"Oh my god! I'm so sorry," she said.
The 2 friends mumbled something about it's ok and no worries. She quickly handed me my coke and tried to readjust the dress with one hand. Her dad held out his hand. She handed him the drink and pulled her dress down. Well almost down. She still had a bit of ass showing. She climbed back up on the arm leaning into her dad. His hand went back around her to the hem of her dress. This time it was obvious he was slowly pulling it up. He didn't stop till her ass was completely exposed and the dress almost around her waist. Then he rested his hand on her ass. She leaned in and kissed him on the cheek.
He looked at her, and in a soft voice, pretending we were not supposed to hear, said, "no panties?"
She shrugged and said, "No panty lines."
I giggled.
I am not sure the guys watched the rest of the game. We kept getting up and doing stuff. They'd watch us.
When the game ended we finally went up to Kara's room. We giggled, laughed, called each other slut, and reviewed our antics and their reactions. I commented that her dad seemed to enjoy it. Actually seemed proud of her.
"I know," she said. "I thought I was going to cum every time he pulled my dress up when I sat down. I was afraid when I stood up you'd see my pussy juice on my thighs. And his hand on my ass. Did you see that."
We giggled and chatted more. Her Dad called us for dinner. We got up to go. Kara looked at me and said, "No way."
No way what? I thought.
She grabbed my thong and pulled it off me. I stepped out of it. "That's better," she said. We both giggled.
Mr. H was in the kitchen. He smiled when he saw us. "Well, you girls certainly impressed my friends today," he said.
We innocently asked what they'd said.
"They couldn't stop talking about how hot you are. By Monday I'm sure everyone at work will know how hot my daughter and her friend are."
"Uh oh," said Kara, obviously worried. "Is that a bad thing?"
"Nah," said her Dad. "One's married, and no one would believe them anyway. But it's true. You girls sure are hot."
We thanked him.
He looked at me and said, " I see you lost the panties."
I giggled and told him his daughter made me. I asked if he wanted me to go put them back on.
"He laughed," and said. "No way, I love pussy." We all laughed and ate dinner.
"Where's Ricky'" I asked. The little perv was always around when I was here.
"He's at a friends house. He should back around 9-9:30," he answered.
We made small talk. Kara and I went upstairs. Around 9 we decided to go watch TV. Kara said let's get ready for bed first. Kara pulled on a short T shirt that barely covered her ass. I put on my T and little boy shorts. They also barely covered anything.
We walked into the living room. Ricky and Mr H were watching TV. We asked what they were watching. Ricky's mouth dropped open. He kept looking at his dad then us. Mr H acted like nothing was going on and told what they were watching.
Kara lay down on the floor in front of the couch. Her top pulled up and exposed her ass. I asked Ricky if I could sit on the couch with him. He nodded. I lay down on the couch and put my feet in his lap and asked if it was OK. He mumbled yes.
I think he forgot the TV was on. Between his sister's ass, my feet and panties, and his dad's non reaction. He had no idea what was going on.
I could feel his hard cock against my legs. I decided to tease him and rub my legs or feet against it every once in awhile. He got bold and started rubbing his hand up and down my leg. I couldn't believe he'd gotten so brave. He kept moving it slowly higher and higher waiting for me to react. The only reaction I made was to sigh, spread my legs a little, and place my leg on his cock so he knew I was doing it deliberately. I was wondering how far he'd go. I mean, he's 18, he must know something. Who knows.
I looked around. There was a throw on the floor near the couch. I asked Kara if she'd throw it to me. She rolled over, grabbed it and threw it to me. When she did her pussy was completely exposed. Ricky looked at his dad to see if there was a reaction. His dad just smiled and went back to the TV. I put the throw over my hips. Ricky's hands now started going a little higher. I put my fingers in the waistband of my panties, lifted my ass, and pushed them down as far as I could.
Ricky got the idea and pulled them the rest of the way off me. Knowing they were gone, he ran his hand right up to my pussy. I spread my legs to give him access. He was kind of clumsy and rough. I took his hand in mine to guide him. He was a quick learner and was soon fingering me just the way I like. I kept playing with his cock with my feet. I could feel myself starting to cum. Again I took his hand and guided it. I came, as I did I let out a loud moan. Mr. H and Kara turned to look at me.
Kara giggled.
Now I wanted to return the favor. I sat up, stretched and said out loud that my side hurt. I asked him if I could put my head in his lap. He nodded, again looking at his dad for a reaction. I turned around keeping covered with the blanket. I put my head in his lap. I then pulled my top up over my tits. I took his hands and again showed him how to touch them. Once he got the hang of it. I let go of his hands and slid mine to his lap. I could feel his hard cock.
As he played with my tits I rubbed his cock through his pants. It took about 3 minutes till I felt it spasm and felt his pants get wet under my face. I was surprised he lasted that long.
He looked around and said, "I better get to bed."
He walked around behind the couch keeping his back to us and went upstairs. Kara and her dad looked at me.
"What?" I asked.
Kara reached up and quickly pulled the throw away. I was on the couch exposed from my tits down.
Kara just laughed and said, "You are a slut."
"You're the one who taught him," I said.
Mr. H looked at me and said, "Nice tits."
Kara looked at him and said, "She does have nice tits, doesn't she."
He said, "Yes but I'm sure you do to."
She put on a little girl face, kneeled in front of him, looked at him, and said, "Daddy, would you like to see my tits?"
I unconsciously placed one hand on my tit and the other went down to my clit. I started playing with both. I watched Kara and her dad.
He was not shy. He reached down and pulled her shirt off her. She raised her arms to make it easy for him.
He reached out and caressed them. "I always thought they'd be beautiful," he said.
"Thought?" She asked. "Do you think about my tits a lot?"
"More than I'd like to admit."
She was still using her little girl voice. "What else does Daddy think about?" She pushed herself up so her face was in front of his. Her hands were on his thighs supporting her.
This was getting hotter and hotter. I spread my legs, lifted my knees and seriously started playing with myself.
His hands reached down and grabbed her ass. "I've always wanted to grab this sexy ass."
"Mmmmm, that feels good," she cooed.
Her hand fell to his lap. "Anything else daddy wants from his little girl?"
He just looked at her.
She started unbuttoning his pants "Anything? she said again. She starting pulling his zipper down. "Anything?" she repeated. She pulled his cock out. It was about 7". She breathed on the head, looked him in the eyes and in a husky voice said, "Anything you want."
He pushed her head down. She opened her lips and started sucking his cock. It was so sexy, so hot. I'd seen her naked before, but of course never saw her give a blow job. She was good at it. You could see her hands pumping his cock up and down and her saliva dripping down the sides.
I came. She heard me. She stopped, smiled at me and then started again. Her dad's head was back, eyes closed. His hand resting on the top of her head. She kept sucking him. All of a sudden he moaned. "Baby?" warning her he was going to cum.
She stopped for a second and said, "It's ok," and dropped her mouth back over his cock.
He started to cum. She got most of it in her mouth. Some sprayed on her tits. She turned to look at me. She smiled, opened her mouth to show me it was full of cum, and then swallowed.
I came again.
She brought her hands up to the cum on her tits, started rubbing it in, and said, again in her baby girl voice, "Look, daddy you made my tits all messy."
Then, she just stood up, announced it was bedtime, grabbed my hand and pulled me upstairs. At the bottom of the stairs she stopped. She looked at her dad sitting head back, eyes closed in his chair and said, "Night daddy."
We ran up the stairs giggling.
I woke up before Kara. I decided to go make coffee. I looked around to put something on but then thought, why bother. I left the room naked and started down the stairs. In a flash Ricky was behind me. He was cute. He was in his boxers. Lean and skinny.
He was real sweet and asked me how I was. I told him great and that I had fun last night.
"Me too," he said. "That was amazing."
I laughed and told him to remember what I taught him and that if he did he would make a lot of women happ. He thanked me over and over. He kept telling me how beautiful and amazing I was. I'm sure the fact that I was naked had nothing to do with the erection he was sporting under his boxers.
I told him he didn't have to thank me and that I had fun too.
I started the coffee and sat down. Ricky started asking me questions about sex. He was relating to stuff he'd seen on porn.
Porn I thought. Does everyone today watch porn on the Internet?
I answered his questions honestly as best I could. The idea of being the teacher to this cute kid was starting to turn me on. I kept looking at his erection inside his shorts. Kara had told me he had a nice cock. I didn't see it last night. I started to wonder what it felt like, tasted like.
Dammit! I thought. What was wrong with me? All I have been thinking of was sex. This wasn't really like me. Yet here I was, naked, staring at my best friend's, kid brother's cock and getting horny because being slutty was turning me on so much.
Even as I was thinking I shouldn't, I knew I was going to. I told Ricky I thought he was very sweet and he can't tell anyone about any of this.
He started swearing to me he would never do anything to hurt me. That he loved me like family. We discussed that I could never be his girlfriend. He was so sweet. He really understood that this was a gift.
I kissed him on the lips. Not a passionate kiss. A delicate one. I told him that being with him was naughty fun and I was loving it but I reminded him, I wouldn't be his girlfriend. That I was enjoying the attention of others.
He said he'd seen that kind of thing on the Internet and that he thought it was hot.
I kissed him again and said, "As long as we're clear, I have something for you."
I slid to my knees and pulled his boxers off. Kara was right. He did have a nice cock.
I took his cock in my hand. "Kara was right. You do have a nice cock."
"Really, she said that."
"Yup. She did. She liked watching you jack off. She actually likes that you wanted to see her naked. She enjoyed showing off for you. She'd do it anytime you asked."
I then took the head of his cock in my mouth. It was covered with pre-cum. It tasted sweet. He moaned.
He watched me intently as I sucked his cock. I loved it. I made a show of it. Licking the sides and tip as well as sucking on it.
I asked him how it felt.
"Amazing, " was all he said."
It took about 2 minutes and he erupted in my mouth. I swallowed every drop and said, "Mmmmmm good."
His cock stayed hard. In the back of my mind I thought of the stamina of young men. Well, if he was still hard, I was still going to blow him.
He heard someone coming down the stairs. He tried to get me to stop.
"Relax," I said.
He looked apprehensive as his dad walked in the kitchen.
Mr. H looked at us and said, "Well, that looks like fun." Then he asked Ricky, "Like it?"
Ricky stammered out a yes. I looked at him and said, "I told you so."
Mr. H stood there watching us. I started thinking how good his cock looked last night as Kara sucked it.
I looked at Ricky and said, "Watch this."
"Mr. H," I asked. "Are you enjoying looking at my ass?"
Mr H laughed and said, "A very sexy ass."
I wiggled my ass and said, "You could show me."
He didn't have to be told twice. He got on his knees behind me, lined his cock up against my pussy, and it slid right in.
He commented on how wet I was. He then asked Ricky if he felt how wet I was. Ricky said he did last night.
"Ahh," said Mr H. "That's what you were doing under the blanket. Good for you."
Ricky started to relax. He watched me. He watched his dad fuck me. He kept saying how hot and sexy I looked. On my part I kept telling Ricky how good his cock tasted and that it felt good being fucked while I sucked him. I felt my orgasm building. I groaned into Ricky's cock and came.
"I just came," I said. I then went back to work on his cock.
Just then Kara walked into the room. She was also naked. She just looked at us, laughed, and said, " Slut."
At that I came again.
Kara watched and said, "Dammit, now I'm getting horny." She started playing with her pussy.
I was starting to lose myself to being fucked. I was not doing Ricky's cock like I wanted. I looked at Kara and said, "Get your slutty little mouth over here and help.
She laughed. She knelt beside me and took Ricky's cock in her mouth. Ricky just looked amazed. I looked at him and said, "I bet if you're good you can fuck her later."
He looked at her and she nodded.
I started to get into being fucked. "That's it Mr H. Fuck me. Shove that cock in my cunt. I saw you stick it in your daughter's mouth last night. You're going to fuck her too. Aren't you. What's Mrs H going to say when she gets home."
I don't know why, but that one did it. He pulled out and came on my ass and back. The sticky cum on my ass reminded me that no one had ever fucked my ass. I came again. We watched Kara for 2 more minutes. Ricky started moaning and came in her mouth. She turned, kissed me, and shoved the cum in my mouth. We both had it dripping down our faces.
Ricky said, "This is much better than porn."
We all laughed.
I went upstairs, showered, and went home.



This was playoff season. Kara asked me if I wanted to come over the next Saturday night and watch the game. I thought about the last time. My pussy tingled. I said yes.
Saturday morning Kara texted me.
"Still coming tonight?"
"Yes."
"You'll never guess what happened last night," she texted
"What?"
"Mom and I are sitting in the kitchen reviewing snacks for tonight's game. We were just chatting when out of the blue she asks, 'If it's a game and we're serving, should we all wear something special? You know, give the guys a treat.'
"I was stunned. 'Like what?' I asked.
"'Team jerseys as dresses?' she suggested.
"I was stunned. I told her that sounded cool. She offered to go buy them. So I guess we have uniforms for tonight."
"OK," I said. "I'll grab some short running shorts to wear under it.
"Kinda what I figured too," she replied.
"OK, see you tonight."
I finished up for the day, ran home, showered and changed. I pulled on a tight short pair of running shorts, nothing underneath, and a top. I headed to Kara's.
Mr. H was sitting in the living room looking nervous. He looked at his wife, then me and said ,"Hi Lisa."
Mrs. H said hi and told me Kara was upstairs. I asked if I could help in the kitchen. Mrs. H said she was all caught up.
Ricky heard me come in, came running downstairs and gave me a huge hug. Mrs. H raised an eyebrow and said, "Hugs? That's new."
I answered that he was kinda cute so who could resist. She laughed and agreed he was kinda cute.
"Awe mom," said Ricky and ran back upstairs.
I headed to Kara's room. Mrs. H said she'd be right up. When I saw Kara she was in just a robe. She looked at my shorts and said, "that looks good, I'll go with that."
We hung out and waited for Mrs. H. Soon she came upstairs. She had a bag from the sports shop with her. It had 2 jerseys in it.
She looked at me and said, "I'm glad you decided to come. Everyone enjoyed the last game here so much he invited 4 other people."
I thought back. Including Kara's dad that's 7 guys. 8 with Ricky. The guys must have talked at work. I doubt anyone believed them but they must've wanted to see for themselves. I thought it was funny since Mrs. H was around, it was probably just going to be a game.
She reached in the bag and handed us each a team jersey. When she left we tried them on. She'd obviously paid attention to size. Both just, and I mean barely, covered our asses when we stood up. We were both wearing shorts so no big deal. The tops were v neck and loose. Neither of us was wearing a bra. If we bent forward you could easily see our tits.
Mrs. H came back to get us. She needed help in the kitchen. She just opened the door and called us. Then she looked at us and came in the room. We just stared wide mouthed. Mrs H's shirt covered her no more than ours covered us and it seemed she wasn't wearing shorts with it. Just a lot of leg.
"Those aren't meant to be worn with shorts," she said.
I protested. I have no idea why. I loved the idea of taking the shorts off. I just thought I should protest.
"Ummm... Mrs. H... I'm not wearing panties " I mumbled.
Mrs. H laughed. She grabbed her shirt and pulled it to her waist. She was naked from the waist down.
"Neither am I," she said.
We both looked shocked. She laughed and then started to explain. She was cleaning up and found a pair of panties stuck in the couch cushion. She knew they weren't gets and they didn't look like they'd fit Kara.
It seems they installed video surveillance last year. She went back to look at the tape for the weekend and she saw us in the living room during the game. She watched us teasing the guys and thought it looked like a lot of fun, but she needed backup.
We both laughed and told her we'd back her up. After she left we both asked each other the same question. Does that mean she saw what happened after?
We stripped off our shorts and went downstairs. I admit the 3 of us looked hot. Hometown honey hot. All American girls ready to support their team.
The guys started coming in. The 4 new guys were starting to believe what they'd heard. At least the part about us being hot. We were introduced. I actually paid no attention. I didn't need to know their names.
Us girls started serving drinks. That involve a lot of bending over, the guys behind us saw a bit of ass. The guys in front of us looking down our jerseys. It was fun. The guests, even the old ones who had already seen us show off, could not believe what they were seeing. Mr. H just sat there with a proud look on his face.
By this time every guy in the room had figured out we weren't wearing underwear. We were finished serving. We asked if anyone needed anything else. They said no. Mrs. H said, "Let's go watch the game."
We went in the living room. Mrs. H took the spot Kara had before on the arm of Mr. H's chair. Her top slid up and exposed a little side of her ass. She leaned into him to give us a better look.
Kara and I looked around. There was nowhere to sit. There was a couch and 2 folding chairs. All taken. There were four guys on the couch. Mrs. H suggested the guys wouldn't mind if we sat on their laps.
The guys pretty much tried to kill themselves assuring us it was OK for us to sit on their laps. We laughed and said OK. We positioned ourselves sitting on the laps of the guys on either end. We swung our legs up on the laps of the other guys. As we did our shirts pulled up. I'm sure the guys at the opposite ends of the couch could see our pussies and the guys we were leaning on could look right down our tops. I was pretty sure the guys in the chairs could see our pussies too. The whole scene was making me wet. I was almost sure I would leave a wet spot on the guys pants if I got up.
Mr. H was doing the same thing he did to Kara to Mrs. H. He was playing with the hem of her shirt slowly pulling it up. All of a sudden, Mrs. H looked at his hand, then at him and said, "Are you trying to show off my ass?"
All eyes turned to her. Mr. H didn't say a thing. Mrs. H went on. "If you want to show off my ass there's an easier way."
She climbed off the chair, pulled her shirt to her waist. Did a slow turn. Then ass towards the rest of us said to Mr. H, "Happy?"
He didn't reply right away. "What is it?" she said. "You want them to see me naked? Do you want your wife naked in front of your friends?"
Before he can answer she asks the other guys. "Is that it? You want to see me naked?"
The all kind of looked elsewhere and mumbled.
Finally she said, "OK, if any of you want to see me naked, you're going to have to undress me."
No one moved. One guy finally stood up. She held her arms up to make it easier. He pulled the top off her. She turned to face her husband.
"Is this what you wanted?"
When she turned she had her back to the guy who pulled her shirt off. He ran his hand across her ass and cupped it. She didn't move. In fact she stuck her ass out a bit and widened her stance.
She looked at Mr. H. "Your friend here is groping my ass. His hands seem awfully near my pussy. I'm not stopping him if you're not."
The guy slid his hands between her legs. She moaned.
"You like this dear? You like knowing your friends fingers are in my pussy? I don't even think you know this guy that well. Do you?"
She looked at the guy. "How do you know my husband?"
"I never met him before today," said the guy. "I just heard from (I forget the name) that these 2 girls (pointing at us) were flashing at the last game. I didn't believe it, so he invited me."
"You hear that honey? These guys came to see your daughter flash. Do you like that honey? You like the idea of these strangers seeing your daughter's ass and pussy?"
She called Kara over. Kara got up and walked to her mom. Mrs. H wrapped her arms around Kara.
"What do you think honey? Do want her naked in front of these guys? Do you want her pretty teenage body exposed?"
She reached down to the hem of Kara's shirt. "You haven't said no. I guess you do."
She pulled the top off of Kara. There they stood. Some guy who Mr. H didn't know, standing behind Mrs. H with his fingers in her pussy. Mrs. H was standing behind Kara, her arms wrapped around her naked body. I had no idea what was going to happen next. But so far this was hot.
The guy in the back pulled his fingers out of Mrs. H's pussy and put them to Kara's mouth. Kara licked them clean.
"Did you see that Honey? Your daughter just tasted my pussy juices from this stranger's fingers. Does that turn you on?"
Mr. H started actively rubbing his cock through his pants. So did a few of the other guys.
The guy behind Mrs.H, put himself between Mrs. H and Kara. I saw his fingers go to Kara's pussy. She moaned. Mrs. H put her hand over his.
"Look honey. I can feel this stranger's fingers entering your daughter's cunt. Do you like that? Now your daughters pussy is available to him. Do you think he'll fuck her?
She turned to the guy. "Would you like to fuck my teenage daughter's cunt?"
She took Kara over to her dad's chair. She Kara's hands on her dad's shoulders to steady her. Kara was now bent over looking at her dad. Mrs. H pulled the guy over and unzipped his pants. His hard cock popped out. Mrs. H guided it to Kara's pussy.
"Fuck her," she said.
The guy drove his cock into her. Her face was an inch from her dad's. She grunted every time he thrust. Her dad was still rubbing his cock.
The game had started but no one was watching.
Mrs. H said, "Who wants to fuck me? While he watches his daughter get fucked he might as well watch his wife get fucked too. A few guys stood up.
She got down on her hands and knees. "Two holes. No waiting," she said.
It took less than a minute for 2 guys to fill her mouth and pussy.
Besides Kara's dad there were 3 guys left. They were all looking at me.
"Oh fuck it," I said as I pulled off my shirt. "Pull out those cocks"
I climbed on one guys lap facing out. I motioned two guys by my face. I started alternating between sucking them.
The smell of sex permeated the room. I loved it. I love the smell of slutty sex.
I'm going to try and describe the seen. The fact that I did not know any of the men except Kara's dad is going to be hard. I was not sure which of them was doing what to whom.
Kara was bent over her father being fucked from behind. Kara started talking to her dad.
"You like this dad? Your little girl fucked from behind? Can you see my tits bounce as he fucks me? Is this what you wanted? Did you invite all these guys over to see me fuck? Do you want me to fuck all six of them? How would that look six loads of cum dripping out of my pussy?"
The guy fucking her was also talking to Kara's dad.
"Wow, you're wife and daughter are such sluts. I did not believe it when (forgot name) told me they were showing off, never mind that they were going to fuck. I'm going to fill your daughter's cunt with cum."
Her dad was stroking his cock through his pants.
I was sitting on some guys cock trying to suck 2 others. I was enjoying the sensation in my cunt while watching Kara and her mom. I was not doing much of the work. The guy whose lap I was on was pulling me up and down on his cock. I was giving terrible blow jobs.
Mrs. H was doing much better. She was being pounded from behind. She was sucking on a cock. Between sucking on it she would be screaming.
"Fuck me. Let my husband see what a slut I am. Fuck me in front of my daughter. Cum in me, come on me. What do you want. I'll swallow it all. Get it all over my face and tits. Fuck me. Cum in my cunt".
There was so much happening I couldn't keep track. The guy fucking Kara came. He filled her pussy. Thankfully one of the guys I was doing a bad job sucking went over to her and started fucking her. As his cock glided in and out of her I could see the first guys cum mixed with their juices.
Kara started telling her dad. "Did you see that? Some guy just filled my cunt with cum. I bet you don't even know his name. I know I don't. In fact, I don't know the name of the guy who's fucking me now! "
I saw the guy fucking Mrs.H's mouth start to cum. He pulled out and came on her face and tits.
She looked at her husband and said, "Look honey, a face full of cum. Do you like your wife covered with cum?"
Mr. H unzipped his pants and started jerking his cock.
Kara started, Daddy? Are you jerking off for me or mom"
He didn't say a word.
The guy I was now sucking left me to fuck Mrs, H's mouth. Probably because I was so busy watching everyone else I was giving a lousy blow job.
I saw the second guy cum in Kara's cunt. As he pulled out you could see the cum dripping down her leg.
The guy fucking her mom's mouth must have decided he wanted some younger cunt. He plunged into Kara's cum filled cunt and started fucking her.
One guy who'd already cum in Kara stuck his cum covered cock in Mrs. H's mouth. She started cleaning him off.
I saw Kara cum. Her knees buckled. He held her up and kept fucking her.
She started begging, "That's it. I have 2 loads. Give me another."
Meanwhile Mrs. H has the guy in her mouth hard again. The guy in her cunt was pumping her.
The guy in Kara's cunt cums. That's 3. She came again. Her mom told the guy in her pussy to go cum in Kara's pussy. He went over and started fucking Kara. Kara started talking to her dad about load number 4.
The guy fucking me let me off him to go fuck Kara's mom. I didn't blame him. I was not paying attention. I was a lousy fuck.
The guy in Kara gave her load 4. You could see it dripping down her leg.
Kara begged the guy in Mrs H's mouth to cum give her another load. He went over and started fucking her. You could see the cum being pushed out of her.
All this time Kara's face was right in front of her dad's. She was practically whispering to him. She was telling him she was working on load #5.
Her and her mom had a pattern. Her mom would get them ready to cum, then send them over to Kara to fill her cunt. Eventually all 6 guys came in Kara's cunt. It was a mess. Cum was running out of it dripping down her leg.
She turned. I actually went over and helped her balance her.
Kara said, "Daddy. Can you see your daughter's cunt? 6 loads of cum. See me dripping. You invited all these guys to see me. And now they've all filled my cunt. You know what I'm going to do now?
Her dad shook his head.
"I'm going to fuck you. You get to feel what your daughter's cunt feels like with 6 loads in her."
She look at me. I helped her climb on her dad's lap. I grabbed his cock and stuck it in her. They both groaned.
Meanwhile as guys recovered they'd go back to Mrs. H and fuck her or her mouth. Whenever they were about to cum, she'd beg them to cum on her. They obliged she was soaked in at least 6 loads of cum.
It was fucking hot and slutty.
I was getting tired. I went up, took a shower, and got dressed. When I came back down Kara's cum covered mom was riding Mr H's cock. Cum was everywhere. Kara had someone fucking her. About that time Ricky got home. He walked in the door stunned. He looked at me stunned.
I just said, "Go fuck your sister and mom." And then went home.
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Author' note:
Thank you all for your feedback. Even the negative ones. The vitriol in which they are posted amazes me. I am working on finding a good editor. I realize my proofreading sucks. :)
Remember these are fantasies. In real life unprotected sex with strangers is dangerous.
Please feel free to contact me. I love chatting with my fans.
*****************
We had been in Vegas for a few days now and having a great trip. My husband, Jim, surprised me with tickets. He had already talked to my boss about vacation time and made arrangement for my folks to take the kids. He had everything planned perfectly.
This was not unlike him. We'd been married for 15 years and during that time he has always been romantic. He is often planning little surprises for me. He makes me feel like I have a true partner at home. He always says that marriage is 60/40. With each partner trying to be the 60. He lives it.
The best part is that the loving husband, amazing father, and great provider, also comes with a bad boy side. He had more experience than me when we got married. He said in high school he noticed that every girl he liked had a bad boy she was dating, or had dated. They always complained after the fact, but, that person had got there first.
In college he decided to be the bad boy. He said he wanted to be the jerk girls dated before the guy they're with now. He changed his style and was successful. When he met me, he stopped. I'd never seen him like that, but at times, especially when we were out or making love, the bad boy came out. I loved him. He pushed me to sexual limits.
Nothing crazy. A brazen PDA, here or there, where his hands were definitely not in neutral territory or his hand on my knee sliding my dress up and showing off my stocking tops. In bed he'd taught me to talk dirty, to be free telling him what I want, and to share my fantasies.
For my part he liked me dressing a little sexy when we were out and liked me in pretty lingerie. I had lots of sexy matching bras and panties. Some with matching garter belt. I always wore hot underwear. He said he liked knowing he was going to get a little show at the end of the day.
He also said he liked it when people checked us out. I could say, checked me out, but he got his share of looks. I have to admit, in suburbia, we dressed the part, we didn't really stand out. When we were out, we put it on.
At 5'4" 120 lbs, I know I looked good. I worked hard to keep that shape. My 36c breasts might not be as firm as they were when I was younger, but a good push up bra fixed that. I had thick brown hair that came down between my shoulder blades. At 37 I still get carded sometimes.
To me he looked amazing. 2 years older than me, 5'11", close cut brown hair, 180, 34 inch waist, and light blue eyes. He was not a gym rat but kept himself toned enough. I would catch women checking him out all the time. Even in our suburban home town.
Tonight was no different. We just saw a show and now he was taking me dancing. As we walked in the club I could see women checking him out. I also noticed men checking me out. A game we played was pointing out the people who checked us out. Especially if they were exceptionally cute. We'd also try and pick out who the other thought was attractive.
Tonight was no different. We danced, flirted with each other, and were having a great time. After a few dances we looked for a place to sit. The club was packed. In one corner it looked like a bachelorette party had taken over a number of tables. They didn't seem to be using all the chairs though. We decided to ask.
Jim approached them and asked if all the seats were taken. I thought they were going to blow him off until they looked at him. They all smiled and offered us the seats. We joined them.
To thank them for the seats Jim bought them a round of drinks. We chatted with them a bit. They were from the Midwest. The bride was getting married in 3 weeks. There were 12 of them. They seemed to be having a great time.
They were all dressed in sexy clubwear. They were a hot looking group of mid 20 yr olds. Lots of guys would ask them to dance. They'd say no and then giggle among themselves.
There was one girl kind of on the outside. While the other girls shared stories and giggled, she listened mostly and laughed when something was funny. The girls did not interact with her.
For fun we bought them another round. The girls decided to get up and dance. The group headed to the dance floor. They were immediately surrounded by men and were having a great time dancing. All except the outsider. She stayed at the table with us.
We asked her why she wasn't dancing. She explained she was the bride's cousin. She and the bride were very close, but she did not know the bride's friends at all, so she was kind of on the outside.
We told her we understood and that she could be on the inside with us. She laughed. We chatted with her. Normal small talk, the kind you'd have at any cocktail party when you meet someone.
Her name was Chrissy and she was 27, single. She'd just ended a relationship a few months ago. She was a pretty girl. 5'6", maybe 130, brown hair longer than mine. She had curves. Her dress was Vegas clubwear. Just this side of street slut. Something you'd never get away with in our hometown, but in Vegas was not even noticed. It showed a lot of cleavage and a lot of leg.
She was however the girl I would have said my husband found most attractive in the room. While many men liked the skinny big boobed blondes, my husband preferred a more quiet and dignified beauty. He liked it when a woman had curvy hips and a bit of an ass. He liked it when they had long dark hair. Basically he liked girls who looked like me.
She was sitting next to us moving to the music. I wanted to go dance, but I didn't want to leave her alone at the table. I asked her to come dance with Jim and I. She of course said no and that she didn't want to intrude. I insisted. The 3 of us got up and danced.
The girl moved with a sexy grace. I was wishing I could move like that. Although the 3 of us were dancing. She was mostly dancing with me. She put her hand on my hip and we swayed in rhythm together. It was kind of fun. We were in Vegas. No one could see us, it had been a while since I dirty danced. She started dancing closer to me. I was liking this. I could see girls swaying together, grinding together. This was post my time. We didn't dance like this when I was 20, maybe a bit with my husband when I was 30 and we were away where no one could see us.
The music was sexy, Seductive, and pulsing. I could feel the beat pulsing through me. I could see all the people dancing around me. Sexy bodies dancing against each other. Woman grinding against their men. I let the rhythm take hold of me.
She turned her back to me and swayed her hips in front of me. Damn she looked good. I looked at my husband to see if he was checking her out. I was surprised to see he was looking at me. I blew him a kiss. If he was going to watch me, I was going to put on a show.
I started moving with her. I put my hands on her shoulders and pushed my hips into her. She tilted her head back and pushed her ass into me. She turned to face me, then she turned me around. She ran her hands down from my shoulders to my hips.
I have to admit, the touch kind of turned me on. It felt good. I closed my eyes and let the music wash over me. As we danced she turned me to face my husband. She pushed me closer. I started dancing with him. I put my arms around his neck as I swayed to the music. I kissed him.
Chrissy had her hands on my hips and pushed me into him. As she did she followed in tight and was grinding against my ass. I was sandwiched between them. I was looking into my husband's eyes and grinding against this sexy woman. I liked the feeling.
Chrissy then reached past me. She took my husband's hands and put them on my hips. She kept her hands on top of his. My husband looked at me with a questioning glance. I kissed him. What the hell. It was Vegas and I was having fun. I was feeling the music. I was feeling sexy.
Chrissy then turned me around. Now I was dancing with her my ass towards my husband. Chrissy again had my husband's hands on my hips, hers over them. As we danced she slid his hands up and down from my hips to my thighs. As they moved up I felt my dress slide up.
I looked around for the bachelorette girls. I couldn't see them. They'd been drinking heavily. I wondered if they forgot Chrissy was there and took off.
I was wearing a very tight black dress that was about 6" above my knees. The material was stretchy clingy and hugged my curves. I parted my legs a bit to sway my hips down. As I did she pushed between my legs. This pushed the bottom of my dress almost to my crotch.
I now had my legs on either side of her, pushing my ass into my husband while my chest was pressed against her. I could feel the skin of her thighs against mine.
As we danced I felt her hand slide down my hip to my thigh. The touch was electric.
I had never been with a woman, never thought about it. I wasn't even thinking about it at that moment. Just in retrospect I realized I was never against the idea. Just never really occurred to me.
However at that moment, I liked the way her hand felt. I put both my hands on her hips, well, below her hips and we danced. Her hand moved up and down my thigh. She'd toy with the hem of my dress and then slide her hand down a few inches.
I was enjoying the feeling. Then I felt the air of the club on my ass. I realized that my dress had pulled up that a little of my ass was showing. I was wearing a black lace thong and if she hadn't been between my legs and my husband in back of me I would have been on display. As it was I was enjoying the feeling of my husband's pants against my naked flesh.
I felt her hand at the side band of my thong. I didn't stop her. I felt her playing with the side. Her fingers would caress my skin and then she'd slide them along the the thong to the top of my ass.
The club was packed. Couples pushed in around us. I was enjoying the sensation of being carried away.
Then I felt my husband's hand on my other hip. I could feel her fingers wrapped with his. As one of her hands explored my hip and ass. The other was guiding my husband to do the same.
I leaned into him, tilted my head back and turned for a kiss. He kissed me passionately.
Now she'd let go of his hands. They were both on my hips. I felt her hands slide back to my ass. She cupped my cheeks and pulled me into her. Somewhere in my mind I realized if her hands were on my ass, then my dress was not covering it. I felt my face flush and my pussy tingle.
After I kissed my husband, I turned to look at Chrissy. Her hands on my ass, she pulled me to her. She bent her head down and kissed me. Now, I look back amazed at what I was thinking. At the moment. I wasn't really thinking. I was just enjoying the sensations. I kissed back.
As I did I ground my ass against my husband. I could feel the hard bulge in his pants behind me. That turned me on even more. I kept grinding against him while practically humping Chrissy's leg.
She turned me to face my husband. With her behind me I started kissing him. My dress was still over my ass. I could feel Chrissy's fingers wrap around the side of my thong. My husband's hands were below hers on my thighs. I felt her start to pull my thong down. My arms were around my husband's neck. The feeling of her hands and the material sliding down my hip was exciting. She pulled it down till she hit my husband's hands. He looked at me, kissed me passionately and moved his hands. Chrissy slid the thong down to my knees. She held it while I stepped out of it.
I looked around. There was a couple dancing right next to us. He had his hands on the woman's ass. He saw what Chrissy did. He smiled at me. He said something to the woman he was dancing with. She looked. She gave me a thumbs up.
Chrissy was still grinding against my naked ass. My pussy was now grinding into my husband. No one could see either, but I knew they weren't covered. I loved the feeling. It was hot knowing I was naked practically from the waist down, in a crowd, and no one really knew. My pussy was wet. I was wondering if Jim could feel how hot it was against his leg. I wondered if I'd leave a wet spot.
Chrissy took Jim's hands and put them on my ass. As she did she put my thong in Jim's hand. I could feel the material in his hand against my skin.
I felt her hands slide between Jim And I. Her hands were on my naked skin. Just above my pussy. I could feel them pressed between Jim and I. I realized the back of her hand must be feeling his hard cock. The idea turned me on. One of her hands slowly crept lower. It was slowly getting closer and closer to my pussy. I felt myself tilting my hips up to push closer to her hand, but she controlled the pace. She was taking her time. I was concentrating. The suspense of where that hand was going and when it would get there was driving me nuts. I wanted to stop her, but I also wanted to push her fingers into me.
Her other hand she slid up my arm and took one of my hands. She guided it between us to Jim's cock. Using her hand she rubbed my hand against his cock. I knew we were doing it together. I knew she could feel it against her hand as well.
The other hand finally reached my clit. She grazed it. I sighed and kissed my husband hard. Her hand slid lower. She had it on my clit. I kissed Jim hard. As I did I came. Right on the dance floor. I moaned into his mouth.
Jim loved it when I talked dirty. If there was ever an occasion this was it. I put my mouth to his ear and said. "She's fingering my clit." He kissed me again.
Chrissy's hand slid down my slit. I was soaked. Her fingers dipped inside my pussy as she got them wet she'd slide her wet fingers back up over my clit.
"Oh my god Jim, she's got her fingers in my cunt," I said.
"Do you like that baby? Knowing that this woman has her fingers in my cunt while we're surrounded by all these people?"
He kissed me again. I came again. I could feel my juices on my dripping down my thighs.
Chrissy removed her fingers and slid them between my husband's lips and mine. Between us we sucked them clean.
All of a sudden Chrissy pulled my skirt down. Someone from the bridal shower came up to her, said something and disappeared into the crowd.
Chrissy turned me around and kissed me passionately. She then reached over my shoulder, grabbed my husband's shirt, pulled him forward and kissed him the same way.
She said, "I've gotta go," and disappeared into the crowd.
I turned to my husband and said, "Get me out of here and fuck me before I fuck you on the dance floor."
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It was my wedding day, my father was about to walk me down the aisle. That's a bad place to start, but it gives context. I'll start at the beginning.
My name is Cat, short for Catherine, but everyone calls me Cat. I'm 22 years old and my husband Bob is 23.
Bob and I met in college. I was never a big social person. I didn't date in high school. I was a late bloomer and didn't really develop my figure till I was 18. I always felt awkward and wore very conservative clothes to hide my shape. I am now 5'3", 105, 32C, I have thick, long dark brown hair down to the middle of my back. When I grew into my figure I was still shy about my body and still wore clothes that covered it.
Bob says the first thing he noticed about me was my hair.
One day after class Bob asked me out, well not out, for coffee. I was a junior, he was a senior. I'd seen him at the back of my lecture hall once or twice. We walked to the student union to get a cup of coffee. We chatted and it turns out he was not in that class. The times I saw him he was trying to work up the courage to ask me out.
I thought that was nice. He was a little shy. I found that sweet and when he asked me out for a date, I said yes.
Bob had a similar background. He was also a late bloomer. His first 2 years of high school he suffered a lot of teasing for looking like a Jr. high kid. By the time he had his growth spurt he'd already been placed in the high school pecking order and therefore had not dated either.
We started dating regularly. He was a perfect gentleman.
My roommates would ask me about him. I'd tell them about my dates. Just girl talk. After a month and about 8 dates one asked me if Bob and I had kissed. We hadn't and they made fun of him for being so slow. I didn't have a lot of dating experience so I had no clue 2 months was a long time to wait.
That week, after our date, I kissed him. It was nice. I didn't see stars, but I liked kissing. He obviously liked it too. After that we'd kiss a lot. More often than not I'd have to initiate it but I enjoyed it.
After a few months, more girl talk, my roommates asked if we'd gone further. We hadn't and they again started making fun of him. They would ask me if he was gay and why he didn't make a move. They joked that maybe I didn't turn him on.
I knew I was not very good at being sexy, but I thought that if maybe I stepped up my game, he'd step up his. It was late spring, and as I walked around campus I looked at what other girls were wearing. My loose jeans, sneakers, and baggy T shirt were not the norm. Girls with my shape wore pretty skirts, dresses, tight jeans. I took note of what they were wearing and decided to buy new clothes.
When I told my roommates I was going shopping, they insisted on going with me. I was happy they did. I wanted someone else's opinion.
We hit the mall laughing and having fun. They knew what stores sold what and where the sales were. We went from store to store trying on clothes.
At the first store I picked out a few things I wanted to try on. When I showed them to my roommates they just laughed. They told me there was no way they'd let me buy that "old lady stuff."
They started picking out clothes for me to try on. Most of it I felt self conscious trying on, but they insisted, so I did. I had to admit, I liked what they picked out. I thought I looked pretty. I had just never worn stuff like it and was uncomfortable wearing it.
We went from store to store. I ended up with a bunch of skirts, dresses, and tops. I was happy and ready to go but my roommates told me not yet.
They took me to a lingerie store. They insisted that I had to get rid of my 3 to a package cotton bikinis and buy some pretty underwear. I blushed as we walked through the store. I admit the stuff was pretty.
I could not buy the lacey, expensive stuff, but I found some cute cotton boyshorts and thongs that were more what girls today wore. They insisted I get some pretty bras too. I got a few pretty ones with candy, rose and cherry patterns, plus I bought black, beige, and white bras. When possible I bought the matching panties.
My roommates satisfied we left the mall.
The next day I started wearing my new wardrobe. I felt very self conscious as I walked out of my dorm onto campus. As I walked through campus I noticed a couple of guys checking me out. Some even smiled at me, and a couple said hi.
Having men notice me made me self conscious, but it also gave me butterflies in my stomach. It was a nice feeling to be noticed.
When I saw Bob after class, he just stared at me. Finally he said, "Wow Cat. You look beautiful."
It was nice. I felt pretty. I bought the clothes so he'd notice, and he did, so I was happy.
We went for coffee in the student union and sat down. As we had walked through the student union guys were checking me out. We never held hands or anything walking on campus so there was no reason for anyone to assume we were a couple. A few boys who I recognized from classes said hi to me.
Bob noticed. He seemed happy about it. He would point out the guys that were checking me out and when someone said hi he'd ask me all about them. I really didn't think much of it.
This was a pattern every day after class. I wore my different clothes and Bob seemed to like the ones that were more revealing. He would point out the guys checking me out, ask about the ones who talked to me. If someone talked to me during the day, he wanted to know who. He wanted details. I just took this as part of his general interest in me.
I had to admit I was enjoying it. I was not used to boys flirting with me. I did not know what to say. Some offered to walk me to my next class. I didn't see any problem. When they did I told Bob. He wanted to know everything they said and did.
Sometimes they would walk me after class to the student union where I was meeting Bob. He was always very excited when that happened.
After 2 months he still hadn't made a move. With my roommates teasing me, I decided if I didn't make the move it wouldn't happen. My 21st birthday was coming up and it was just time to lose my virginity. I wasn't stupid, I went to campus health and went on the pill.
Bob was taking me out for my birthday. I planned to spend the night at his place. He had a roommate but he was going home for the weekend. We'd be alone. I didn't tell him I was planning on staying. I just packed a toothbrush, light dress, and underwear in a large purse for the next day.
Since it was my 21st birthday, we decided to go to a club that had dancing.
I asked my roommates what I should wear. They chose a nice dress. It was green, about mid thigh, and showed a bit of cleavage. I had gotten used to dresses so I wasn't too self conscious. My roommates insisted I wear my cherry pattern bra and thong.
We went to the club. I'd never been in a club before. Bob had never been either. All I'd ever seen were on TV. I'd danced before, but not since high school. I loved the lights, music, and the driving vibe. Bob and I ordered drinks and found a place on the sidelines to stand.
It was loud in the club. We really couldn't talk. We stood there side by side, watching people dance, and sipping our drinks. I watched the women move to the music. I had never danced like that. Some were grinding against the men they were dancing with. Others were keeping their distance but still moving seductively. I was feeling butterflies in my stomach again.
I was swaying to the music on the side of the dance floor and hoping Bob would ask me to dance. He didn't. We just stood and watched. Eventually a guy approached me and asked me to dance. I wanted to dance but was not sure what to say. I looked at Bob and he just shrugged his shoulders. So I said yes.
Being on the dance floor was fun. Being among all those sexy people dancing made me feel sexy. I watched the other girls and tried to imitate their moves. I had taken dance and gymnastics as a girl, so I picked it up quick. We danced 2 dances. During those dances the guy tried to rub against me. He often had his hand on my hip. I was too nervous to push him away, and to be honest, I liked the way it felt.
When I got back to Bob he told me I looked great dancing. I said thank you and we stood there again. Eventually another guy from the same group of guys asked me to dance. Again I looked at Bob. He asked me if I wanted to.
I told him I wanted to dance again, hoping he would get the hint and dance with me. He didn't, so I accepted the guys offer and headed to the dance floor.
This time as we danced the guy moved close to me. I could feel his body next to mine. As we danced he had his hands on my hips. We danced a few songs. He started moving his hands and pushing up against me. At one point I felt his hands move down to my ass. I had never experienced this before so I wasn't sure what to do. I let his hands freely explore my ass.
At first I was just scared, but the music, and dancing, made me feel sexy and I started to enjoy his hands. As we danced I felt my dress slide up. I realized he was pulling it up. I didn't know how to react. I just let him. Eventually I felt his hand at the bottom of my ass. I was wearing a thong so it was skin against skin. No one had ever touched my ass before. I was breathing hard and my heart was beating.
At the end of the song I decided I better get back to Bob. When I did he was all excited. He told me how sexy I looked on the dance floor and asked me if the guy really grabbed my ass. I told Bob he did. Bob just said how hot that was.
Eventually another guy from the same group asked me to dance. Again Bob didn't stop me. I danced. This time the guys hands went to my ass right away. I let him pull me in and we danced grinding against each other. Whenever he could he'd touch my ass or grab me under my dress. I felt sexy.
After about 5 dances I felt all worked up. I started the night expecting to have sex with Bob. I was ready to follow through. As I exited the dance floor I told Bob I was ready to go. He asked me if I was sure I didn't want to dance some more. I did, but I also wanted to get to the sex. We left.
On the way home I suggested we go to his place. He commented that it was getting late but I convinced him. As he drove he made me tell him about dancing. He was very interested in the parts where the guys had their hands on my ass.
When we got to his place I was nervous. We turned on the TV and sat on the couch. I started kissing him. He would kiss back but every once in awhile stop and ask me more about dancing. The more I told him the more excited he got.
He eventually mentioned it was late again and that he should take me home. I told him no. He looked at me surprised. I took a deep breath and I stood up.
I said, "I'm staying here tonight."
He just blinked at me with his mouth open. I took his hand and led him to the bedroom. He followed in silence. When we got there I started kissing him and unbuttoning his shirt. I thought he would try to undress me but didn't make a move, so I unzipped my dress and stepped out of it.
I continued undressing him. I undid his pants and they fell to the ground. He was still wearing his shoes so they pooled around his ankles. I could see he had a hard on in his white briefs. I pulled his briefs down and it sprung out.
I'd never seen a live adult penis. I looked at it. It was about 5" long and around 2 fingers diameter. I reached down to take it in my hand. The skin around it felt soft. I moved my hand along the shaft. As I did he came in my hand. He got cum all over my hand, belly, panties and thighs.
He started apologizing, saying he'd never done this before. I knew enough to know that this could happen. I was inexperienced, not stupid. I told him it was OK and to get into bed and I went to the bathroom to clean up. I was glad I had brought another pair of panties with me.
When I came out of the bathroom he was already under the covers. I climbed in next to him in my bra and panties.
I reached down to touch his penis again. He was still wearing his briefs. I kissed him and slid my hand to his penis. It was hard again.
Under the covers I slid out of my panties. I pushed his briefs down around his thighs freeing his hard on. He was not moving. I climbed on top of him and rubbed his hard on against my vagina trying to line it up to enter me. It felt good. When he was lined up, I slowly lowered myself.
I liked the way it felt. It hurt a bit but for the most part it wasn't bad. I moved myself up and down. In about 3 minutes he came. I felt it inside me. I actually liked the feeling of the cum inside me. Sex did not rock my world, but it was nice. We kissed and fell asleep.
We had sex a few more times before the semester ended. He always suggested we go dancing for our dates. He never danced with me, but I was really enjoying dancing and was really learning some moves. On the way home he always asked me about the guys, what they said, and where they touched me.
Sex was about the same. We tried missionary and doggy styles. It lasted about 5 minutes. It was pleasant. Not mindblowing, but pleasant.
Graduation and the summer came. I went home to my folks, he stayed in town. He got a good full time job with the company he had been interning with. We stayed in touch through texts and email over the summer. He came to visit me once. My parents made us sleep in separate rooms.
At my summer job I was working with people I had known in high school. Now, with high school way in the past, we started talking. I formed a little crowd to hang out with. It was fun. I enjoyed being part of the group. In the group there were 2 brothers. James and Don Hillman. I'd never talked to them in high school. We were in different crowds. Well, they were in a crowd, I wasn't.
When we were out these guys always paid attention to me. I enjoyed the attention. If we went dancing they would always dance with me. Sometimes I found myself dancing with the 2 of them at the same time. They were both nice guys and I even started to flirt a little. I'd even dance a little dirty and let their hands touch my ass. It was fun and I was getting more comfortable with myself.
At night I would text Bob and tell him about my day. He was very curious about the boys I hung out with. Particularly James and Don. He'd ask me for details, what they said, whether they touched me or not. This actually made up most of our conversations.
At the end of the summer I returned to school. Bob got a place of his own after graduation. I spent most of my weekends at Bob's. His favorite date was to still go out dancing. He never danced with me.
When we went he'd suggest clothes for me to wear. He liked things that were more revealing. Shorter dresses, lower necklines. I was feeling sexier and more confident. I started looking around at the girls in the club and buying clothes like theirs.
His favorite dresses barely covered my ass and had necklines where you could pretty much see part of my bra. When I wore them I got a lot of attention and boys clambering to dance with me. I'd spend most of the nights on the dance floor dancing with anyone who asked me. Bob would watch from the side.
I got to know the crowd. I'd dance with the same guys every time we went. For their part they took more liberties with their hands. They did not hesitate to grab my ass or cup my breasts as I was grinding against them. I could often feel their hard ons through their clothes.
Bob would watch from the sidelines and ask for details when we got home. He was really fascinated when I told him I could feel their hard ons and would ask me what it was like. We'd have sex at night and he'd ask me about it when we had sex. He'd often cum as we talked about it.
Bob asked me to marry him. We'd been dating for almost a year and I said yes. We planned to be married right after graduation in my hometown.
We continued going out. I'd spend weekends at Bob's. We'd go out dancing. I'd dance and he'd watch. During sex he kept asking me about dancing. He'd ask me for details when someone touched my ass or breasts.
One day, while we were having sex and I was telling him this, he blurted out, "I can't wait to be married to my hot wife." I took it as a compliment. He would say it often as we had sex.
One day I told my roommates that he'd said that. They laughed. I had no idea why and asked them what was so funny. They repeated "Hot Wife" and laughed.
I didn't want to sound stupid so I let it drop. When I was alone I googled it. I learned that a hot wife was a wife who had sex with other people. As I read more I started to see patterns. I just shook them out of my head. I was sure Bob didn't mean that.
I couldn't believe the stories. I read about men who liked knowing their wives were having sex. I read about the women. I have to admit, some of the stories were hot.
One night while having sex Bob again said he couldn't wait to have me as his hot wife. I asked him if he knew that the term hot wife meant a wife who had sex with others. He came immediately.
It was hard planning a wedding during my final semester, but we did it. I invited the group of friends I made last summer. We had stayed in touch when I was at school. Especially James and Don. During Christmas break I almost spent the whole time with them. During the school year, they would send me flirty and suggestive texts. It was all in fun.
As I planned the wedding Bob asked me about the guests. He was particularly interested in James and Don. He would ask me about them often. I would often share my texts with Bob. When he'd see me one of the first things he'd ask to see is my texts with James and Don. The flirtier and more suggestive they were, the more he liked them.
They'd often text when Bob and I were together. He'd read them and then make suggestions about what I should respond. Some of his ideas were very suggestive. Often the reply would be a double entendre implying that I'd have sex with them.
One night we went for dinner and dancing. Through dinner he had me replying to texts from James and Don. I was telling them I was dressed to go out. They asked for a picture. When we got back to Bob's place. Bob suggested we take a picture for them. I was wearing one of Bob's favorite dresses. It was a red wrap that tied at the hip. It came down about 3 inches over my ass. You could see a bit of my lacy black bra over the neckline. Bob took one of me in my dress and sent it.
They replied that they thought the dress was hot. Don then replied that the bra was hot too and said he'd like to see more of it.
I responded, "Don't you wish."
Bob read the text and said, "Hey, let's tease them a little. Show them the bra."
I of course said no but Bob was insistent. He pointed out that everything was covered and that during the summer they had seen me in a bathing suit. He said it was no big deal.
I was skeptical, but I agreed. I pulled the top of my wrap dress apart and Bob took and sent a picture. Bob kept looking at my phone for a response. It was almost immediate. They both started commenting on how hot I looked and how they wished I was home or they were with me.
Bob was excited. He kept telling me how cool that was. The texts came back asking if my panties matched my bra.
Bob told me to respond, "Always."
I admit I was liking the flirtiness. I was liking the compliments. James and Don started texting that they wanted to see the panties.
I told them no way, but then Bob said that I should. He said it would be fun and it's not like they were here. There was a part of me that said no, but there was a part of me that was loving being the center of attention.
As he was talking to me Bob pulled the tie of my wrap dress and let it fall open. He then told me to hold it open while he took the pic. I did and he sent it to them.



The comments back were not subtle.
Nice tits. Great panties. I bet they'd look good on the floor. They were getting crude. Bob loved them. He suggested we take more pics. I wasn't sure and just said no. Bob tried a bit to convince me.
The truth is I wanted to, but I knew I shouldn't. I didn't.
Bob and I had sex. While having sex he kept telling me what a hot wife I'd be and talking about how hot sending the pictures was. After about 3 minutes he came and he fell asleep.
As I lay there I thought of how hot I thought sending the pictures was. How sexy it made me feel. When I thought hot, I then thought, hot wife.
I picked up my iPad and again googled the term. I started reading some "hot wife" stories. As I did I slipped my hand between my legs and started playing with myself. The stories were full of wives having sex with other men and their husband's waiting to hear the details. The words were not hard on, sex, or vagina. They were cock, fucking, pussy, cunt.
The stories told of women sucking cocks for other men but not for their husbands. I had never given a blow job. These stories were full of them. The feeling of my hand on my vagina, I mean, pussy, was was exciting me. As I read I stroked myself harder and harder. All of a sudden I felt a wash of pleasure.
I lay there sweating. I knew what happened. I had just masturbared myself to my first orgasm. I put down my iPad and went to sleep.
Over the next week Don and James kept asking for more pics. I would text Bob at night and tell him what they were asking for. He kept telling me to take some and send them. I kept saying no, but he kept saying it would be fun. He was right. It would be fun, but i wasn't sure. When I went to bed I would go online and read more hot wife stories. I would masturbate and go to sleep. I think I had an orgasm every day that week.
Finally he wore me down. He suggested I take a selfie in just my bra and panties. I did. I sent it to Bob. He said perfect and I sent it to James and Don. Again I got an immediate response. How sexy I was. What a great body. How hot I was. There were requests for more, and more revealing pictures. I knew I was not going to send them, but, the idea excited me. For some reason, while in the shower, thinking about pics, and the stories I read, I shaved my pussy.
I sent the responses Bob. He encouraged me to send more. I refused.
That weekend we stayed at home. I was in jeans and a top. I was sitting with Bob and texting with Don and James. They started asking for more pics. I said no but Bob was telling me I should. I know I wanted to, but I told Bob I'd do it for him. He got all excited and took my phone.
I stood up and Bob took a picture. Then he told me to slowly take my top off. As I did he took pics. Then he did the same as I slowly peeled my jeans off. As I did he'd walk around me and take pics from behind as well as the front.
I was wearing a matching bra and thong. He asked me to take off the bra. I again protested, but he kept encouraging me. I thought, what the hell, I can delete them later. I slowly removed the bra. My nipples were hard as rock. I could feel my pussy getting wet. Yes, because of the stories I had started thinking in terms of pussies and cocks.
Bob kept taking pics. Last I slowly slipped my panties off. Bob was delighted I'd shaved my pussy. He started snapping a few more. Finally I stopped and told him I wanted to see what we were going to send them.
Bob said, "I sent them all."
Î
"All?" I asked.
He nodded.
Don and James had seen me naked. The idea both excited and horrified me. I was afraid to read the responses. Bob was excited. We had sex right on the couch. I think it lasted a minute. Bob and I climbed into bed and he fell asleep. I thought about what had happened. I pictured them seeing my pics. While picturing their response I made myself cum and fell asleep.
The next day I got up before Bob. I went to get my phone. I wanted to see the pictures and read the responses. After each sent picture there were responses. The responses were what I expected, but I was loving them anyways. Each response told me how hot I was and asked for more. When I finally took my bra off they got more crude.
"Nice tits."
"I want to suck on those."
As I removed my panties. I got even more. As I read them I started playing with my pussy.
When I got to the one that said, "You look so fuckable." I came.
As I opened my eyes I saw Bob watching me. He had his cock in his hand and was masturbating watching me. As soon as I saw him he came. It squirted all over his hand and the floor. I went and got something to clean up with. We didn't talk about it. We just got dressed and went on with our days.
When we weren't together, I would flirt with guys on campus and at night I would read hot wife stories and masturbate. On weekends we would stay in or go out, On a few he'd convince me to take more pictures and send them to Don and James. Don and James loved the pictures. They kept saying they couldn't wait till my wedding so they could see me. They kept suggesting they could help me get dressed for the wedding.
Finally graduation and I headed home. It would be 2 weeks till the wedding. I had a lot to do. Every night I would text Bob. He was coming down the next week to help.
I had a little time and one night I went out with Don and James and the group. Don and Janes were sharing a place and we all went over to hang out. I texted Bob I was going. He told me that was great and teased me about giving them a show. I told him to cut it out., but he had planted a thought and it stayed on my mind.
Eventually everyone left and it was just James, Don, and I. I texted Bob and he asked me if I was going to give them a show. I replied of course not. I got up to leave and they both got up to say good bye. This time no one was around.
Don put his arms around me and said it was great to see me. Even with my clothes on. We laughed and then he kissed me. At first it was a short kiss. Then a longer kiss. Don and I were making out.
Then James said, "Hey, it's my turn."
Don turned me to face James. James started kissing me. I was sandwiched between the 2 of them. I could feel James' hands on my ass as I kissed him. I could feel them both get hard and push their hard cocks against me.
Don turned me back to him and started kissing me again. This time his hands slid down the waistband of my jeans and he cupped my ass. From behind James ran his hands up my shirt and started playing with my tits. I let this go on for a minute and then remembered Bob.
I stopped them and running out of their apartment hurried home.
I was feeling very guilty. I texted Bob and after chatting started telling him what happened. He immediately called me and had me start again. As I told him he'd ask questions. He assured me it was alright and that he couldn't blame James and Don.
I told him the whole story. He asked questions. As I started repeating myself the images popped into my head. I could feel the kisses, feel their hands, feel their cocks. My hand slipped between my legs and I started playing with my pussy. I was very wet. I continued telling Bob the story. Then, right there, on the phone, I came.
I think I stopped talking for a minute. Bob kept asking if I was OK. I assured him I was and told him I needed some sleep. He kept asking me questions. I finally had to tell him I needed sleep and hung up.
The next day I thought about the night before. I imagined being between Don and James. Just thinking about it made my pussy wet. I wondered about why Bob reacted the way he did. I thought he'd be mad, but he was very understanding. I was glad I was marrying a man who was so understanding.
Bob arrived that week. He was staying at the hotel we were holding the service and reception at. I didn't have much time to see him. He asked everyday about James and Don. I'd often show him their texts. He really liked reading them. He would ask lots of questions.
I had a free night. I suggested Bob and I go out and go back to his room. Bob told me he had some work and suggested I hang out with my friends Don and James and then come over after.
I agreed. I texted Don and James and made plans to hang out at their place. I told Bob and he asked me what I was going to wear.
"Jeans and a T shirt," I replied.
"But you look so good in a dress," he said. "And your coming here after."
He suggested I wear a sundress he really liked. It was a short yellow dress with buttons down the front.
I got ready to meet Don and James. I thought about what happened the last time. I was a little worried they'd try to take advantage of me again. The thought made my pussy tingle. I shook my head and reminded myself they were good friends. I looked at my underwear and picked out a sexy thong and bra. Bob would like them. I briefly wondered if James and Don would. I finally decided that my future husband wanted to see me in something, I was going to wear it for him. I put the dress on and went to see them.
I arrived at their apartment. They both got up to greet me. Don hugged me and gave me a brief kiss. James was right next to him. He also hugged me and kissed me. His kiss was a little deeper. In a moment we were locked in s passionate kiss. James, not releasing me turned me to Don. Don said he wanted a kiss too.
Leaning back against James, I let myself go and kissed Don. I was loving the passion. The directness. I mostly had to make the first move with Bob. These guys were just deciding what they wanted. I thought about the difference. It made me wet.
As I kissed Don I felt James reach down and start to pull my dress up. I started to protest but Don kissed me again and I got lost in the kiss. I felt Don's hands on my ass. Lots of guys I had danced with had felt my ass. This was no big deal.
Don turned me back to James. James started kissing me while Don told me how sexy I was, how hot my pictures were, and how lucky Bob was. I felt relieved that they remembered I was marrying Bob and that they respected that.
At the same time the compliments and kissing felt good. I could feel their cocks getting hard in their pants and pressing against me. Don's hands were exploring my ass and reaching between my legs. I started to push back against his hands my legs moved apart.
All of a sudden. I remembered Bob. I pushed them away and said, "That's enough."
We joked about it and sat down to watch a movie. Before the movie, Don wanted to show me something. He hooked his PC to the TV. On the screen was a picture of me. They had saved every picture of me. We started going through all of them. I was a little embarrassed when they got to the nude ones, but they were so complimentary I felt good.
My pussy was wet. I couldn't wait to get back to Bob and have sex. While we watched they each had their hands on my thighs, they moved their hands up and down. Often brushing the crotch of my panties. When they did I'd playfully slap their hands.
Finally it was time to go. Leaving was a repeat of arriving. Sandwiched between them and kissing them. Don in front of me, James behind me. I felt James' hands under my dress. They sneaked around in front of me along the band of my panties. His fingers slid under the band as he slowly traced across it. Instinctively I pulled my hips away from Don. James' hands slid into my panties and started stroking my clit. It felt amazing. I parted my legs a bit to give him access.
As I did I continued to kiss Don. His hands were on my breasts unbuttoning my dress. He pushed my bra up and started sucking on my nipples.
As James' hand slipped inside my pussy I let myself go to the feeling. I could feel their hard cocks pressing against me. I wondered what they looked like. I'd only seen Bob's hard. I wondered what they would feel like.
James' hands, my tits being sucked, the situation, my thoughts. I came on his fingers. They could tell. I let out a loud moan and my knees buckled. James started to push my panties off.
All of a sudden I came to my senses. I pushed them away and said, "Stop." They did.
I fixed my clothes kissed them both briefly, said I'd see them at the wedding, and left.
I rushed to the hotel to be with Bob. I wanted him inside me. I wondered what it would be like to have an orgasm while he was in me. I'd read about it, but it'd never happened.
When I got to the room Bob was there. He made no move to me. I grabbed him and kissed him passionately. He broke the kiss and asked me what happened.
"What happened?" I asked. "Why?"
"Go look in the mirror," he replied.
When I did I saw I was a mess. My hair disheveled and my make up messed. I started to fix it. Bob was standing right behind me.
"Don't," he said.
I looked at him quizzically.
"Leave it," he said. "I like the way you look."
He started asking me what happened. I started at the beginning. I told him everything. Almost everything. I left out the hands on my breasts and in my pussy. I left out my orgasm.
Bob was all excited. He asked a lot of questions. As he did, and I answered, I was getting hotter and hotter. I started undressing him. His cock sprang to attention. I slipped off my panties off and mounted him right on the couch. I'd never done that before. He came in about a minute. I felt frustrated. I slipped my hand down to my clit and still straddling his body and limp cock I rubbed myself to an orgasm.
The next 2 days were a blur of wedding preparations. On my wedding day we got the honeymoon suite at the hotel. I was going to change into my gown there before going to the ceremony downstairs.
It was a small wedding. Mostly family and a few friends. We didn't have attendants. My mom helped me into my dress and then went down to greet the guests.
I was alone in my room when I realized I hadn't got Bob a present. Just then Bob texted me and asked how I was. He told me that Don and James had showed up and were asking for me. He suggested they come to the room and say hi. They were on their way.
All of a sudden I knew what to give Bob as a wedding present. I sat down and wrote him a note. As I finished the note there was a knock on the door. It was James and Don.
This time, when they walked in, I kissed them. Not a friendly peck. A deep long kiss. I went from one to the other. Both in front of me I pulled them into me and kissed them. At first they were tentative. Then they got back to who they were.
They told me how sexy I looked in my gown. Their hands ran up and down my body. I let them. I gave in to the feeling. I could feel my pussy getting wet. I felt James start to pull up my gown. It was way too long. I stopped kissing Don and turned my head to James.
"It has a zipper," I said.
James was not stupid. I felt the zipper go down. As it did I dropped my arms and let the dress fall off. It pooled around my feet. I was standing there in my wedding lingerie. White lacy bra, white almost see through thong with little strings that tied on the side, garter belt, stockings and heels.
They stepped back to look at me.
"Turn," said James.
I slowly turned for them.
"Totally fuckable," Don said.
"Yes, I am," I replied.
If there was any doubt in their minds it was gone.
Sandwiched between them Don kissed me while James unhooked my bra. I shrugged it off my shoulders and let it fall on top of my wedding gown. James held my tits up while Don sucked my nipples. The feeling was exquisite. I didn't want it to stop but I had some other things in mind.
As they played with my tits I reached behind me and started rubbing James' cock through his pants. It felt bigger than Bob's. I was looking forward to seeing it.
I dropped to my knees on top of my wedding gown. I unzipped Don's pants and pulled out his cock. It was hard, bigger, and thicker than Bob's. It felt heavy in my hands. With my hands wrapped around it I looked at it. It had a little drop of pre cum on the tip. I stuck out my tongue and tasted it. I liked the way it tasted.
I had never given a blow job before. I had an idea of what to do as I'd read it in my hot wife stories, but having his cock in front of me I felt a little intimidated.
"I've never done this before," I said to Don.
He just looked at me and said, "Suck it."
I made a pouty face and said in a pouty voice, "But only sluts suck cocks."
He smiled and said, "Then suck it, slut."
I wrapped my mouth around the tip. I liked the way it felt filling my mouth. I stroked the shaft as I licked the head and lightly sucked. I moved my mouth back and forth like he was fucking my mouth. It felt great.
As I did Don removed his shirt. I saw James' cock sticking out to the side of Don. James was naked. I had never seen a man other than Bob naked. I noticed that James had a flatter stomach and bigger shoulders. His body was more muscled.
His cock was maybe a bit thicker than Don's. I reached out and grabbed it as I sucked Don. I started stroking James' cock. It felt good.
After a few minutes of this Don pulled out of my mouth. I immediately turned my attention to James' cock. Again, I saw the drop of pre cum. I took his cock and ran it along my lips. I felt the pre cum smear accross them. Then I licked my lips and took James' cock in my mouth.
As I sucked James' cock I could see Don undress. He was built like his brother. I liked it.
James pulled out of my mouth, took my hand, and led me to the bed. He sat down and I again knelt in front of him and took his cock in my mouth. Something was missing. I stopped and looked around and I saw my wedding dress in a pile on the floor. I reached over grabbed it and knelt down on top of it again. I took James' cock back in my mouth.
Both James and Don encouraged me.
"That's it slut, suck that cock. You look so hot with a cock in your mouth."
I loved hearing that. I kept stroking and sucking James cock. I loved being treated like a sexual woman. I liked the word slut.
I felt Don move behind me. He started playing with my ass. I pushed it back against him. I could feel his hands on my thong.
I stopped sucking James cock and said, "Take them off."
I felt him pull the strings and my panties fell on top of my wedding gown.
Don started fingering my pussy and playing with my clit. I felt his finger dip into my pussy. Bob never played with my pussy. I loved it. When his fingers touched my clit, I came. It felt amazing.
Don swatted my ass and told me to lie down on the bed. I got up to do what he said. He grabbed my wedding dress and threw it on the bed. I laid down on top of it. James stuck his cock in my mouth again. Don started eating my pussy.
If I thought masturbating felt good, this was amazing. In about a minute I was coming again.
"Oh my god," I said. "That was amazing. I've never had someone do that before. Don't stop."
Don smiled. "Don't stop? Don't stop what."
"Eating my pussy. Eat me."
Don obliged. As he licked me to 2 more orgasms I sucked James. James kept encouraging Don.
"That's it. Lick the sluts pussy. Make her cum."
To me he said, "Do you like that? Do like a cock in your mouth while having your cunt eaten? We've wanted to fuck you for so long. We wanted our cocks in your mouth and pussy. We always thought there was a bit of a slut in you."
At that I came again.
Don got on the bed between my legs. He spread them and place his cock against my pussy. As he drove forward it slipped right in. I was really wet. He started fucking me. I loved it. His cock felt different than Bob's. It filled me and hit parts Bob never did. I fucked back.
Don said to James, "Hold the slut's legs."
James grabbed my legs, held them up, and spread them for Don. Don kept fucking me. I'd never felt anything so deep. I came again.



By this time we were way past the 2-3 minutes with Bob. I was loving it.
All of a sudden I felt James start to stiffen.
"I'm going to cum," he said.
I knew from the stories I should swallow it. I wanted to. The idea excited me. I clamped my lips around him. I felt the first jets of hot cum against my throat. I started swallowing. It was salty sweet. I knew I'd want to taste it again. I kept swallowing but it wasn't enough. Some leaked out and got on my chin and cheek. I thought about the cum on my face. I liked the feeling. I came again.
James kept his deflated cock in my mouth. I could now get it all in my mouth and did. After a few minutes he started to get hard again. I'd never seen Bob get hard again. Once and he was done. I marveled at how it felt, growing in my mouth.
I felt Don start pumping me harder and harder. "I'm cumming," he said.
I felt it. It felt like he came gallons. I felt it hot against the walls of my pussy.
"Oh yeah." I said. "Fill my pussy. Fuck me. Give me that cum. I want it all."
As I said that he pulled out. The last couple spurts landed on my pussy and stomach. It felt hot against my skin. I came again. I could feel the cum drip out of me. I thought that some must be dripping on my wedding dress.
James was hard again. He took Don's place between my legs. I felt his cock slide in me. Before today I had fucked one man. Now it's three. The thought made me cum again.
James was fucking my cum filled pussy. Don put his cock against my lips. I opened my mouth and took him in. It was slimy and sticky. It was covered with his cum and my juices. I loved it. I started licking and sucking him trying to get it all.
James was telling Don how good I felt.
"God. She has a great pussy. We should have fucked the little slut long ago. Too bad she fucked Bob. I would have loved to have her virgin pussy."
That made me cum again. I had never cum this much in a week. Never mind 30 minutes.
Don encouraged James. "That's it. Fuck the slut. Make her cum. Send her to her wedding with cum in her cunt."
That did it. I started panting.
"Fuck me. Fuck my cunt. Fuck my pussy. Give me that cum. I want to get married filled with cum. Fuck me."
I came again. As I did James began to cum. I could feel his sperm mixed with Don's dripping out my pussy. I knew some got on my dress.
Just then my phone rang. It was my mom.
"Where are you? The ceremony was supposed to start 10 minutes ago."
I told her I was finishing my make up and would be down in 10 minutes. I rushed to get dressed. I looked at my panties on the floor and decided I didn't need them. I pulled on my gown and had James zip me. I felt sexy in my stockings garters and no panties. I imagined walking down the aisle dressed in just my stockings, garters, and heels.
I chased Don and James out.
As they walked out the door I said, "I still have a virgin ass."
They smiled and headed down to the ceremony.
I quickly washed my face. I grabbed my note. I reread it and made a few changes. I headed to the wedding.
As I got off the elevator I saw Don and James enter the ceremony room and sit down. My father met me at the entrance.
"Are you Ok," he said. I looked at my dress. It was all wrinkled. There was a rip in one of the lacy parts. I could see 2 stains on the front wear my tits and belly were.
I told him I was fine. He took his handkerchief and wiped something off my cheek. The music had started and we walked down the aisle. As we walked I could see people talking. I am sure they were wondering about my dress.
I looked for Don and James. I saw them and smiled. I could feel their cum in my pussy and dripping down my legs.
I reached my husband to be. My dad let go of my arm and sat down. The Justice of the peace started the wedding ceremony. As he read my vows, I listened with an inward smile.
I said, "I do."
He started reading Bob's vows. Before Bob could say I do, I stopped him.
"I forgot to give you your wedding present," I said.
I handed him the note. He took it and started to read.
" Dear Husband to be.
"As you get ready to say 'I do' I wanted you to know something. I just fucked James and Don. In our room, on our honeymoon bed, on top of this wedding gown."
He looked up and spotted James and Don among the guests.
It continued.
"When you kiss me you will taste James' cum on my breath. I swallowed as much as I could.
"I have 2 loads of cum in my cunt. One from each of them. It's dripping down my legs. It's dripping because I'm not wearing panties.
"After the reception, you'll have to find somewhere to wait. They are going to come to our room and fuck me again. One of them is going to take my virgin ass.
"Happy wedding day.
"Your Hot Wife to be."
Bob turned to the Justice of the peace and said, "I do."
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Bobby came to live with us when he turned 18. Bobby is my husband's younger brother. He had been accepted to the local college and instead of staying in a dorm was saving money by staying with us.
I didn't mind. He'd always been a sweet kid. Dennis, my husband and I had been married for 4 years. I am now 28, him 30. We met when I went to work for his family business. I was 23. We married at 24. Bobby worked there also. So I've known Bobby for 5 years. Dennis's mom got pregnant at 18 and had Dennis. She had Bobby at 30. Probably an "oops".
I also hoped having Bobby move in would keep Dennis home more. In the last year we seemed to have been slipping apart. We moved to our town when Dennis' family opened a new branch. Dennis was assigned to manage it. It was a great opportunity. The chance to build a new territory from scratch. He spent more and more time at the office. I knew he was working hard for us so we could start a family. He kept putting off having kids saying he wanted to be financially secure. I thought we were, but Dennis worked more and more.
When we'd met Dennis had pursued me relentlessly. He was always the gentleman and never did anything to harm me, but he approached dating me with the same zeal he put into winning a deal.
He'd often say, "Nancy, I don't know who sent you to work here, but I owe them the world."
I was flattered by the attentions of this handsome man. He had a great job and everyone liked him. Our wedding was perfect.
Almost immediately after the wedding things started to change. Instead of pursuing me, Dennis started to take me for granted. Before, he'd take me out and we'd go to plays and concerts. Now I had to beg him to take me out.
Bobby adored Dennis. He idolized his older brother. When we met he was 13. I could see from the way he looked at me he worshipped me too. He was always following me around and trying to do things for me. It was so sweet and honest I was flattered. He was and is a great kid.
Unfortunately, when Bobby moved in it had the opposite effect on Dennis. He seemed to be gone more.
I would often confide in my sister Janey. She lived about a mile away. I saw her often. I told her that I wanted my husband and didn't understand what was happening. Why wasn't he around? Janey would assure me that Dennis loved me and that he was working hard to provide for me and our future children. I wanted to believe that. So I did.
With Dennis away so much my main human contact was Bobby. We spent a lot of time together.
Bobby still worshipped me. Always helped out around the house. When I got home he'd have dinner ready. When I left for work, he'd have coffee ready and was always ready with a compliment. We spent a lot of time together talking, watching TV, and hanging out. He was my main confidant. We even discussed how I missed Dennis. He was sympathetic and would often comfort me by telling me how beautiful I was and that he thought Dennis was missing a lot by not seeing me more.
I would often get up in the morning. Dennis would already be gone. I'd check myself out in the mirror. At 5'6, 105 lbs (give or take 5 depending on, well, how much I eat), I was still shapely. My 34b tits were still perky and in a nice push up bra still attracted attention. I'd wonder if Dennis still found me attractive.
I'd go get my coffee and Bobby would have it ready. He'd always be there with a compliment. I don't think I realized how much I looked forward to them. I never thought about it then, but I'd look at my outfits and instead of thinking, would Dennis like it, I started thinking, would Bobby like it. I don't think it happened all at once. It was gradual.
I guess proximity makes you feel closer. I started looking forward to my dinners with Bobby. I didn't ask Dennis as much about dinners and going out. Sometimes when Dennis was there it almost felt like an intrusion.
I guess here begins the part I'm not proud of. In retrospect, I should have made some decisions, but I didn't really see what was happening.
One day I came home early. Bobby was laying out by the pool. He didn't hear me come in. He was lying by the pool in his surf shorts tanning. For some reason I looked at him differently. He looked like a taller lankier version of Dennis. Broad shoulders, trim waist, muscled arms. I thought how good looking he was and wondered why he didn't date.
I decided to join him by the pool. I went to my room to put on a bathing suit. I have a few. I picked my skimpiest string bikini. It wasn't indecent. I could wear it to any beach, but it did show a lot of skin.
I grabbed a towel and headed out to the pool.
"Wow, you look great," he said when he saw me.
I couldn't help it. I turned around so he could see the whole suit.
"You like it?" I said.
"Definitely," he replied. "I don't think I've ever seen anyone who looked better in a bikini."
"Oh come on," I said. "There must be tons of cute little teenage girls at your school who'd look better in a bikini."
"Maybe," he replied. "But I have to compare every girl I know to you and so far none have held up."
Wow, that felt good. I felt a shiver up my spine. He used me as a measurement for other women. How cool was that.
I laughed and said, "Well, I think you'll find one." And went to jump in the pool.
As I walked away I may have put a bit more swing in my hips. I could feel him watching me. I jumped in the pool and swam a few laps. I pulled myself up on the side.
"Coming in?" I said.
He jumped up and dove in. He swam over to me, grabbed my feet, and pulled me in. We wrestled a bit in the water. Splashing each other and pushing each other. At one point he grabbed me, lifted me over his head, and was going to throw me. I became very aware of his hand. My suit bottom had slipped up quite a bit and he had one strong hand on my ass as he lifted me. I enjoyed the feeling. When he threw me I was sad his hand was gone.
I swam up, wrapped my legs around his waist and tried to dunk him. As he pushed at me I slid further down his body. All of a sudden I realized my legs were wrapped around his ass and I was pushing my groin against him. I could feel the hard bulge in his shorts against my pussy through the suits.
Mixed feelings of guilt and excitement filled me. A hard cock. For me. It'd had been a while since Dennis and I had sex. I liked the feeling.
The last time Dennis and I had sex he fucked me. No emotion. no making love. He fucked me. I came a number of times, but I was still left feeling empty.
As these thoughts went through my mind, I let go of Bobby and swam away. The feelings of guilt and excitement flowed through me.
That was enough swimming. I got out and went to shower. In the shower I let the hot water cascade over me. As it did my mind slipped to Bobby. I could picture his body, feel his hand on my ass, feel his cock hard and pressed against me. My fingers fell to my pussy. With images of his hard body in mind, I played with my pussy. I had not masturbated for weeks. That time it was to a vague thought of being made love too. This time it was definitely to Bobby.
I placed my hand on the shower wall to steady myself. I came. As soon as I did, I felt guilty but I still had images of Bobby's body in my head. I got dressed for dinner. Again, not really aware of it then, I was wondering what Bobby would like me to wear. I decided on a cute, tight, short pair of terry cloth shorts and a fitted V neck T shirt. The shirt showed a bit of belly. The shorts ended just at the bottom of my ass. I went braless. After all I reasoned. I wasn't going out again. I might as well be comfortable.
When I was dressed I went to the kitchen to start dinner. Bobby was there before me already cooking. His boardshorts had dried and he had on a white tank top. I admired his waist and shoulders from the back. He turned and saw me and he smiled. I realized I had not noticed anyone smile at me for a while. I felt a tingle in my belly. I liked it. I knew I wanted more smiles.
We had a nice dinner. Now looking back, I realize I was flirting. Then I just bought I was having a great conversation. I would touch his hands and his arms. I would laugh.
That night Dennis got home around 10:30. I was in bed. I was waiting for him. All I was wearing was a sheer camisole. I got out of bed, grabbed him, and kissed him. I was horny. I wanted sex.
He pushed me away, "Not tonight Nancy. I'm tired."
I blew up. "Tired? You're always fucking tired. You haven't fucked me for months. How is a 30 year old guy that fucking tired that he doesn't want to fuck?"
He told me to quiet down. That Bobby could hear me.
"So what," I screamed. "You don't want your brother to know you don't fuck me? You're never home. He probably already knows."
Dennis just walked out. I don't know where he went. I sat on the bed and cried myself to sleep.
The next morning I woke up with a headache. I went to get some coffee. I didn't think that I was still in my sheer camisole. I just walked to the kitchen. Bobby was sitting at the table. He looked up and stared at me.
When I realized my tits were visible through the cami, and it didn't cover my naked pussy and ass, I should have covered myself. I didn't. Something in me felt that by showing myself off to Bobby I was getting back at Dennis. I just said good morning and started talking like everything was normal.
"I guess you heard us last night," I said.
Bobby gave a shy laugh, "Kinda hard not to," he replied.
"I'm sorry," I said. "I don't know what to do." I started crying.
Bobby got up and came over to comfort me. In my nakedness I don't think he knew what to do. Finally I leaned against his chest and cried. He wrapped his arms around my shoulders.
Eventually he left for school. I got a text from Dennis
"I'm sorry about last night. You're right, I need to be home more. I've got a lot to do this month, but once it's over I promise I'll be home more."
"Thank you." I responded.
Then I called my sister Janey. I told her the whole fight. She was very sympathetic to me. She told me she could see how hard it was. She also reminded me that Dennis was trying to get the business going and was doing it for my future.
I hung up feeling better.
Things got back to normal. Well, almost normal. The one big change was that I was no longer modest around Bobby. I would often leave my bedroom door open when I got dressed. If I was wearing particularly pretty underwear, I would get coffee in it.
After work I would just pull on an oversized T shirt and nothing else. Sometimes when Bobby and I would go to watch TV I would go put on a sexy nightie or other lingerie. I'd wear I light, semi see through robe over it to pretend I was being decent, but it would often fall open.
Dennis probably assumed all the lingerie he came home to was for him. It wasn't. It was so Bobby could see me. So I could see that I made his cock hard. So I'd be reassured I still had it.
For his part Bobby often saw my tits, pussy, and ass on display. He got comfortable enough when I did show off that he'd compliment me. Sometimes ask me to take off my robe so he could see the outfit. Once in a T shirt, he told me I had a great ass. I pulled the shirt up, showed him my ass and asked if he really thought so.
I could often see his hard cock bulge against the shorts he slept in or the jeans he was wearing that day. Sometimes I'd brush against it just to reassure myself he really was hard. At night, I'd masturbate thinking about grabbing his cock and sucking it or making him kneel behind me and fuck me. I'd picture myself on my knees swallowing his cum or jerking off and having it spray my chest.
I was horny as hell and couldn't wait for the month to be over so Dennis and I could start fucking again.
Then it happened. One day I was out shopping. In a shop I saw a little gift I knew Janey would love. I bought it and decided to go by her house and drop it off.
When I got there I was surprised to see Dennis' car outside. I got out of my car and walked to the door. Normally I walked right in. That day I stood there for a moment. I was afraid of what was on the other side of that door.
I opened the door. There were voices down the hall. I walked towards them. I knew they were the sounds of sex. I didn't want to look. I knew what I'd see but I knew I had to. I was not prepared for what I saw.
Janey was on her hands and knees, Dennis, my husband, was fucking her from behind. There was another guy there. He worked for Dennis. Janey had his cock in her mouth.
Dennis was talking to Janey.
"That's it baby. Suck that cock. Show him what a good cocksucker you are."
I quickly came to my senses. I stepped out of sight, pulled out my phone, and started to video it. After about 2 minutes I stopped and snuck back to my car. I sat there not breathing. I was angry, I was humiliated, I was crushed. A million emotions.
The one that won out was anger. Well, anger and doubt. The closer I got to home, the madder I was. I wanted revenge. He was out fucking my sister while I was home begging him to fuck me? Why? What did she have? I was a good fuck? Wasn't I? I never said no. I wanted whatever he wanted. I tried to be his lover. Why Janey?
And Janey? How could she do this to me? How could she listen to how heartbroken I was and continue to fuck my husband? What kind of person does that?
I parked the car and slammed the door. I stormed into my house and again slammed the door. Bobby was there. One look at me and he knew something was wrong. He got up and walked over to me. I don't know what came over me. I grabbed his shirt, pulled him to me and kissed me.
He pulled away and said, "What's going on?"
What's going on?" I said. "What's going on is I'm going to fuck your brains out."
He started to protest again. Then stopped. As I tried to kiss him, he kissed me. I don't blame Bobby. He was 18. I was 28. The woman he'd dreamed about for 5 years just told him she was going to fuck him. What chance did he have.
I pushed him to the couch. As I did I unzipped my skirt and stepped out of it leaving it pooled on the floor. I kissed him one more time and pushed him down on the couch. I slid to my knees in front of him. I grabbed his pants unzipped them and pulled them and his boxers down. His cock sprang out.
It was nice. About 7" and thicker than Dennis'. I could just barely close my fingers around it. I saw a drop of precum on the tip. I stuck my tongue out and tasted it. I forgot how much I liked cum. He moaned.
I opened my lips and took him in my mouth. The head filled my mouth. It felt good. As I lightly sucked the tip, I continued to rub the shaft up and down. He watched me intently. My eyes caught his. I pulled off his cock and smiled. I rubbed the tip on my lips and cheeks.
"Mmmmm," I said. "I am going to make you feel like you've never felt before."
I lowered my lips back on his cock and again took it in my mouth. I slowly stroked it while sliding the tip in and out of my lips. Each stroke I took him as deep as I could. I can't deep throat, but between my hands and mouth I knew he was loving it.
I pulled my lips off his cock. I reached down and pulled my top off. I was wearing a front clasp bra. Still stroking his cock, I slid up his body and kissed him.
"Take it off," I said, nodding to my bra.
I kissed him. I felt his hands fumble with the clasp, but he got it.
"Do you like my tits?" I whispered. "Tonight they're yours. Touch them."
He reached up and caressed my tits. A little rough, but I didn't care.
"That's it baby, play with them," I moaned.
I continued to stroke his cock. I kissed him again.
With my lips almost touching his I moaned, "Baby, I'm yours. This is my cock tonight. My mouth and pussy are yours."
He groaned and came in my hand. I felt it hot against my belly and tits. I moaned. I had not felt cum on my skin for over 2 years. I loved it. I got some was on my hand. I brought my fingers to my lips and licked them clean, making mmmm sounds, while I looked him in the eyes. I slid back down his body and took his soft cock in my mouth. I could taste the cum on it.
As i felt him get hard again I could feel the cum drying on my skin. I felt so sexy. I loved feeling his cock grow hard in my mouth. I liked knowing I had cum all over me. I wondered what Dennis would think if he could see me now. Then I thought, who gives a fuck what that cheating bastard thinks.
When Bobby was hard I stood up and slid my panties to the floor. I must have been a sight, standing there, naked, cum drying on my tits and belly. I pulled Bobby to his feet. Kissed him and finished undressing him. I slid to my knees and sucked his cock again just to feel it in my mouth.
I took Bobby's hand and led him to my bedroom. I wanted to fuck him in my bed, Dennis' bed. When we got there I made him lie down on his back. I straddled his body and kissed him. I could feel his hard cock sticking up between my legs.
"Do you want to fuck me?" I asked.
"Yes," he croaked.
"Good," I said quietly. "I want that cock buried in my pussy."
I reached between my legs and guided the tip of his cock to my pussy. I pushed down and let the tip just part my lips.
"How long have you dreamed of this?" I asked,
"Since I first met you."
"Yeah? You wanted to fuck me since you first met me?" I asked?
"Yes, since the first day."
I lowered myself on his cock and felt the head slide into my pussy
"Is this what you imagined?" I teased. "Did you jack off thinking of me?"
"Yes," he moaned. "All the time."
I lowered myself even more. 1/2 his cock was in me.
I put my lips close to his ear. "Have you jacked off in my house thinking of me?"
"Yes"
"Is this what you thought of?"
"Yes."
I lowered myself completely onto his cock. I felt it fill me up. He moaned.
Keeping him inside me I rolled over on my back pulling him on top of me.
"Well," I said. "I want you too. Fuck me."
I wrapped my legs around him and pulled him into me. I thought how good it felt. He thrust into me. His strong arms hold his weight. My arms on his hips. I could feel the muscles.
Fuck Dennis, I thought. He screwed up. I could have been the best thing in his life. Now he'll never have this pussy again.
I concentrated on fucking Bobby. I loved the way his body felt. I could still feel the dried cum on my tits and stomach, I came. I pulled him close.
"That's it baby. God you made me cum. Do it again," I purred. "Fuck me. Fuck me deep. Give me that cock. Fuck my pussy."
Bobby fucked me. Hard. With that strength and zeal of youth. I came at least 2 more times.
I rolled him back on his back.
"Now it's my turn," I said.
I started fucking him. "That's it baby. Cum for me. Give me that cum. All the cum you wasted jacking off, give me a huge load. Fill my pussy. Give it to me. Cum in me like you always wanted."
I felt his body tense up. I came. Then spasm after spasm I felt his hot cum hit the walls of my pussy. I came again.
I rolled off him and flopped next to him. We lay there panting. I rolled towards him and kissed him.
"Thank you Bobby. That was wonderful," I said.
Bobby started to ask me something,
"Not now," I said. "I need to clean up. Scat." I chased him off to his room.
I picked up my phone and watched the video again. You bastard, I thought. I sent the video to Dennis with the message, "Don't come home."
My phone rang almost immediately. I didn't answer it. I texted back, "I don't need to talk tonight. Don't come home."



I showered, cleaned up, put on a robe and went to the kitchen. Bobby was sitting there.
"Are you OK?" He asked.
"No," I replied.
I handed him my phone and let him watch the video.
Bobby said, "Oh my god. I'm so sorry."
He came over to me, took me in his arms, and held me. I burst into tears.
My phone rang again. It was Dennis. I ignored it. Bobby's phone rang. He answered.
"Fuck you," was all he said and hung up.
I knew Dennis would show up soon. My folks lived too far away. Janey was my only close relative and best friend. I wanted to leave, but didn't know where to go.
Bobby told me to get dressed, we were going to his folks house. It was an hour away, but I didn't know what else to do. I cried the whole way there.
When we got to the house his mom took one look at me and asked what was wrong. She asked if Dennis was OK. Bobby took my phone and showed her the video.
"Oh my god," she said.
Dennis' dad came over and looked at the phone. "That asshole," he said.
As he was holding the phone it rang. It was Dennis. Dad answered it.
"She doesn't need to talk to you right now," he said. He listened for a moment and then said, "She's here. We saw the video. Don't come over." And hung up.
That night as I was trying to sleep I heard his mom and dad arguing. Mom was saying that I needed to talk to Dennis and work this out. Dad was saying that Dennis was an ass and that I should get a divorce and he would back me up.
The next few days were a blur. Bobby went back to my place and got me some clothes. He waited till Dennis was gone. Janey and Dennis tried to call me a few times. I did not take their calls.
It seemed that mom was talking to Dennis. When she could she'd tell me he was sorry and wanted to work things out. If dad were there he'd tell her to stay out of it and that there was no way I should go back to Dennis.
I couldn't stay there forever. I started looking for a place. Dad saw me and asked what I was doing. I told him. He reminded me that the company owned the house and that meant he owned the house. Although legally he had to provide Dennis with notice to get him out, he thought he could persuade him.
I found out later he told Dennis he would fire him if he didn't move out and leave me alone.
I moved home. Bobby came with me. Bobby never tried anything sexual. He was a perfect gentleman. He was as supportive as always. I filed for divorce. Mom kept trying to get me to work it out with Dennis. Dad kept Dennis from bothering me.
Once I was back in the house for a while, dad fired Dennis. He said he was disgusted and didn't want Dennis around his clients. Mom was pissed at dad for not being more supportive.
My folks called and said Janey told them I wasn't talking to her. I sent them the video. My Dad sided with me. Mom made the, but we're a family, argument.
Things started to settle down after a few months. I refused to talk to Dennis or Janey. My mom wanted me to talk to Janey and was mad I wouldn't. His mom wanted me to talk to Dennis and I wouldn't. The dads supported me which caused them grief at home.
One night I came home from work. Bobby was in the kitchen making dinner. He turned when he saw me come in. He had a glass of wine ready for me.
"Dinner's almost ready," he said.
"I'm not super hungry right now," I replied. "Will it hold?"
"No problem," he said. "It can wait."
As I walked towards him I reached to the side and unzipped my skirt. I let it fall to the floor and stepped out of it. I walked up to him. Took his hands in mine and said, "Good, let's fuck."
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Friday night was the office holiday party. It was pretty much all we talked about for the week. I wasn't here last year but I heard the party got kind of wild. The story was that bunch of people stayed kinda late and that some of the women took off their tops and danced topless
No one in my group was there to see it but they'd heard about. I figured it was just an office rumor. Our company was pretty big, 200 people. I mean, I guess it could have happened, but I doubted it. Wouldn't everyone know who the girls were? Wouldn't they talk about it? I asked who the girls were, no one knew.
Truthfully, When I heard the story I became a little obsessed with these women. I wondered who they were how they could dance topless like that. The thought made me anxious. I tried to imagine me dancing topless. I couldn't even fathom the thought, but trying made my heart beat faster.
It was Monday when I heard the story. I went home that night and told my husband, Warren, the story at dinner. Spouses were invited, so I thought he'd find it fascinating.
After I told him he said, "Maybe this won't be such a bore after all."
I threw my napkin at him playfully. "Oh stop it," I said. "You've been to office parties before, you always have fun."
It was true. Warren had a way with people. He loved them and they loved him. He was the epitome of someone who could talk to anyone. He was an extrovert that loved meeting new people.
"True," he said, "and maybe I'll get to see some tits."
I laughed, "You can see mine anytime."
He acted shocked. "At dinner?"
I pulled off my top and bra and threw them at him. "Even at dinner."
He ate a few more bites threw down his fork and laughingly said, "Oh fuck this."
He stood up, pulled me up, grabbed me, and kissed me.
I playfully pushed him away. "But the food will get cold."
"I love cold pasta," he replied.
"You just like my tits," I countered.
He bent down and took a nipple between his lips. "Much better than pasta," he said.
The truth is Warren and I had a great sex life. We had been married for 2 years. I was 27, he was 29. We both worked out to keep in shape. At 5'7", 36c, and 125lbs I had a few curves on me. I had long dark hair to the center of my back. Him, 5'11", 185, beautiful greyblue eyes. We made an attractive couple and found each other very attractive. We had sex several times a week and we were fairly adventurous.
He turned me around with my hands against the wall. My hips pulled outward. He undid my belt, unzipped my pants, and with one movement pulled them down so they were around my thighs. By this time I knew what I was getting. I was already getting wet.
As he unzipped his pants I teased, "So, just because I show you my tits at dinner you think you can fuck me up against the wall like some slut?"
As I said it I pushed my ass towards sim and wiggled it.
In mock horror I went on, "Is that what you want? Some slut you can fuck while dinner gets cold on the table? I suppose you're just going to jam that big cock in me. Are you going to take my wet pussy and fuck it because I did something slutty"
It was fun. We played like this all the time. I was his wife. Sometimes his lover, sometimes his naughty girl, sometimes his slut, but, I was his.
I felt his cock line up with my pussy. I was wet and it slid easily inside me. I loved his cock. It was thicker than most. I always felt full. This time was no different. I moaned as he entered me. God I loved fucking him.
For his part he got into the role play too.
"Anyone who shows their tits at dinner, deserves to get fucked," he said as he pounded my pussy.
"Maybe I won't ever wear a shirt to dinner again," I sighed.
I let myself go to the pounding feeling of his cock. I was loving it. I loved being "taken" this way. All of a sudden my mind returned to the women who danced topless at the party. Did they deserve to be fucked? If I danced topless at a party, would I deserve to be fucked?
Between the thoughts in my head, and the cock in my pussy. I came. I moaned loudly as I came. I went a little limp, but Warren's strong arms supported me.
When I caught my breath, I turned and kissed Warren.
"You are such a great fuck," I said.
"I love you," he replied.
"I love you too," I answered. We kissed again.
I stepped back, kicked off my pants and panties, and said, "Let's put this stuff away so I can take you to bed and fuck you properly."
I got no argument. We cleaned up dinner and playfully raced Each other to the bedroom. This time we made love. It was gentle, sweet, and loving. A perfect end to a fun evening.
We were lying in bed after when the topless girls came into my mind again.
"Do you think they got fucked after the party?" I asked.
"Who," said Warren.
"The girls who went topless at last year's party. Do you think they got fucked after?" I replied.
"I'll bet someone fucked them," he said. "Whoever they came with probably"
"Hmm," I wondered. "What if they came alone?"
Warren laughed, "I wouldn't worry about them. I'm sure they found someone to fuck them."
I laughed, kissed him, and said, "I'm glad I have you to fuck me."
"Anytime," he replied.
The next day at work we were again talking about the party. I again brought up the topic of the topless girls.
One of the women said, "You're really curious about them. Why are you so interested?"
I stammered a bit, "It's just so odd." I covered.
At the same time I started to think 'Why was I so interested?' The conversation was turning me on. My nipples were hard just talking and thinking about it. I wondered what it would be like to be topless in a room full of people I knew or was acquainted with. As I wondered my pussy was getting wet.
"Kelly," I heard her say. "Are you OK?"
I didn't realize it but while these thoughts were going through my mind I had stopped talking. Everyone was looking at me.
"Yeah, I'm fine," I said. "Just thought of something I had to get done."
The conversation turned normal again but in the back of my mind I kept thinking about the girls.
That night at dinner I brought it up again.
"How do you think their husbands or boyfriends felt?" I asked
Warren, having no clue as to what I was talking about, said, "What?"
I clarified. "The women who danced topless at the party, how do you think their husbands felt?"
"Oh them again?" He looked at me quizzically. "Maybe they were there by themselves."
"But," I went on, "If they did go with someone, how do think they would have felt?"
"Provably a bit turned on, I suppose," he said.
"Really? You think they'd be turned on? Why?" I asked.
"What man doesn't like to see a great pair of tits in public," he replied.
"What if it was me?" I asked.
"I like seeing your tits," he said.
"No, be serious," I said. "How would you feel if I had been dancing topless at that party?""
He thought. "Were you having fun?" He asked.
"I guess if I decided to go topless it would be because I was having fun," I said.
"Then sounds fun to me," he said.
"You wouldn't mind other people seeing my tits?"
"No," he said. "You have great tits. Sometimes I wish I could show them off."
That shocked me. I wasn't sure what to say so I let the conversation drop. I went to bed wondering if he'd really want me to show my tits. When he climbed into bed next to me I immediately turned and took his cock in my mouth.
"Whoa," he laughed. "To what do I owe this treat?"
"I like cock," I said and went back to what I was doing.
"Well thank god for that," he quipped.
We fucked for at least an hour.
The next day at work the conversation turned to what we were wearing. I said I had a dress I wore to a family wedding which should be appropriate for an office party. My coworker said she didn't think that would fit in.
"Really?" I replied. "What do you recommend?"
"Let's look at last year," she said.
We went to the company internal web site and located pictures from the previous years party. She was right. My dress would not have fit in. This was a high fashion event it was cocktail party meets clubwear. I was definitely going to have to change my choice.
We kept going through the pictures. Then I saw it. In the back was a woman in a short, and I mean short, skirt dancing topless. She was in the background and her back was to the camera but she was there. I pointed her out to my coworker. She couldn't tell who she was.
I looked at the scene, I could see a group of people standing around her smiling or laughing. Everyone seemed to be having a great time. I felt a tingle in my pussy. I started thinking about what I had in my closet I could wear.
Getting through work was hard. My mind was stuck on what to wear to the party. I also kept clicking back to the picture of that one girl. I'd enlarge it and scan left and right seeing if there was any clue who she was. I kept looking at her skirt. Damn that was short. It was almost indecent. I wondered what she was wearing with it?
I got home and immediately looked in my closet. I knew the stuff I wanted was in the back. Some I have worn since I was 22 and doing the club thing. I had the body. I used to show it off. Well I still had the body. There was no reason for me not to show it off.
Warren got home and heard me upstairs. He looked in the room and saw all the clothes on the bed.
"Hi babe," he said. "Umm, what's going on?"
"I'm trying to find something to wear to the party," I replied.
"Your office party?" he asked. "I'm not complaining, I miss you wearing these things, but aren't these a little risqué for that?"
I went to my PC, logged into work and showed him the pictures.
"This is what people wore last year," I said. Then it hit me.
"You miss me wearing these clothes?" I asked.
"You bet," he said. "You were always the hottest girl in the room. I loved the way you looked. I could see the other guys, and some girls, checking you out. They all wished they were me."
"You. Liked them looking at me? Why?"
"Because they all wanted you. I knew what they were missing. In some ways I wished I could tear your dress off and show them what they were really missing."
I couldn't believe what I was hearing.
"You'd like people to see me naked?" I said.
"Well, I never really never thought about it that way, but yeah, I guess I wouldn't mind. Make them all jealous of me," he replied.
Wow, that gave me food for thought. It also made me look at my clothes in a different light. Things I had rejected as too revealing were moved back to the maybe pile. Things I had thought were good were moved to the reject pile.
I settled on a red wrap dress with a halter top. It had a back that swooped to the curve of my ass showing skin from my neck down. The front crossed over my breasts right at the bottom of my breast bone. It tied at my hips one under and one bow on my hip. I tried it on. The dress was longer in the back than the front. The front crossed a few inches below my crotch. The back a few inches longer. I thought it was perfect. I didn't show my husband. I put it aside as a surprise.
The next day I went into work smiling. There was lots of talk about the party everyone was excited. We had Friday off so today was the last day before the party. At one point I asked if anyone thought those girls would be there again. I was met with blank stares. I had to explain which girls I meant. It took a while but eventually they knew what I was talking about.
One guy asked me why I wanted to know so bad. I just shrugged my shoulders. Another suggested that if I wanted to see someone flash so badly, that maybe I should do it.
I gave him a playful swipe and said, "No way." Even as I said it I knew my pussy was tingling.
Friday the day of the party I was restless all day. Home alone I tried doing chores, watching TV, and reading. None of it helped. Eventually I laid down and started thinking of the party. My hands lightly caressed my tits through my blouse and bra. I wondered how it would feel having them admired by a roomful of people. What if someone touched them? What if more than one person did? What would Warren say?
My hand slid down the waist of the yoga pants I was wearing. Under my panties I could feel my wet pussy and sensitive clit. My fingers started a small circular motion. I pictured Warren watching as two guys from my work group grabbed my tits. I came, and fell asleep.
Warren woke me when he got home.
"What time do we have to leave?" he said.
"Around 7," I said.
"2 hours," he said. "Let's take a shower."
He pulled me to him and kissed him. I was definitely in the mood. He pulled off my blouse and bra as I undid his shirt. He then pulled me to the shower. Between kissing and undressing we finally made it into the shower. In the shower we lathered each other up.
As he lathered my tits he said, "So, these babies coming out tonight?"
I slapped him playfully, "No silly, I'm not flashing a bunch of guys at my office."
He lightly kissed each nipple, "Too bad," he said. "They don't know what they're missing."
The conversation was turning me on. I put my hands against the shower wall and pushed my ass towards him.
"I can tell you something else they're not getting, "I said."
"Oh, what's they?" He teases.
"This wet pussy," I said.
He slid his fingers down to my pussy and slid them in. I was wet. I moaned as he fingered me, he pulled his fingers out and traced them up my ass till he reached my little bud. I felt his fingertip slide in. I shivered and pushed back.
"So it seems my little slut is ready for anything tonight," he said.
"Anything baby," I replied.
"Even flashing those tits?"
What? Was he encouraging me?
"If you want me to shows my tilts, I will," I said.
He placed his cock at the opening of my pussyy and as he slid in he said, "I want you to have fun."
I came immediately.
We finished showering and I finished my hair and makeup as he got dressed. He looked amazing. His grey sport coat matched his eyes. I love a man who knows hoe to wear a tie, and he did. I was almost ready to skip the party and just fuck him right there. .
He kissed me and said he'd meet me downstairs.
When I came downstairs he gave me a "Wow."
"I look okay?" I asked.
"You look amazing, " he said. "Turn around."
I turned for him. He pulled me close and kissed me. I kissed back. He stuck his fingers in the band of my thong. I felt him pull them down my hips.
"You don't need these," he said.
"What if someone notices," I whispered.
"Cool," was the response.
With a tingle in my pussy I stepped out of my panties and left them on the floor.
He kissed me again, hands sliding up and down my ass and under my skirt. "Perfect," he said.
As we got in he car my pussy was soaked. I was afraid I'd stain my dress. I actually pulled it up so I would be sitting on it. Warren teased me about it and played with my pussy as we drove.
"So, do you think you'll be one of the girls they talk about next year? In that dress can you flash just your tits? What if some guy tried to touch you? What would my little slut do?"
With his fingers in my pussy, I didn't answer. I just kept moaning as I came.
When we arrived at the venue it was a huge house. Almost a mansion. It had beautiful gardens and a gate. We pulled in and parked. Warren helped me out of the car.
When I stood up Warren said, "you should straighten yourself out. You look like you've just been fucked or you are ready to be fucked."
I looked in the mirror. He was right. He was also right that I felt that way.
We walked in. The house was beautiful. We saw guests everywhere. Upstairs, kitchen, dining area, backyard. It looked like about 300 people. There were 4 bars and four buffets. There was music in every room and people dancing in small impromptu groups. Warren offered to get me a drink.
As he went to the bar I was immediately approached by some people from my group. We started a small conversation. Warren could see me from the bar. They complimented me on my dress. One of the guys teased me about trying to outdo the flashers. I just laughed, but it did give me a strange feeling. They suggested the rest of our group was outside and that we should join them. I looked at Warren and pointed outside. He nodded and I followed the group.
We were just chatting when Warren arrived with drinks. I introduced him around. He had heard most of their names. One guy complimented Warren on how good I looked.
Warren joked back. "When you have a woman this gorgeous and sexy, you have to show her off and share her."
I was sure he didn't actually mean share, but my pussy tingled anyway.
As usual Warren was his charming self. People gravitated to him and his conversation. He had a small group of people surrounding him and chatting. I was by his side enjoying being his queen.
A song came on he loved. He asked me to dance. I was delighted. I got into an easy rhythm.
Warren watched me for a moment and said, " I've seen you dance sexier at church."
I laughed and started to move my hips and body in the way I knew he liked. Others were dancing around us. But I also had an audience. I was loving it and truthfully showing off a bit.
After we stopped we ended up talking to some guys from the advertising group. I'd met them but didn't know than very well. Warren once again fell right into the conversation. A song came on that I loved. Warren was in the middle of a conversation. I started swaying to the music. One of the guys asked Warren if he could dance with me.
Warren looked at me, gave me a big smile and said, "Show them what you've got."
I started dancing. There were a few other couples dancing around us. I didn't hold back. I admit to a little grinding after all. I was having fun. I like the feel of the hard cock though my barely there dress. It didn't take long for my partner to realize I was naked under my dress. I didn't mind. I let his hands wander a bit. Another guy from the same group joined in. I found myself sandwiched between them. It felt hot and sexy.
I looked for Warren. He was standing where he could see me talking to 2 men and another woman. He smiled at me. Here I was, sandwiched between 2 guys on a dance floor and he smiled at me.
You have to understand, there really weren't dance floors. Just pockets of dancers in different rooms. Slowly people moved on. One of the guys was dancing with the other woman. I was still between 2 men. Warren was chatting up the other guy.
Everyone had left the room but the 7 of us. The guys I was dancing with continued to take liberties feeling my body through my dress. Once in awhile a hand would slide under my dress and I would feel it on my thighs or cupping my naked ass. I looked at the other couple dancing. I noticed they were grinding and he had pulled her skirt ½ way up her ass. I was getting hot.
I felt the guy in back of me pull my skirt up over my ass. My naked ass was now grinding against him. I knew my pussy was soaked. I was wondering if I was leaving wet marks on his pants. I could feel his hard cock pressed up against me. I reached back and slid my hand over the bulge in his pants.
I looked around. Warren and the other man were now just watching us. The girl next to me had a few buttons undone on her top and her skirt around her waist. She was wearing a thong and her whole ass showed.
The guy talking to Warren went over behind her and put his hands on her waist. She immediately pushed her ass against him and started grinding against his crotch.
From another room a cheer went up. I couldn't see what was going on. Warren walked to the hall. When he came back he said, "Some girl took off her top. Want to go see?"



I did, but I was having too much fun. As I looked at the other dancers next to me I saw that the guy behind her had hooked his fingers in her panties and was playfully sliding them down over her ass and then back up again. She looked over her shoulder, smiled at him, slightly chastened him, but you could tell she was not mad. In fact she pushed her ass back into him and wiggled it.
Another cheer went up from the other room.
Warren went and looked.
"Now two girls are topless," he said.
One of the guys dancing with the other girl said, "Oh no, we're missing the show."
She replied, "you can go if you want."
"No Suzy," Now I knew her name, I'm staying right here."
Suzy kissed him. A short kiss, but then she went back for a longer one. The guy behind her still taking liberties with her thong.
As I watched them, the guy behind me still had my dress up over my ass. I looked and saw Warren watching and smiling. The guy's hands were all over my ass and hips. I wondered if I knew his name. If I did, I couldn't remember. I was getting very wet. His hands started sliding forward, rubbing my thighs and hips as they did. I was enjoying the sensation. Every time they approached my pussy. I would stiffen up. As he pulled them away I felt a tug of disappointment.
We heard another cheer. Warren reported that 2 of the girls were dancing in just their panties. He asked me if I wanted to go see. I shook my head. The guy in front of me kissed me. I looked at Warren. He smiled. I kissed back. The guy then pulled back. I wanted more kissing.
I saw that he was watching Suzy. As she was being kissed the guy behind her had unzipped her skirt and pushed her skirt and panties to the ground. She stepped out of them. She was now naked from the waist down. I could see her sexy pert ass and shaven pussy. As she kissed the guy in front of her the guy behind her slid his fingers between her legs. She moaned.
The guy in front of me reached for the tie of my dress. It was only held on by those two ties. I looked at his face as I let him untie it. One side dropped away, then the other. I was completely exposed to him. The dress was only held in place by the tie around my neck. The guy behind me pulled the tie. The dress fell to the floor.
I was wildly embarrassed, wildly turned on, and wildly scared. Warren walked over to me turned my head to him and kissed me. I threw my arms around the man kissing me and pushed my ass against the guy behind me. I hadn't noticed but while Warren was kissing me the guy had pulled out his cock. Now I was rubbing my naked ass against his naked cock.
The guy slipped his hands around me and started playing with my nipples. I sighed. The guy I was kissing slid his fingers into my wet pussy. I nearly lost my balance.
There was a couch in the room. The guy in front led me to the couch and sat down. He unzipped his pants and held out his cock. It was nice, about the same size as Warren's. I started sucking it.
The guy behind me said, "I've been dying to fuck you since I met you."
Without turning I said, "Well fuck me."
He rubbed his cock up and down my wet slit. As soon as the head started to split my pussy lips I knew he was bigger than usual. I stopped sucking the guy's cock to catch my breath and concentrate. I felt that big cock hit bottom, I came. My mouth fell on the cock I was sucking. I wanted him to see the best blow job I could give.
Meanwhile the guy behind me started pumping me harder and harder. I felt he was about to cum. He started to pull out.
"Don't you dare pull out," I hissed. "I want all that cum inside me."
With that he shot off like a firehose. I felt it shoot deep inside me. I came again. As he pulled out I could feel the cum dripping out my pussy and dripping down my leg.
I hadn't noticed but on the floor next to me the woman had one guy on his back and she wa sucking his cock. She had her ass up in the air and the other guy was pounding her. She let out a guttural moan with every thrust. She was having a hard time concentrating on the blow job.
The guy who had been getting the blow job from her moved behind me. We all looked at my husband. He nodded. The guy pushed his cock into my pussy. I came again.
As his cock thrust into me I could feel myself being pushed on the cock I was sucking. I grabbed it with my hand and stroked it as I sucked it. I could feel it grow inside my mouth. He started to cum. I swallowed as much as I could but some dripped down my chin. Suzy saw it grabbed my face and licked it clean. That must have been too much for the guy she was fucking. He pulled out and came all over her back and ass.
I wanted to go over and lick her ass clean, but I was being fucked and decided to concentrate on that.
"Come on, fuck me. Fuck me hard. Give me that cock. I want another load of cum." Yes all those words came out of my mouth. Finally the guy came. As he shot inside me. I came too. I was exhausted.
Warren took off his sport coat. He wrapped it around me, said "time to go," and walked me to the car. I'm sure people saw me walking to my car in just a sport coat,
When we got onto the road, all of a sudden I was scared. I mean Warren could have stopped it at any time, but maybe it was a test of how far I'd go.
Warren finally broke the silence. "You are fucking hot," he said. "I am not letting you out of the bedroom all weekend. I am going to fuck your slutty little body silly."
I giggled, "Promise?.
"Yes," He replied. "I promise."
As soon as we got home he pulled me in the shower. As we washed each other we fucked. When we hit the bed we fucked. We fucked on the couch, on the table, on the stairs. The doorbell rang. He made me answer it naked. My mother called. He fuckrd me while I talked to her.
Monday was work. I was scared. What if someone saw me, how would I love this down. I was greeted by a co worker.
"Did you see it this year?" She asked.
"What, " I replied.
"Really? There were 3 women dancing in just panties and heals. How'd you miss that?" She asked.
"I was outside with Warren a lot. The house has lovely gardens." I said and hoped it was true.
"Yeah," she said. "You should see them in the daytime."
She continued, "There's also a rumor that 2 couples were fucking in the parlor."
"No way!" I said trying to hide the panic in my voice."
"No one seems to know. Probably just a rumor," She said. "There's always so much gossip at these parties.
We said goodbye and I started walking around wondering if I'd recognized the other girl, or the guys I fucked. I didn't.
Life returned to normal. One day Warren called and said we were having company. He said he'd sent me a package. Something to wear and it was all that I should wear.
Wasn't that sweet I thought. The package arrived. It was a 1959s style apron that went from Breast to thigh with Ruffles. When tied it, it left a good part of my ass exposed. I heard tithe doorbell ring. It was Warren ab 3 guys an a girl I did not know. I asked if I could get them drinks. I knew it would be a fun evening.
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It started during my first spring break from college. I was 18 and decided to spend the week at my dad's new home on the lake. I was happy I was going home to see my dad but not thrilled about going to the new house.
My folks had been divorced since I was 10. I spent my time 50/50 between them. Depending on her boyfriend du jour my mom moved at least 5 times. Their agreement kept me in the school system. My dad's house stayed the same. It was where I was stable. After I went out of state to college, my dad decided it was safe to sell and move. I didn't blame him. There wasn't anything left to tie him to the old house, but along with college it was another change for me.
I'd seen the house briefly over Christmas break. Dad was looking for a new house and it was one of the ones we looked at. It was actually my favorite. It was more of a beach house than the suburban house I grew up in. Well, with dad at least.
With mom it was mostly apartments. Single/divorced guys don't often have houses. Sometimes, on every other weekend, the apartments were crowded as dads got to see their children. I had 2 ex step sisters and 2 ex stepbrothers. All older than me. All nice enough people but I wasn't really close to any of them.
Dad's new house was on a lake. It had 5 small bedrooms, 3 baths, 2 with small showers, one luxurious which, although not in the master bedroom, was obviously used as a master bath. It then had one great room/kitchen with almost all glass doors and windows and no walls. There were amazing views of a small beach, the lake, and the wooded area out back. Last it had decks all around that led down to a private dock. Part of the deck was raised with a hot tub overlooking the beach.
It wasn't a crowded beach. It was small. There were 2 other houses, mostly separated by trees. The one furthest away also had a dock. Few people came to swim here as it was small, there was a huge beach 200 yards away, and the docks made it hard to swim.
This was where I was going. It was beautiful, but still new and did not feel like going home.
Dad was there when I got there. I hugged him and kissed him on the cheek. I'd missed him. He was 6'1" and had big shoulders. He felt solid. He was always my anchor. He stayed in shape by swimming. He always smelled great.
He showed me which room was mine. I'd actually already chosen it, but dad had moved all my stuff, decorated, and had really worked to make it mine. Lots of my old stuff hanging on the walls with new pictures and some furniture and art that showed dad really knew my tastes.
We spent Friday night through Sunday morning catching up on me, school, my social life. Nope no boyfriend yet dad. I'd actually had a brief one. I'd lost my virginity to him, but it really wasn't meant to be. It was fun for a while. I told dad about all but the virginity part.
I was loving the house. It was actually beginning to feel like a home. It was a peaceful, relaxing refuge. I was enjoying it and being close to my dad.
Then on Sunday he dropped the bomb. I mean, I should have expected it. Dad was 45, handsome, and well off. As far as I knew he had never dated while I was growing up. I didn't know what he did when I was at mom's, but I never met anyone.
It was at breakfast he told me.
"Cindy, there's someone I want you to meet," he said.
In the back of my mind, I kind of knew what he was going to say, but a part of me was hoping it was a contact for me to get ahead in life, or a boy he'd thought I would like. I didn't say anything. He went on.
"I've met a very nice woman and we've become close. Close enough that I think it's time you met her," he continued.
I didn't know what to say. "OK," was all that came out.
Her name was Laurel. It sounded familiar. He told me I'd met her before. It hit me. She was the real estate agent who showed us the house. I tried to remember her. I remembered she was nice. I remembered thinking she was pretty, but I really couldn't picture her.
"The real estate agent?" I asked.
He smiled. He was obviously happy I remembered her. "Yes that's her."
I just kind of sat there. I knew I should be happy for him, but he'd been mine alone for so long i felt like something was being taken from me.
"You OK?" he asked.
I came out of my stupor.
"Of course dad. It's about time you met someone," I replied. I am not sure how much conviction I said it with. "Have you been seeing her long?"
Turns out they had started dating almost the week she'd shown us the house. Right after I'd returned to school. He felt it was getting kind of serious and thought it was time I got to know her. He asked if we could go out for dinner with her that night.
"Of course," I said. "I'd love to meet her."
He was happy. I was always glad when he was happy. He hugged me and told me he was going to call her and make arrangements. I put the dishes away and cleaned up. I was kind of numb inside and didn't feel or think much of anything. Mostly had logical thoughts. 'Of course he'd met someone. Why wouldn't he? I should be happy. He shouldn't be alone his whole life.'
I went out to sit on the deck. It was still a little cool that day. I took a blanket and laid out on a deck chair.
I wasn't happy. I knew it was wrong of me, but there was a part of me that felt she was stealing my man. Dad had been mine, and mine alone, since I was 10. Now there was someone trying to take my place, or at least come between us.
We spent the day chatting and just puttering around the house. Sunday we got ready for dinner. We weren't in a fancy area, but we were going to the nicest restaurant in town. I put on a nice pair of jeans, heels, and a cute pullover top. I checked myself out in the mirror.
I looked good. At 5'3" and 120lbs, I could stand to lose 10 lbs, but those 10 lbs gave me great curves. My long brown hair hung to the middle of my back. My frame easily supported my 32c breasts and the bra and top I was wearing made them look great. I knew I was attractive. I'd got hit on enough at school. Tonight, I wanted to look extra attractive.
Satisfied with how I looked I met dad in the great room.
"You look beautiful," he said.
Dads have to say that stuff, but I always felt he meant it and it made me feel beautiful.
We were going to meet Laurel at the restaurant. We got there a bit early and were given a table. I was facing the door.
I saw her before dad did. I was stunned. I remembered she was pretty. I didn't remember how pretty. She was about 5'6", looked about 30. I was found out later 35, but she looked younger. She had curves, curves that moved in that way that you had to stop and look. There was a certain sexiness about her. She had thick almost black hair that came down between her shoulder blades.
I looked around. I think everyone in the restaurant, at one point, turned to look at her as she walked to the table.
She was wearing a red wrap dress with long sleeves. The neckline showed some cleavage but nothing inappropriate. It clung to her top half like a second skin. At her hips it flared out. It was knee length but as she walked you could see a flash of thigh well above her knee. She was gorgeous and sexy.
She walked up to our table. Dad stood up and gave her a quick kiss on the lips. It bothered me a bit. He introduced us.
"It's so nice to finally meet you," she said. "Well," she said humorously, "I know we've met before and, with as much as your dad talks about you, I feel I know you, but it's nice to finally have a chance face to face."
It was obvious she was sincere. She had a beautiful smile and a friendly lilting voice. I thought briefly that it came with her job, but it was probably the fact that she was sincere that made her good at her job.
She sat and joined us. She asked me about my life, talked about my dad, her job. She kept the conversation going. She often made both my dad and I laugh.
I didn't make much effort in the conversation. There was a part of me that was enjoying it and a part of me that wasn't happy she was there.
The night went well. Dad invited her back to our place after dinner. She asked me if that was OK. She made it clear it was OK to say no, and that she understood I wanted my dad time and she didn't want to intrude. I was actually not sure, but I told her it was fine and that she was welcome.
As dad and I drove home he asked me what I thought. I told him she seemed nice and that I liked her. Both were true, even though I didn't like that I liked her.
Then I said,"I didn't remember how gorgeous she was."
Dad said he thought I was beautiful too.
"Dad, the whole restaurant did not turn and look at me when I walked in."
"Well," he said. "I see you all the time, and every time I see you I am amazed by how pretty you are. When I don't see you for a while, and you come home, I am always, again, struck by your beauty."
That made me feel good, but in a way I didn't remember dad telling me I was pretty, made me feel before. I felt more like I was being compared, woman to woman, with Laurel. I liked that. .
Laurel came over. Dad opened some wine. Eventually I began to feel like a 3rd wheel and I decided to go to bed. I kissed dad goodnight and hugged him. I extended it a bit by telling him how happy I was to be home. I hung on him a little longer than usual and a bit closer. I felt like I was reminding Laurel he was still mine. I said goodnight to Laurel and headed to my room.
As I undressed, I heard them go outside on the deck. My bedroom and dad's bedroom had sliding glass doors leading to the deck and facing the lake. They were pretty close to my door. My curtains were closed but the door was slightly open to let the fresh air in through the screen. .
"That went well," dad said.
"Pretty good," said Laurel, "but your little girl is not entirely happy to share you."
"What do you mean?" he asked.
"A woman can tell. She feels a bit like I'm cutting into her territory. You've been her man for a long time. Now she sees me as a bit of a rival."
"Don't be silly," dad said. "She's my daughter."
"She's still a woman," Laurel responded. "A beautiful one at that. Maybe I should be jealous?" She laughed.
"She is beautiful," said my dad. "When I haven't seen her for a while, and she comes home, I am always struck by how beautiful she is and wondering how such a beauty came out of me," he laughed.
"Well, you're pretty sexy yourself," she replied, "and I guess I should be flattered that such a gorgeous, sexy thing still can think of me as competition. The good thing is I know you're enough man to handle both of us."
That made me feel kind of weird. I liked that fact they both thought I was beautiful, and, Laurel said I was sexy. But that last line, 'handle both of us' made me feel weird. I was tingly excited by it, and embarrassed by the fact I was feeling tingly excited by it.
"Well, I like handling you," dad said playfully.
"Anytime," purred Laurel.
They stopped talking.
I couldn't help myself. I looked out my window. If I stood just the right way I could see them on the deck in the moonlight. They were kissing. My stomach knotted up but also fluttered. I felt a little voyeuristic. Sexy voyeuristic.
I saw Laurel straddle my dad. She undid the ties of her dress and fell open. Laurel had amazing breasts. Her nipples were hard in the cool night air. She lowered them to my dad's lips. She threw her head back and moaned as he sucked on them.
I knew I should stop watching but something made me stay where I was.
Laurel slid off the deck chair onto her knees and she undid my dad's pants. She pulled out his cock and wrapped her hand around it and started stroking it. I watched it get hard. It looked big in her hands.
Then, she glanced at my window. I reflexively stepped back. I was pretty sure she couldn't see me, but her looking up startled me.
She looked down at dad's cock and, with a small smile, lowered her mouth onto it.
I had never seen, nor given, a blowjob before. I stood and watched. It looked like she knew what she was doing. Her hand slowly worked its way up and down the shaft as she bobbed her head on the tip and a bit more. My dad put one hand on the back of her head. It looked like he grabbed her hair and was helping her move her head on his cock.
I was feeling jealous. I was feeling dirty and guilty for watching. I was also getting horny. I didn't masturbate a lot, but this was turning me on. As I was undressing earlier I had taken off my jeans and shirt. I had been watching them in just my bra and panties. Now I slipped my hand into my panties and started playing with myself.
My fingers found my clit, they slid into my pussy. I was dripping wet. I put a hand on the wall to steady myself.
Every time Laurel pulled her head back I could see more of dad's cock. I found myself waiting for those moments where she'd pull it out of her mouth completely so I could see his entire cock.
Then she pulled her mouth off him and looked straight at my window. I was still pretty sure she couldn't see me, but it felt weird having her looking my way, holding dad's hard cock in her hand.
She smiled. This time at my window, and then started sucking his cock again. I kept playing with my pussy.
All of a sudden dad tensed up. Laurel stopped moving but kept her lips around dad's cock. After a few minutes she pulled her mouth away. I could see his cock was softening. She must have swallowed all his cum. With that thought I closed my eyes and came on my fingers.
She lay next to dad on the deck chair. I saw dad try to pull her panties off. She stopped him, kissed him lightly on the lips, and stood up.
"Next time stud," she said. "I better be going. I have to work tomorrow."
Dad stood up with her. He kissed her. I didn't like him kissing her. As they walked around the deck to her car she took one more look at my window. I was beginning to worry that she had seen me.
Normally I sleep in a long T shirt and panties. Usually one of my dad's old ones. I took off my bra and threw a T on. I started to get into bed but realized my panties were wet. I took them off too and climbed into bed.
I felt wrapped in dad's shirt. My mind wandered to the scene I'd just watched. My hand slid to my pussy again. I drifted off to sleep with my fingers against my clit.
I woke up the next morning and heard dad making breakfast. Dad typically worked from home, so we had plenty of time together. I stood up and looked in the mirror. Normally I would have just headed out to breakfast.
Instead I brushed out my hair and changed. I chose a cute small pair of boy short panties and a T shirt that hung about 2" below my ass. It was one of my Ts so it followed my curves rather than hung loosely on me. My breasts pushed against the material.
Satisfied with my looks I went out to breakfast. Dad looked at me and smiled.
""Well there's my pretty little girl," he said.
I walked up to him, hugged him, and said I was glad to be home. As I put my arms around his shoulders I could feel my shirt pull up over my ass. If he was behind me he would have seen my panty covered ass. The thought made me tingle.
I looked up at his face. He put his hands on my hips. I think he was shocked to encounter bare skin. He looked confused as to what to do. He just let them rest loosely where they were. I just put my head against his chest.
"Everything is so changed," I said. "It's weird coming home. The only thing the same is you."
"Everything changes as we get older. The one thing that will never change is that you are my girl and I love you more than anything in this world," he said.
I stood on tiptoes and kissed him on his cheek. I kissed him almost on his lips. I'd never done that before and I knew I was doing it on purpose. As I stretched to kiss him my hips moved in his hands. I knew they brushed the top of my panties. It excited me. Shocked him. He moved his hands higher. Squeezed me tight then let me go.
I turned to go sit at the table. I hadn't planned it, but because my shirt was fitted it did not fall back into place. My little boy shorts were not a thong, but they covered less than a bathing suit. I was exposing more of my ass than my dad had seen since I was a baby.
I reached up and tugged my shirt into place. I glanced back at him.
"Sorry," I said.
"Don't worry about it," he replied.
We sat down to eat. We talked about school, work, Laurel. He asked what I was going to do. I told him I had friends I was going out with that night. I asked if he was going to see Laurel.
He told me they'd been seeing each other almost every day so that if I was going out she might come over.
I took his hand. "Dad, I'm 18. I know what grownups do. Does Laurel stay here often when I'm at school?" I asked.
"More often than not," he replied. He was very self conscious about it.
"It's OK dad," she can stay over."
I know I meant it, but as I said it, I also regretted it.
"Are you sure," he asked.
I stood up from the table. As I did I realized my shirt had pulled up again. My panties were completely exposed. Dad was looking at me. I think he was trying not to, but didn't know anywhere else to look.
I bent over and kissed him very close to his ear. "I'm sure daddy," I said. "I only want to make you happy."
I made no effort to adjust my shirt. Ass and panties showing I went back to my room to get dressed. I looked back and saw him watching me.
"I love you," I said.
"I love you," he replied.
I went to my room and got undressed. I heard my dad go into his room and shut the door. I then remembered the bathroom was in the hall, I was naked, and the towels were in the hall closet.
I peaked out my door. Dad's door was closed. I decided to go for it. I ran to the closet, grabbed a towel, jumped in the bathroom and shut the door. I leaned against the door and kind of giggled to myself.
I jumped in the shower, washed, and shaved my legs and pussy. I started shaving it in college after I noticed my roommate did it. She was older and I think it was because I didn't want to be different. After I did it the first time I just liked the way it felt.
As I showered I heard the Master bath shower. I finished, dried off, and wrapped the towel around me. I opened the door and walked out. At exactly that moment my dad did too.
He had a towel wrapped around his waist. I again noticed his big shoulders and chest. I also noticed that the towel pushed out just a little in front of his cock.
"Oh," I said. "Sorry daddy."
He laughed, "It's ok baby. I guess there's not as much privacy in this house as the other."
"Guess not," I responded, closed the bathroom door, and turned to go to my room.
As I did my towel started to pull away. I grabbed at the top of it. It took me a second to realize what was happening and second longer to realize why. I had closed my towel in the bathroom door. As I pulled away I had completely exposed myself. I just stood there in shock.
Dad, thinking faster than me, quickly stepped over to me, opened the door and freed the towel. I clutched it against my breasts hiding my front from him. I just stood there about to cry. Dad immediately recognized the look on my face. He quickly wrapped his arms around me.
As he did I choked out, "I'm sorry daddy."
He pulled me tight. "It's ok baby. Nothing to worry about."
I laid my head on his chest and starting sobbing and repeating I was sorry. He stroked my hair and told me it was ok and that accidents happen until I stopped crying.
As I calmed down I realized how good his arms and naked chest felt. I was holding the towel in between us and realized I was completely exposed behind me. I looked up at his face. I realized that at his height he could see entirely down my back and could easily see my ass. As I was pressed against him I also realized I could feel the bulge in his towel against my belly.



I pulled away. Blushing and looking at the floor, I said, "I better get dressed."
He turned away and as he did I went to my room and shut the door. I leaned against it. My heart was racing and I was breathing heavily. I was embarrassed and turned on. I was embarrassed that I was turned on. I was still holding the towel against my breasts. I could feel the door against my naked backside.
I could see myself in the mirror on the side wall. I let the towel drop. My chest was heaving and my nipples were hard. I dropped my fingers between my legs. It was the most uncomfortable position to masturbate in but I wanted to watch myself in the mirror. I could see my fingers wet from my pussy as they played with my clit. When I came my other hand banged against the door and I moaned.
My dad was in the great room. He must have heard me. He came to my door.
"Are you alright baby?" he asked.
"I'm ok daddy. I'll be out in a minute."
I stood there catching my breath. Then went to get dressed. As I dressed a lot of thoughts went through my mind. The first was that I'd just masturbated twice in less than 2 days. Last time before that was months ago.
I also re-lived how my dad's arms felt and that I could feel the bulge of his cock. I realized that my dad had now seen every piece of my body. The thought made me giggle.
I started to get dressed. I pulled a cute thong out and put it on, then looking at my bras thought that I really needed some prettier ones. I put on a short skirt and top and went out to the great room. I took my iPad and phone and figured I'd catch up on my email and some stuff I can't do at school.
As I walked in the great room dad looked at me. His eyes immediately fell to my skirt. I realized that I'd bought this one since I moved out and that it was probably a lot shorter than he was used to seeing me in.
He told me he was going to do some work. He had turned one of the bedrooms into an office. I told him I was going out at 4 and had stuff to do before then. We both went about our business. When he broke for lunch I joined him. Everything was fine and the day passed normally.
At 4 I told him I was heading out. He asked me when I'd be home and reminded me Laurel would be there.
I felt a little tinge when he said that, but just said, "cool."
I told him I'd be home around 10. He told me to be safe and kissed me as I headed out.
When I got back home Laurel's car was in the driveway. When I went in they were sitting on the couch snuggled up watching TV. Dad was wearing a pair of worn cutoff sweat pants and a t shirt. Laurel was in a pair of loose pajama bottoms and a top. The bottoms tied at the waist and she was wearing them super low on her hips. The way she was leaning against dad I could see the crack of her ass. The top was a tight men's wife beater tank, cut off about 2" below her tits. She was showing plenty of cleavage and her nipples were clearly visible through the material.
I had to admit she was gorgeous. I was not sure I was happy she was so gorgeous. I was not happy she was snuggling with my dad. That was my job. We made some small talk. Laurel thanked me for letting her stay over. We chatted a bit more.
I was kind of mad that she was really nice and I was really beginning to like her. I finally said goodnight and headed to my room.
I was lying in bed chatting online when I heard their bedroom door close. I heard their voices. Being an older house I guessed there was little insulation between rooms.
"About time," Laurel said.
"About time what?" said dad.
"About time to get that big thick cock in me and fuck me," she replied. "It's been way too long."
"It's been 4 days," he protested with a laugh.
"4 days too long," she said. Then it got quiet.
I strained to listen.
Then I heard, "God yes, stick that cock in me," Laurel groaned. "God my pussy needs this. Feel how wet you make me."
I heard her moan some more. It was obvious they were fucking. I didn't want to listen but I couldn't help myself.
That's it fuck me," she said. "Harder. Ohhhhh, Oh my god yes."
I could hear her grunt as my dad fucked her. She'd make moaning noises.
Then she said something that shocked the hell out of me.
"If I didn't like that gorgeous daughter of yours so much I'd kill her for keeping this cock from me for 4 days.
Listening to that I felt good. I felt dirty. I felt embarrassed. My fingers slid between my legs.
"That's it, give me that cock." Then in the next breath she said, "I wish I was as pretty as her."
"You're beautiful," he said.
"As pretty as her?" she asked.
"Why are we talking about Cindy?" he said.
I was a little hurt but realized he was fucking her and probably should be thinking of her.
She laughed, "What, you don't want to talk about your hot teenage daughter while my pussy is wrapped around your cock?
Then she started moaning again.
"That's it fuck my cunt. Fuck it. Harder. Oh god yes, fuck me. I'm cumming," she let out a small breathy screen.
"Mmmmm, I love that you can keep going. That's it give me that cock. I want more."
They fucked for at least 25 minutes more. She must have cum 2-3,more times. I came twice. I fell asleep.
The next morning I woke up. I pulled on one of my dad's t shirts. Then I remembered that Laurel, was there and put on a pair of big running shorts before heading to the kitchen. Laurel was in the kitchen cooking.
"Good morning," she said.
"Good morning," I replied. "Where's dad?"
"He had to go out for a few," she said. "Would you like some breakfast?"
"Yes thank you," I replied.
We chatted for a while and again she was sweet as could be. Then she floored me.
"Your dad said you put on quite the show yesterday," she said.
I was shocked, "Oh my god," I stammered. "The towel," I started to say.
She laughed. "Relax," she said. "You and your dad are far more concerned than I am. I thought it was funny. After all, how many men would die to see that gorgeous body of yours and there you were naked, in front of the one man it would make uncomfortable. Come on. It's kind of funny."
She was so disarming I laughed. I did see the humor in it. We joked a bit more about it and chatted nicely. She finally said she had to go to work. I was home alone and pretty much just hung out.
Laurel and dad got home about the same time. I had made dinner and we all sat down to eat. We had a great dinner and as usual I really liked Laurel. Then she kissed him. I felt that jealousy again.
She did bring up the incident at the bathroom. We both blushed.
"Oh, come on," she said to dad. "The girls freaking hot. Are you telling me you didn't notice?"
"Well of course I know she's hot," he said.
I blushed
"Is her body as hot as I think it is?" she asked.
"Come on," I laughed nervously. Let's talk about something else.
Laurel asked dad again. "Is it?"
Dad finally relented, "Yes, she has an amazingly hot body."
"See," she said. "That wasn't so bad," she laughed..
We all laughed, but I felt hot and flushed all over. My dad's voice still stuck in my ears.
"That reminds me," Laurel pulled out a bag. "I bought you something."
She handed me the package. I opened it. Inside were 3 packages.. They looked like sleep wear.
"Thank you," I said.
"Based on this morning, you need some pretty sleepwear. Go try them on."
"Now?" I asked.
"Sure, why not? she said. "You're not going out are you?"
I wasn't, but I was still skeptical. I looked at my dad.
"It's 8:00. Why don't we all get comfortable. I'll light a fire and we can watch a movie," he said.
He hadn't said anything about the sleep sets. Laurel handed me the bag. I took it and looked at dad one more time. He was already up and clearing the table.
I went to my room with the bag and put the packages on the bed. From the pictures on the packages they were all 2 piece sets. A pair of shorts with a tank or cami top. They were all very cute. They were certainly on the sexy side of sleep sets. None were indecent and it seemed they covered more than any bathing suit I owned. I had bikinis, crop tops, cutoff shorts, and running shorts that showed more skin. I wasn't sure why I felt so uncomfortable with these.
On the other hand, I still felt like I was in competition with Laurel for my dad, I saw what she was wearing last night, and she actually bought these for me. So what the hell.
I looked at the 3. I was trying to think of which to try first. They all had different things that were, umm, I don't know, sexy? She wanted to see all 3 on me. So I had to start somewhere.
I opened the first pack. It was a cute set. The shorts were soft stretchy polyester. Pink, with dark pink hearts. The shorts sat very low on my hips. Very low. They tied with pink ribbon. They were tight over my ass. I mean tight. About an inch of my ass cheeks showed.
The top was a spaghetti strap cami of the same material. It was pink with one big dark pink heart. The top of the heart was the neckline with a dip in the middle. It clung to my breasts and then dropped loosely straight down. It ended 2" above my naval.
I checked the mirror. I was covered. I looked sexy sweet. Now the hard part. What would dad and Laurel think. I walked out in the great room. Laurel and Dad were on the couch. A fire in the fireplace. Dad was in his cutoff sweats and T shirt. Laurel was cuddled up next to him. I again felt she was on my territory and immediately felt bad I felt that way. She was in a white cami and tap pants. The tap pants were low on her hips and slit up the sides almost all the way. The cami came down about 2" from her naval. She was showing a lot of skin. She looked like a lingerie model. I was a little annoyed she looked so good.
Laurel saw me first.
"Oh, there you are. Those look really cute on you. Do you like them?"
"Umm, they're comfortable," I said.
"Good," she said. Then she asked my dad what he thought.
Dad was obviously trying to not look and now he was forced to.
"She looks nice," he said.
Laurel laughed. "Nice? Nice? She looks like a dream."
I didn't know what to do or how to react. I was feeling very self conscious. I just stood there.
Laurel went on. "Cindy, you look adorable. Ignore him."
Then back to my dad, "Why are you being so mean? You know she looks great. Tell her!"
Dad looked at me. He looked at me in a way he never did before. I've been scoped out by guys before. The long look from the bottom up. I never got that from dad. Until now.
He started at my feet and slowly let his eyes travel up my body. He stopped when he reached the top of my legs. My heart was beating like crazy. It was like my skin could feel his gaze. I watched him.
As his eyes moved up I felt my skin flush. I'm sure it took maybe a second, but to me I thought I was standing there for hours. It all moved in slow motion. I could feel my pussy get wet. His eyes moved up over my naked belly to my breasts. My nipples were hard. He lingered there a moment.
I looked at Laurel. She had a weird smile on her face. I looked back at dad. His eyes met mine.
"You're right Laurel. My little girl has grown up into a beautiful woman."
Laurel smiled. "See, was that so hard? Us women want our men to notice when we look good." Then she added, "And we look good tonight. How many men would die to be where you are tonight," she laughed.
My mind was not moving fast. Our men? What did she mean?
Dad laughed, " I guess you're right. I'm a very lucky man. Now I'm going to enjoy the company of 2 gorgeous women and watch our movie."
They were snuggled on the couch. Laurel patted the seat next to her. She'd obviously forgotten the other 2 outfits. I was glad. I felt awkward, and a little too excited to go change.
I sat down, leaned against the arm of the couch, and curled my feet under me. My butt towards Laurel and dad.
Laurel looked at my ass and said, "When I was your age I wished I'd had an ass as cute as yours."
I thought of what she was seeing. I realized that the shorts had bunched up and more than just an inch of my ass cheeks were showing. I kind of stammered out a thank you. I noticed dad check out my ass.
We started watching our movie. Laurel was leaning against dad. After a while I noticed her hand on his thigh. She started moving it up and down. As she did she'd push the leg of his shorts up. His arm was around her. His hand was sitting on her hip in the side slit of her tap pants. He had them pulled aside and most of the side of her ass was showing.
As he caressed her hip and ass I found myself torn again. I wanted to watch. I wanted it to stop. I was happy for him. I wanted it to be me cuddled next to him. I also felt myself getting very wet.
I was having a hard time watching the movie. Laurel's hand was sliding closer and closer to dad's cock. I felt anticipation, wondering if she'd actually touch it in front of me. Every once in Laurel would look at me. I'd turn away hoping she did not catch me looking.
As we watched, her hand got higher and higher. I could see his cock start to get hard. I it was growing longer and thicker down the leg of his shorts. Laurel glanced at me again. Then she rested her hand on his cock. Dad looked at me. Apparently satisfied I wasn't looking, or that Laurel's body was blocking my view, he let her continue.
I tried not to look, but the sensation in my pussy was getting hard to ignore. I grabbed a pillow and put it on my lap. One hand under the pillow. I placed my hand between my legs on top of my shorts. By squeezing my legs together I could feel the pressure against my pussy.
Just then Laurel asked me if I was having fun. I started to stammer. She then said, "I hope you're having a nice break. It's nice to spend time like this with you."
She could have meant watching the movie. Maybe it was my imagination but I thought she meant more.
The movie ended and I excused myself to go to bed. I stood up and realized I had massive camel toe from where I'd been pushing my hand into my pussy. Laurel glanced at my crotch and then stood up to say good night. I wondered if my shorts were wet. I certainly was.
She put her hands on my hips, right at the waistband of my shorts, and kissed my cheek. Her hands felt hot on my skin. It felt like she was applying some downward pressure to my shorts.
"Good night sweetie," she said. "I'll see you in the morning."
Dad stood up behind her. I noticed his cock still pressing against the leg of his shorts. He leaned in to kiss me. "Good night baby," he said.
I went to the bathroom to brush my teeth. As I came out I heard. "Let's go to the bedroom. She's going to catch us." It was my dad.
I walked down the hall and peeked around the corner. Laurel was on her knees in front of my dad sucking his cock. She had his shorts pulled down around his ankles and her hand wrapped around his cock. I watched her head move up and down as the shaft and tip disappeared and reappeared between her lips.
I was much closer this time and the lights were on. I could see everything. I noticed her hand just barely fit around his cock and her lips were stretched around it. I am smaller than Laurel I wondered if I could get it in my mouth. I wondered what that would feel like. I knew what a cock felt like, but not one that big, and I'd never given a blow job. I licked my lips. Then I shook my head. That was my dad I was thinking about.
I climbed into bed. I realized how wet my shorts were and took them off. I didn't hesitate. My hand went to my pussy and I started playing with my clit and pussy as hard as I could. I wasn't gentle. I stuck 2 fingers in my pussy and humped myself hard against them. I kept picturing dad's cock slipping out of Laurel's lips, covered in saliva. I pictured what it would feel like, taste like. I came with a crashing orgasm, then fell asleep.
I woke up late the next morning. I figured the house was empty. Both dad and Laurel told me they had to go to work. I took off my top and headed naked to the bathroom. I quickly showered, dried off. and wrapped myself in a towel. Just as I left the bathroom the master bedroom door opened and Laurel stepped into the hall.
"Oh, hi," I said. "You startled me."
"Sorry," she said. "Just heading out to work."
Then she looked at my towel. "Hey," she laughed. "Why don't I get a towel show?"
We both laughed. We chatted a bit. She asked my plans and I told her I was heading out with friends and not to wait up for me.
She told me to have fun. I headed to my room as I reached the door I had a funny thought.
"Hey Laurel," I said.
She turned to look at me.
When she did I said, "Have a great day." Then, with her looking at me I dropped the towel and stepped through my door. I have no idea why. I just thought it would be funny.
She laughed. "Well, what a great way to start the day," she said.
She left, I got dressed and headed out to join my friends.
I arrived home around 10:30 the lights were off in the great room. I headed towards my room. As I did I noticed that dad's door was ½ open and the light was on. I figured he and Laurel were still up. I walked down the hall to say good night. As I did I heard moaning noises. I heard Laurel's voice.
"Oh god, fuck me. I love your cock. Give it to me. You make me so wet."
I realized they were fucking. I stopped in the hall and listened.
Then I heard my dad. "That's it. Fuck me. Give me that pussy. That feel good? Come on baby, soak my cock with your cunt."
Cunt? I'd never heard him talk that way. It was both disturbing and exciting. I quietly stepped closer to the open door. I looked in. They were on the bed. Dad was on his knees In front of Laurel. Her legs were up in the air and he was holding her legs up. I could see his ass rapidly pushing into and away from her. She grunted every time he pushed into her.
I'd fucked a few times before, but always missionary. This was new to me. Laurel was grunting between thrusts. Between grunts she'd encourage dad.
"Fuck me. Fuck me harder. God I love fucking you. I love Cindy, but it's really hard to fuck quietly when she's home. Oh god yes, that's it. Give me that cock. Yes, yes, yes!."
They slowed down, then Laurel said, "Guess what happened this morning?"
She told dad about this morning when I dropped my towel. When she did dad started pumping her again. She started telling dad what a great body I had. He started pounding her again.
"Oh my god yes, fuck me. You should have seen her. Fuck me harder. She has great tits. That's it give it to me. You would not believe, god yes, fuck me, fuck my cunt. Fuck me."
It was then that everything changed. All of a sudden she opened her eyes and looked right at me. I had no idea what to do. Run? Apologize? I knew there'd be hell to pay for watching.
After a second I realized they had not stopped fucking. She flashed me a big smile. She just kept fucking my dad. She grabbed at the headboard. Dad was still on his knees her legs straight up supported by his chest and shoulders.
Looking at me she went on. "Oh Jesus, that's it, give me that cock. I could not believe what a perfect ass Cindy had. Yes. Yes. Fuck me. That's it. Do you think Cindy's ever been fucked? I wonder if his cock was as big as yours.
Dad was grunting. She kept, moaning all the while looking at me. Dad stiffened up.
"That's it baby. Cum in me. Fill my pussy with cum. Oh my god. I'm cumming."
She briefly closed her eyes. When she opened them again, dad was not moving. He kind of fell back on his heals, breathing hard. Laurel looked at me one more time then, blew me a kiss. Her hand moved to the side. Out of dad's site she waved her hand to shoo me away. I backed off and went to my room.



My head was spinning. I was so wet. I ripped my clothes off, lay down on the bed and jammed my fingers in my pussy. I came in about 1 minute. I laid there, naked,catching my breath.
Eventually I had to go use the bathroom. I threw on a long T. When I went into the hall their door was shut. I felt a pang of disappointment. I cleaned up and climbed back in bed. I was still horny. I stuck my fingers between my legs and got myself off again. Then I fell asleep.
I woke up that morning to the sound of them fucking again. I decided to go to outside and let them be. I pulled on a pair of shorts and a sweatshirt and headed out on the deck. Unfortunately, when I got on the deck, I could hear them better. It was obvious the sliding door was open.
I should have ignored it, but I couldn't. I walked to where I could look. When I looked I realized the curtains were open. I could clearly see them. Laurel was on her knees, her chest pressed against the bed. Dad was behind her pumping her with his cock. From this position I could see it slide in and out of her.
As I moved towards the window, I realized that Laurel had already seen me. Our eyes met and I froze. She smiled and blew me another kiss. I realized she'd set this up. The curtain and door were positioned just right. I could see them. Dad couldn't see me.
She started talking again. How good he felt interspersed with stuff about me. I was mesmerized. Every once in awhile she'd close her eyes and just go with being fucked, but every time she opened them her eyes searched out mine and she smiled.
I was leaning against the deck rail. Not thinking I let one of my hands start to caress my breasts through my sweatshirt. I could feel my nipples get hard. She watched me intently and blew me a kiss.
Then she stopped. She said to my dad, "Let me adjust the curtain. The lights in my eyes."
She climbed off the bed. My dad stayed where he was, his thick cock sticking straight out, wet and glistening from her pussy.
She came to the window. Her naked body on full display. She was perfect. I noticed she also shaved her pussy. She loudly whispered out the window, "Take them off." Dad didn't hear her.
She returned to the bed. I watched her sexy ass sway as she walked away from me. She got back in position, and said, "That's better. Now stick that cock back in me and fuck me. Hard."
Dad did.
I continued to play with my breasts as she did.
As he did she looked at me again. She mouthed the words, "Take them off."
She started talking to dad again. Pushing him on telling him how much she wanted him. She'd also talk about how cute and sexy I was.
I looked confused. I pointed at me.
She nodded at me and again mouthed, "Take them off." She looked down at my shorts.
I pointed at my shorts. She nodded.
I wanted to, but I knew I shouldn't. I looked around. It was early, no one was around. I put my thumbs in the waistband of my shorts. She nodded and mouthed, "Do it."
I slowly pushed them down over my hips. As I did she let out a loud groan. My shorts fell to the ground.
"Do it," she said.
I was sure dad thought she was talking to him, but I knew she was talking to me.
"Do it!" she said again. Louder, more like a command. Dad started pounding her harder. My fingers went to my pussy.
"Yes, yes, that's it. Do it. Do it!"
I started fingering myself. My pussy was soaking wet. There I was watching dad fuck Laurel while Laurel watched me play with myself.
Laurel continued to talk. I'm sure dad thought she was talking to him but I knew she was talking to me.
"Oh my god, yes, do it. That is so fucking sexy. Do it. Don't stop. Cum for me. Come on, cum for me baby."
Then, to my dad, "Cum for me. Cum on my ass. I want to feel your hot cum on my body."
She smiled at me again and went on, "Oh my god. You are so fucking sexy. You are so hot. Don't stop, you're making me cum. Don't stop." She was talking to me again.
All of a sudden dad pulled out of her pussy. Cum came shooting out of his cock. I'd never seen a man cum before. When I'd done it we used condoms and he came inside me. This was different. This hit me in the gut. Thick ropes of cum on Laurel's perfect ass.
I came, hard.
I heard Laurel, "That's it baby, cum for me. Oh my god that's so hot, cum for me."
Then she screamed, oh my god, I'm cumming. She had one hand between her legs."
As she came, I came again
When I opened my eyes, Laurel was licking her fingers. When she saw me she blew me a kiss and then with a hand movement, shooed me away from the window.
I realized that if I stayed dad would see me. I grabbed my shorts and moved out of sight. I went back to my room and just sat on my bed. My mind was going 100 miles a minute. Why was I so horny. Why couldn't I stop thinking of my dad's cock. And Laurel, did she like girls? What did she want?
As I sat there I heard the bathroom door open and close. Then I saw my doorknob turn. Laurel stood in the door completely naked. Dad must be in the bathroom.
"Why don't you put on one of those cute sleep sets and I'll make us all breakfast," she said. She then closed my door and went back to her room.
I just sat on my bed. My mind having a hard time focusing. My dad's naked girlfriend who I just watched fuck my dad and who watched me masturbate wants me in a sexy sleep set for breakfast. That didn't sound normal at all. On the other hand it excited the hell out of me.
I took the 2 remaining packages to decide which to wear.
I heard my dad say to Laurel, "You can't wear that. Cindy's home."
"Oh, stop worrying," she replied. "She's a girl, what does she care."
I wondered what she was wearing.
I grabbed one of the sets. This one had a pair of very loose, white lace shorts. They again tied at the waist. If I wore them above my hips ½ my ass was exposed and I think my pussy. If I pushed them down on my hips, I would show a little butt crack but it would cover my pussy and most of my ass cheeks. The top was a form fitting, pullover lacy cami that came down to between my navel and rib cage. Again I realized I was more covered than a bathing suit but I felt less covered.
I went to the kitchen. Dad was dressed in jeans and a button down shirt. He liked to shower and dress even if he was working from home. I looked at Laurel and could see why dad said something.
She was in a cut off white wife beater that ended just below her breasts. You could clearly make out her nipples and see the bottom of her breasts. She was wearing panties? Boy shorts? I'm not sure. They were the same material. They were loose, low on her hips, and showed off ½ her ass.
They hadn't seen me yet. "Hi guys," I said.
They both turned to look at me. Dad again, looked at me in that way that made me wet. Laurel came over to me. She kissed me on the corner of my lips.
"Good morning sweetie," she said. "Those look so cute on you."
She put me between her and dad and standing behind my clasped her hands around my waist.
"Doesn't she look great?" she asked dad.
He looked at me. Really looked. He agreed I looked great. He said we both did.
Still holding me she turned me around. Her hands were on my hips.
"Check out the back. Don't these just show off her ass perfectly."
Dad, kind of stammering, agreed they did.
She reached down and pulled up the legs of the shorts, pretty much showing off my whole ass. "Check this out," she said. "Doesn't Cindy have an amazing ass."
I was loving being shown off. I was standing skin to skin with Laurel. I could feel her hands on my ass and her breasts against my chest. It felt good.
Dad, again, agreed I looked good. Laurel badgered him. He finally admitted I looked hot.
We had a nice breakfast. I was going to go for a walk on the beach. Dad had work to do. Laurel had an appointment later. I put on shorts and a sweatshirt and headed for my walk. I was gone maybe 3 minutes when I realized I forgot my phone. I decided to go back and get it.
When I reached the deck I looked inside. Laurel was bent over a kitchen counter. Her top was pulled up over her tits and dad was pulling on her nipples. Her shorts were on the floor and dad was fucking her from behind.
She was urging him on. She'd also talk about how hot I looked.
I decided what the hell. I opened the door. Dad, realized I'd walked in and tried to fix his pants. It was kind of comical. His big hard cock was not going to fit back in those jeans till it came down a bit. Laurel just stayed bent over. Ass naked, tits uncovered. I could see her wetness on the back of her thighs.
"Hi sweetie," Laurel said. "Forget something?"
"Yeah, umm, sorry to interrupt. I, umm, forgot my phone."
Dad had kinda given up putting his cock away. It was rock hard. He stood behind Laurel.
I laughed, "Nice look," I said.
He blushed. Laurel reached out and stroked him.
"It is nice," she said.
Dad looked like a deer caught in the headlights. Laurel laughed.
I stood there awkwardly for a second. Not knowing what to say or do I said, "Well don't let me stop you." I walked to my room to get my phone.
When I came back in the kitchen they were whispering a very animated discussion between them. They were both back in their clothes but dad's cock was still hard enough to be showing against his pants.
I quickly said goodbye and headed out the door. Instead of leaving right away, I stood on the deck, a bit out of sight and watched. They talked a bit more, then Laurel kissed dad. They made out for a bit and Laurel started rubbing dad's cock. Soon Laurel was again bent over the counter being fucked from behind.
As I walked down the beach all I could think about was my dad's cock. I kept seeing it buried in Laurel's pussy. I could hear her grunting as he fucked her. I wondered how it would feel to be fucked like that. I was jealous of Laurel but not sure why. I felt again that she was stealing my man.
I got a call from a friend. I agreed to go meet her. I headed back to the house. Laurel was gone. Dad was working. I changed and told dad I was going out. Dad stopped me.
I could tell he wanted to talk about something. He started.
"Umm, baby, I'm sorry about today. I should not expose you to that. Sometimes I don't think when Laurels around. We're used to a lot of privacy. That's not fair to you. This is your home first and I want you to feel safe in it."
"It's ok daddy. I love this place, and it is beginning to feel like home and Laurel is pretty hot, so I understand why you're crazy about her. She's nice too. I'm a little jealous. I'm not sure I like sharing my daddy, but I love seeing you happy."
Then, for some reason I added, "I have to admit, I've never seen someone have sex before. That was pretty hot."
Dad blushed. "I'm not sure you're supposed to," he said.
"Dad, this is your house. You should be able to do whatever you want here."
"No baby. It's our house. You and me. It's not the home you grew up in, but it's your home. I want you to feel comfortable here. Anytime."
"Well daddy. If you're here it's always where I want to be. I guess as long as I don't see you having sex with someone ugly, I'm cool."
We both laughed. He hugged me and went to kiss my cheek. I moved and planted a quick kiss on his lips.
I told him I'd be home by 8 and headed out the door.
I got home a little late. Dad was watching TV in his shorts and T.
"Where's Laurel?" I asked.
"She just got home. She went to change. We're going to watch TV. Want to join us?"
"Sure," I said. "Let me go change."
I wondered what Laurel would wear. I've seen her naked, I've seen her fuck my dad. She'd probably just show up naked.
I took the last sleep set. It was light pink it pulled on like a shirt and tied at the breast line. It had enough Ruffles so my nipples were covered but that was about it. It hung open from the breasts down. The bottoms were matching panties, loose fit but nearly see through. What the hell I thought. I put it on.
Laurel was sitting next to dad when I came out.
"Wow, you look amazing," she said.
"Wow, you look kind of, umm," I started to reply
"Sexy?" she asked.
"Definitely," I said.
She was wearing a black see through nightie that had ribbons tied at the shoulders to hold it up and on the side to hold it together. She was wearing a pair of matching black panties that tied on the side.
She was sitting next to dad again. This time on the other side. I was again a little jealous. Laurel pointed to the couch next to Dad. I sat down. I leaned away from dad.
Laurel spoke up, "It's ok Cindy. I know you and your dad cuddle. He's got 2 sides. We can share." Laurel leaned a pillow against dad on my side for me to rest on.
I wasn't sure I liked the idea of sharing, but I did want to cuddle. I leaned against dad's shoulder. We started watching TV. This time again Laurel rested her hand on dad's thigh. She again started stroking it. Dad looked at me to see if I noticed. I looked away. I don't know if he saw me or not. He probably thought the pillow hid her actions. The truth is I was enjoying watching. I kind of wanted to touch it.
Her hand slid up. She was rubbing his cock through his shorts. She saw me looking and smiled. Dad glanced at me. Again I looked away. I'm sure he thought he was still safe.
She continued stroking his cock.
She then leaned into him and kissed him. I watched jealously.
She looked at me. "Now come here," she said. She held her hand to me. She pulled me to her. I was kneeling on the couch facing her and dad.
"Cindy, I want us to be friends. No more than friends, family, but you're too old and on your own to be a daughter to me. I know it's hard seeing me with your dad."
I started to protest. She stopped me.
"Let me finish. I know you are afraid you're losing your dad. I've known it all along. In reality, you have pieces I will never have. He's your father. You will always come first. Me, I'm his lover. Something you're not. But, I'm willing to share that with you.
She pulled me towards her and kissed me. I'd never kissed a girl before. I kissed back. It felt different than boys, softer. She pulled away. She turned my head to my dad.
"Kiss her," she said.
He had a confused look on his face. He wasn't sure what to do.
Laurel went on, "You may not know it but Cindy's been watching us fuck."
More confusion. He looked at me. "Honey?
"Tell him Cindy."
"It's true," I mumbled.
"but why," he asked.
"Well, I guess it's like Laurel said. I love you. You've been mine forever. I guess I've been jealous of Laurel. I saw you having sex and I was jealous. I wanted it to be me. I'm sorry. I love you daddy. I want all the love you can give me." I started crying.
Dad pulled me close. "I love you," he said.
"Show her you love her," said Laurel. "Kiss her."
He kissed me.
My head spun. It was a kiss I didn't realize I wanted and when I was kissing him I realized it was all I ever wanted.
I felt Laurel's hand on the string of my top. She pulled it. It opened exposing my breasts. Her hand slid up and caressed one. It felt good.
"You have perfect tits," she whispered in my ear.
I turned to look at her. She kissed me again. She pulled my dad's head to my breast. He took my nipple in his mouth. I sighed into Laurel's mouth.
I looked down. Dad's cock was straining against his shorts. Laurel took my hand and placed it with hers on his cock.
"Isn't it beautiful," she said.
"Yes," I whispered. I had no clue what to do next.
Laurel pulled his cock out of his shorts. Dad just watched, speechless.
She took my hand and together we stroked dad's cock. It felt wonderful. I was right, I could just barely get my fingers around it.
Laurel slid off the couch. She pulled me with her. We knelt side by side in front of him. I knew what was coming. I whispered to Laurel, "I've never done this before."
"Don't worry," she laughed. "There's nothing to it. Plus, it's fun."
She wrapped her hand around it and slowly moved her hand up and down.
"Now, wrapped your lips around the top. Get as much I your mouth as you can. Then lightly suck on it. Like you're eating a popsicle. Take it in your mouth and then let a little out and do it again."
I tentatively lowered my lips on his cock. I'd seen Laurel do this twice. I had the idea. As I tasted the tip I realized how much I'd wanted this. By here was a drop of precum on his cock. I tasted it. I loved it. I did what Laurel told me.
"Oh baby, that feels so good," dad moaned.
Laurel responded, "You like your little girl sucking your cock? She loves you more than anything. She wants to love this part of you too. She leaned over and kissed him. "Do you like knowing your little girl loves your cock? Does it feel good fucking her mouth?"
I could see a change come over dad. Not a bad one. All of a sudden he just looked at me like he did at Laurel. There was still complete devotion and love, but also something more. He wanted me. He had gone from hesitant to lover. Dad grabbed my hair, lightly, and pulled my face so I was looking at him. I loved it. My body shivered.
"Baby, you've had my love for 18 years. Everything I could give you. Everytime i saw you I marveled about how beautiful and sexy you were. I never imagined we would this kind of love, but I admit, I've thought about. That day in the hall, I went back to my room and masturbated. I felt terrible after. but if this is what you want I want you to know that I love you and want this too.
I said, "I love you daddy. I've wanted this for years. I just didn't realize it."
I lowered my head back to his cock.
"Oh my god," said dad. "That feels so good."
After a minute or so Laurel looked at me, "Time to share."
She pulled dad's cock away from my mouth and kissed me.
"Mmmmm, i can taste his cock on your lips." She purred.
She pulled his cock to her mouth. I watched as her lips wrap around it. She slowly stroked him as she sucked him.
She stopped for a moment. "Kiss him, get your tits in his face," she said in a sexy voice.
I climbed up on the couch. I kissed dad then let him suck my tits. His hand landed on my hip. He slid it down to my pussy. I was soaking wet so his fingers slid right in. After a few seconds I came on his fingers it felt so good.
Laurel looked up, she stopped sucking dad's cock. She took his hand from my pussy and started licking his fingers.
"Mmmmm, You have the sweetest pussy," she said.
I'd never been with a girl. Never thought about it. Now I'd kissed Laurel and she was talking about my pussy juices. I was wondering if she wanted to eat me. I'd never done that with a boy, never mind a girl. The thought scared and excited me. I'd never even kissed a girl till Laurel kissed me. I'm sure I blushed.
Laurel stood up. Then Laurel kissed me. I could taste my pussy on her lips. I liked it. A lot. She reached over, took my hand, and pulled me to my feet. We stood in front of dad kissing. She started to caress my breasts. I reached out and caressed hers. I had never touched another woman's breasts before it felt good. Dad wrapped his hand around his cock and lightly stroked it.
Laurel stood me facing my dad.
"See," I told you she wanted you.
She stood behind me caressing my tits.
"She loves you. You were always her man. Now she can also be your woman. Well, one of us."
I leaned my head back against her. Her hands felt good on my breasts. I looked at my dad's cock. Laurel's hands slid down my side to the band of my shorts. She hooked her thumbs in the band.
"Ready to show us that sexy little pussy?" She purred in my ear.



I nodded.
"Ready to love dad the way you've wanted to?"
"Yes," I whispered.
Laurel started to slide my shorts down my hips. I held my breath. At a certain point they just fell to the floor. I stepped out of them.
Laurel's hand fell to my pussy. I felt her fingers slide over my clit. I shuddered. Her fingers slid inside me. Again I shuddered. I let out a moan.
As she played with my pussy she softly said, "Are you ready? You feel wet enough, are you ready to get fucked by your dad's amazing cock."
"God yes," I moaned. Her fingers were making my pussy as wet as it's ever been.
She took her fingers out of my pussy and held them to my lips. I sucked them into my mouth. I licked my pussy juice off them. God it tasted good.
She pushed dad down on the couch and helped me straddle dad's lap. His cock was against my leg. Lauren reached between my legs and grabbed his cock. She rubbed the tip against my pussy lips. I could feel it part my lips. I moaned. Dad took my nipple in his mouth. Then the next. The head of his cock split my pussy. I felt stretched. As soon as the head was in I dropped down and took the rest of the shaft. I felt it tight inside me. I felt full.
I stayed there, straddling his lap, his cock buried deep in me, not moving. Just enjoying the sensation.
Laurel whispered in my ear, " Is it as good as you imagined?"
I moaned, "It's amazing."
I put my head against daddy's chest. He stroked my hair. "I love you daddy," I said.
"I love you too. I alwayshave, and always will," he said.
I actually started to cry.
"Are you ok?" Dad said. He sounded scared and concerned.
"Yes daddy," I got out through the tears. "I've never felt so good in my life. I feel like I am where I belong."
Daddy lifted my face to his and kissed me. As dad kissed my lips. Laurel started kissing my neck and shoulders. I felt amazing, loved, sexy, beautiful. Dad grabbed my ass. I sat up a bit and I started fucking up and down on his cock. It felt amazing. I felt Laurel's hand on my ass as well. It just heightened the feeling.
With dad and Laurel helping me, I started fucking dad. My head fell back, eyes closed, just giving myself to the feeling. Dad started sucking my tits. I could feel my juices soaking his cock as I fucked him. I felt so full, but on top of that I felt safe, loved.
With my ex boyfriend I could not let myself go. I held back. With my dad and Laurel I felt I could let myself go.
Laurel whispered in my ear, "You look so hot. Fuck him. Cum for him, Cum on his cock. You are so beautiful."
I felt it building. I had made myself cum, I had never cum during sex. This time it was different. It radiated from inside of me. I felt my body shudder. I felt a hot gush from my pussy on his cock. My body was covered with a sheen of sweat. I fell against him. He was still hard. I stayed in that position letting the aftershocks go through me.
Laurel helped me off him. We knelt side by side in front of him. This time I was more confident. I lowered my lips to his cock. It was now slick from my pussy. As I tasted the tip I realized I was tasting my pussy as well as his cock. I loved it.
She wanted to share. She moved dad's cock away from my mouth and kissed me.
"God I love your pussy on your lips." She purred.
She took dad's cock in her mouth and started sucking it.
Dad moaned. I watched and played with my pussy. I came once.
Dad said to Laurel, "I'm going to cum."
Laurel pulled me down next to her again. She wrapped my hand around his cock and said, "Suck it."
I did. As I did Laurel coaxed us on. "That's it sweetie. Suck that cock. Make him cum."
I was excited and nervous. I knew she wanted him to cum in my mouth. I'd seen her do it, but I didn't know what to expect. I'd only seen one man cum. That was daddy and it looked like a lot.
She started kissing dad.
"Come on baby," she said to dad. "Feel her sweet lips around your cock. She's never swallowed cum before. Give her her first load. Fill her mouth. Cum in her sexy little mouth."
Then to me. "You ready for your first load of daddy's hot cum? Ready to swallow it all?"
I nodded. I really wanted it.
To my dad, "Let it go baby. Give it to her."
He stiffened up. I felt the first hot jets of cum squirt against my throat. I tasted it on my tongue. I liked it. He kept cumming. I couldn't swallow fast enough, some dripped out of my mouth down my cheek and onto my hand wrapped around his cock.
"Just hold still," Laurel told me.
I stayed there cum dripping on me, my mouth wrapped around his cock, not moving. I could feel the last few spurts against my tongue.
"Now, kiss me," she said.
Cum on my face and hands, I kissed her. Her mouth and tongue cleaned my lips and face off.
"Mmmmm, god I love the taste of cum," she sighed.
There was more cum on my hand and on his cock.
"Lick it off," she told me.
I brought my fingers to my mouth and sucked the cum off. I liked the taste. I wrapped my lips around dad's softening cock and cleaned it all off with my mouth. Then Laurel kissed me again. My hand was still around dad's cock. Her hand wrapped around mine.
She looked at me, "That was amazing," she said. "Did you like sucking daddy's cock."
I nodded.
"Tell him," she said.
I got back on the couch. I put my arms around dad and kissed him. I put my head on his chest.
"Daddy, that was amazing. I loved your cum. I loved the way it felt in my mouth. I want to do everything I've seen you do with Laurel. I want you to cum in my pussy. I want you to cum on my ass like I saw you cum on Laurel's ass."
While I told him, Laurel and I continued to stroke daddy's cock.
Dad sat up on the couch, pulled me to him, and told me he loved me. As he did I felt his cock start to grow in our hands again. I loved the way it felt, the way it grew.
I was still sitting on the couch. Laurel was on her knees in front of us. She licked dad's cock and said, "My turn. Fuck me."
She stayed on her knees, put her head in my lap and wiggled her ass.
Dad got off the couch and knelt behind her. He positioned his cock against her pussy and thrust it all the way into her. She grunted and cried out, "Yes."
He started pumping her, hard. With each thrust she grunted. Her head was in my lap I could feel it move forward with every thrust. She looked at my face, she smiled and put her hands on my thighs. She pushed them apart exposing my wet pussy. I had no idea what she'd do next. I found out quick enough.
She lowered her head to my pussy. I felt her tongue flick out and lick my clit. My head was spinning. I just fucked my dad and now, this gorgeous woman was being fucked in front of me, and now, and now, she just licked my clit. As soon as she did. I came. Maybe it was the anticipation, the whole sexy scene, but just that made me cum. I was trying to think of how many times I'd cum that week. I knew it was more than the whole year before.
She didn't stop there. Her tongue traced a line along my pussy lips. She returned to my clit. She sucked on it. All through this I could feel her body push forward as my dad's cock thrust into her. I came again. Not once. It was like a waves kept crashing over my body. Her tongue continued to drive me wild.
All of a sudden she stopped.
"Oh my god Cindy. I love your dad's cock. I'm cumming."
My head was spinning. Watching her cum I came again.
She turned and pushed dad down on the floor.
"Your turn," she laughed.
Again I straddled dad's cock and started fucking him. This time she straddled his face, facing me. I saw dad start eating her pussy. As I watched, Laurel's head moved into the way and she started kissing me.
Sometimes dad's hands were on my ass pulling me up and down. Sometime he did the same with Laurel. Sometimes he would be playing with my tits. Sometimes Laurel would play with them or suck them. As dad ate Laurel I could see the ecstasy in her face. She'd moan into my mouth or onto my tit as she played with me.
For my part I did the same. Her tits felt amazing. I did to her what I knew I'd like. I also moaned as I fucked dad. I came again.
I felt dad stiffen up. Laurel climbed off his face.
"That's it," she said to dad. "Give it to her. Fill her sexy little cunt up. Give her what she's been dying for."
Just hearing that I came again. I could feel my pussy get extra hot and wet. Dad could too.
"Oh, baby," dad cried out. "I love you. Give me that pussy. I want to cum in you."
I leaned over him, I looked in his eyes. "Daddy, I've wanted this for so long. You're little girl is yours. My cunt is yours. Give me that cum. Fill my pussy. My pussy has never felt anyone's cum. I'm glad it's yours it will feel.
With that he came. I could feel it against my pussy walls. It was hot. It made my pussy feel dripping. I was sure that some squeezed out and ran back down his cock.
As he came, I came. I didn't cum quietly. I'm not sure I could have if I tried.
"Oh my god, that's it, fill my cunt, i mean pussy, I mean, God yes, yes, yes. Fuck me. God that feels so good." I collapsed on his chest.
I lay there for a moment. I kissed him. Tenderly. He kissed back. On his lips I could taste Laurel's pussy. I suspected that soon I'd be tasting it from the source. I felt his cock soften inside of me.
"I love you daddy," I said.
"I love you too, always," he replied.
Laurel gently rolled me off dad. "I want some of that," she said.
I thought she wanted to fuck dad. I didn't think that was possible. He'd just cum 2 times. Instead she got down between my cum filled legs and started eating my pussy. I thought I was all cummed (?) out, but I was wrong. The thought of her eating my cum soaked pussy set me off again. Not as intense but wonderful little waves.
As she ate me I saw my dad's cum covered oft cock glisten in the light with his cum and my juices mixed together. I pulled dad on his side and, with a little help from him, positioned him so I could suck his cock. It tasted amazing. His cum, my pussy, I kept trying to clean every drop.
Laurel stopped eating my pussy. She moved up to help me clean my dad's cock. Between sucking, we would kiss, sharing the tastes of cum and my pussy on both our lips.
At one point I laid down on my back.
Next thing I knew, I woke up in dad's bed, naked, curled up in Laurel's arms. Dad must have carried me to bed. Dad was standing there, dressed for work, carrying a bed tray full of coffee, fruit, and bagels.
Laurel blinked her eyes and sat up. The sheet fell away from her tits. Again I thought to myself how beautiful they were. Dad set the tray down.
"I have a call I have to be on. I love both of you."
In unison Laurel and I both said "I love you too." This time I felt no jealousy.
I looked at Laurel and took her hands, "Thank you so much," I said. Then, the words just popped out, "I love you."
Laurel started to tear up, "I love your dad so much. I never ever wanted to come between you. I wanted you to love me. I love you."
We hugged. "Let's eat," I said.
Laurel licked her lips and with a sexy grin said, "Now?"
I laughed. "We'll get to that soon enough, but first, let's have some food.
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The first time I met Vanessa I was in the 8th grade. It was May and we were all looking forward to summer break and talking about what high school would be like. All we 8th graders were going to the high school for an orientation. When we got there we were broken into 10 groups of 12 and each group of 12 was hosted by a graduating senior.
She was the senior assigned to our group. You would think I would have first noticed how pretty she was, but that wasn't it. It was how she stood, and how well she spoke. 12 unruly 8th graders all stopped to listen to her when she spoke. She just commanded all our attention. We listened raptly to everything she told us as we toured the school.
We passed other groups. None of them were as involved as we were. We were asking questions almost vying for her attention.
I listened carefully as she explained that she was the senior class president and the role of student government. She worked on the student paper, and TV station. She told us about sports. She played volleyball. She laughed telling us they were not the top of the league or the bottom, but she told us the benefits.
When she asked, none of the girls my group were planning on playing sports. By the time she was done telling us about them I had already chosen to run track the next year.
When the tour was over I was disappointed. I wanted to spend more time with her. She seemed so nice. I wanted to be her friend. As we went to the bus she said good bye and wished us luck for the following year.
Over that summer I thought of her a lot. I thought about all she'd accomplished through school. From that one day, she became a model for me. I did go into student government, also did student news and tv. I also worked in theater. While in school I realized I was happier behind the scenes than on stage.
Once in awhile, around town, I'd see the girl. Not often, but once in awhile. The first time, I almost hid. I was with my mom and pointed her out. Embarrassing the hell out of me my mom said hello and told Vanessa that my name was Jess and about the impression she'd made on me. Vanessa asked me a question or two. I was so star struck I could barely answer. Afterwards, I felt so stupid I knew she'd hate me if she ever saw me again.
A few months later I saw her again. Well she actually saw me first and recognized me.
"Hi Jess," she said.
She stopped and said hello and asked about my school work. She was impressed with all the things I'd done and her approval made me feel wonderful. She told me where she went to school and that she was a journalism major. I was in heaven. I could not believe she remembered my name ever mind talked to me. I went home babbling all about her and how exciting journalism sounded.
After that, the few times I saw her I asked as many questions as I could. Truthfully I just wanted to hang around her. She'd ask me about my schoolwork, boyfriend(s), sports. She seemed genuinely interested in me. I would ask about her school and once asked about her dating.
She brushed me off laughing, "Who has time to date."
Every time we spoke I would go home filled with energy and talking about her and what we talked about.
When people would ask me what I wanted to do I was very specific. I wanted to do what she did. The same college and a journalism major, nothing else. As a senior it was the only college I applied to. With my grades and extracurricular activities, I was accepted early admissions.
It was about this time I started to reflect on how pretty she was. In high school she was 5'8 and maybe 105lbs. She was pretty. When I saw her I would notice her clothes. She always looked great. I would try and match her fashion sense. Not creepy like outfit for outfit, but the same styles.
In college she had become gorgeous. Her figure had filled out to what must have been a size 5. She had shoulder length blonde and long legs.
I had a boyfriend most of my senior year. Whenever I would see Vanessa I would tell him about her. I didn't realize how much I talked about her. He was the first person who used the words 'Girl Crush' with me.
It was towards the end of my senior year. I had just turned 18 and was having a small party. I was asking my boyfriend if he thought I could invite Vanessa. He laughed at me.
"You barely know her." he said. "She's what, 4 years older than you? Maybe 5? Do you really think she'd want to come party with your friends?"
"I know her. I see her all the time," I replied.
"Not really," he answered. "You talk about her all the time. I only remember you seeing her in February. You ran into her at a store. When else did you see her?"
I thought about it. He was right. I saw her 3 months ago for a few minutes. Before that I ran into her at a Starbucks and we chatted for 10 minutes catching up, and another time we said hi on a sidewalk.
"Wow, I guess you're right," I said. "I don't know why I thought it was more."
"Because you have a huge girl crush on her," he answered.
I'd never heard the term. I am straight. I was then. I had no sexual interest in girls. I mean, I could look and see one was pretty, but that's as far as it went.
"I'm not gay," I responded indignantly.
"I know," he said. "A girl crush is when a girl has an overwhelming interest in a girl she admires or is attracted to. It's not really sexual. It's a desire to be near her."
I tried to argue. He was being silly. I didn't have a crush on her. He listened to me argue. Unfortunately, the more I argued, the more I realized he was right. I didn't have sexual feelings for her, but I did totally want to hang with her.
It became a joke between us. Every time I'd mention her he'd just kind of snidely say 'girl crush'. It wasn't mean. He was saying it to be funny. I'd throw a pillow at him or play punch him in the arm and then go on with my story. Since I really didn't see her that much it was often a recollection of something she and I did or something she told me. Sometimes it was wondering what she would do or say in a specific situation.
To be clear, I wasn't obsessed with her. It's just that since this story is about her, I'm talking about her a lot. In reality I had, and still do, lots of interests and things I did but I would quote her a lot, mention how she did things or wonder how she would approach something.
Graduation happened and I did head off to the school she went to. I knew she had graduated but did not have any idea what she was doing. I actually wondered if I'd ever see her again. People often move away after college.
I was a week into my freshman journalism 101 class when she walked in. She walked up to the professor and handed him something. It was a big class, maybe 50-60 of us. She didn't see me. The professor introduced her as his TA and gave out her office hours. I wrote them down.
I looked at my schedule to see when I was free during her office hours. During most of them I had class but there was one open slot. I made a note to go visit her that day.
I probably could have just dropped in, but I was too nervous and excited to do that. We had a writing assignment so I decided I could ask her to clarify part of the assignment.
On the given day I went to her office. I realized it was actually the professor's office that she used when he didn't. As soon as I knocked she recognized me.
We made small talk. She of course didn't know I went to the school or that I majored in journalism. She was thrilled to find out I was in her class. We chatted about my other classes, and what she was doing. I asked my question which we disposed of in 5 minutes.
At one point she said, "I'm going to get some coffee. Would you like to join me?"
My heart stopped. This woman I admired so much had asked me for coffee. We went to the student union. We chatted all the way.
"Wow," she said. "You sure turn heads."
I was confused. "What?" I babbled.
"Really?" she said. "You didn't notice all those guys checking you out as we walked in?"
I hadn't. Like i said, I had a boyfriend my senior year, we'd recently broken up, but most other times I was just too busy for boys. I certainly didn't think they noticed me. I mean, I wasn't bad looking. I was 5'5" and about 110. I had wavy brown hair down to my shoulder blades. I had blue eyes that were a contrast to my hair. I had hips and a bustline 34c. I knew I was cute, but thought I just blended in.
As we talked we got into a little game of pointing out guys who were checking us out. We tried to figure out which they preferred. I was loving it. This girl I admired for so long was now paying attention to me.
As we were about to end the conversation something clicked. She told me she had a journalism assignment. It was to interview someone and write about it. When she graduated she wanted to work in front of the camera, so she really wanted to do the interview on video. She remembered that I was taking a video production class and I'd worked in the TV studio in high school.
She knew my professor and asked if I had a production assignment coming up. We looked at the syllabus online and realized I did.
She asked me if I wanted to help her produce the interview. I tried not to sound too excited. I'm sure I failed. We spent a little while discussing the assignment and how to go about it. First, I had to ask my professor if a joint project with Vanessa would count as that assignment.
I left coffee with my heart beating so fast I could not contain myself. I went right to my professor and pitched the idea. He loved it. I immediately called Vanessa. We were on.
I couldn't wait to tell people I knew that I was working on a project with Vanessa.
My roommate and a guy I worked with both said, "You mean your girl crush?"
I got mad and said she wasn't my 'girl crush'. They just laughed which made me even madder.
We got down to work on the project. Vanessa arranged an interview with a well known local politician. She told me that she probably got the interview on her looks. She had called and emailed him and the staff rejected her so she finally went to the office. At one point he'd seen her in the waiting room. A bit later he came out and said he'd heard she wanted to interview him. He agreed and gave us the name of the person to organize it with. She was not thrilled that her looks got her in but was happy about the interview.
We worked together setting up the project. We researched the candidate. Came up with questions. Talked about camera angles. We only had one camera so we needed to decide where we wanted to focus on him when he answered or her when she asked the questions.
Working with her was amazing. It was like everything I dreamed of. I was in heaven.
One night after working with her it was late when we were done. Vanessa suggested I just spend the night. I protested a little, truthfully I didn't want to walk home, so I finally said yes. We laughed about me doing the walk of shame home the next day. After all I hadn't brought clothes. She laughed and said the worst thing about the walk of shame is you're always going commando because you don't have clean underwear. We both laughed.
Then she made a joke about people seeing me leave.
"Well it's been so long since someone other than me left this apartment the neighbors will probably cheer for me," she joked.
We started talking about dating. Back when I was in high school she asked me about boys. This was different. This was a conversation about life. I was so excited to be with her I hung on her every word.
She told me she had lots of offers, and that most of them were from some very nice men. At that we went off on a slight tangent talking about some of the oddballs.
Then she told me she did not date a lot. She thought it wouldn't be fair to the men. She knew that she wanted to be an on air journalist when she finished her masters. She knew that meant moving, maybe more than once. It was not fair to expect a man to follow her.
It made perfect sense. We talked about friends with benefits but she always had to end them as the guy became too involved.
"I miss the closeness," she said. "Not the sex, although I really like that, but someone to share things with. I hate that every time I want to tell a story about work I have to start at the beginning and explain work and all the players."
It seems the only family she had was her mother who still lived in our hometown.
It was getting late Vanessa said she had a king bed and we could share it. I don't know why, but that made me both nervous and excited. I'd shared beds with girlfriends during sleepovers, but this was different. I still idolized this woman and we were only just becoming real friends.
She gave me a new toothbrush from a drawer and asked me what I slept in. I had a roommate at school so usually pajama bottoms and a t shirt. She went and got me some. She was taller than me so I knew they'd hang on me.
Then she started to undress. I don't usually even think about it when I change clothes with a girl friend. This was different. I actually watched. She was wearing a t shirt and jeans. She wasn't facing me. She had long ago kicked off her shoes. She pulled the T shirt over her head.i stood there and watched. I was just frozen. She turned to put the t shirt in the laundry and saw me looking at her.
"Are you alright?" she asked.
I stuttered that I was and I looked away. I pulled my t shirt off. We stood there in our bras and jeans looking at each other. Finally Vanessa laughed.
"Well that was kind of awkward," she said.
I quickly apologized. She laughed. "No, I mean, it's not like we've been best friends forever, or we're in a locker room. It's just kind of weird."
I laughed. Then she said, "Well it not that often that I see a woman as sexy as you undressed, but you can use the bathroom if you want."
Did she say sexy? I didn't even think sex, I just thought that a woman, who's opinion I respected, told me I was sexy.
"I'm ok," I said. "I think we're past the initial awkwardness."
She joked back, "Whew, because that would have made sleeping with you really weird."
We both laughed. I didn't think either of us had sex on the brain, but it kind of hung in the background.
She was wearing a white lace bra. She reached behind her and unhooked it. She let it slip off her shoulders and fall on the bed. She had great breasts with perky pink nipples. She grabbed a T shirt and pulled it on it came down to her hips.
I pulled my bra off. My breasts were a little heavier on my frame but still looked great. She threw me a T shirt to put on. It was long on me, barely covered my ass ..
Then she unsnapped her jeans and pulled them and her panties off together. I noticed she shaved her pussy. She pulled out a cute pair of cotton boy shorts and pulled them on. I pulled off my jeans and panties and pulled on the pajama bottoms she gave me.
She asked me if I wanted some wine. Then she made a joke, "I always get this backwards. Wine first, then get naked. No wonder no one dates me."
We both laughed and went to the living room and drank some wine. It was bedtime. We both climbed into bed. My heart was beating. My hand accidentally brushed her hip. I apologized.
"No problem," she said. "Wore panties just so you'd be comfortable."
We both laughed. I think she fell asleep right away. I was awake for a while. I kept thinking what a great body she had.
Next morning we got up, said our goodbyes and headed out. I went home to change. She went to work on her project. Our interview was in a few days.
On the day of the interview we were ready. We had the camera angles worked out. We had the questions and follow up questions. We weren't expecting anything exciting. Standard fare.
We both dressed nice. Given Vanessa's assumption on why we got the interview, we decided to go on the sexy side of professional. You know, what you would see actors wear on TV when they were supposed to be professional but would be clubwear in real life. We looked professional but hot. We thought it might gain us some advantage.
We showed up in his office and were shown in. We reviewed what we were going to do and game plan for the interview. It was then that things got strange. I had the camera rolling when he made an off color joke about having a 3 some with us.
Alone, I would have died, but Vanessa jumped right in. First she asked if I got that on tape. I had. Then explained that she wanted to keep it professional and asked if he had an issue with that.
The guy freaked and tried to make a joke of it, almost begging us not to show it. Vanessa didn't reply. She just said we'd get on with the interview.
The guy was obviously hoping for the best. We started the interview. It was tame but he looked a little nervous. Then Vanessa asked him a more controversial question. It had been in the news for months. It was about a financial relationship with a firm doing a big public works project. We knew the answer, he'd given the rehearsed answer to many reporters over the last few months.
He was looking at me and the camera when she asked. I admit I was showing a lot of leg. You could see the worried look on his face. I think he only ½ realized she'd asked the question when he answered. To our surprise he did not give the standard answer. He told the truth, and mentioned the start of the paper trail.
All of a sudden his face went white. He realized what he'd done. He was so worried about the initial inappropriate comment, he had not paid attention to the next question.
He started back pedaling, but Vanessa had him. He looked trapped. His movements were those of an animal trying to escape. He asked if we could start again, he was trying to ingratiate himself to us. He asked us to stop the cameras. We didn't. He declared the meeting over. Two men came to get the camera. I explained that all the footage was also shot with my iPad and was already in the cloud.
They let us go.
Vanessa and I drove straight to the editing lab. When we were done we had no idea what to do next. We knew we had more than a class project. We called her professor and he agreed to meet us. He watched the interview and called one of the local TV news stations. We were on our way there. When we got there a room full of people watched the video.
There was a discussion on who would do the piece. They talked about cutting Vanessa out and letting one of the usual anchors do the interview. They decided to use Vanessa. The story was a success and had the desired effect. It was a local story so it did not make news anywhere else.
We were excited though. The entire news team took us out to celebrate. Vanessa and I sat next to each other. In the excitement she was hugging me or holding my hand, or touching me in some way the whole night. When it was time to say goodnight, she gave me a hug, a kiss on the cheek, and we said goodnight.
In the end we were excited. It was more than we'd hoped for. We both got As for the project. On top of that Vanessa's professor submitted the project for a local award. We won. There was a small ceremony.
During that time I probably talked about Vanessa a lot. No one I knew even used her name. They just said, "Your girl crush."
I didn't see her much after that class. I know she graduated and got a job at a local news station. Whenever she was on, someone would invariably say, "Hey look, it's your girl crush."
I stopped objecting. I'd get in on the joke. I'd say things like, "Look at her, she gorgeous, of course I'd do her," or "Admit it, you'd do her if you had the chance." We all laughed.
There was a difference though. I was no longer 18. I was still straight. I loved dating guys, but there was a part of me that knew, given the chance, I'd might have sex with her. On more than one occasion I'd dream about her. Nothing graphic, but I remembered her naked body and could feel it holding me. Sometimes, while watching her on the news, I'd picture her getting undressed and sometimes, I'd think about the comment she made about wearing panties because I was there. I admit I would often masturbate to just that thought.



I graduated, looking for a job behind the scenes I contacted Vanessa. She immediately circulated my resume. In 2 months I had 3 offers. I took one and settled in. Vanessa took a job out of state.
I was home for Christmas. I was hanging out with some friends when one said, "I hear your girl crush won an award."
I knew about the one in college but she explained this was a national broadcasting award. I looked it up on my phone. It was a big honor. I was excited for her. Coincidently, a little later, I
ran into Vanessa downtown. She was also home to see her mom for Christmas. She invited me for coffee. We made small talk and caught up for a while, then I mentioned the award, and how I'd just heard about it.
She told me how excited she was about it and that there was an award dinner coming up. We talked about the project and why she won and a little about how exciting the awards dinner would be.
She sighed. "Remember when we talked about dating?" she asked.
Of course I did.
She continued. "That's the hardest part of this industry. You really don't have anyone to share these experiences with. You have to move to get ahead. You don't have time for relationships. I have lots of 'colleagues' but not a lot of friends. They are as unhappy they did not win the award as they are happy I got it.
"Mom is happy, but moms are always happy. I could tell her a story about surviving getting bit by a dog and she'd be happy."
"Well, I'm thrilled for you, "I said.
She looked at me, then a huge smile. "Why don't you come as my guest to the awards banquet?"
I protested, "You must have other friends you'd rather take."
"Actually no," she said. "I've been so busy with my career, and in a kind of competitive world I really don't. You are probably my closest friend."
I wanted to squeal, throw my arms around her, do a dance, explode out of my seat. Instead I said, "I've always thought of you as a friend. I'd be honored to come.
She took my hand and said, "Thank you."
We talked about the banquet. She would cover everything. Hotel, travel, food, even a new dress. I was thrilled. We decided to meet the next day and go dress shopping together.
I was ecstatic. More than that. This woman, I'd admired for years, just told me I was her closest friend and she wanted to go clothes shopping with me. Clothes shopping. I loved clothes shopping. In my wildest dreams I could never imagine me and Vanessa going clothes shopping together. I was thrilled when we had coffee. Wait. Then I was spending a long weekend with her. Out of town. The 2 of us. Sure there'd be others, but we would be hanging out. I never, ever imagined we'd be friends. Now we were becoming the best of friends.
We decided she'd pick me up at my folks home the next day and then we'd go shopping.
That night, before I went to sleep, I thought about her. As I closed my eyes I pictured her undressing in front of me. I could see her beautiful face, the curve of her neck, her flawless breasts. I remembered how her body felt as it slid into bed next to me and as I did my fingers slid to my pussy. I was wet. Eyes closed, I imagined what her soft skin would feel like. She'd hugged me before. The image combined with us being naked in bed. I could practically feel the heat. Feel her kissing me. I came. I felt guilty afterwards, but somehow, contented, I fell asleep.
I got up and got dressed. Nothing fancy, but cute. A tight pair of dress jeans, some boots, a pullover with a neck to show some cleavage. I wore a cute matching thong and bra, you could see a bit of the bra around my cleavage.
I was staying with my folks for the holiday. Mom, Step-dad, and my 16 year old stepbrother. I went down for coffee and mom asked me what I was doing today. I told her shopping with a friend.
Just then the doorbell rang. It was Vanessa and I invited her in. She looked impeccable as usual. Yoga pants and a sweater. She looked great. The woman's curves were there to see, but in an outfit totally appropriate.
I introduced her to my mom. My mom remembered meeting her and had heard me talk about her before and mentioned she missed her on the local news.
My brother came down, looked at her and, before I could introduce them, blurted out, with the usual judgement of a 16 year old, "Wow, isn't that your girl crush?"
"Girl crush?" Vanessa repeated.
My mouth dropped open. I had no idea what to say. My brother, realizing that he'd said too much, shut up. Luckily mom stepped in.
She laughed a little to lighten the mood and said, "When you led Jess's class orientation when she was in the 8th grade she was very impressed with you. You inspired her to get involved with journalism and school government. She would talk about you a lot. He (staring at my brother) used to tease her about having a girl crush on you."
Vanessa laughed. "Oooo, girl crush. Well she obviously has great taste."
My mom and Vanessa laughed. I smiled. Maybe a little uncomfortably.
We said our goodbyes and got in the car. Vanessa looked at me. First words out of her mouth, "Girl crush?" she joked.
I had to cop to it. "Yeah, I kind of hero worshiped you. I was in the 8th grade, you were this cool senior who had done so much. I wanted to be like you. Student government, athletics, TV club, anything to do with journalism. I know, kinda weird."
"Weird?" she said. "Not weird at all. In fact, seeing the person you turned out to be, I'm super flattered. I doubt everything you accomplished was because of me. You couldn't have done any of it if you didn't have it inside you, but if anything I did contributed to the amazing person you are. I'm flattered. Not even flattered. I'm excited."
"Girl crush," she laughed again. "Well, let's go get my crush a dress that will break every heart at the awards banquet.
Hearing her say it excited me. Especially that she accepted it.
We hit the stores. Shopping with her was fun. For the first time we talked like close friends. Before there had always been a business colleague touch to the conversation. Now it flowed easily like we'd been friends for years.
As I tried on clothes she would make comments. "With a body like that you could wear a cardboard box and break hearts."
She'd pick out 5 or 6 dresses and come in the dressing room with me. "Hmmm, that's a bit short, but really shows off your ass."
I tried on one I'd have to wear braless. "Dammit girl," she said. "It's a shame you have to cover those tits." She actually reached under my breasts through the dress and lifted them up.
She'd help zip me in and zip me out of dresses. Her fingers would slide against my thighs as she pulled at the hem line. I liked it when she touched me.
She brought in one dress I looked at it and right away knew it would not be appropriate.
"I can't wear that," I said. "I'm not even sure that can be worn in public."
She giggled. "I know, I just wanted to see how it looked."
I tried it on. It looked hot. It was red, had a low neckline that showed off my tits and a hemline that, if I didn't tug on it slid up to my waist every time I moved.
She slapped my ass. "Now that's a dress," she said. "But if you wore it to the banquet no one would notice me."
We both laughed. We settled on a gold sleeveless dress, it zipped up the back, came down mid thigh, and showed enough cleavage to be interesting. Against my darker skin it looked really good.
We had dinner together and then went our separate ways. I was going to fly out to where she lived the day before the banquet. The banquet was Friday night. I would fly out Thursday and come home Monday.
We reviewed our plans. She kissed me goodbye and said, "See you soon, girl crush." She laughed as she walked away.
I was pretty much hyper, nervous, and excited about the trip. I could barely think of anything else. I also had a number of dreams that left me horny. Ok a few day fantasies too. Nothing overtly sexual. The dreams just involved us being together, I could feel her touch and her breath. I could see her smile at me, but no kissing or anything sexual. The day fantasies were mostly remembering things she said, did, or how she looked.
Thursday I started packing. First, what was going to sleep in? Did she get 1 room or 2. Would we be sharing a bed? I could have texted, but I felt odd asking about the rooms. After all she was treating.
I'm not sure why I was worried. Years ago I told her I slept in pajama bottoms and a t shirt. I lived at home back then. Now I either slept naked or in a t shirt. I settled on 2 flannel men's shirts. Comfy and cute.
I picked out all my cutest underwear, took an extra dress, jeans, and 5 pairs of shoes. I was ready.
I arrived Thursday evening. She picked me up at the airport. She looked good. Jeans, high heels, and a sweater. I saw her first. She was talking to a man and woman. She spotted me, waved, said something to the people and came to me.
"Fans," she said.
Then she gave me a big hug followed by a kiss. The kiss threw me. It was on the lips. Not a sexual kiss. Not a long kiss but on the lips.
"Hi girl crush. I'm so glad you're here," she said.
We chatted as we got to the car. She told me how great I looked and that she was looking forward to the weekend. She suggested we relax that night with Room service and wine. After traveling all day I was with her.
We got to the hotel. It was beautiful. She had got us adjoining rooms.
"You can have that room," she said. Pointing at one of the doors.
Maybe she saw a look of disappointment on my face, maybe she was just joking.
She threw in, "Or we can share my bed again like the last time." She laughed
I didn't know what to say.
"Just throw your stuff in that room," she laughed.
After a few minute she knocked in the adjoining door. We left the doors open and went to her room to order room service. She had brought some wine, so I opened it and poured two.
She was sitting up against the headboard on the bed sipping her wine. She patted the spot next to her. I sat down next to her. Eventually we ordered room service. She joked that there hadn't been a man through her door in ages. We bet on who'd it been longest for. She won. We laughed. I was having a great time, yet in the very back of my mind was sex. It kind of hung there. Everything that could be made an innuendo, my mind wondered if it was.
After room service came Vanessa said. "Well, I'm going to get out of these clothes."
She just got off the bed and started undressing. She kept talking to me so it was hard not to be looking at her. There was really nothing sexual about it. She pulled off her top and jeans. She was standing there in a really cute pink bra and matching thong. She undid the bra and again I thought how cute her breasts were. I had darker skin. My nipples were nowhere near that pink. In fact she had a great body. It was tight, sexy, and curvy in the right places. She pulled on a long T shirt that came down a little below her ass. Then she reached under it, took off her panties and sat back down on the bed to chat.
Then she said, "Don't you want to change?"
I felt kind of stupid saying no. I wasn't used to changing with my door open or being watched. I really wasn't sure what to do. I kind of mumbled a yes and went into the other room to change. Vanessa followed me in and continued to talk to me. I opened my suitcase and she offered to hang up stuff and put my toiletries in the bathroom.
I took off my jeans, she took them from me and offered to hang them up. I then pulled off my T shirt. She pulled a laundry bag out of the closet. I was standing there in a cute matching set of deep purple boy shorts with lace and matching bra. The shorts were not quite a thong, but close.
"Oh my god," she said. "I love that color."
I thanked her. My heart was racing. At first I thought it was embarrassment, but no, I was enjoying her compliments. Every time this woman said she liked something of mine it made me feel good. I had always admired and respected her judgement. Why shouldn't I do the same when she talked about me.
Now was the big moment. I undid my bra and took it off. She stopped talking and looked at me.
"Wow, I forgot, you have amazing tits," she said.
"Umm, thank you?" I said a little self consciously.
"Oh my god, I'm embarrassing you," she realized. "I'm so sorry. I'll leave."
She started to turn. "No, it's fine," I said. "I've never really had a woman talk about my breasts that way."
"What do guys usually say?" she asked.
"Not that many guys have seen them," I replied.
"Well, aren't I lucky," she laughed.
"Yeah, and for just for buying me room service," I replied.
We both laughed. I was engaged in the conversation so I kind of forgot I was standing there in just my panties. I looked for one of my flannel shirts. I pulled it on and started to button it. I started from the top. The one I started with was almost the very top and I couldn't get it.
"Here, let me help," Vanessa said.
As she stood in front of me I wasn't sure where to look. I looked at her face. Since she was taller, she had to look down at the buttons, I was looking right at her. She started at 2 buttons below the one I tried and buttoned to one button from the bottom. I could feel her closeness.
She stepped back. "Now that's adorable," she said.
Again it felt nice that she liked it. After all, I'd picked it out for this occasion.
"All done?" she asked.
I knew she was looking at my panties. I don't normally wear them to bed. I hooked my thumbs in the sides and slipped them over my hips. I threw them in the laundry bag.
"Cool," said Vanessa. "Let's get back to dinner and wine."
After dinner Vanessa asked if she could practice her acceptance speech. I sat there and listened. Listening to her, I was brought back to that day in 8th grade when I first heard her speak. I had the same feeling of hero worship. Someday I wanted to be good enough to make a speech like that. I wanted to be the person she alluded to.
On top of that as she moved and gestured she'd flash her ass or her pussy. That created other feelings that I really was not sure of. In the end I was thinking how wonderful it was and I told her so.
She laughed and said, "Yeah sure, but you have a girl crush on me. What will others think?"
"Will you be wearing that?" I joked.
She laughed and gave me a dirty look.
After that, we talked. What was really fascinating was that we never ran out of things to talk about. I quickly forgot that both of us were ½ naked. Our tops rarely completely covered our pussies or our asses. Aside from a casual joke about it once in awhile, we just kept talking.
Finally it was bedtime. I was yawning and couldn't keep my eyes open. I stood up, yawned and stretched. Vanessa was behind me. I forgot completely how short my shirt was and that I wasn't wearing panties.
Vanessa gave my ass a small smack and said, "Wow, I wish I had that ass."
I was feeling flirty and fun. I wiggled it and said, "Well at least you mean it differently than the creep on the corner by my house."
"Are you sure?" She joked.
We both laughed. Vanessa turned down my bed and told me if there was anything I needed to come get her. Anything at all. I turned to say goodnight. Vanessa pulled me into a hug told me she was really glad I was there. She gave me a brief kiss on the lips and headed to bed.
She left the doors between the rooms open when she turned out the light. Between the wine and the travel, I fell asleep pretty quickly.
About 3am I needed to use the bathroom. As I did I passed the door to Vanessa's room. I couldn't help myself. I looked in. She was asleep on top of her covers. She was laying on her stomach. Her legs were apart and her shirt was pulled up around her hips. Her face was turned to the side and her hair was laid out across her like someone had styled it just for this sleep position.
I was taken by what a cute ass she had. I just wanted to sit next to her and stroke it. I went to the bathroom and then back to bed. Thinking about how pretty she was my hand started to play with my clit. I stayed quiet my eyes closed. I wondered what I would do if, when I opened my eyes, she was standing there, watching me. That made me cum. I laid there for a minute with my eyes closed. I opened them slowly. I don't know what I expected. Whatever it was, was not there.
Friday Vanessa had some errands to run and i ran them with her. She'd made appointments for us both to get our hair and nails done. A lot of girl stuff. We went from shop to shop holding hands chatting and giggling.
We had to be back early because someone was coming up to our rooms to do our makeup. When they arrived they had us strip to our underwear. They put cloths over us and did our makeup. We looked damn good.
We got dressed. I started getting dressed. I put on a rose pink lacy thong and a matching strapless bra. Vanessa put on her black dress. It was ankle length and hugged every inch of her body. It had ½ sleeves and a plunging V neck that crossed over and ended at the waist. She was wearing a very small black G string and no bra. We realized she would have to tape the dress to stay decent. Well, we'd known that, but now we had to do it. We laughed as we tried taping a dress for the first time. Me in my underwear, her pulling the dress over her breasts while I tried to tape it. We thought it was hilarious.
The event room was pretty full when we walked in. The podium was empty. As we walked in people turned to look. At first I thought it was just because Vanessa was star of the day, but looking around I realized that we looked hot. Damned hot. We were probably 2 of the youngest people there. We were both still in our twenties.
People tripped over themselves to congratulate her and inquire as to who I was. I got hit on more than once. It was exciting to be the star of the day. We both basked in the glory. I met a lot of people who could help my career. I focused on the women. I'm pretty sure most of the men had ulterior motives.
The event went off without a hitch. Boring speeches by a bunch of news people. The award being given. Video of the award winning segment and then Vanessa's speech. It was a very fun and exciting night. At the end we again wandered through the crowd shaking hands and saying thank yous.
Finally it was over. We grabbed 2 bottles of wine and went to our rooms. Vanessa fell on the bed.
"Ok," I know this is childish," she said, "but I feel like a princess. This was an amazing night."
I laid down next to her. She rolled over and threw an arm over me and looking at me and said, "I'm glad you came."
Our faces were about an inch from each other. I kind of pulled back a bit and said I was also glad I came.
We laid there a minute quietly and then Vanessa said, "Well let's get out of these dresses."
We stood up. She turned her back to me and lifted her hair. I reached for the zipper and slowly pulled it down. The gorgeous expanse of back came into view. She then turned to me and started to pull it off. The tape was stuck. We both started laughing. Between the 2 of us we worked at getting the tape off the dress and off her breasts. I got a warm washcloth and started washing her breasts where the tape had been stuck.
With one hand I held her breast and the other I gently washed it. Then I did the next one. I am not sure what I was feeling. I'd certainly never felt another woman's breast before. I'd never felt all this towards a girl before. I'd admired her since I was 12. Here I was sharing her greatest triumph in her life. I could smell her perfume and I was loving the feel of taking care of her as well as enjoying the feel of her soft breast.
As I did it. She looked at me. Our eyes met and she said, "Thank you. Thank you for believing in me. Thank you for everything."



"Believing in you?" I asked.
"Yes, your faith in me, gave me faith in myself," she replied.
I didn't know what to say. We were looking at each other. Our faces inches apart. My hands on her breasts. Something came over me. Years of thinking about her, our recent closeness, I kissed her.
She kissed back, not a passionate kiss, but a kiss. I pulled back, I wasn't sure what to do next.
She helped me. One of her hands moved up to my hand that was on her breast. She covered my hand and pushed it tight against her breast. She kissed me back. This time I felt her tongue slip between my lips.
As my hand explored her breasts, she let go and her hands went behind me to my zipper. She stepped back and turned me away from her. As she pulled my zipper down she kissed my shoulders. I reached back and held my hair up. I leaned my head back. I felt her lips on my shoulders and neck. She slid my dress down over my hips and it fell to the floor. I felt her fingers on the clasp of my bra. It fell loose to the floor.
As she kissed my neck she lightly nipped at it with her teeth. Her hands on my shoulders pulled my back up against her body. I leaned my head on her shoulder. Her hands glided down my body to my breasts. I felt her hands play with my nipples.
I turned my face to kiss her. She lightly pulled on them as she kissed my lips. I sighed into her mouth. Still leaning against her, her hands lightly slid down my sides to my panties. She hooker fingers in the sides of my panties.
I put my hands on hers for a moment and stopped her. I needed to catch my breath. I'd never been with a girl. As far as I knew I still was very attracted to men. If that was the case, what was happening here. I knew I loved this woman, but was this what I wanted.
I turned to face her. Her hands were on my hips. She was still wearing her dress but it was around her waist and her breasts were completely exposed, and a bit wet from us scrubbing the tape.
I put my hands on her hips. We stood there just looking at each other. I wasn't sure what I wanted to do. I knew I wanted to kiss her, to let myself go in her arms, but I also knew that would have consequences I couldn't foresee and I wasn't sure I wanted them.
She broke the silence. "It's ok. We can stop. I want this, but I don't want you to do anything you don't feel right with."
"I don't want to stop," I said. "But what happens tomorrow? I'm pretty sure I'm straight. I'm not sure why I'm feeling this."
She took my hands and kissed my forehead, "I'm pretty sure you're straight too, well for the most part. So am I, for the most part, although, I found myself where you are once before.
"Tonight is magic. Tomorrow is tomorrow. I'm pretty positive we don't have a happily ever after, but I know we have tonight."
It clicked. I smiled at her and repeated, "Tonight is magic. tomorrow is tomorrow."
I lifted my face to hers and she kissed me. My arms went up around her neck. I kissed her hard. Passionately. I felt my breasts against her skin. Her nipples against me. As I kissed her I knew this was right. This was where I was supposed to be and what I was supposed to be doing tonight. This woman had been a role model to me forever, now, here, we were equals, my emotions towards her were shared.
Her hands slid down my back to my panties. She pushed them down over my ass. They stayed around my thighs but her hands grabbed my ass and pulled me into her.
""Damn, that ass is even more amazing than I thought," she said with a smile.
I wiggled it in her hands. "Well, tonight it's all yours. Have fun." I kissed her again. Her hands felt great.
Now it was my turn. I lowered my lips to her breasts, they tasted a little like soap. I giggled.
"Are you laughing at my tits?" she said in mock horror.
"No, I love your tits. They just taste a little soapy," I giggled.
She grabbed my head and pulled it between her breasts and said, "Too bad, I like dirty sex."
We both laughed. My hands went to her dress wrapped around her hips. I pushed it, and her G string, down to the ground. She was naked. I pushed her down on the bed. She laughed and grabbed at me. I slipped away.
I put my hands in the band of my thong. I pulled them partly back up. I swayed my hips in front of her. "Hmmmm, looks like I have the the last piece of clothing."
"Not for long," she tried to sit up and reach for me.
I pushed her back down on the bed. "Not so fast," I said as she laughed.
I swayed my hips and half turned from her and slowly swayed my ass at her. "Are you sure you want this?" I teased.
She grabbed me by the hips and pulled me to the bed. We rolled for a minute, I ended up on top and kissed her passionately. She rolled me on my back and pinned my arms. A quick kiss and her lips trailed down to my breasts. She circled my nipple with her tongue and then sucked it lightly into her mouth. My nipples were hard as rocks.
Her mouth moved to my other nipple. Again her tongue swirled around it, but at the same time she brought her hand down to play with my other nipple. I was loving it.
I grabbed her head and pulled her head into my breasts.
She pulled away and kissed her way down my belly. I felt the heat rise in my pussy. I'd had guys eat me before. I loved it, but I'd never even dreamed of a woman between my legs. My breath stopped in anticipation. As she kissed her way down her fingers hooked into my panties and started to peel them down. I lifted my ass to help her.
With my panties off, she now moved her head between my legs. Her tongue circled the lips of my pussy. I could feel how hot and wet I was. She dipped her tongue in my pussy and licked her way up to my clit.
I gave a sharp intake of breath. My hand moved down to the top of her hair.
Her tongue circled my clit and then she lightly sucked on it. I came. I moaned as I came. "Fuck yes," I moaned.
She didn't stop. That just made her more insistent. She explored every nerve ending in my pusdy with her tongue. I came at least 2 more times.
She moved back up my body and kissed me. I tasted my pussy on her lips. As she did she slipped her fingers into my pussy and lightly rubbed my clit. As we kissed I came again on her fingers.
I then ran my hand lightly from her shoulder to her hip. She breathed in. My hand moved to her pussy. With two fingers I softly rubbed her clit in little circles. I slid them into her her pussy. I started fucking her with my fingers. Every time my fingers came out of her pussy i would trace them along her clit. At one point my fingers were inside her. She grabbed my hand and ground her pussy against it.
She came loudly. Then she started kissing me hard. As she did she brought my hand up to our lips and put them between us so as we kissed we could taste her pussy on my fingers and our lips.
She rolled me on my back and straddled me. She kissed me again.
"Still not sure?" she said.
I laughed, bucked my hips, and got the upper hand. I was straddling her facing her legs. She grabbed my ass and pulled my pussy to her mouth. Again I took a sharp breath, then moaned. Then seeing her legs spread in front of me I lowered my head to her pussy.
My god she was wet. I loved the way she squirmed as I lightly sucked her clit. I'd push my fingers into her pussy as my tongue licked around her clit. She ground her hips against my lips and fingers.
"Oh my god. Yes, I'm coming," she cried.
Just hearing her say that I came too.
I rolled off of her. We lay side by side on the bed, feet to the others head. We held hands between us.
"Jess," she said.
"Yea?"
"It's funny where life goes, I'm glad we met. I'm glad we're friends," she said.
I turned over and kissed her. We lay in each other's arms and fell asleep.
We woke up the next morning entangled in each other. We kissed.
Not sure of what to do I said, "Now what?"
"Now what?" she said. "Tonight we celebrate, hit the town, break hearts. Too bad we didn't buy that red dress."
I laughed, "Seems to me we have a day of shopping ahead of us then."
"Sounds fun." She leaned in put her hand on my face and kissed me. "But we don't have to leave right away."
Her hand felt warm on my cheek. It felt right. If I had any concerns they were gone. We looked at each other and smiled.
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We'd been married for almost 22 years and our 2 girls were now 17 and 18 and pretty much had their own lives. This left my husband Kyle and I with a lot of free time on weekends. I actually enjoyed a lot of quiet time at home, he liked getting out and to be with people.
One day he came home and said he wanted a motorcycle. I knew he had always wanted one since he'd had one when we met. When we had children I'd convinced him to get rid of it. I was afraid he'd get hurt and I wanted my kids to have a father. Now, at 43 I felt he deserved one. He was a loving guy and had always been good to me, why not.
Part of the fun of having a bike is having people to ride with. Kyle joined a local riding group. Not a biker club. A group of suburbanites, like him, who liked to ride.
I had thought that that it would be a guy thing but after a while Kyle started asking me to go with him on rides. I told him I did not want to interfere with his guy time. He explained that at least ½ the guys rode with their wives or girl friends and there were women who rode their own bikes.
What the hell, I thought. I could try it and if I didn't like it say no the next time.
The next weekend the group had a ride and I decided to go. I was pleased to see that out of 23 people at least 10 were women. They were extremely friendly and welcoming.
The group had ride leaders. These guys were chosen by the group because of their experience. The first one I met was Grayson. Everyone called him Gray.. I later learned that he was the most experienced leader. As the leader I obviously paid more attention to him. He was bigger than Kyle. Kyle is about 5'7 and at 200 lbs a little chubby. Gray was 55 although he looked younger. He was 5'11", had a big chest and shoulders obviously made to look bigger by the leather jacket he was wearing. He weighed about 220. He was not thin, but heavy in a way that made him look solid, not fat.
On this ride he did a small safety briefing, outlined the route, and we were off. It was obvious from the way he led the ride that he was in control of the group I felt safe and I appreciated it.
At lunch he made an effort to sit with Kyle and I. He introduced us to others and kept us involved in the conversation and made me feel part of the group. He was obviously very intelligent and well educated. I liked him and realized that the group liked and respected him.
I went on more rides with Kyle. I was enjoying getting out, the fresh air, and socializing. It was a fun way to spend a day. Gray led about 2 rides a month. He rode with the group maybe 4 times a month. His passion was riding. He rode almost every weekend. In talking with him I found out he rode almost every day and took his bike more often than his car.
His wife would ride with him. She was a pretty dark haired woman about ½ his size. She worked every other weekend so we only saw her about once a month. She was outgoing and sweet. Everyone liked her.
As we rode more I found out Gray was a huge flirt. He flirted with everyone. You could even call the way he talked to the men flirting. I noticed it was called friendly with men and flirting with women. To me he seemed to treat both the same. He would make jokes on the verge of inappropriate, but, because he was so nice, people found it funny and no one freaked out.
People would often ask his wife how she put up with him. She'd just answer, "I think he's funny." I noticed that the women would laugh at his jokes and attention. Sometimes blushing, but never pulling away. They seemed to appreciate his attention.
I found myself doing the same. I would flirt back. He'd make a sexual innuendo, I'd laugh and say, "you wish."
His flirting was a joke among everyone, including his wife. One time a group member had a friend meet him for dinner with the group. After dinner the friend's wife was pissed. It seems she was angry at her husband for flirting with the waitress.
She turned to Gray's wife and said, "wouldn't you be angry if your husband flirted with the waitress in front of you."
The group standing around kind of let out a giggle. Gray's wife just replied, "Have you met my husband?"
Gray would often show up with other women on the back of his bike. It was uncommon for most men to ride with someone other than their wife or girlfriend. Riding together was considered kind of intimate, but Gray had a number of different women he would show up with. Many were extremely attractive. They ranged from late 20s to somewhere in their 40s. There were about 10 regulars. I know I would have felt jealous if they were riding with Kyle.
When the subject was brought up to Gray's wife or the women he rode with they would all say that his passengers were on a 'wife approved' list.
People in the group would vie for Gray's attention. The men would often save him a seat at lunch. There was always a woman sitting on one side of him, often 2. I enjoyed his company and I admit, sometimes felt left out if he was flirting with someone else and not me. I did notice Gray flirted with the more attractive ones a bit more. I think I fell into that category.
At 43 I was in pretty good shape. 5''5", 130, natural red hair to my shoulders. I hit the gym 2-3 times a week and was proud that I could still rock a bikini.
Kyle was one of those people that wanted his attention. He was excited when Gray talked to him, or to me, for that matter. He would make an effort to be in the group Gray was talking to or make sure either he, or I, were sitting near him at lunch.
Gray was often a topic of conversation at home. Something he said, some story he told, even political discussions at home involved Gray's opinion. Even our girls knew who Gray was. They'd met him at group functions and liked him.
About 6 months after we'd met him, Kyle and I were invited to a backyard BBQ pool party at his house. We asked if people from the group were going to be there and were told no, it was another group of friends. Kyle was very excited to be going. He felt like we were being included in an inner circle. I was a little less excited as we wouldn't know anyone and there was a part of me that didn't want to be wearing a bathing suit in front of strangers who might be judging me.
The day of the party came. I put on a modest red bikini with shorts and a T shirt over it. The party was about 25 people. I recognized some of the women as Gray's riding partners. They were all in bathing suits. Mine was a bikini and it was probably the most modest. Gray's wife was wearing a little string bikini that showed off a body that should not belong to a woman in her late 40s.
We were introduced around. Within this group was another group of riding friends. They did not belong to the big group. These seemed to be more intimate friends. Gray explained that these were his buddies. With these guys he did not have to manage the others. They rode as equals not as a group being led.
We had a nice time. People were friendly. Gray would put his arm around me as he introduced me. He'd flirt with me and make comments to others and Kyle about how hot I was. I was enjoying the attention but also feeling a bit uncomfortable. In my bikini, Gray's arms around my waist were always touching bare skin. Sometimes he'd come up behind me and wrap his arms around me. His hands on my belly just above my bikini bottoms. I'd dated guys bigger than my husband before I got married. I'd forgotten how it felt to be wrapped in their arms. In my nervousness I'd look at Kyle but he seemed happy so I started to relax.
The offshoot was that Kyle and I were invited to go riding with Gray's smaller group. Kyle was thrilled. Kyle always insisted I come. He always said that Gray specifically asked for me. If I could I went. Usually it was a group of 3-5 bikes. Usually at least one other woman. Sometimes I was the only girl.
On these rides Gray would often put his arms around me and make comments to Kyle or the other guys about how hot or cuddly I am. Sometimes even passing me to one of the other guys and saying things like, "Doesn't she feel good?"
Kyle seemed to love it when they'd talk about me or compliment me. It was all in fun. I didn't mind it either.
We were again invited to a party at Gray's house. As he invited us Gray said to me, in front of Kyle, "And you can do much better than that mom thing suit you wore last time."
I laughed and said, "I'll see what I could do."
Kyle told him he knew I could. As Kyle said that I gave him a 'Really?' Look. Kyle was oblivious.
2 days before the party Kyle asked me if I'd found a new bathing suit yet.
"New?" I asked. "What's wrong with the ones I own?"
Kyle looked a little trapped, "Ummm... Nothing," he said. "It's just the woman at his parties seem to wear, umm... more flashy bathing suits. I just want us to fit in."
I was both annoyed and excited. I was annoyed that Kyle wanted to fit in so badly that he wanted me in a more revealing swimsuit. I was excited because, at 43, someone other than my husband wanted to see me in a more revealing swimsuit and I liked the idea of Gray checking me out.
I went shopping and found a little string bikini that I thought would be perfect. The bottoms tied on both sides and just covered my ass. The front dipped down below my hips. The top tied around my neck and in the back. I thought it would do nicely.
That night I had a weird dream. I woke up from it horny as hell. The only image I remember from the dream is me standing in the bikini, Gray pulling at one of the strings on my hips, with Kyle and other people watching.
It was the middle of the night when the dream woke me. I tried to wake Kyle. I was horny and wanted sex. Me waking Kyle in the middle of the night for sex hadn't happened in 15 years. He didn't wake up. I slid my hands in my pajamas and masturbated till I came then I fell back asleep.
The next morning I felt guilty. I'm not sure why. I'd masturbated before, almost once a week. Sex with Kyle after 20 years had slipped to 3-4 times a month and, though I loved him, I was not as physically attracted to the weight he'd put on.
Even the fantasy didn't bother me. In fact, it was one of my favorite, being watched, someone else in control. Once, in college, I was changing in my room, all of a sudden my roommate burst in with 6 guys. I was standing there in just my panties. I shrieked. It took them all a minute to figure out what was going on. When she did, my roommate chased them all out. The whole time, I just stood there in my panties, trembling and covering my tits. I was also turned on. Super turned on. All those guys looking at me. I was helpless to do anything. That night I masturbated 3 times. Since then, that type of situation had been the center of my private fantasies.
The fact that Gray centered in this fantasy bothered me. In my fantasies usually the men were faceless. No real focus. This time it was a specific person. I knew I found him attractive, but I think I was fooling myself as to how attractive. I shrugged it off and went on with my day but I knew it was still in the back of my mind.
The party was in the evening. We arrived at 7:30. As we got there Gray's wife was heading out the door.
"I got called into work," she said. "They have an emergency."
She put her arms around me. She stood very close, with her face looking up to mine. "I'm gone, so I'll leave it to you to make sure Gray has fun and doesn't get lonely." She had a very serious tone. Then she kissed Kyle on the cheek. "You won't mind if Gray borrows your wife for the evening, will you?" she said.
I couldn't tell if she was joking or not.
Kyle, in what I thought was a joking voice, answered, "What's mine is his. After all, it's his party."
Gray's wife laughed, kissed him on the cheek again, and said, "Good boy."
She then turned to me and said, "I hope you brought a better suit than last time."
Not really sure what to do, I unzipped my shorts and gave her a peek at the bottoms.
"Nice," she said. "Gray will love that. Have fun," and she headed out the door.
We headed through the house to the back door. I saw there were 7 other people there. Gray, 2 of the guys he rides with, and 4 girls. I'd met 3 of the girls.
Gray jumped up to greet me. He put his arms around me and kissed me on the lips. He kinda made a big joke of giving me a big kiss. There was no tongue or anything but as he was kissing me I had to remember not to slip my tongue out.
He shook Kyle's hand and, putting his arm around me, made sure we remembered who everyone was.
After the introductions he looked at me and said, "Well, did you do better than last time?"
Everyone turned to look at me. I knew what he meant. He wanted to see my bathing suit. I blushed. I also felt a feeling of excitement.
Gray looked at Kyle. "Did she?"
Kyle sucked up the attention. "Oh yeah, much better," he said.
I looked at him.
"Go ahead, show him," he said.
Show him? Not show them or she looks great in it. Show him. I was specifically showing off my new bathing suit for Gray.
Everyone was looking at me. It had been a long time since I'd undressed in front of anyone but Kyle. I felt like I did as a teenager. I knew I had a great body then. I couldn't wait to strip down to my bathing suit on the beach. I knew guys would be checking me out.
Back then I'd make a show of it. Taking my time, trying to tease. That feeling came back to me. I slowly unbuttoned my shorts, then unzipped them. I knew the skin above my suit had come into view. I pushed them slowly over my hips, letting them drop to the deck. I turned around bent over straight legged and picked them up. I knew I was giving them a great view of my ass. I could feel the back of the suit creep up my ass cheeks as I bent over.
I picked up the shorts and handed them to Kyle. Then I crossed my arms in front of me, grabbed the hem of my shirt, and pulled it up over my head. Arms extended I pulled it off my arms leaving my body stretched and arms in the air as I did so.
I was enjoying this. I could feel myself getting wet and had butterflies in my stomach.
Gray stepped up to me. He took my shirt and handed it to Kyle. Then he put his arms around my waist and said, "Let's get you a drink."
He told Kyle to throw my clothes in the bedroom. As Kyle walked away Gray said, "Nice, I knew you had a fucking hot body."
Then he asked the others there if they agreed I had a fucking hot body. They all agreed. Gray's arm stayed around my waist as he got me a drink and we socialized. When Kyle came out of the house Gray told him to get himself a drink. As we stood there chatting. Gray's hand played with the strings of my bikini.
We had sat down with the others to chat. Gray pulled me next to him on the loveseat. Kyle sat across from us. Gray's arms moved around my shoulders as he pulled me to him.
We chatted a bit more and Gray suggested the hot tub. We all started to get in but there wasn't enough room for all of us. Gray grabbed my hips and pulled me on his lap. That made room for everyone but Kyle. If people had moved a little there would have been room for Kyle, but they didn't. Kyle sat on the side.
Gray's hands were under the water. He let them roam a bit. I could feel his fingers playing with the string of my bikini. They'd slip between the string and my skin. He'd run his hands down my thighs and back up almost to my crotch.
For the most part the conversation took place in the hot tub. Kyle was kind of left out, but he didn't seem to mind. Gray would make a joke about him being left out and Kyle would just laugh. Gray would say if Kyle had a body as great as mine he could sit on someone's lap too. Kyle laughed along with everyone else.
At one point Gray put his hands on my hips and pulled me into him. I could feel his cock against my ass. I could tell right away he was on the big side.
As his hands roamed he'd pull the back of my suit up into the crack of my ass. He made no effort to hide it. I made an effort not to squirm too much as it would just push his cock further into the crack of my ass. But, in reality I made no effort to stop him. I was loving the feeling. Kyle was average sized. I liked knowing that this big cock was reacting to my body.
The bubbles somewhat obscured it. But since I was on his lap I was close enough to the top of the hot tub to see. Plus he had the light on in the hot tub to illuminate everything. No one said anything. The conversation just went on.
At one point he had his hands on my ass and said to Kyle, "You know, she has a great ass."
"I know," replied Kyle.
The whole situation was surreal. It was also turning me on. I'd been treated like a wife for so long it was turning me on to be lusted after. I wasn't drunk but I did have a light buzz on. I wish I could use that as an excuse, but I don't think it really had any influence.
Gray's legs were longer than mine and it was hard to keep my legs together. Eventually I let them fall to either side of his. He repositioned me so my pussy was rubbing right up against his cock. The feel of his hard cock against me and the vibration of the water felt good. Without thinking. I leaned forward a bit so it would hit me better. I closed my eyes.
One of the guys moved spots. Now Kyle could only see me from the shoulders down. He engaged Kyle in conversation so Kyle was looking away from me. Gray pulled me against him. My pussy was no longer pressing against his cock. I let out a soft moan in protest. Instead Gray's hands fell to my pussy above my suit.
He skillfully pressed against it and whispered in my ear, "Cum for me."
I did. Not a mind shattering orgasm, but I came. I opened my eyes and realized all these people had just watched me cum. Not only that, my husband was sitting a few feet from us. I started blushing and I felt hot and flustered. The guy who was engaging Kyle rejoined the conversation, like nothing happened. I didn't know what to do.
Gray made me act. "Ok, I've had enough," he said.
As he stood up he grabbed the strings on either side of my bikini and pulled. As I fell off his lap I completely lost my bikini bottoms. I shrieked and dived for them under water. Everyone, including Kyle, thought it was hilarious and just laughed as they got out of the hot tub.
If you've ever put on a string bikini you know it's not easy. I stood there exposed for at least a minute while I adjusted it and got it back on. All that time I knew people were watching. I had an urge to say, 'The hell with it' and not put it back on, but I didn't.



Gray looked at Kyle and said, "She's got a nice pussy too."
The party broke up after that. Kyle and I got in the car. I was angry at him, also angry at myself. I was angry at myself mainly because I was so turned on.
"How could you let him handle me like that?" I said. His answer stunned me.
"It was kind of hot to watch you," he replied. Then he turned it around, "Why didn't you stop him?"
I didn't want to answer, because I knew the answer. I liked it. I liked being manhandled, I liked being exposed.
Kyle and I didn't talk the rest of the ride home. When we got into bed I laid there for a few minutes. I finally broke the silence with, "He made me cum."
I was expecting rage. Instead his hand reached out and touched my breast. I turned my face and we kissed. We ended up having sex. Actually the best sex we'd had in years. Kyle asked me all about it as we fucked. The whole time I could feel Gray's hands exploring my body. In the morning we didn't talk about it.
The next month we went on a few more rides both with the big group and Gray's friends. Gray acted as if nothing happened. When he paid attention to me I loved it. When he didn't, I was a bit jealous.
There was a big biker rally coming up. When you think biker rally you picture rough biker types drinking hard and fighting. In reality they are like big flea markets for bikers. Lots of gear, toys, and T shirts. There is constant entertainment from bike shows, to bands and dancing. Kyle had never been to one.
Kyle was excited to go. While on another ride we found out there was a small group from the big riding group going up. Kyle Wanted to go so he signed up to go with them.
During that ride we found out that Gray was not riding up with the group but with his friends instead. I could tell Kyle really wanted to ride with Gray rather than the big group. Eventually, he asked Gray if he could ride with them instead of the other group. He had never asked to ride with Gray before. This was a first.
Gray looked at me and said, "As long as you bring your hot wife with you."
Kyle looked at me. I just shrugged. I was curious about the rally, I was a bit concerned about how Gray would be on the ride. Actually I was concerned how I would act towards Gray on the ride. I asked if any other women were riding with him. He said there were 3 other guys riding and one was bringing his girlfriend. I knew who she was. The rally was from Friday to Sunday. I said I'd have to check my work schedule and see.
It was easy to get the days off so Kyle called Gray and told him we were going. I wasn't sure what to wear so I went online to check out pictures of past rallies. The clothes went from women in panties, chaps, and pasties, to full coverage. I noticed most of the attractive women showed a bit more skin. There was a lot of leather. It kind of reminded me of Halloween where you could dress a bit slutty and get away with it. When I told Kyle I wasn't sure I had the correct wardrobe he said we could buy stuff up there.
As we got closer we realized we had a problem. Kyle's bike was set up for a passenger but not for luggage. The luggage he had bought was designed to sit it in the passenger seat. He needed a luggage rack. Typically when bikers want to buy something for their bike they called their friends to get ideas on what they should get. Kyle called Gray.
Gray and Kyle discussed it for a while and Gray told him that rallies usually had great deals on bike accessories and that he should get it at the rally. Kyle reminded him I was going so he needed the room. Gray suggested I ride up with him. He had a bigger bike and plenty of room. Without asking me Kyle said that was a great idea.
When Kyle told me I was not happy. Well, yes I was, but I didn't want to admit it. I asked Kyle if that meant I was on the 'Wife approved' list. We both laughed and guessed I'd made the list.
Gray and Kyle made arrangements. Gray had booked a block of rooms. When rallies occur the room rates jump 300 to 500%. We would have stayed in a different spot, further away and less expensive. Gray told us the rooms were on him.
On the day of the ride Gray met us at our house. We were leaving very early as the ride was 450 miles. The girls heard the bikes arrive and got up to say hi. They'd always liked his company. They noticed the pack on Kyle's seat and asked how I was riding up. I told them I was riding with Gray. They checked out his bike and said it looked super comfortable. They each asked if Gray would take them for a ride sometime.
He looked at me and said, "I think that can be arranged. How can I deny a pretty girl a ride."
Then he took it a bit further.
Don't you turn 18 next month? Let's wait till after that.
The other one chimed in, "I'm 19 you can take me anytime."
We all laughed at the double entendre as we had our coffee. I had a weird feeling.
The other guys showed up. We had coffee and it was time to leave. I grabbed my helmet. Gray strapped it to his bike and told me to use his. His had Bluetooth so we could talk to each other and listen to music. We could also communicate with his friends. Kyle did not have bluetooth.
We headed off listening to music. I could not believe how comfortable Gray's bike was. Compared to Kyle's bike I was riding on a Lazyboy. He explained he had set it up for his wife, but the passenger floorboards were adjustable and he'd set them up for me. I was kind of grateful. After all it was a 450 mile ride and we were doing it in one day.
I settled in and we talked while riding. As usual with Gray the conversation started to turn sexual. Gray asked me if I'd brought any sexy biker wear. I said I didn't have any. He said he'd pick out some stuff for me at the rally.
"Oh?" I asked. "And what kind of stuff did you have in mind?"
"Hmmm," he replied. "Well, we obviously have to show off that ass and great tits."
"So," I continued. " You want me to look slutty?"
"Not just look," he said with a dirty little laugh.
Ok, I knew where this was going, and truthfully I was having fun going along with it.
"So what makes you think I want to be a slut?" I asked.
He was direct. "Let's start with the fact that you let me make you cum in the hot tub."
Well, he had me on that one.
I tried to cover, "I'd had too much to drink. I shouldn't have let you."
"But you loved it," he responded.
I didn't answer.
He pressed again. "But you loved it, didn't you?"
"Yes," I admitted in almost a whisper.
"So slut it is," he said.
I remained silent. I was afraid of what I'd say. The thought of dressing slutty was turning me on. I wondered what he meant by being a slut. I remembered him pulling off my suit bottoms. As I thought about this stuff I leaned forward, put my arms around him, and rested against his back as we rode.
We continued to talk. The conversation lightened up. Gray kept the conversation flirtatious and sexual but I didn't feel like he was pulling my deepest secrets out. Then he asked.
"So what is your biggest fantasy?"
"To be rich and travel with my children," I replied.
He laughed, "Well, I'd take you traveling, but you know what I meant. What do you think about when you masturbate?"
"What makes you think I masturbate?" I asked.
"You're too sexual not to," he replied. "I feel how you react when I hold you."
"Oh," I said quietly. He had a point.
Again he pressed, "So, what is the fantasy?"
The truth is I wanted him to know. I'd never shared my fantasies with anyone. I always wanted to. I told him the story from college.
"Nice," he said. "So you really liked being exposed in the hot tub, didn't you?"
"Yeah," I admitted. "I did."
Then I turned it around. "So what's your fantasy? I'm thinking you've done most."
He laughed, "probably most, but there are always new challenges."
"New challenges?" I asked.
"Yes," he said. My fantasy is seeing how far I can push a woman's sexual limits. Seeing what I can I get her to do."
"Like making a woman cum in your hot tub in front of your guests?" I offered.
"That was fun," he admitted. "But you left out the part that your husband was there, and you still let me."
That gave me something to think about. He's right, that added a level.
"I didn't want to start trouble with him there," I lied.
He saw right through me. "Are you saying you would have stopped me if he had been watching?"
"I might have. We'll never know," I told him. I didn't want him to know that Kyle knew.
"We'll see," Gray said. "There are always new challenges."
I didn't answer. We rode quietly for a while. He broke the silence.
"One of my favorite is cuckolding husbands," he said.
"Sleeping with other men's wives?" I asked.
"No, cuckolding is more than that. It's where a more dominant man takes a man's wife in a way that shows him that the woman is now his," Gray explained.
"Well," I said. He'd probably divorce her. A woman who would do that probably wants out of the marriage anyway."
"Not really," he explained. "Lots of people have affairs and don't get divorced. The cuckold gets off on knowing he is being dominated. The woman often wants to stay in the marriage, maybe for support, for children. Usually she really loves her husband. But the dynamics change whenever the other man is around. When he's around the woman makes sure her husband knows the other man is in charge."
"Would you divorce Kyle if you had let me stick my fingers in your cunt?"
The word kind of shocked me. "Cunt?" I repeated
"Yeah," he laughed. "Slut's have cunts."
I thought about that. It excited me and made me mad. I didn't comment. Then he repeated his question.
I knew I didn't want to leave Kyle. "No, I said. "I wouldn't leave Kyle."
"Would Kyle divorce you if he knew?" Gray asked.
Again that gave me something to think about. When I'd told Kyle that Gray made me cum, Kyle responded by having sex with me. Kyle and I never discussed fantasies. I wondered what his were.
"I don't think so," I said.
We finally arrived at the rally. The plan was to clean up and then explore some of the booths. We headed up to our rooms. We unpacked and Kyle jumped in the shower. My conversation with Gray had me thinking.
We'd only brought Kyle's iPad. I opened the browser. I had only typed in the letters CUC when the browser started anticipating sites I might like from past searches. It was showing me cuckold sites. Not only that, it was showing me the last time they were visited. I just looked at the list. I didn't open them. Just looked.
Kyle got out of the shower and I jumped in. Washed and shaven I got dressed. I brought what I thought would be appropriate. I put on the lowest cut jeans I owned a white tank top and high heel boots. I looked in the mirror. I looked hot, just a little belly showing.
Kyle came out of the bathroom. "Now there's a sexy biker chick," he said. "Let's go meet the others."
We went to the lobby and met the other guys. Gray took a look at me and said, "Not bad, but we need to get you some real biker chic clothes."
We headed down the street. Gray had his arm around me. Kyle followed. We stopped in a few vendor booths. Finally Gray said, " Here we go."
He had a pair of jeans that were cut very low. He also had a leather halter top that zipped down the front. "Go try these on," he said.
I looked at Kyle. He was just watching. He seemed to be looking at me with anticipation. What the hell I thought. They had a changing room. I took the clothes and went to try them on.
First I tried the top on. I realized that I couldn't wear a bra with the top. I took the bra off and put the top on. Zipped all the way up it showed a good deal of cleavage and came down 3 inches above my naval.
I then pulled the jeans on. It was interesting that Gray picked out jeans and a top that fit me. I'd never told him my size. I pulled the jeans on. They were tight. Real tight. They were also really low cut. Even the thong I was wearing was not small enough to be covered. I took the jeans off and removed the thong then I pulled the jeans back on. They barely covered the crack of my ass. Well if I stood still it covered my ass. If I moved the crack of my ass showed. On the other hand. This was a biker rally, no one cared.
I walked out of the changing booth. I stood in front of the group and turned for them. That excitement in my stomach returned. I was showing off. They were all looking at me, I was loving it.
Gray was the first to talk. "Looks good. Top needs something."
He reached out and grabbed the zipper of the halter top. He pulled it down to below my breasts. It fell open a bit. The sides of my breasts were exposed. If I stood up straight it was fine. If I bent over, my nipples showed.
He turned to Kyle. "What do you think? Starting to look like a real biker slut, don't you think?"
Kyle just nodded.
Biker slut? He called me a biker slut. Kyle didn't even flinch. Well, if it was ok with him, I was going with it. We told the girl I was going to wear the clothes out. She took my old clothes and put them in a bag. I reached in and pulled out my bra and thong. I handed them to Gray.
"I couldn't wear these," I said.
Gray looked at them and handed them to Kyle and said, "Looks like our little biker slut is going commando.
We started walking through other booths. As we did Gray had his arm around me. Well, not quite around me. His hand was in the waistband of my jeans fingering the crack of my ass. Sometimes when we stopped walking he would slide his whole hand down my pants and grab my ass. Kyle was walking behind us. Never said a word about it.
It was a fun night. We bought me a few more outfits for the rest of the rally. Slutty enough that men and women turned to look. Not so slutty to get arrested, even at home. During the weekend I often got compliments from both guys and girls on what I was wearing.
We had a few beers, listened to a few bands. The whole night I was hanging on Gray's arm. It was about 1 am when we got back to our rooms. Gray invited us all to his room. We had a 6 pack of beer and headed up.
In the elevator Gray turned me around to face him. He put his arms around me and slipped both hands down my waist band and cupped my ass. "So, did my little biker slut have fun today?" he said.
I nodded. I was afraid to talk. I was loving the attention. It was making me hot. The more I got, the more I wanted. Everyone was watching. I could feel the heat in my pussy. I could feel the wetness on my upper thigh. I could feel their eyes on his hands. Kyle didn't say a word till Gray addressed him.
"Hey Kyle," he said. "Our little biker slut here has one tight ass."
Without even waiting for Kyle to respond Gray said to his friends, "You gotta feel this ass."
He pulled his hands out of my pants. His friends, even the girl, took turns sliding their hands down my pants and grabbing my ass. Given the angle and how tight the pants were it was difficult for them to get their hands down the waistband.
We got off the elevator and stepped into the hall. "Wait a minute," said Gray.
We all stopped. He stepped in front of me and reached for my waistband. I had no idea what he was doing. He unsnapped my jeans, right there in the hall, and then pulled the zipper down. As he did I looked at Kyle. When he saw me looking, he looked away.
"Now that's pretty slutty," Gray said to me.
"You like it?" I replied.
"It's a start," he said. Then to the group. Now you can feel that ass.
They did. Each of them. Even the girl. I loved it. The pants were tight, they weren't falling off me I pushed the jeans down past my ass and wiggled it at them.
We reached the room and all went in. Gray sat on the bed. The guy with the girl friend sat in a chair, his girlfriend on his lap. Kyle sat in a chair. I stood in front of Gray, the other 2 guys behind me. As I stood there I realized that all this was going to go somewhere. I assumed Gray was going to fuck me. Most likely in front of everyone. I had a feeling I was expected to fuck these other guys too. It made me wet thinking about it. Most of my ass was showing.
I thought about the word cuckold. He had just been passive all night. He let Gray take over. He never complained. I remembered what Gray said, about being taken. The wife explaining that she belonged to the other guy.
I looked at Kyle. He had a huge look of anticipation on his face. I gave Gray a kiss and said, "Be right back."
I walked up to Kyle. "It seems that tonight I am Gray's biker slut. I assume he's going to fuck me, and his friends will probably fuck me too. At this point, I want it. I'm not sure I'd stop even if you asked me to. I'm pretty sure this will change our lives. Once I'm his slut, you'll be second. Do you understand? I won't leave you. I still love you and want to be married to you but this is who'll I'll be from now on. You can leave now, and I might follow, or you can accept this new role and be happy.
"Do you want to leave?" I asked. He shook his head. "You know what this means?" He nodded.
The other girl had watched this. She got up and came over to me. Standing in front of Kyle she took the zipper of halter top and pulled it down. The sides came apart. My tits were showing. She looked at Kyle, then she bent over, kissed his cheek, and said, "Good boy. Enjoy, she's going to get the fucking of her life."
The thought of that made me wet.
"Come here you little slut," it was Gray. I walked over to him. "What are your limits?" he asked.
"I honestly don't know," I said. "If you asked me if I wanted to be called a slut or if I was going to fuck you in front of these guys a month ago I would have laughed at you. Now I'm wondering how many of you are going to fuck me and I know I'm going to let you.
"Not only that, but Kyle is now my cuckold. And I have no idea what that's going to mean."
Just then Gray's phone rang. It was his wife. She was on FaceTime. We could all hear her. She asked how the ride was, and what we did. Gray told her it was fine and told her about the day. It was weird standing there ½ naked in front of him while he talked to his wife. I started to feel guilty that I was about to cheat on her with Gray. Gray then told her that they took me shopping for slutty clothes.
"Oh cool," she said. "Let me see."
Oh my god. I'm standing here vest unzipped. Jeans unzipped, I was about to fuck her husband and Gray's wife wants to see me? What's she going to say.
Gray flipped the screen.
"Wow she looks hot," Gray's wife said. "Kinda looks like a slut about to get fucked," she laughed.
Then she said to me, "I knew you had it in you. I want to hear all about it when you get home."
Gray flipped the phone back. I heard her voice. "Where's Kyle?" she asked.
Gray turned the phone to show Kyle sitting in the chair. He brought the phone back to him.
"Nice," she said. "Fuck the little slut good. Then come home and fuck me while you tell me about it. I love you."
"I love you too," he said and hung up.
"Your wife just told you to fuck me?" I asked.
"Yes, she knows my fantasies. She's my slut and wants me to be happy. She's known for a while I was going to fuck you."
"A while?" I whispered.
"Yes, a while," he answered.
I didn't know what to do next.
"Take off the top," Gray said.
I did. He pulled me down on my knees in front of him. "Suck my cock."
I undid his belt buckle and pulled his cock out. I was right. He was big. Not monster big, big. It must have been about 8" long. I could get both my hands on it. The shaft was as thick as the tube from a roll or toilet paper and the mushroom head at least ¾ inch thicker. I'd fucked 4 guys in my life. None had a cock like this. Kyle was about 5"



I remembered the part about making the cuckold realize he's second. "Kyle look how big his cock is. Can you imagine that inside me?"
He just watched. His hand fell to his lap.
I had given blow jobs before, but it had been a while. I still knew how. I was nervous though. I figured Gray had had lots of blow jobs and I wanted to be good at it. I took the tip in my mouth. I could get my lips around it. I clumsily started moving my hands and mouth.
Then the other girl said, "If you can't suck cock decently, you're not much of a slut."
I felt bad. I wanted to please. She just told me I was bad at it. I stopped. I looked at Gray and said, "I'm sorry."
The girl grabbed her boyfriend and sat him next to Gray on the bed. She kneeled in front of him and took out his cock, It was not quite as big as Gray's but still impressive.
As she lowered her mouth around his cock she said to me, "Watch me slut, and learn."
She called me a slut. Well I was certainly acting like one. I couldn't complain. I watched as her hands wrapped around the shaft. She jacked his shaft as her head moved up and down with the same rhythm. I watched as she'd pull it out of her mouth completely and lick it like a popsicle.
"It's your turn slut," she said looking at me.
I started sucking Gray's cock. This time I did much better. He didn't react much. If I had done this to Kyle he would have cum already. Gray actually looked bored.
I wasn't sure what to do. Then I thought of something. I turned to Kyle and said, "Oh my god his cock is so big in my mouth. I'm not sure I'll ever want to suck your 5" cock again."
It was true. After tonight I realized I'd never really want to suck his cock again, not that I had that much, but now there was no point. He'd be happy with anything I gave him.
That brought praise from Gray. "That's it. Suck my cock. Show Kyle what he's going to be missing."
I did my best. I had both hands around the shaft, my lips around the head. I could taste the precum on my lips and tongue. Before, I'd have wiped it away before I even tried to give a blow job. Now I was savoring the taste.
"Mmmmm, I love the way your cock tastes," I said.
"See Kyle," he said. "She's getting good at this."
I didn't stop to see Kyle's reaction.
The Gray said to his friends, "Want to try our little slut's mouth?"
I pretty much expected this. The idea turned me on so much. Still, I'd never done anything like this before. I hesitated and looked at Gray. Instead of comforting me, he said, "Ask them nicely."
Oh god, how slutty was I? He said he'd push my limits, well we'd passed any limit I thought I had and now I was going to ask two guys if I could suck their cocks. I knew I wanted to, and I was going to, I also knew he had not reached my limit yet. It scared me as I did not know what that limit was.
I turned my head and looked at the guys. "Please let me suck your cocks. I want to show Gray that I'm getting good at it."
They each pulled their cocks out and sat on the bed. The other guy went back to his seat with his girlfriend. She was stroking his cock. I knelt between the 2 guys and took a cock in each hand.
I looked at Gray. He was sitting on the bed, his cock rock hard watching me. I returned to the 2 cocks I was holding. Both were bigger and thicker than my husband's. I started jacking them both and turned my head to one. I could see a drop of precum at the tip. I licked it with my tongue. I waited a moment licking my lips. It tasted different than Gray's but I liked it. I then lowered my head over the tip and started to suck him.
I was actually doing a better job with him. His cock was not as big as Gray's so I could get more of my mouth around it. I was feeling proud of myself. I looked at Gray to see if he noticed.
Gray said to the guy I was blowing, "Looks like she is getting pretty good at that."
The other guy said, "Hey give me a turn at the slut's mouth."
I smiled. "Coming," I said. I moved over to his cock.
I kept switching from one to another. The guys talked about me like an object. I was truly wet. I felt like the crotch of my jeans must be soaked.
Then one of the guys said, "Doesn't this slut have another hole we can use?"
I didn't stop. I wanted to be fucked. I couldn't wait till Gray stuck his cock in me. I was picturing Gray fucking me while I sucked these cocks. I was ready.
Gray looked at Kyle, "Why don't you help her out of those jeans?"
I looked at Kyle. He was still sitting. His hand was over the crotch of his jeans. He stood up. I could tell he had a hard on.
I couldn't help myself, "So, are you ready to give my pussy to them? It's probably theirs anyway but it's better that you do this. It will be clear that you let them have me. I think that's important."
The other girl, sitting in her boyfriend's lap said, "That's it girl. You tell him. Tell him who gets that slut cunt tonight."
To Kyle I said, "Get these jeans off me so I can get my slut cunt fucked."
Saying it I almost came.
Kyle knelt behind me and took my boots and socks off.
The other girl said "That's right. Strip the slut."
Kyle then started peeling my jeans off me. I lifted my knees to help him. As I did I wondered how I'd ever fuck him again. I knew I would. He was my husband. I just wondered what it would be like.
Now I was naked, completely exposed. Kyle went back to sit down. I was expecting Gray to get behind me and fuck me. He wasn't moving.
Instead he looked at the other 2 guys. "You want to fuck her first?" he said.
So much was going on in my head. Gray wasn't going to be the first person to fuck me since my husband. It was going to be a guy I didn't know very well. I also knew I didn't care. If Gray wanted the guy to fuck me, I was going to fuck him. I'd already assumed they were all going to fuck me anyway. Last, I was soaking wet and in my mood probably would have fucked anyone. I just wanted to be fucked.
One of the guys stood up, cock sticking straight out, and started to undress. I continued sucking the other guys cock.
I soon felt the guy kneel behind me. He ran 2 fingers up my slit and into my pussy. I shuddered.
The other woman said, "I want to taste."
I lifted my head off the cock I was sucking just in time to see her walk over and suck the guy's fingers clean. My body trembled.
I felt the tip of his cock against my pussy lips. He held his cock and ran the head up and down my lips. I was so wet he was spreading my juices from my asshole to my clit. Whenever he got to my clit he'd rub the tip against it and around it sending jolts of electricity through my body. I moaned around the cock in my mouth. I tried to push my hips back so his cock would enter me, but he kept teasing me. I moaned in both frustration and pleasure.
Gray laughed. "Fuck her already. She's going to forget what she's doing and suffocate on that cock in her mouth."
Everyone laughed.
I looked at the guy and said, "Fuck me, Please fuck me."
The guy slipped his cock into me. I was so wet it slid right in, all the way in. As soon as I felt his hips and balls against me, I came. Hard. My first orgasm from someone other than me or my husband since I got married. It was amazing.
Gray stood up and started to undress. "Don't cum in her please. I want to be first."
"Oh, when did you worry about sloppy seconds?" the guy joked.
"I usually like to be first, after that I don't care," he said. "Maybe, if Kyle lasts that long, he can have sloppy 4ths."
I didn't look to see Kyle's reaction. I was trying to fuck the cock inside of me as much as he was trying to fuck me. Every time he would thrust it would thrust the cock in front of me into my mouth. I finally got a rhythm down. Each thrust sent shockwaves through my body. I had dreamed of being fucked by 2 men. I never believed I'd do it.
Behind me I heard the other woman say, "It's ok, take it out. You can jack off."
I turned to look. She had her boyfriends cock out and was kneeling in front of him, jacking his cock. She was looking at Kyle. I looked at Kyle and watched as he pulled his cock out and started playing with it. The sight of him playing with his cock while watching me fuck made me cum again.
The guy I was sucking said,"Let me try her cunt."
They switched position. The new guy just shoved his cock in me. I was so wet it slipped right in, but I was not expecting it. I thought he'd take his time. They way he did it caused me to cum again. I groaned.
The guy not fucking me said to Gray, "Can I cum in the slut's mouth?"
Gray said sure, "I bet she's never swallowed cum before," and then to me, "Have you?"
The guy already had his hands on my head and was holding it down on his cock. I just shook my head no, and got back to sucking and fucking these 2 cocks. The feeling was intense. With each stroke my nerves were on end, I felt fire in my pussy. I was loving it. I wondered how far I'd let Gray push me. I liked giving up control. What were my limits? I wondered if he'd let more men have me. I wondered what would happen if people found out I was such a slut. I came again.
I felt the cock in my mouth start to stiffen. I'd never really felt this before, but I knew what was coming. I clamped my lips around the tip of his cock and started stroking the shaft. The first spurt hit my tongue and roof of my mouth. At the same time, the guy fucking me thrust hard into me. I came again. The spurts kept cumming. The cock in me almost perfectly timed with the spurts.
I kept swallowing. I almost got it all. Some dripped down my chin. I used my fingers and the back of my hand to clean my face and then licked all the cum off my hand. It tasted great. I wanted more.
Gray said, "My turn."
The guy in my cunt pulled out and stuck his cock in my face. I started sucking him. I felt Gray kneel behind me. The head of his cock pushed my pussy lips open. Even as wet as i was, and already fucked twice, I could feel the size of his cock as it entered me.
He teased me. He just stuck the tip in and not the rest. I kept trying to push back to get the rest into me. He kept pulling back so I couldn't. It was both frustrating and intense. Every once in awhile he'd pull it out and rub that huge head against my clit. He was keeping my whole body on edge. At last he just rammed it in and forced my whole body forward. I came. Hard. Amazingly hard.
I let the cock in my mouth fall out but still had my hand around it. He started to cum. It squirted all over my face and tits. I came again as shot after shot hit me.
I hadn't even caught my breath yet when Gray picked me up and threw me on my back on the bed. He hooked my legs over his shoulders and started fucking me furiously.
I started moaning, telling him to fuck me, telling him I wanted his cock. Out of the corner of my eye I could see Kyle jacking off.
Gray started asking me questions. "Are you my slut? Will you do anything I ask? How much do you want me?"
I was screaming. I'm your slut, you fuck toy, do anything you want with me, fuck me, fuck me.
I felt Gray stiffen. His body spasmed as he came. The hot jets hit against my pussy walls. I came too. I came in waves crashing one after the other. I lay there limp.
The first guy who'd cum in my mouth was hard again. Without saying anything he just climbed on me and started fucking me. I could feel his cock against my cum filled pussy. I felt dirty knowing I was being fucked with a load of cum already in me. I came twice. The second time he came with me, filling my cunt with another load of cum.
The other guy who had cum on my face then climbed on top of me. I had cum drying on my face and tits and 2 loads in my cunt. My mind started racing. I wanted his cum in me. I could feel the cum in me being forced out with every stroke, oozing down my ass and thighs.
I thought about how good it felt, and what that made me.
"God yes, fuck me, fill me up. I'm a cum slut. Give it to me. Give it all to me."
He stiffened and came in me. I only knew he came because I could feel his cock pulsing. I was so full of cum I could not feel his.
He got off me. Gray said, "I'm going to take a shower." Then he looked at Kyle. "Well, she's your wife do you want some?"
I had no idea what Kyle would do. I'm not sure I cared. I loved him and didn't want our marriage to end, but if it did, so be it.
Kyle stood up. I could see his cock was hard. I could also see cum stains on his shirt and pants. He must have cum once already.
"Come here," I said. "Come fuck your wife's cum filled pussy. Come fuck me."
He climbed on top of me and stuck his cock in. I could barely feel it.
As he did I whispered in his ear. I still love you, but I'm a slut now." Then I followed up with, "I saw your browser. Cuckold."
When I called him a cuckold he came.
We lay there for a while in each other's arms. He looked at me and said, "I love you."
"I don't think I'll be his slut forever, "When he's done with me I'll be all yours again."
We just lay there.
Gray came out of the shower. "She can sleep with me tonight."
The others including Kyle got dressed. Kyle was the last to leave. I stood there looking at him. I had cum dripping down my leg and drying on my tits and face. He pulled me to him and gave me a long kiss goodnight.
Gray told him I'd be back in the morning. Kyle said, "Ok," and left.
"What now," I said.
Gray pulled a new toothbrush out of his bag, handed it to me, and said, "Go clean up."
As I showered I thought about the fact he had a 2nd toothbrush. He knew this would happen.
When I was done I came out of the bathroom. I was not sure what to do.
Gray grabbed me and kissed me. He slapped my ass, pushed me on the bed, and straddled me. "Well that was fucking hot."
I giggled.
"How'd you feel?" he asked.
I thought about it. I felt tired. I'd fucked 4 guys and came more times I can remember. I told him.
He laughed, "So you're sorry you did it?"
I wasn't, in fact I loved it. I knew I'd do it again. Again I told him.
"So now what," I asked.
"Now?" he said. "Right now I'm going to fuck you again."
I smiled, "Good, I like to fuck."
We fucked 2 more times that night. They were more playful than the earlier fuck fest. A lot of giggling and laughing. He still called me a slut and a fucktoy, but it was more playful and I playfully agreed.
We fell asleep around 4am. The last thought on my mind was 'how does a 55 year old guy fuck 3 times in one night.'
We slept till 10. Gray told me to go back to Kyle. I kissed him and headed to my room. Kyle was asleep. I took off my clothes and climbed into bed. Kyle turned towards me. He was obviously unsure. I kissed him and rolled him on his back. I straddled him. His cock was hard. I let him slide into me.
"My pussy is still yours when he's not using it," I said.
He lasted about 4 minutes. I didn't feel cheated. There was something comforting knowing that that part had not changed.
About a ½ an hour one of the other guys knocked on our door. I answered it. Kyle was still in bed.
"Hi." I said. "What's up?"
He took my hand and placed it on his crotch. He was hard. "I am," he said.
I was still feeling horny from fucking Kyle.
"Well, Kyle's in the bed," I said. Not quite sure what to do.
He took my hand and led me to the bed. "Hey Kyle," he said. "Move over, I'm going to fuck your wife."
He pushed me down on the bed. I was on my knees, ass in the air, head and chest on the mattress. He got on his knees behind me and started fucking me. He didn't talk to me or to Kyle. He just fucked me. Hard. I loved it. I was just a fucktoy, there was nothing but his cock pounding my pussy.
As he fucked me I looked at Kyle. He was watching. I reached out and took his hand. I pulled back the sheets. His other hand was wrapped around his cock. He was jacking off watching me get fucked. I held his hand, smiled at him and said, "Go ahead my little cuckold, cum while he fucks me."
He did.
We all met after lunch and again did the town. I was pretty much Gray's girl. I was in boots, a tank top with no bra, and a pair of torn denim shorts that showed ½ my ass. There was no waistband so they just zipped up. One of the vendors took a pair of scissors and cut a line from the neck of my tank top to just below my tits. I was showing a lot of belly and a lot of tit.
It was a fun day filled with vendor booths, carnival food, and alcohol. About 10 Gray said we should call it s night. We were going home the next day so he wanted to be on the road early to beat the rush out of town.
As we headed up the elevator Gray looked at Kyle, "I'm going to fuck your wife. Do you want to watch or should I just send her to your room after?"
Kyle looked at me. He shrugged his shoulders and said, "After."
When we got off the elevator and headed towards our rooms, I grabbed Kyle and said, "I'll try to be covered in cum when I get there." He kissed me I headed off with Gray.
Gray and I got to his room. He sat on the end of the bed. "Strip," he said.
I did. As I started stripping he made a phone call.
It was his wife. He had her on FaceTime.
"Hey baby," he said.
"Hi sexy, How's the rally?" she asked.
"Going good. Coming home tomorrow."
"Can't wait," she said, and then she added, "And how's the slut?"
I was standing there naked. I didn't know what to say.
He turned the camera to me. I could see myself standing there naked and her in the corner. It actually looked like she was naked too. I held up my hand and gave a short wave. I didn't know what else to do.
"Well don't you have a fuckable body," she said.
I didn't know what to say. I kind of mumbled, "Thank you."
"Did the guys fuck you good last night?" She asked.
I just mumbled. I had no idea how to answer.
Gray jumped in. "My wife wants to know if you had fun last night, Tell her."
"Yes, I did," I said.
"Tell her the rest," he said.
What the hell I thought. "I loved it," I said. "I've never cum so many times in one night. I loved being a slut for the night."
"Will you do it agaIn?" she asked.
"I think so," I responded.
Gray turned the phone back and started talking to her. As he did he said, "Don't just stand there, suck my cock."
I got down on my knees, undid his pants, pulled out his cock and started sucking on it.
"Let me see," his wife said.
Gray turned the phone. I could see myself sucking his cock. In the corner it looked like she was playing with herself.
"I love you," she said to Gray. "She's making me horny. I'm going to go jack off. Save some of that cock for me when you get home."
He laughed, "I always have cock for you," he said. "I love you."
They hung up.
He stood up and started undressing. I undid his shoes and took off his socks.
When he was undressed he laid me on the bed on my back with my ass at the end of the bed. He pulled my legs open and pressed his cock against me. I was so wet he slid right into me. He started pumping me hard.
"What do you want?" he asked.
"I want to be your slut,"I said. "I want to do what you want me to do. I want to be used the way you want me."
He fucked me. I screamed and moaned. It was amazing. He rolled me on my stomach and continued to fuck me from behind. I fucked back, I came at least 4 times. His body started to stiffen.
"Wait, Don't cum," I said.
"What?" he asked.
"Cum on me. On my tits and belly, even my face. Let me go back to Kyle covered in cum."
He just laughed. "Roll over slut."
I rolled over on my back again. He got between my legs on his knees and started fucking me again.
"Tell me what you want," he said.
"I want your cum. I want it on my tits, on my belly, on my face. I want to be your cumslut. Your cumdumpster. Fuck me. Give it to me."



He pulled out. I felt hot cum hit my belly and my tits. Jet after jet. I came as it hit my nipples.
"Oh my god," I cried.
I lay back and rested.. I had hundreds of questions, none of them I wanted to ask right now.
"I promised Kyle I'd come back with cum on me. I need to go."
He laughed, "Well get your slutty little body out of here. See you tomorrow."
I headed back to my room. If anyone had seen me they'd have seen my shirt sticking to my cum soaked tits and cum dripping down my belly.
When I got to my room Kyle was awake. He was reading something on the iPad and jacking off.
"Is my little cucky jacking off to cuckold porn?" I asked?
He looked at me guiltily. He saw me covered with cum. I undressed and climbed into bed.
"Here, let me read it to you," I said.
I took the iPad. Sitting next to him, covered with cum, I started to read. It was a cuckold story. I watched him jack off as I read. It was weird, but in a strange way it was comforting. He came on his hand. I got a washcloth and cleaned us both up. I kissed him and we fell asleep.
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We got up early the next morning to head home. Kyle had bought a luggage rack. I went to get on his bike but Gray told me to ride with him. I looked at Kyle, shrugged, and climbed on Gray's bike.
We rode for a ways in silence.
Finally, I asked, "Now what?"
He repeated, "Now what?" As if he didn't understand the question.
"Yes, now what?" I asked. "You've fucked me, your friends fucked me. I've been slutty. Now are we done?"
"You tell me, have we reached your limit?" he responded. "I told you, my fantasy is pushing limits to see how far a woman will go."
"Limit? How would I know, I've never done anything like this before. How do I even know what my limit is. I'm not even sure what my fantasy is," I said
"Your fantasy is being used and exposed as a slut."
I wanted to protest, but he was right. Just hearing it made my stomach flutter.
"How will I know when I've reached my limit?" I asked.
"Easy," he replied. "You'll say no."
"How do you know? How will I know when to say no?" I asked quietly.
"You just will," he said.
"What if the woman is crazy? What if they would do anything? What if they'd kill?"
"We've known each other awhile," he said. "I'm pretty sure you won't kill.
I thought about that for a while. A second thought came to me. "Are there others?" I asked. I didn't really want to know the answer.
"Not really," he said.
"Not really?" I repeated. "What does that mean?"
"I can't satisfy you, my wife, and another woman. So right now, you are my slut. I am pushing your limits till you say stop." He explained. "But, if you said 'stop' tomorrow, I already know who the next woman would be."
"How many have there been?" I asked.
"I won't tell you, but enough so that my wife knew about this before we got married."
I knew this was a second marriage for him. He'd lost his first family in a car accident.
"Why does your wife let you do this?" I was full of questions.
"She thinks my slut's are hot. She also wants to see how naughty they can be. Sometimes she hits it off with one. She's bi and often enjoys liaisons with them."
"How do these women feel when you end it?" I asked.
"I don't know," he answered
"Why? Do you stop talking to them after you're done with them?" I was getting mad.
"Of course not. You've met many of them. I don't know because I've never ended it. They have," he explained.
He went on. "I like to push a woman to her limits. When I've reached her limits, she says no. She realizes it's over. She doesn't want to end her marriage. She's done everything she's going to do. She and her husband figure out what's next. Sometimes, we might fuck again, but it's not the intense experience of exploring your limits."
"Don't their marriages collapse? They can't all be like Kyle and me. I didn't know Kyle would let this happen. I still worry he'll leave me."
"No," he said. "Kyle won't leave you. I don't want to ruin anyone's marriage. I test the men as much as the women. Think about it. We started off with jokes, then light touches. Then longer more intimate touches. There are lots of steps as we get to know each other. As much as I wanted you, I wanted to know Kyle was ok with it. We've known each other 10 months. This didn't happen overnight."
"There are more people like Kyle and you than you think," he said.
"Wait. You chose me for this 10 months ago? Why me?"
"It wasn't quite like that. I met your husband and you and thought you were attractive, fun, and intelligent. I watched the way you interacted with your husband. Were you very touchy, kissy? Or were you more like people working together in a nice workplace? Old comfortable friends. I look where there's no passion. As we talked I saw there was passion in you, but not in your relationship. As I became more familiar with you, I watched for Kyle's objections. There weren't any. He wants this as much as you do."
"What will my marriage be like when we're done?" I asked.
"I don't know. You and Kyle will redefine it. You truly love each other. You know more about each other than you did a week ago. So who knows. Do you want to leave Kyle?"
He was right. In some ways Kyle and I were closer than we had been a week before. We'd been more physical with each other, and more honest about what we wanted or felt. It didn't make any sense but, he was right. It had been a great weekend for both of us. I had no desire to leave Kyle.
I rode quietly. Along the way, the most haunting thought was 'What will it take to make me say no?'
It was a nice ride home. I had a lot to think about. I rode a lot of the way with my arms around Gray and just listening to music. During breaks Gray wasn't as possessive. It was like he was letting Kyle and I re-establish a balance. Gray didn't ignore me, and still let Kyle know I'd do what he asked me to, but somehow he reminded us we were still husband and wife. For one thing, on the trip home, he almost stopped calling me slut and when talking to Kyle he addressed me as 'Your wife.'
We stopped at our house first. I noticed that the girls were home. They came out to greet us when they heard the bikes. The first thing the girls asked was about why I was riding with Gray.
I said that I'd split the ride. That Gray's bike was more comfortable and it was a long ride.
We invited them in for for coffee. Everyone else took off, but Gray came in. The girls were excited to see him and he made small talk and made them laugh. I was a little annoyed. I did not realize it then that I was a bit jealous of him paying attention to them.
They asked what the rally was like. We told them all about the vendors and the entertainment. Then they asked for pictures. We took a lot of pictures. I wanted to go through them first but Gray said he and his friends had uploaded most of them and told them to get a PC or iPad or something. They got the PC and using the TV for display Gray started showing the pics.
He patted the couch and made me sit next to him. The girls on the other side. Kyle sat in the chair. Gray rested his hand on my thigh.
In the first ones I was dressed in my jeans, boots, and tank top that I'd worn to the rally.
Cammy, my youngest, said, "Whoa, hot biker chick mom," and high fived me.
They hadn't noticed yet but in most of the pictures I was standing next to Gray and he'd usually have his arm around me.
The next set was after we bought my jeans and leather halter.
My other girl, Tam, short for Tammy, commented this time, "Wow, you went all out biker babe."
Cammy added, "Sure showing a lot of skin there," and laughed.
Whenever Gray and I were in a picture he had his arm around me. There were even a few his friends had taken from behind where he had his hand in the waistband of my pants.
When we were through with those pics I suggested we stop. The girls wanted to see more. Kyle didn't object. I didn't know what to say.
Next shot found me in the short torn denim cutoffs and the cut tank top with no bra. Actually a few before we cut the tank top but most after. It was obvious we had cut the tank top on purpose. This time you could definitely see Gray's hand down my shorts.
"Mom," Cammy said. "Looks like you really got into the biker babe role. You look hot. I bet dad enjoyed seeing all the jealous guys.
"Well," I said. "It's kind of like Halloween or Mardi Gras. You're dressing up in a costume and everyone makes them a bit sexy. Look at some of the other women."
In the next pic, behind me, was an overweight woman in pasties. The girls laughed and said that I was dressed like a slut to keep the world in balance. I'm not sure if it bothered me or I liked the fact they'd used the word 'slut.'
Gray laughed and said, "Well, she was one of the hottest biker slut's there." He patted my thigh. I think that time it was noticed.
I nearly spit up my coffee. The girls howled. "Biker slut," they repeated. "Our mom the biker slut," and laughed.
As Gray showed the pictures and talked about the show, the girls would look for other girls in the pics. They would make comments like. "Look, mom looks better as a biker slut than she does" or, "Gee mom, seems you make a great biker slut." They thought it was hilarious
It was also becoming clear that Kyle was not in many of them and that Gray had his hands on me a lot. Tam pointed it out.
"Too bad dad took most of these pics," she said to no one in particular. "He's hardly in any. Kind of looks like mom is Gray's biker slut."
Cammy jumped in, "Gray and mom do make a hot couple though."
Gray put his arm around me and pulled me into him, "We do, don't we?"
She, Gray, and Tam laughed.
We finished looking at the pics. Gray's wife called and invited us for an end of the ride dinner. I declined at first but the girls insisted we go. They were having friends over and, they laughed, if their friends saw what a hot biker slut their mom had become they'd all ignore them and just hang with me.
I was getting uncomfortable with them using 'Biker slut' so much. I wish it had been in a bad way, but I was enjoying the label and it was making me a little wet.
I told the guys I was going to clean up, then we could go over. I quickly showered and dressed. No need to take the bike so I pulled on a short denim skirt I got at the rally. I added a denim bustier top that snapped down the front. No bra, but I did put on a light blue thong.
When I was ready I stepped into the room.
"Awesome mom," said Cammy. "Did you get that at the show?"
"Yeah, I liked it." I said. "Not sure where I could wear it though, so this seems the perfect opportunity."
"Well," laughed Tam. "If you like being a biker slut, you can wear it anywhere. Although I can't really picture dad with a biker slut. Maybe only when you hang out with Gray."
The girls and Gray all laughed.
Gray walked up to me. "That's not true biker slut," he said. He unsnapped the top 2 buttons of my bustier and the bottom one. Luckily it was laced up tight enough on the sides not to fall off.
I just let him. Not even a word of protest.
"There," said Gray to the girls, "Now she looks biker slut."
Tam laughed and said, "Totally."
Cammy giggled, "Looking slutty mom."
I was not sure what to say.
Then Gray dropped another bombshell. "Cammy? Isn't it your birthday soon?"
"Yes, this Tuesday," she answered.
"Are you having a party?" He asked.
"Of course silly. Next weekend. It's my 18th birthday."
"Well, I have a pool if you want to have it at my place," he said.
I was really uncomfortable with the thought of my daughters in bikinis in front of Gray. In fact, I was a little jealous. How would I compete with those 18 year old bodies.
"Oh Gray," I said. "That's very kind if you, but you don't want a bunch of kids screaming in your backyard."
"Not really," he replied. "But if that comes with a bunch of hot young girls in bikinis, I think I can suffer through."
The girls giggled.
"Well," said Cammy. "Pretty sure we can supply girls in bikinis.
"Cool," said Gray. "You and mom can come check it out during the week. See if it works for you. In fact, bring bathing suits and hang at the pool for the day."
"Oh thank you Gray," said Cammy. "That sounds great."
"We'll see," I said.
We all left for Grays house. Kyle and I took the car and Gray took his bike. They only lived 5 minutes away. When we got there Grays wife, Amber, greeted us at the door. She gave Gray a huge kiss.
Then she to me, "Mmmm. Well there's the little slut that kept my husband happy while he was gone. I love the outfit. Did you get it at the Rally?"
As she said it she played with the snaps and undid one more. The sides of my breasts were completely exposed.
"Yeah, we found it in one of the booths," I said in a soft voice.
"Well you look hot," she said.
As she did she put her arms around my neck and kissed me on the lips. Her tongue explored my lips. I parted my mouth to kiss her back. As I did I realized that Gray had never kissed me.
Next she greeted Kyle. She took his arm and pulled him very close beside her. In a very soft voice, and practically breathing in his ear, she said, "There's the little cuck boy. Did you have fun watching my husband fuck your wife?"
Kyle nodded.
She kissed him on the cheek, "Good boy," she said.
She was wearing a very small pair of white shorts and a small red tank top that came down a little above her naval. She took Gray and me by the hand and led us to the couch. She unbuttoned her shorts and pushed her shorts and panties to the ground. Then she leaned over the back of the couch. I had no idea what to do.
Then she said to Gray, "It's been too long I need that big cock of yours."
I didn't move. I was just standing there next to them.
As Gray unzipped his pants she took my hand and said, "tell me everything that happened."
I watched as Gray ran his fingers up and down her pussy. She moaned. He slid 2 fingers into her. She pushed back and ground her ass into him. When he pulled his fingers out her pussy and his fingers were glistening with her juices. He held his fingers up to my mouth. I knew he wanted me to lick them clean.
I had never tasted another woman's pussy before. I had masturbated and then licked my fingers, but never someone else's. I wondered if this should be my limit. Should I say no? I also knew I wanted to taste those fingers. I took them in my mouth and sucked them clean.
Amber moaned as I did. Gray's cock was now out and hard as a rock. I had the urge to get on my knees and suck it. Amber had other ideas.
"Grab his cock and stick it in me," she said.
It was not a request. She was telling me what to do. I could have said no. I didn't want to. I took his cock and lined it up with her pussy. Rubbed the tip on her lips to get it wet. Then she pushed back and I watched the whole thing disappear into her.
I was jealous, fascinated, and turned on all at the same time.
Amber still holding my hand said, "Tell me everything."
I started with the scene in the bedroom.
"No," she said. "Start with the ride up. Tell me everything."
I did, I started with the ride up, the conversations I could remember. Gray's arm around me. As I retold the story, and watched Gray fuck her, I was getting horny.
Up till now Kyle had been standing by the door. He'd been there a while, not sure what to do. Amber, between getting fucked and moaning, told him to come over to us.
"Take off your wife's skirt and panties," she told him.
He unzipped my skirt and pushed it and my panties to the floor.
She looked at me and said, "Make yourself cum."
I didn't have to be told twice. My pussy was dripping and I was hot as hell from watching Gray fuck Amber. It was hot the way she just bent over the back of the couch. I was wishing it was me bent over the couch. I started playing with myself.
Amber made me continue my story. I did.
At some point she looked at Kyle. I did when she did. His cock was hard and he was rubbing it through his pants.
"I'm sorry Kyle," she said. "I forgot all about you. Feel free to jack off and cum on your wife's ass or legs."
He wasted no time in pulling his cock out and jacking off.
Amber reminded me to go on with my story. We were now at the first night in Gray's room.
All through this Amber was moaning and encouraging Gray to fuck her. She was telling me how hot the story was and calling me slut.
As I recounted being fucked by the two guys I came on my fingers. I had to reach out a hand and steadied myself on the couch. As I came Amber let let out a moan and her body shuddered she came too.
I went on with my story about Gray cumming in me, swallowing my first load of cum, the other guys cumming in me and how messy I felt. Amber came again. As she did I felt Kyle's hot cum hit me in the ass. I had forgotten he was there. Feeling him spurt on my ass made me cum again.
I continued my story to Saturday night and Gray fucking me and sending me back to Kyle covered in cum. Amber came again.
Amber starting begging Gray to cum. "Baby, cum in me. Fill me up like you did your little slut. Give me your cum. In the end all your cum is mine. Give it to me.
I continued my story about going back to my room, covered with cum, and reading a cuckold story to Kyle. Amber let out a "Fuck yes" and came. As she did I watched Gray stiffen up and I could tell he was cumming in her pussy. That set me off. I was wishing he was cumming in me and remembering how it felt when he did. I pressed my fingers against my clit and came. Hard. My knees buckled. Again, I was surprised when a load of hot cum hit my ass. Kyle had cum again. As he did I had one more orgasm .
I asked Amber where I could wash up. She told me I couldn't. That a cumslut like me should get used to cum on her body. I could feel it drying on my ass. She took my hand and sat on the couch legs spread.
"On your knees," she said.
I got on my knees between her legs.
"I've got a cuntload of Gray's cum in me. I hate to waste it. Why don't you clean me out?" she said.
It really wasn't an offer. It was an order. I'd never eaten a woman before. Again I wondered if I should say no, but my pussy was so hot from being made to be so slutty, I didn't want to say no. I lowered my lips to her pussy. I had no experience. Kyle had tried eating me but it was just awful. I tried to do what I thought would feel good to me. Amber stopped me.
She pulled my head away. She lowered her hand to her pussy. "Lick me here, and here, lightly. Suck here lightly, then a little bit harder. Don't do it in the same order each time. Don't be so tense. Enjoy it."
I tried again. This time she moaned. The encouragement made me feel more at ease. I started to like it. I could taste Gray's cum mixed with her pussy juice. I loved the taste. I got it smeared on my lips and face.
Amber was moaning. She then looked at Kyle. "Finger your wife's pussy. Make her cum."
Kyle knelt down beside me and started fingering me. The feeling was intense. Amber moaning in front of me. My mouth full of pussy and cum, Kyle's fingers in my cunt, I came. As I did I sucked on Amber's clit a bit harder.
"Oh my fucking God," she screamed as she came.
I came again knowing that I had made her cum.
I just sat there on my knees, half naked, my juices dripping down my leg, cum drying on my ass, and my face a mess from Amber and Grey's cum. I was breathing heavy and my senses were reeling. Amber pulled my face to hers and started kissing me. I kissed back. As she kissed me she licked my face clean. I could taste it all again on her tongue.
When she was done. She looked at me and said, seriously, like nothing had happened, "Dinners ready."
I laughed. She took my hand and guided me to the table. I asked if I could help. Kyle and Gray sat down. There was all this weird normal going on in this totally abnormal situation.
She served dinner and we all sat down to eat. Amber and I were still half naked. I had dry cum on my face and ass. She started passing food around.
"So Kyle," she said. "How do you feel about your wife being such a slut?"
Funny, it was the first time I remember anyone asking Kyle how he felt.
Kyle answered. "I feel like I am punched in the stomach each time I think of it or watch her."
That answer surprised me.
"Then why do you let her?" she asked.
He looked at the ground. "I can't help it. It's so hot, the conflict turns me on. I want to say no, but I want her to do it. I like when people know she's a slut and I can't stop her.
"Do you want it to stop?"
He paused. "No, I don't. I don't know why. I want her to be as slutty as she wants."
She went on, "Do you think there's a point you'll stop her?"
"I don't want to lose her," he said. "If I could, and it came to the point that she was leaving me, I'd beg her to stay. I love her and I want her as my wife even if she's someone else's slut."



She looked at me. "Are you going to leave him?"
"Never," I replied. "When this is over, we'll figure out what's next."
To both of us she continued, "You know Gray will push your limits. See how far you are willing to go. Find out what turns you on that you haven't faced yet."
"Yes," I think we replied in unison.
"Well good," she said. "It's been awhile since we had any fun around here."
We all laughed. For a while dinner conversation was normal. She asked about the rally, the bikes. The booths. What we enjoyed about it. We discussed some of the politics of the bigger riding group and how annoying it was.
Then Gray brought up Cammy's birthday. Amber was interested. She'd met the girls at a group event. She thought it was a great idea for them to have the party at there place.
"Why don't you and Cammy come over tuesday and use the pool," she said. "I have to work, but Gray will be here."
I started to protest.
"Bring her Tuesday and you wear that string bikini," Gray said.
"She's going to start to think I really am a slut," I said softly.
"You are," said Gray.
I looked at Kyle he looked down. I noticed his hand was in his lap. His cock was hard.
"Ok,Tuesday," I said. "We better wash up." Thinking of the cum dripping down and drying on my thighs. "It's time to get going."
Gray said, "You don't need to clean up, you can clean up at home. Just put on your skirt and throw your panties in your purse."
I did as I was told.
"See you tomorrow," said Gray.
It wasn't until we were driving home I realized he said tomorrow. We didn't have plans. What was he thinking.
On the way home I was anxious. "What if the girls recognize the cum on my legs. How will I explain it."
Kyle gave a nervous laugh. "You could just tell them you're a slut."
I hit him, "It's almost like you want them to know."
He didn't respond.
When I got home the girls stopped me at the door.
"So can we use the pool?"
"Yes, he said we could go over Tuesday and check it out." I told them.
Tam jumped in. "Oh cool, I'm off too. I'll join you."
"Ummmmm.... Ok. Sounds good," I was not convinced.
Cammy looked at me. "Mom, you've got something dried up and stuck on your thigh."
I looked. "I must have spilled something," I said.
Cammy laughed, "Well you better clean it up, I'd hate to tell you what it looks like."
Oh my god I thought. Cammy is 18 Tuesday. Does she know what dried cum looks like? I felt a heat in my pussy at the thought of being caught, exposed.
That night in bed I snuggled up to Kyle. "I don't really know my limits," I said.
"Me either," he replied.
"Ummm... How do you feel about him checking out our girls in bikinis?" I asked.
"How do you feel about it?" he responded.
"Well, since neither of us jumped right in. I'm assuming both of us are feeling the wrong thing," I said.
"God help me, I want him to see how hot they look in their bathing suits. It's like they're a part of me and if he wants it, he can have it," I said.
"I understand," he said. "To me it's one more thing he can take from me. Let me know he can have it. I feel like you're all too good for me and I deserve to have you taken by a better man. At the same time I feel proud that you are all mine and he wants you so badly."
I laughed and kissed him. "This is going to get weird, my little cuck," I said.
"Yup," he replied. We ended up making love. It lasted a few minutes. He fell asleep. I masturbated myself to 3 orgasms. I pictured myself naked in front of him and the girls.
Monday I received a package from Gray. It had a card. 'I'm coming over tonight after dinner. Wear this.'
I texted him when I got it.
The girls will be home
So? Was his response.
I wondered was this my limit? I pulled the clothes out of the package. It was a nighty and panties set. Silver/black with lace trim. The panties were bikini style. The material soft polyester. The top was a tank style top. Made of the same material. It covered far more than my bikini but felt more exposed.
I showed it to Kyle when he got home and told him what it was for. Kyle said, "Really?'
"Do you want me wearing this? In front of him? In front of the girls?" I asked.
"Well try it on," he said.
I took it to the bedroom, I was holding the 2 pieces. I was thinking. I can't wear this in front of the girls. Another part of me couldn't wait to try it on. When I got to my room I took off all my clothes. I pulled on the top. I looked at Kyle.
"Can I wear this in front of the girls?" I asked.
Kyle already had his cock out. He was jacking off.
I put on the bottoms. "I'm going to be wearing this when Gray comes over later. I'll be wearing it in front of the girls."
Kyle grabbed some tissues and came into them.
Wearing my nightie, I patted his cheek and said, "Seems our girls may find out their moms a slut."
He just moaned.
Cammy and Tam got home the same time. Cammy was the first to ask, "Hey mom, what's with the nightie? "
"Do you like it? " I asked
"Yeah it's cute," said Tam. And to Kyle, "Dad you have good taste."
Ok, here it comes I thought.
"Oh, your dad didn't get this for me. Gray did, " I explained.
As I did I could feel that heat growing in my pussy. I looked at Kyle. He was standing behind the couch. I'm sure he didn't want the girls to see his hard on.
The girls looked at each other. They weren't sure what to make of it.
Tam asked, "Why did Gray get you that?"
"Well, I guess he thought it would look good on me," I answered.
"You do look hot in it," Cammy said.
The doorbell rang. Tam was closest and answered it. She looked at me and then opened the door.
"Hey Gray," she said. "What's up?"
Gray looked at me and smirked. "I knew you'd look great in that."
Then, to Kyle, "Gotta admit she looks hot."
Kyle nodded.
Gray said. "No thank you?"
The girls looked at me, then to Kyle.
Kyle said, "You're right, I'm sorry, thank you so much, it looks great on her.
Gray looked at me.
"Yes, thank you," I said. "It makes me feel sexy."
Gray put his arm around me. Right above the panties under the top.
"Girls? Do you think mom looks sexy in this?" he asked.
Not sure what was going on, Cammy said, "I'm yeah, um, I guess."
Tam was more straight forward, "It's very sexy. Seems weird you bought it for her."
"What can I say, hot women should have hot things." Laughed Gray. "Your dad doesn't mind. Do you Kyle?"
"Not at all," Kyle said. "She looks great in it. Plus," he motioned to Gray's arm around me, "Your mom seems to like it."
Wow, I thought, what did the girls think of that. He pretty much just told them Gray can manhandle me.
Then he went one step further. "They're probably just jealous you didn't get them anything."
Tam thought a moment, "Well, I do like pretty things." She mused.
"Hey," said Cammy to Gray. "What did you stop by for? Mom didn't say you were coming."
"I offered to help her with a problem with her computer," he told her.
I didn't have any problem I knew of.
Gray said, "Let's go look at it."
My PC was in my guest room/home office. He followed me to the office. When we walked in he locked the door behind us.
"Get those panties off," he said.
Now? In my house? With the kids home? I hesitated.
"Is that a no?" he asked.
I knew I wanted to do what he said, my pussy had been wet since he walked in. I wondered what Kyle and the girls were thinking. I dropped my panties.
He unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. It wasn't quite hard yet.
"Get on your knees on the bed," he ordered. "Ass in the air."
I did it.
He slid his cock up and down my pussy lips. I was wet. He was getting his cock hard as well as making sure I was ready. I was. My nerves were all tingling. I was going to be fucked by a man, not my husband, in my home, with the girls home. God that was slutty and I loved it. I wanted it.
His cock slid right in. It only took a few thrusts until I was cumming. I tried to keep quiet, but I know I let out a few moans as he thrust his cock in me. He was pounding me with it. Pushing my shoulders into the bed. I grabbed a pillow and held it to my face. I tried to muffle my voice.
"God yes, take me, fuck me, give that cock to me, god I'm a slut, fuck your slut, make me cum."
The words were just tumbling out of me. I was hoping the pillow absorbed them.
He fucked me for about 15 minutes. I came at least 3 times. I was exhausted.
When he finally came, I had a massive orgasm. My whole body shook as I let out a loud, "Oh my god."
He zipped up his pants. I grabbed a cloth to clean up. He stopped me.
"Put your panties on."
I did as I was told. As we walked back in the living room everyone was very focused on the TV. Kyle asked if we got everything we needed done. I assured him we did. The girls were just staring at us. I turned to thank Gray for helping me with the computer. It was then I noticed a huge wet spot surrounding the zipper of his pants.
I then looked in the hall mirror. It was obvious the crotch of my panties were wet and I had cum stuck to both my thighs. I felt scared. Feeling scared excited me. I wanted rip off my clothes and show them my freshly fucked pussy. At the same time I wanted to run away and hide.
Kyle got up from the couch to say good bye. He shook Gray's hand and said, "Thanks for coming over and helping with her problem. I'm sure we'll see you soon."
I kissed him lightly on the lips and said, "Thank you."
He said goodnight and then, "You girls still coming over to go swimming tomorrow?"
Tam and Cammy looked at each other. They seemed unsure. "Umm.. Sure, uh, see you then."
Then Gray said, "If you like what I bought your mom, I can get you some too."
God, I thought, he really does like pushing things. I couldn't believe he asked that. I could not even imagine what they'd say. Especially if they heard us in the office. Probably tell him to fuck off.
Cammy answered. "I love presents, although I think that's little to... Um....grown up style for me."
Tam just said, "Sure."
I was stunned.
"Ok, see you tomorrow," Gray waved and walked out the door.
I told the kids I was going to clean up the kitchen. I was in there a few minutes when Cammy came in.
"Mom?" She asked. "Is everything ok with you and dad?"
My first thought was I must have been a sight. I could feel the cum drying on the back of my thighs and against the material of my panties. It just made me wetter, probably adding to the mess.
Poor baby. I had no way of explaining. "Of course dear, we are doing great. Actually, since you guys are older, we've been able to connect more. We are both loving it."
"Oh," said Cammy. "I love you and dad. I know I'm young, but if you ever needed to talk to someone, I'd be here for you."
I touched her cheek. "You and your sister are amazing young women. If there were problems with dad and I, I would tell you. Actually this weekend we had an amazing experience. It got us talking about our marriage. We both realized how much we sometimes took each other for granted and that there were things about each other that we didn't know. We talked about those.
"The subject of would we ever want to be divorced came up. We both felt very strongly that we love each other and want to be together. We're past the stage where most couples would get divorced. We are at the stage where we are more committed than ever."
She hugged me, "I love you mom. I'd do anything for you."
When she said anything I felt my ears burn with embarrassment for the thought that went through my mind.
"Dad and I would do anything for you too," I said.
She started to leave. Then she said, "You guys really like Gray."
"We had a great time with him this weekend," I said. "We really enjoy spending time with him and his wife. Either together or alone."
"Well cool," she laughed. "Then I hope he buys me a nice present."
Tuesday, the girls and I called Gray and asked what time was good. Gray said anytime. He was just puttering around the house. Then he told me to wear the string bikini. Funny, I would have worn it anyway.
I told the girls we'd go whenever they were ready. I put on the bikini and a semi sheer beach wrap. It didn't hide anything.
Cammy saw me first. "Oh my god mom. When did you get that suit?" she asked.
Tam heard her and came to look.
"Wow mom, that suit really shows off the goods, doesn't it?" she joked.
"Gray likes it," I said. Did I mean to say that or was it some subconscious blip.
"He's seen it?" Cammy asked.
"Yeah, I bought it for a pool and hot tub party at his house," I explained.
Tam laughed, "Well there were lots of biker sluts in bikinis in the pictures," she said.
"Stop calling me a biker slut! The name's going to stick," I said in mock frustration.
They both laughed. "Ya know what they say mom, if the high heeled leather boot fits...," said Tam letting the sentence drop off.
They both laughed and went to change. They definitely took after Kyle's side of the family. If not for their hair color they could easily be mistaken for twins. Tam was 19, 5'3" and 110. She had a tight ass and pert tits. Her hair was a dark auburn. Cammy just turned 18. She was an inch taller and weighed about the same. They must have had the same bust size as they shared all their clothes including bras. Cammy's hair was a dark blonde. They were gorgeous.
They both came down in bathing suits I suspect they'd had a while but were hiding from me. The bottoms were tight and barely covered their asses. One the top looked like 2 triangles. The other a bandeau across her tits. They looked cute with that sexiness of youth. The thought hit me that in those suits, they must shave their pussies like I do. I chastised myself for thinks about their pussies, but in the back of my mind I kind of wanted to see.
I felt a ping of jealousy that Gray would be checking them out and also a ping of pride that he would find them worth checking out.
I couldn't be a mom without commenting on their suits. "Umm... Where have you been hiding those suits," I asked. "And calling me a slut? Why even wear a suit?"
I couldn't help but think back to the times I wore a small suit to the beach and stood on my blanket undressing so everyone could see me strip down to my suit. Did my girls get the same urges?
Cammy laughed, "When ya got it, flaunt it, and the 3 of us, we got it."
We all laughed and headed to Gray's.
Gray was glad to see us. He offered us drinks and sandwiches. We had some ice tea and went out back. Gray had his arm around me almost constantly since we walked in. He took my wrap as soon as we came in.
"Let me take that," he said. "You don't need to cover that body." Then he gave me a pat on the ass. "Damn your mom has a tight ass," he said to the girls.
When we got outside Gray looked at the girls. They had both worn T shirts over their suits.
"Well " he said. "You going to let your mother's hot body show you up or are you going to take off those T shirts."
Cammy spoke first. "Well, we admit the biker slut has a hot body, but so do we," she said as she pulled her shirt off.
"Dammit, stop calling me biker slut," I said. People are going to get the wrong idea. The girls just laughed.
"I don't know mom," said Tam. "I've seen T shirts online with that printed on them."
They both laughed again.
Gray looked at Cammy. "You're right, you do hold your own. Turn around and let me see."
Cammy did a slow turn. Inside I wanted to stop her and make her get dressed and I also wanted to strip her in front of him.
"Nice," he said.
She wiggled her ass at him and said, "Thanks."
We all looked at Tam. "Damn, I feel like I'm putting on a show," she said. Then she laughed and said, "I kinda like it."
She took off the T shirt and did a slow turn. Then legs apart, hands in the air, she struck a pose, "Everyone approve?"
Gray laughed, "Well, if you have to wear a suit, I guess that one will do."
The girls laughed grabbed their drinks and a lounge chair and relaxed.
The whole time we had been talking, Gray had his arm around me. His hand would slide under the string on the side of my bikini. I know the girls saw. I was embarrassed and turned on.
Gray asked me to help him in the kitchen. I followed him. When he was behind the counter he pulled his cock out from the fly of his surf shorts. "Suck my cock," he said.
I could see the girls from where I stood. I looked at them and then at him.
"I'll watch out for the girls," he said. "You suck my cock."
I wanted to suck his cock. The thrill of getting caught by the girls made it more exciting. I got on my knees and took his cock in my mouth. I knew Gray. I knew he was not going to cum from a simple blow job, but I tried my best.
One of the girls called from the back and asked if she could have a diet soda. Gray answered, "Just a minute, I'll bring one."
She looked and only saw Gray. "Where'd mom go?" she asked.
"Oh, she's doing something for me," he responded
I snorted a bit and was afraid they'd heard me. Later Gray told me that they may have heard it, but not recognizing it, ignored it.
When the girls weren't looking Gray pulled me to my feet. He adjusted my bathing suit bottoms so more of my ass showed and sent me out with a round of drinks. Gray said that as I headed back to the kitchen both girls looked at my ass and then said something to each other.
I stood next to Gray in the kitchen. The counter was between us and the girls. Gray slid his hand into my suit and started playing with my pussy. The whole day so far had me wet. Now I was creaming. He pulled my bottoms aside and fingered me from the bottom. The juices from my pussy were all over his hand and down my leg.
He left the bottom not fitting right. One of my pussy lips was outside the suit. He held up his wet fingers for me to lick them clean. I did. As I did I think one of the girls saw me. That just got me wetter.
When I went out to join the girls Tam noticed my suit. "Geesh mom, you need to adjust your suit. Your falling out of it."
Cammy giggled. She must have noticed the wetness down my leg.
Gray jumped in the pool. Cammy jumped in with him. She swam up to him and kind of hung on him talking. All of a sudden she splashed him. He grabbed her and tossed her into the air and back into the pool. Tammy saw this and dived in splashing Gray to save her sister. A lot of splashing, throwing, and giggling ensued.
I am sure that Gray's hands landed on most parts of their bodies. One time he grabbed Tam by the waistband of her bikini bottoms. As he dragged her to him her whole ass was on display. I was enjoying watching the horseplay. I wanted to jump in and get Gray to grab me and throw me with those powerful arms. I wanted to wrap my legs around him like I'd seen the girls do. Instead I just watched.
Then, with one throw, Tam hit the water. When she did her bandeau top came off. Cammy laughed. She grabbed it and threw it to the other end of the pool. Tam retrieved it and then started chasing her sister. She caught Cammy, there was a flurry of wrestling and then a pair of bathing suit bottoms came flying out of the pool.
Cammy shrieked. "A little help here mom?"
I could see her in the water. From Gray's position I knew he had a perfect view of her ass.
"Thank you, but no," I said. "I'm not getting involved in anything where I might lose my bathing suit."
Tam laughed. "Better go get it. Unless you're not done showing Gray your ass," she said.
Cammy turned and saw Gray right behind her. "Well Gray, have you seen enough of it?" she asked.
"No such thing," replied Gray.
Cammy laughed, jumped out of the pool and retrieved her bottoms. She put them on but not before doing a turn to make sure everyone saw everything.



Maybe she was my little girl.
When it was time to leave Gray asked me to stay and help him with something. I told the girls to take the car and I was going to stay and help Gray. They gave each other a look. I told them that their dad could pick me up on his way home. The girls took the car and left.
"What was Cammy talking to you so intently about," I asked.
"Well, first she wanted to know if I was really going to buy her something. I told her if she wanted me to I would. She laughed and said, 'Not too slutty.'
"Then she asked if you and Kyle seemed OK. I told her that from my conversations with both of you, you loved each other deeply."
"That was it?" I asked.
"Yup, then she splashed me and I threw her."
"Did you have fun?" I asked.
"You mean grabbing your daughters sexy little bodies a few throwing them? With a bonus view of Cammy's ass?" he smirked.
"Yeah that," I said.
"Yes I did. They have tight little very fuckable bodies," he said. "You tell me, did you get turned on watching them? Knowing that I set it up, just so I could see them in bikinis?"
I didn't answer. I didn't want to tell him I did. I was embarrassed. What kind of parent does that. But when Cammy had to come out of the pool to get her suit, and knowing Gray was watching. I almost came without touching myself.
Gray let it go. He went inside to his bedroom. I followed.
"Get out of that suit," he said.
As I did he facetimed Kyle. "Your wife is over here giving me a blowjob. Can you come get her on the way home?"
I started sucking his cock. He turned the phone camera towards me.
"Show hubby what a good slut you're being."
I took his cock and rubbed it all over my face and tits. Then I sucked it again.
"So what are you up to?" Gray asked Kyle.
"I have a vendor here in my office," Kyle replied.
What!? I thought. This was a FaceTime call. What did the vendor see it hear?
"Oh cool," Gray said. "Is he local?"
Kyle told Gray that the guy was not local but had a few clients in the area so he usually stayed overnight.
"That's great," said Gray. "He's heard most of this conversation. Why don't you bring him with your when you come to get your wife."
"Ok," said Kyle. "We're almost done. See you soon."
"What was that!" I asked.
"Oh, your husband is going to bring some guy home from work to fuck you,"
He said it a little too nonchalantly for my tastes. "But he works with Kyle. What if he tells others at Kyle's office?"
"Actually, he's a vendor. If his company found out he'd slept with a client's wife, they'd fire him right away."
"Get back to my cock," he then continued, "That doesn't mean at some point people you guys work with, family, or friends won't find out. That depends on whether or not I think they can keep the secret."
Gray explained, "I have no desire to ruin your lives. Since you can say no at any time, whatever you give me is a gift. I have to respect that."
In a way it made sense. Here I was, sucking Gray's cock, waiting for my husband to bring over a stranger who is most likely going to fuck me, and the reality is, I am in charge. I can stop any time. The excitement is that I don't want to stop.
I continued sucking Gray's cock. The doorbell rang.
"Go answer the door," he said.
I was naked, it was most likely Kyle and his friend, but I didn't know for sure. I walked to the door and opened it. It wasn't Kyle.
He looked at me and the spoke to Gray, "New toy?"
Gray got up came to the door and said hi to the man. He invited the man in and had me close the door.
He introduced me. Funny, I thought later, I was standing there naked, as his slut, and Gray, always the gentleman, introduces me first. Now it makes me laugh.
At that time he introduced me to Sean, a neighbor. Obviously the neighbor knew about Gray's habits. I wondered if his other neighbors did.
I was completely embarrassed. I felt just like I did that day in college. Strangers looking at me naked. I felt my pussy get hot. I was wondering if I would fuck this man too. I knew Kyle was still bringing over the guy from the office. I wondered if this guy would want my pussy or mouth first.
I caught myself thinking that and thought, God, I am a slut. I'm not embarrassed about being here naked in front of one of Gray's neighbors. I'm just wondering what hole he's going to fuck me in.
Gray asked Sean if he had time to fuck me.
Time? That's it? Not desire? no isn't she pretty? just did he have time.
Gray explained that my husband was on his way over with another man to fuck me.
Sean asked, "Her husband's going to fuck her?"
Gray laughed, "Of course not. He'd have to watch. But if you have time, you could help the other guy out.
The guy looked me over. "Is she any good?" he asked.
"She's learning," Gray responded.
Learning I thought? What does that mean, learning? Maybe he read my mind. Maybe he was explaining it to his friend. I'm not sure, but he went on.
"Sex is sex, the act itself, for anyone who has sex regularly is repetitious and boring. Since most men don't get sex often, they're just happy when they get it. For me, I need more. Pushing a woman to see her limits is part of it, but seeing her transformation from doing it to wanting it is what I'm looking for.
"It's easy to just do what you're told. It in itself can be a turn on, but when a woman starts asking for it, and while doing it expresses how much and what she wants. That's when its amazing. When she wants something new and she brings it up first, asking if she can. That's when it's delicious."
The other guy laughed. He took my hand and said, "So, what do you want?"
He was right. I was here, I was naked, I obviously wanted something. What was it?
"I don't want to be a good girl anymore. I want more than wife, mother, PTA, social groups. I've always been the good girl, I don't want to be in control. I'm tired of telling my kids, my husband, anyone else what to do."
"What else," said Gray. "Don't stop."
"I want to be a slut. It's opposite of what I've been. I want to be wanton. But I want someone to make me, to take control."
"You could just cheat on your husband," Gray said.
I thought about it. That's true, but I wouldn't be satisfied. There was another piece. I knew what is was. I was afraid where it would lead."
In a soft voice I said, "I want others to know I'm no longer in charge. I also want Kyle to know that he is not in control, and people who Kyle knows to know he's not in control."
I felt awful saying it. What kind of person was I? Who would do such a thing. At the same time every nerve in my body was tingling. I didn't even realize it, but I was playing with my pussy.
Gray smiled, "Good girl. Now tell him what you want, right now."
I looked at the neighbor. "I want you to be using me when my husband arrives. I want him and his friend to know that my husband is not in charge. I don't want his friend to just come here and fuck me thinking it was my husband's idea. I want him to see that my husband has no control.
"Think of it. I'll be servicing someone my husband doesn't know when he walks in. My husband will have to be introduced to you. What will his friend think of him."
All the time I was talking my hand was on my pussy. I had been playing with myself. As I said those final words, I came. My knees buckled and I had to grab onto the neighbor for support.
I was a little embarrassed, I gave him a shy smile and said, "I need to be fucked."
I put my arms around his neck and rested a hand on his crotch I could feel him start to get hard through his jeans. I looked up at his face, "So what do you want? My pussy? My mouth? Do you want me on my back? On my knees? I just want your cock in me. What do you want?"
The neighbor sat on the couch and pulled out his cock. He motioned me over and turned me with my back towards him. I spread my legs and he lowered me to sit on his cock. I felt the tip of it against my pussy. I was soaked already but his cock was dry. I took one hand and wrapped it around his cock. I then slid the tip up and down my pussy to get it wet. Once it was wet I positioned it to enter me.
As I lowered myself on his cock I sighed. It felt so good to be fucked. I had become almost obsessed with cock, and any time I had one in me, I was happy.
He used his strong hands on my ass to push me forward and I would fall back on his cock. I looked at Gray. He wasn't even watching he was checking his phone. For some reason that made me hot. I was such a commonplace slut.
The cock in me was getting to me. I started to just concentrate on it. I tried to remember the guy's name. The fact that I couldn't, turned me on even more. I felt his hands on my tits as he reached around and pulled me down on his cock. I loved the way my nipples felt under his hand.
"Oh god. Yes. I love to fuck, give me that cock. Fuck me."
In my position on his lap he had complete access to my ass. As he fucked me his fingers played around my asshole. No one had ever done that before. I let out a loud moan. I felt his thumb at the opening of my ass. I came.
I didn't even hear the door open. When I opened my eyes there were 2 men in front of me. It took me a minute to realize one was Kyle.
Gray was talking.
"Hi Kyle," he said. "This is my neighbor Sean. He had a few minutes so I didn't think you'd mind him fucking your wife."
Kyle mumbled, "No that's fine."
I was feeling naughty. "Hi honey. Where's my kiss."
Impaled on Sean's cock I held my arms out. Kyle accepted my embrace and kiss.
Then I said, "Well, aren't you going to introduce me to your friend."
Just then Sean poked his thumb tip in my ass. I squealed.
Kyle introduced the guy as someone he worked with. I must have looked strange sitting naked on a man's lap with his cock in me as I extended my hand and introduced myself. I thought about the image it made and just as I did Sean slid his thumb in my ass. No one had ever done that before. I loved it. I came.
As the guy took my hand, my body shuddered and I let out an, "Oh my god Sean. That fucking made me cum."
I looked at Kyle's friend. "Sorry," I said, "Sean just stuck his thumb in my ass and it made me cum."
Then to Kyle I said, "Funny, I'd never let you touch my ass before and this stranger, who did it the first time, made me cum.
I returned my attention to Kyle's coworker. I reached out and stroked his cock through his pants. "I'm sorry, I'm being rude. I've paid no attention to your cock." I unzipped his pants and pulled it out.
"Oh look honey," I said to Kyle. "It's a little longer than your's."
It really wasn't anything great. It was a little longer and average in thickness, but it was fun to say. I looked at Kyle. The hard on in his pants was hard to miss.
Gray was just watching, amused, and smiling. The smile assured me he was proud of me. That made me want to do more.
I apologized to Sean and got off his lap. I told him I needed to greet our new guest. I got down on my knees and started sucking the guys cock.
Sean actually said, "That's Ok, I got to get going anyway." He patted me on the head and said, "Nice fuck. We'll have to do that again sometime.
I giggled.
I looked at the new guy, "Anything special you want?" I purred while handling his cock. I looked him in the eye and said, "Anything, anything at all."
He looked at Kyle, then he looked at Gray. Gray shrugged and smiled.
The guy not knowing what to do said, "Can I cum in your mouth?"
"Mmmm," I said. "I love a guy who cums in my mouth. Sit down. Let me suck you."
The guy sat on the couch. I wrapped my mouth around it and started sucking. Every once in awhile I'd stop. "How big a load do I get. I love the taste of cum."
It only took a few minutes before his cock started to throb. It wasn't a big load and I swallowed it all.
Gray looked at Kyle, "Why don't you take care of your friend. I'll drive your wife home."
Kyle left and I was standing there naked staring at Gray.
He laughed, "There's a toothbrush and mouthwash in the bathroom, go take a shower."
The shower felt good. I felt restored, I felt clean, and I felt pretty.
Gray took me in his arms, "You little slut, you did good today."
"Thank you," I said. I laid my head on his chest.
He put a finger under my chin, lifted my face, and kissed me. He'd never kissed me before. I actually started to tear up.
"Anything wrong." Gray asked.
"No, it's just you've never kissed me before, Kyle loves me. He'll kiss me even if I am a slut. Other guys don't think about it, but their kisses don't mean anything. You kissed me knowing I'm a slut. It's nice."
"Well, if you liked that. I think you'll like this."
He picked me up and carried me to his bed. He was tender with me. Treated me more like a lover than his slut. I came twice. At the end I begged him to cum in me. He did. I could feel it as it sprayed inside of me.
Gray said, "I'd better get you home."
I went looking for my suit. I went to put it on and Gray stopped me.
"I can't go home in just my wrap," I said.
It looked like Gray was thinking. "No, I suppose not he said."
He pulled a wrap from Ambers closet. It barely covered anything.
"Here, put this on."
The whole drive home I was hoping the girls were already in their rooms and wouldn't see me. Part of me hoped they weren't.
When we got home, Kyle was already there. Tam was still up with him. Gray said his hellos.
Tam looked at me and said, "That's not the wrap you were wearing when you left."
I explained the other stuff was wet and Gray lent me this out of Amber's closet.
"So," Tam said. "You're naked under that?"
I nodded.
Tam looked at Kyle, then me, and then Gray. Kyle looked red faced.
"Hmmm, Gray, I'm beginning to think you see a lot of naked women," she laughed.Then she started walking to her room. She stopped, turned and said, "I'm waiting for my present."
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Saturday the girls were having Cam's party at Gray's. Amber, Gray's wife, called and asked if I wanted to come over Friday night and help set up. I accepted the offer and said we'd be there after dinner.
"We?" she asked?
"Yes," I said. "We'll all come over and help."
"Hmmmm," she replied. "That should make for interesting fun. Bring your suits in case you want to swim or hot tub when you're done."
Her tone was weird. She was being sweet, but like there was a secret behind it. The secret both scared and excited me. I had figured if I'd gone over alone Gray would use me. Now I knew Amber would be there. I was tempted to tell my girls I didn't need their help, but they'd already said they wanted to come. I couldn't think of a reasonable story to make them stay home and admittedly really didn't want to.
Kyle asked why Gray wanted us all there. I told him That Gray suggested it. I could see that nervous excitement on Kyle's face.
I put my arms around him. "I can see that nervous smile on my little cucky's face," I teased him. "What kind of naughty things are going through your head?"
"I just wonder what he'll make you do," he answered. "Will he again take you in another room and use you while we all wonder where you are?"
"Hmmm," I said and I rubbed his cock through his pants, "You seem to like that idea. What else?
"I am scared wondering what our daughters think," he said. I could hear the catch in his voice as he went on. "That fear in the pit of my stomach keeps me on edge every time he sees them or talks to them. I sit in my office with a hard cock wondering what they think.
"I saw that vendor yesterday. He said he enjoyed meeting you and would love to see you again. It was so polite, like you had lunch with him. That was just funny, but then I had to tell him I didn't make the rules, that Gray did, the look he gave me, made me feel like nothing, but left me hard as a rock."
I was rubbing his cock through his pants I could feel that it was hard. I knew with the right stimulation I'd make him cum.
"Do you think your daughters will find out?" I started. "How do you think they'd feel knowing their father was a cuck. That their father was letting, even helping, Gray fuck me."
I put my face next to his and whispered as I rubbed him, "Do you think they'd wonder if Gray was a better fuck than you?"
I then noticed Cammy coming down the stairs. I knew she saw us, he hadn't heard her yet. She couldn't see my hand on his cock. I put my face next to his and whispered, "What do you think little Cammy would say if she could see or hear us right now"
As if on cue, Cammie said' "Good morning," and seeing me so close to him, "I hope I'm not interrupting anything," she giggled.
I could feel Kyle's cock throb against my hand. His eyes close. He didn't say anything. I could feel the wetness spread across the front of his pants. I kissed him on the cheek and said, "You'd better go change."
Then I said good morning to Cammy, "Well, I wouldn't say interrupting, after all, we can whisper sweet nothings anytime we want."
"Yeah, I guess you can," she replied. Where's dad going?" she asked as he slipped by her.
"Oh, he has to change. He's got something on his pants," I said.
Cammy grabbed some coffee and sat down for breakfast. "We still going to Gray's tonight?" she asked.
"We don't have to. We could just set up tomorrow morning if you want." I replied.
"No tonight's good. Tam can help too. Do you think he'd let us swim after?" she asked.
I laughed, "I'm pretty sure that all you'd have to do is show up in bikinis and he'd make sure the pool was full and you could go swimming," I said.
Cammy pouted, "I think I've met Gray enough to know that he's seen plenty of girls in bikinis and one more isn't going to mean a whole lot. The only reason he even pays attention to us is you. If you weren't there, Tam and I and all our friends, in bikinis, would be of no interest to him."
I thought about it. She was right. They were all younger and prettier. They obviously liked his attention even though it was not sexual. Well, I didn't think they thought it was sexual. The only reason he was interested in them is because of what they meant to me.
Was that a limit he was pushing? How close I'd let him get to my children? I was generally very protective of them, but the other day Cammy's ass was on total display to Gray and I did not step in to help. What was more interesting to Gray? Cammy's ass or my lack of action? In fact, there was almost no conversation at all about the girls after they left.
"Oh, don't be silly, " I said. "He likes you girls. After all, he played with you in the pool."
"Pretty much like little girls," she said. "It was fun. He's big and can throw us like when we were little, but that's kind of what I mean. We're little girls to him. Back to what I said before, if it weren't for you, he'd pay no attention to us. If 5 girls, he did not know, looking like us, showed up at his door in bikinis asking to swim, he'd say no."
She had a point. I changed the subject. "Amber's going to be there too."
"Oh cool," Cammy replied "I've only met her twice. Is she nice?"
Let's see, in my last interactions she called me a slut, watched me blow her husband on FaceTime, fucked her husband while I watched and masturbated, made Kyle cum on my ass, and had me eat Gray's creampie out of her pussy.
Well, truth is, she was nice about it. "She seems very nice," I said.
We all went about our day. It was after dinner we were supposed to go to Gray's. What do I wear? I thought. I'm going with my daughters. I know Gray likes sexy. His wife will be there and so will the girls. I picked a light blue casual sundress. No sleeves, zippered in the back. It came down mid thigh and showed off my shape. A lacy thong, bra, and flats topped it off.
Cammy came out in a short denim skirt. Not unusual for girls her age but not much coverage. With it a short T down to about her Naval. Tam was wearing very short shorts. You could see a bit of the curve of her ass. And a tank top that came ½ down her ass. They had thrown their suits in a carry bag. They looked cute like normal cute teenagers.
I was wondering if they wore cute underwear. I was wondering why I even thought of that. I was wondering if Gray would find me sexy. Or them sexy.
Kyle received a text from Gray telling him to come too.
We arrived at Gray's house with bags of party decorations. Amber met us at the door. She looked hot as usual but this time it seemed she'd gone a little extra. She was wearing a very short pink skirt with 2 zippers, one in the front and in the back both went from top to bottom. The skirt hugged her ass. She wore it very low on her hips and it barely covered her ass. It had a matching bustier that also had a zippers down the back and front. She had the front zipper undone to an inch below her tits. Obviously not wearing a bra. You could see almost everything but the nipples. She was wearing low wedges.
She hugged each of the girls. As she did the skirt slid up and showed ½ her ass. You could see she was wearing a pink thong. When she ended the hug she pulled it back into place as if nothing happened. When she hugged me, I could see the girls watching. After she did she adjusted her skirt again.
She took Kyle's hand kissed him on the cheek and said, "Your wife and daughters are very beautiful." Then she looked at them again, "Actually, the 3 of them together are pretty sexy.
Amber walked around the dining room, living room and pool area telling the girls they could decorate anywhere they want.
The girls both asked where Gray was. She gave them a smile and said. I've been keeping him busy all afternoon. I think he's still catching his breath.
The girls laughed. Cammy said, "Must've been quite a workout."
Amber replied, "With a man like Gray you have to give it a lot."
The girls laughed again.
Let's get started with these decorations. We can send your mom up to see how he's doing in a little while.
The girls looked at each other, then at their dad. Kyle kind of looked at the floor. Finally he said, "Let's start."
With 4 of us working, and Kyle carrying anything heavy, set up was done in 30 minutes. Amber asked the girls if they wanted to go swimming. They both said yes. Pulled out their bathing suits and asked where they could change.
Amber said, "Right here is fine. It's just us girls." The girls eyes turned to Kyle.
"Oops," Amber giggled. "I forgot about him. Kyle why don't you and your wife go wake Gray."
We looked at each other and headed up the stairs. As we did I heard Amber say, "Wow, now that's a hot little body." I'm not sure to which one.
When we got upstairs to Gray's room the door was partly open. He saw us come up. "Come on in" he said. He was naked. His cock rock hard. Both Kyle and I looked at it. He looked out the window. The girls were heading for the pool.
"Pretty girls," he said to Kyle. "Do you ever think about their tits or asses?"
Kyle didn't answer right away. Gray laughed. "It's alright Kyle, they're hot girls."
Gray turned to me and said, "You don't mind if I think about their tits and asses, do you."
I didn't answer.
"Do you," he repeated.
The thought of him checking out my daughters was making me jealous. It was also making me hot. I was proud of them, and if this sexy man thought they were hot, then they were hot. Also, there was something very wrong about talking about them this way that was turning me on.
"No, I don't mind," I said.
"Good," said Gray as he looked out the window. Then without looking at Kyle he said, "Kyle, do me a favor and take your wife's panties off."
Kyle went to shut the door.
"Leave the door open," Gray said. "Just take her panties off and leave them on the floor."
Kyle pulled up my dress and did as he was told. Gray was still looking out the window. There was a dresser in front of the window. He pulled me in front of him and bent me over the dresser. I could see the girls in the pool. They looked at me and waved. Gray got behind me. He pulled my dress up over my ass and started playing with my pussy.
"Kyle, come over here," Gray said. "Stand next to your wife so you can see the girls."
I was wet. I knew Gray was going to fuck me and the suspense was killing me.
Gray positioned his cock against my pussy and slid right in. He pushed me forward. I moaned. The glass was closed so the girls couldn't hear me. Gray started slowly fucking me. Every Time the girls were looking away, he'd give me a few hard thrusts.
"So," he said to me. "You have 2 very hot girls."
"Yes I do," I replied.
"Do you think they've been fucked yet?" he asked. As he did he thrust all the way into me.
I moaned, "I don't know."
"Don't you think it would be fun to watch them fuck?" he said.
A vision of the girls on their backs being fucked slipped into my mind. I came, Gray felt it.
"What kind of a slut would like to watch their daughters fuck," he teased.
"Me," I said. He started pumping me harder. I was watching the girls and every once in awhile they'd look up and see Kyle and I in the window. I couldn't tell if they could see my movement.
"Tell me if Kyle is hard," Gray asked.
I reached down and rubbed Kyle's cock through his pants. He was hard. I told Gray.
"Kyle, pull it out. Let your wife jack you off while I fuck her."
Kyle pulled his cock out. I wrapped my hand around it.
"So Kyle, when was the last time you saw your girls tits?" Gray asked.
Kyle hesitated. Then told a story of how he'd been walking past Tam's room once. She hadn't closed the door all the way.
"So?" asked Gray. "You stood and watched?"
Kyle admitted he did. I was shocked.
"Did you jack off after?" Gray asked.
Kyle just nodded. At that moment the girls looked up and waved us down.
"Tell Kyle about your daughter showing off her ass the other day," Gray said,
I recounted the story.
"You liked that I saw it didn't you?" he asked.
I had liked it. As I thought about it I could feel my orgasm growing.
"Fuck yes, I liked it, I wanted you to see her ass, part of me wanted to strip her right there" I said breathlessly as my orgasm washed over me.
Kyle came at the same time. He shot his cum all over the dresser.
"Go clean that up," said Gray. Kyle headed for the hall closet for a washcloth.
As he was on his knees cleaning he had a perfect view of Gray's cock pumping my pussy.
I felt Gray stiffen. I knew he was about to cum. Instead of pushing into me he pulled out of me. He shot rope after rope on my ass. I was sure some got on my dress. As he came one of the girls yelled up the stairs. Are you coming? I came again. As best I could I said I'd be right down.
I went to clean up, but Gray stopped me. He obviously had a thing for me having cum on me. Truthfully. I liked it. I was beginning to hope he'd cum on me just so I could feel it on my skin.
I pulled my dress down and reached for my panties. Gray grabbed them. He threw on some board shorts and we headed downstairs. When we got there the girls yelled for me to come for a swim.
My suit was in my bag. Amber had it. She pulled the suit out.
I took it and said, "I'll go change."
Amber stood up. "Nonsense," she said. We're all grown ups just put your suit on."
She walked behind me and undid my zipper. The girls looked at each other and then watched me. Amber pulled the zipper all the way down. Then she pushed the dress off my shoulders to my waist. My bra was completely showing.
Then she pushed the dress to the ground.
Cammy laughed, "I didn't know mom went commando."
I blushed. I just stood there. Amber undid my bra. It fell to the ground. I stood there naked, in front of everyone. Just like in my fantasies. My pussy was soaking wet. My nipples hard. I hoped the girls didn't see the cum on my ass.
Gray held up my panties. "She doesn't always go commando. I talked her out of these inside. They're cute though," he said.
I was still standing there naked. I'd made no move to get dressed.
The girls climbed out of the pool. They looked at Kyle, Amber, Gray and me.
Amber looked at them, laughed, and said, "Well, doesn't seem to be any need for a bathing suit now."
The girls laughed and grabbed me to throw me in. Cammy grabbed my hand and pulled. Tam got behind me and pushed. It was then I remembered I had cum on my ass.
They pushed me in the pool, Tam held up her hand and said, "Geesh mom, what have you got on your ass."
I had no idea what to say.
Cammy then said, "Gray? How did you end up with mom's panties?"
"Your mom and dad were in my room. These were on the floor. I picked them up."
Cammy giggled.
Tam looked at her hands and said, "Ewwww."
Cammy let out a laugh.
Amber then unzipped her top, it hung open still covering her breasts. "Well?," she said. "Is it suits or no suits?"
Cammy peeled off her top and said, "I vote no suit." She dived in the pool.
Tam looked at Gray and said, "No suits sounds good to me." She looked at him as she took off her suit. Then she slowly walked to the pool and sat on the edge.
Amber laughed and said, "Good choice." She reached for the zipper behind her skirt. I had no idea why. There was one in front as well.
"Kyle," she said. "Would you be a good boy and help me with this zipper?"
Kyle undid the zipper and the skirt fell off. She then shrugged the top off and was standing there in a little pink thong. She shimmied out of the thong and handed it to Kyle. "Here, hold this," she said.
She walked to the edge of the pool and sat next to Tam and started talking. I had no idea what they were talking about. Every once in awhile they'd look at either Kyle or Gray.
About 3 minutes later Cammy yells, "Gray, aren't you coming in?"
Gray stood up, took off his shorts and that amazing cook came into view. Cammy stared open mouth. He was only semi hard. It wasn't sticking straight out but you could tell what it's possibilities were. Gray sat on the opposite side of Amber. Amber placed her hand on Gray's thigh. His cock twitched and expanded a bit more.
Amber said something to Tam. Tam looked at me, then at Gray, then at her dad. I had a sinking feeling in my stomach. At the same time I was anxious and on edge. I could feel the sexual tension in my body. Something was going on. They talked for a few minutes.
Then Tam slipped into the pool and swam up to me. "That wasn't dad's cum on your ass, was it? Dad was standing next to you the whole time wasn't he? Every time we looked up there we could see him."
It wasn't accusatory. It was just a question. I didn't answer. I could have denied it. I could have made a big scene and left. I didn't. I just stood there. I thought, now she knows, now she knows I'm a slut, now she knows Kyle is a cuckold. I had no idea what that would mean. Would she be angry with me? How could she respect me? The whole time I'm thinking this my pussy is burning. I just want Gray to fuck me so they can all be sure I'm a slut.
Cammy saw us talking. "What are you two so hush hush about?" she asked.
Tam and her swam away from me. Tam was talking to Cammy. Cammy, not as good with her feelings said, "No way." She looked at me, then at Kyle, then at Gray's cock. She giggled.
I had no idea what to do. I just stood there. Finally Amber called me over. I swam over standing in front of her and Gray. She stroked Gray's cock. It grew a bit more. I turned and looked at Cammy and Tam. They were staring in rapt fascination.
No one had to tell me what to do. I took Gray's cock in my mouth and started sucking it. It felt great. It felt good that the secret was out of the bag. They knew their mother was a slut, they knew Kyle was a cuckold. I felt like this is what I was born to do. I also felt deeply ashamed that my children now knew that I was a slut and Kyle a cuckold.
Tam wanted to test out what was going on. "Dad, she's really good at that, isn't she?" she asked.
Kyle nodded.
Tam went further. "So you like watching her do that, don't you?"
Kyle croaked a yes.
Tam asked Amber, "So is Gray her lover?" Meaning is Gray my lover.
Amber replied, "It's more complicated than that. Your mom likes losing control, doing what she's told. If Gray told her to fuck someone else she would. Try it. Tell her to do something."
Cammy and Tam talked. Then Tam said, "We've never seen someone fuck. Will she fuck Gray with dad watching."
"Of course," said Amber
With that Gray pulled me out of the pool and laid down on one of the big lounges. His cock was now at full mast. There was some precum on the tip. I wanted the girls to know what a slut I was. I ran my finger through the precum and then licked my fingers. God it tasted good. It tasted even better knowing I was being watched.
I straddled Gray. Amber grabbed his cock and ran it up and down my pussy to get it wet. It didn't take much to get him soaked. I couldn't take it any more. I wanted that cock in me. I wanted everyone to see what a slut I was.
Finally I said, "Stop teasing me. Give me that cock. You know I need it."
Amber guided into my pussy opening, I sat back and I let it fill me. As I did I shuddered and came. This was all too much. I started fucking that cock. I moaned with each stroke.
Cammy asked Amber, "Why do you let Gray fuck other women?"
"Amber laughed, "Are you kidding? Look how fucking hot that is. Tell me your pussy isn't wet just watching it."
Cammy still naked had her hand resting between her legs, she pulled it away embarrassed.
"See," laughed Amber. "And I know Gray. When he fills her with cum he'll have another load for me in 5 minutes"
The girls laughed. I was just fucking Gray's cock. I moaned as it entered me.



Cammy said, "Feel good mom?"
Her asking me.. I came. A guttural, "Fuck yes!" As my body shuddered.
Cammy laughed, wow you are a slut. Fucking Gray in front of us. What else will you do."
I started thinking of some of the stuff I'd done. I started fucking Gray harder. As I did I said, "Anything," and I came again.
Tam looked at Kyle, and asked Amber, "What does dad usually do?"
"Sometimes I let him jack off," said Amber. "I know he and your mom still fuck at home."
Finally I couldn't take any more. I started bouncing up and down on his cock as hard as I could. "Fuck me, fuck my cunt, give me that cum, show my babies what a slut I am."
I felt Grays cock stiffen. Don't know why, I pulled it out of me and jerked it a few times. Cum came shooting out. It hit me on the belly, my tits, my face. Rope like strings dripping down my body. As it hit me I came.
"Oh my god, I love your cum. I'm cumming. Fuck yes, I'm cumming."
As I calmed down I started rubbing the cum into my body. Over my tits and into my belly and in my pussy. I licked my fingers as did.
The girls watched amazed.
We rested for a while. Finally Amber said, "Unless you want to watch Gray fuck me it's time to go."
The girls and I started getting dressed. Tam looked at me and said, "Aren't you going to clean up first?"
I just looked at the ground, "Gray didn't say I could, he usually likes me to keep his cum on me when I go home."
The girls looked at Gray. He shrugged his shoulders, gave a big smile, and said, "What can I say. I think it's slutty. It turns me on."
The girls, looking at his face, couldn't help but laugh. He just said it so innocently.
Cammy chimed in, "Well, it is slutty. Kind of sexy too when you think about it."
As I was dressing Amber had an idea. "Hey slut, if you want to stay, you can eat Gray's cum out of my cunt when he's done."
The girl's mouths dropped open.
I was so embarrassed. What could the girls possibly be thinking. I knew they'd lost all respect for me. I wanted to say no, and yell at her for suggesting such a thing. What came out was, "May I?"
Amber told the girls to bring me some appropriate clothes when they came back for the party the next day.
I was just standing there, naked, I had no idea what to do. Kyle and the girls were getting ready to leave. I looked at the ground and said, " I'm sorry. I love you all dearly."
Kyle took me in his arms, hugged me, kissed me on the lips, and told me he loved me. "You are the sweetest, sexiest, woman I know. I'm glad you're my wife and the mother of my children. I love you and always will."
Amber kissed him on the cheek, "You are a dear, sweet, wonderful man," she told him.
The girls then each hugged me, told me they loved me, and they'd see me tomorrow."
As they were leaving Cammy said, "I kind of get it."
They left. I stood there naked, my pussy wet with anticipation.
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I woke up the next morning in Gray and Amber's bed. Amber in the middle. She was asleep, cuddled up with Gray. One leg thrown over his hip. Her face so close to his I'm sure they could feel each other's breath.
I got up to use the bathroom and they woke up. I looked in the mirror. I had cum on my face both her's and his. I asked Gray if I could shower. He said yes.
I jumped in the shower and started to wash. Amber opened the shower door, handed me a razor and said, "Here, you'll want this."
I washed and shaved under the hot water. As I shaved I thought about who would be touching my shaved body. I started thinking about that night. Neither Gray or Amber touched me. The night was really about them. They fucked like animals. I masturbated watching them. My job was to lick them clean when they were done.
After they fell asleep I had made myself cum one more time. In the shower, thinking about the night and the evening before, I let my fingers play with my pussy till I came. I thought I was going to fall. My knees buckled as an orgasm washed over me.
I wondered what the ramifications would be. Now the girls knew I'm a slut. That should have disgusted me, but it turned me on. They did not act with disgust. They still treated me and their father with love. Oh well, it was out. The only thing to do is see how it played out.
When I got out of the shower Gray was on top of Amber. They were making love. It was obviously between them, not something for me to interfere in. I went downstairs to get coffee.
The doorbell rang. It was, John, one of the guys we rode to the rally with. I was naked, but what the hell the guy had fucked me already. So I didn't see any need to get dressed and truthfully, after watching Gray and Amber fuck all night. I was ready for a good fucking.
I let him in. "Well, what a nice surprise. You look very fuckable. Did Gray use your slutty little cunt all night?"
"I wish," I said. "I got to watch him and Amber and lick them clean. I made myself cum at least 3 times."
"Well, I did come to ask Gray if he wanted to ride but if he's busy, fucking you would be fun. Let me just make sure that's ok with Gray.
"Hey Gray," he shouted. "Wanna go riding?"
I stifled a smirk.
"Can't," said Gray. "I'm busy."
"Mind if I fuck your slut then?" John replied.
God, I loved it when they talked about me like that.
"Go ahead," said Gray, "But call Kyle and let him know."
The whole exchange left me wet.
John looked at me. He laughed. "Well that's settled. Suck my cock while I call Kyle and tell him I'm going to fuck you."
That dirty feeling spread through my pussy. "Let me call," I said.
I got my phone and facetimed Kyle. Tam picked it up.
She started, "Hi mom, I'll get..." She looked at the screen. "Are you naked?"
John heard Tam's voice and looked at me questioningly.
"Yes, I am, don't forget to bring me something to wear. Is your dad home?"
"Sure mom, hold on." As she went to get Kyle, she asked, "Did you have fun with Gray and Amber last night?"
"None of your business," I replied.
She laughed, "I don't know. Gray looks like a great fuck," she said. She handed the phone to Kyle.
I told Kyle who showed up. They said hi to each other. I could see Tam in the background.
"He wanted to go on a ride with Gray, but Gray's busy. He wanted you to know he's going to fuck me instead."
Kyle turned to look at Tam. Tam was just watching him.
"Ok," said Kyle. "We'll meet you over there a little before the party."
"Sounds good," I said. Then I said, " See you then Tam."
She laughed, "Have fun slut."
I hung up and looked at John. I stood there naked. John said, "So, you're daughter knows?"
"Both of them," I said.
John just smirked, "Well slut. Suck my cock."
I got down on my knees and unzipped his pants . I pulled his cock out. It was ½ hard. I remembered it. Not as big and thick as Gray's but quite nice. I wrapped my lips around it and started sucking him.
My phone rang. It was Cammy facetiming me. I figured her sister told her. I answered. I had my face in the picture with my hand around John's cock. "What's up baby," I asked.
"Nothing special I just wanted to see," she said.
I turned the phone to John's face, then back to mine. I licked his cock and then took his cock in my mouth. "Happy?" I asked."
Cammy giggled, "Have fun slut, I'll see you soon."
She hung up. John was now rock hard. I started sucking him in earnest.
"So, your girls know that you've cuckolded their father." he said. It wasn't a question. More just a statement of fact.
I moaned when he said it.
"Oh, so the slut likes that her children know," he laughed.
"Please fuck me," I responded.
He pushed me on my back and placed his cock against my opening.
"Someone is pretty fucking wet," he said.
"Please fuck me. My cunt is soaked and needs to be filled."
He pushed his cock into me. Long slow strokes. I felt it as it slid in and out. It tugged on my clit with each stroke.
"God yes," I moaned. "I watched Gray and Amber fuck all night, I needed this cock."
"That Amber is hot as hell," John replied. "I think she may like to watch John fuck as much or more than he likes to fuck. She loves seeing how far a slut will go as much as he does." He started pounding me.
I started to cum, "Fuck me. Fuck me hard. Fuck me like a slut. Fill my cunt. Give me your cum."
All I wanted to do was cum. Every time I came, I wanted to again. I reached up grabbed my thighs and pulled my legs up and apart.
"Oh my god. Don't stop, fuck me harder. I'm cumming. God yes!" I screamed.
As I did I caught a glimpse of Amber watching. I came again.
John looked and saw Amber watching. Her legs were spread. One hand pulling at her nipples and the other on her pussy. John started to cum. I could feel the cum spurt inside me. I came again, and again, and again.
John pulled out. "Clean me off slut."
I knew the girls and Kyle would be there soon. I should put something on. I still had my bathing suit. I also had cum dripping down my leg. I should clean that off. I did neither. I made coffee.
Gray and Amber joined us. Gray in a pair of sweatpants. Amber in one of Gray's T shirts that barely covered anything. Amber offered breakfast. Everytime she leaned over while cooking her ass and pussy showed.
Besides the fact I was naked and had cum drying on me. It was a normal breakfast with friends. We mostly talked about the party,decorations, arrangements, food. That kind of stuff.
Breakfast was over and the party was at one. The kids and Kyle were coming at noon. That left me at least time for one more fuck. I asked Gray, "Can John fuck me again?"
Gray asked John, "Do you want to fuck the slut again?"
I looked at John. He turned his head to me. I actually think I gave him a look that said, "Please."
John was actually nicer this time. He smiled at me and said, "Yeah, I would enjoy a little more time with her."
Then he actually kissed me. It took me by surprise. Usually they just fucked me. The raw sexuality of just being fucked turned me on.
I pulled back and looked at him. I wasn't sure what to do instead I said, "I love Kyle." I guess I was afraid John was getting feelings for me.
John laughed, "Oh, I know that. The kiss was to tell you you're a good slut and a great fuck, and, when this is over. We'll still be friends if you want."
I never really thought about what would happen to these people when they were done with me. Just about Kyle and I, but the truth was this all started because we were part of a social circle. It's been secret from them, but we are all in the same circle.
"Now," he said. "Get on your knees and get that ass in the air."
I did as I was told. I spread my legs a bit to make sure he had easy access. Once again he rubbed his cock against my pussy lips to get his cock wet so it easily slide into me. It didn't take much these days. I was in a state of almost perpetual arousal. I had my first orgasm just from hi rubbing the head of his cock against my clit. As soon as he felt my body shudder he rammed his cock into my cunt. I was so wet he just sunk right in. I came again as his balls slapped against me.
I moaned. "Oh my god, fuck me. God I love cock."
Amber came up to me and slapped my ass. I loved the sharpness of the sting next to the slow build up in my pussy.
"That's it slut," she said. "Take that cock. Fuck him good. Cum all over him."
I wanted her to slap me again. It felt good. I was embarrassed to say it, but finally my urges won out.
Oh god, fuck me harder, give it to me. Slap my ass." There, I said it.
"So, the little slut wants her ass slapped?" Amber said to no one in particular.
I could feel my my face turning red. I was embarrassed. I could also still feel the hotness of the slap on my skin. It was starting to diminish. I wanted to feel it again.
"Yes, slap my ass. Fuck me while you spank me. Turn my ass pink." I said.
Amber slapped me again, and again. I could feel the sting of each slap creating the heat that radiated to my pussy.
It wasn't enough. I wanted more cock. Gray was on the couch. I moved so my have ad was positioned in front of him. Amber was next to him.
"I want him to fuck my mouth," I said to Amber.
Amber reached over and pulled Gray's semi hard cock out of his sweat pants.
"Here you go slut. Suck on this," she said.
I took Gray's cock in my mouth and felt it grow as I sucked it.
The feeling of a cock in my cunt and one in my mouth again made me cum. I loved having more than one man fucking me.
I took my mouth off Gray's cock. I looked at Amber and said, "God, I love cock. Having two at once is so fucking amazing." I came again as I wrapped my lips back around Gray's cock.
Amber got out her phone. "How about a picture for cucky?" she said. As she took them I came again.
Amber said to John, "Let her ride you."
John laid on the floor cock sticking straight up. I climbed over him. Amber grabbed his cock and longed it up with my pussy. I lowered myself on it. I a me when I had it all in me.
John pulled me to him. My tits pressed against his chest. He pulled me forward and back on his cock. He was doing all the work moving my body like it was weightless.
As I lay there letting the sensations overwhelm me I felt a finger trace its way from my pussy to my asshole. It wasn't John. Both his hands were on my waist pulling me back and forth. I was so wet my juices were dripping out of my pussy. Gray was too far away to reach me. It must have been Amber. As she spread my pussy juices around my ass she slid the tip of her finger into my ass.
The only ass play I'd ever had was the other day when Gray's neighbor Sean stuck his thumb in my ass. Now Amber was playing with it. I liked the feeling. I felt full. I felt tight. I wondered if I could get a cock in my ass. I thought about how thick a Gray was. I wondered if I could take him.
I then felt something cold on my ass. I guessed right away it was lube. Was Amber lubing my ass up for Gray? I'd never had anal sex. Never mind being double penetrated while being fucked by John.
As she spread the lube it started to warm up. Instead of one finger she was now probing my ass with two fingers. I then felt three. I tried to relax my muscles. John held me still. With his cock deep inside my pussy he held me against his chest.
Then Amber whispered in my ear, "Relax, just breathe slow, you are not going to believe how good this feels.
Gray placed the head of his cock against my ass. I relaxed I could feel the tip starting to spread my ass. I thought of his cock. I knew once the tip was in the rest would be easy. The thought comforted me and helped me relax more. It started to hurt. I gave a sharp intake of breathe. Gray stopped and let me adjust to his cock. It only took s few seconds. Again he slowly pushed in. I could tell the whole head was inside me. He was still going slow, but it was easier now.
I moaned. I lay my head on John's chest. He wrapped his fingers in my hair as if to hold me down. I couldn't move anyway. Was just laying there. I felt full. I felt, well, I can't really describe it. I felt like my entire body had one big cock in it. I felt his balls against my ass. I knew he was all the way in.
With John still holding me still Gray started to slowly fuck my ass. As he did I came. I'm sure John could feel my hot juices envelop his cock as a shudder ran through my body. I could feel the two cocks slide against each other through the thin membrane between them. As Gray slowly fucked me John started sliding me up and down on his cock. Again I came. It wasn't your usual orgrasm. Thus was waves of electricity shooting through my body.
Somewhere in the back of my mind I heard the doorbell ring. I didn't even look. It didn't matter. I was in heaven.
Then I heard Amber's voice, "Hi Kyle you guys are early."
Guys?
Kyle responded in a low, somewhat embarrassed voice, "After Tam talked to her mom on the phone, the girls wanted to get here early."
I turned my head to look. Kyle was standing there looking at the ground. Cammy and Tam were looking at me, mouths open, eyes wide. The thought of them all looking at me was too much. I came again.
"Oh my fucking God," I practically screamed. "I'm cumming. Jesus yes. I feel so full."
I was so embarrassed and so turned on. I heard Tam say to Cammy, "I've never had my ass fucked. Never mind DP."
The thought of Tam fucking gave me one more orgasm.
As I spasmed, so did Gray. could feel his body shudder as the cum hit the inside of my ass. It felt amazing. As he came it must have triggered John as I felt his cock pulse and jets of hot cum fill my pussy.
I collapsed on John's chest. I was breathing heavy and covered with sweat. I just lay there.
Gray finally pulled out. His partially deflated cock just hanging there. "I'm going to shower," he said. He headed to his room.
I lifted myself off of John. Cum leaked out of my pussy and ass. I looked at Amber. I was not sure what to do. I was completely embarrassed but that embarrassment kept my body on a sexual high.
Amber very sweetly said, "Why don't you go shower too. Gray owes you a nice hot shower."
I went to Gray's room. He saw me standing outside the shower. He took my hand and helped me in then he lightly scrubbed my back and washed me all over. It felt great. Every muscle in my body felt weak. When he was done he wrapped a towel around me and laid me on the bed.
"Take a nap," he said. "We'll come get you for the party.
I fell asleep immediately.
Amber woke me up. "Guests are starting to arrive," she said.
I sat up and looked around. I wasn't sure what to do. I didn't have any clothes. Did Gray want me at the party like this? Part of me said OK, got embarrassed, and excited by the thought. Part of me thought, would the girls want this? Is this over the line? There were 12 people invited. Did Cammy want them to know?
I knew some of them. Some graduated with Cammy, some the year before. Of the kids that graduated with Cammy, she was the youngest. This was the last party before they head off to school. There were 5 guys invited. I knew 3 pretty well. My mind wandered. These boys had chiseled hard thin bodies. I'd never thought of them sexually. Was I supposed to go to the party naked and let them?
I don't know if Amber knew what I was thinking, but she handed me a small bag. The bag had a bikini and a coverup. I thanked her. I looked in the bag. This was not a bikini I owned. It still had the tags on it. I did not recognize the shop.
I started to put it on. It was a string bikini with little clasps on each side. The clasps look like those on many front clasp bras, except they were hold. The top clasped in front also.
The bottoms barely fit me. It wasn't a thong but, I was sure, if I moved it would slide up my ass. I spent a lot of the day adjusting them. The top covered my tits but clasped about an inch under them. This was meant to show off my body.
There was also a white, see through wrap in the bag. I put it on. Well, I thought, at least I'm covered.
I went down to greet the guests. The guys did check me out and truthfully I enjoyed it but I wasn't outrageously dressed. Amber was showing as much skin and so were most of the girls.
When I got to the party Amber and Tam were sitting and talking. Amber got up, greeted me and asked if she could get me anything. The party went fine. Everyone was having fun. Amber and I were helping serve. Kyle sat in a chair just watching. After awhile I noticed Gray was missing and so was Tam.
Of course my first thought was Gray had somehow convinced Tam to fuck him. Then I tried to think of other reasons. Maybe she was in the bathroom and he went to the store to stock up on ice. Even as I thought that I knew it wasn't true. I was sure Gray was somewhere fucking Tam.
I went looking for them. It wasn't hard. They were in Gray's room lying on the bed. Tam was still in her bikini. Gray in his board shorts.
Gray saw me first. "Come in," he said. We've been waiting for you.
I looked at them. Gray had an arm around Tam. Just like he used to put his arms around me. That I own you kind of style.
"Come join us," he said.
My mind was racing. Did I want this? This would be slutty. Total slut. Tam seemed to be waiting. I wondered if my girls had the same desire to show off as I did. The thought of how taboo this would be went through my mind. I felt that familiar wetness in my pussy.
I looked at Gray and said, "No, I can't."
Truthfully, I could live with being with my daughter sexually. I loved her, I could picture it. But if that were ever happen, I'd want it to be a loving thing, between me and her. Not something Gray made me do.
"I'm sorry Gray, I can't," I said.
Gray didn't argue. He stood up and put his arms around me. He kissed me on the forehead and said, "OK."
I burst into tears. He just held me. It will be OK," he said.
He nodded to Tam. Tam slipped out of the room and rejoined the party.
"Come on," said Gray. "Let's go wash your face and then rejoin our guests."
It took me about five minutes to compose myself and get cleaned up. Gray and I joined the party together. I kissed him on the cheek, then I went over and kissed Kyle on the cheek. I sat at the bottom of Kyle's lounge chair and took his hand.
Amber went over to Gray and put her arm around him. She looked at me and smiled.
The rest of the party I waited on Kyle or sat with him. Cammy and Tam came over a few times to tell us what fun they were having and to thank us for the party.
The party wound down and it was time to leave. Amber kissed me on the cheek and said she hoped she'd see me again. Gray hugged me. The girls got in the car.
Gray kissed my forehead and said, "I told you you'd say no."
Kyle looked at me. "I think it's time to get back to normal," I said. "I don't know what normal is anymore, but it's between you, me, and the girls I think."
Then I asked him, "Are you ready for it to be over?"
Kyle hugged me, "It was a huge thrill watching you. It was the hottest thing I ever saw, but also the hardest thing to watch. I love you, we've done this, I don't need it anymore. There are some things I want to keep from this though. I think you and I can work out the balance."
Kyle and I continued to ride with the group. Kyle was also invited on Gray's smaller rides. If interested he went. If not, he was fine. I rarely went with him. No one ever mentioned what had happened unless Kyle or I brought it up.
One day, on a ride with the big group, I saw Gray talking to a new couple. He put his arm around her shoulder. I just watched and as I did, two of the other women in the group came up to me.



"What do you think," one said. "Should we warn her?"
I looked at them with incredulous eyes. They both shrugged. We looked at the couple again. Gray had his arm around her waist and the other around the guy's shoulders. They were all laughing.
I turned to the two women and we started talking about something other than Gray.
*****
Author's note.
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I know I didn't do this right. I probably wouldn't do it again, but this is how it happened and was probably the most likely result under any circumstance.
Jim and I had been married 21 years. At the time Jim would have told you it was a great 21 years. I would have said so too, but I'd have been lying. Marriage was what I expected. My parents were married for 50 years. I don't really remember them being affectionate towards each other. That was where we were.
He and I dated for 12 months before we got engaged and we were married 3 months later. He was a good looking, hard working man. He was forceful and opinionated in the way he talked and acted, at the time I saw it as a strength and not a detriment.
Jim had a good government job and provided us a nice middle class life. We weren't rolling in money, but we'd just paid off our mortgage early, we could afford new cars every 5-6 years, we had money for the girls college, and could splurge on a nice vacation every other year. We had Jim's pension and did good enough in savings that we had some investments and owned 2 rental houses.
We had our girls and things went along normally. I settled into marriage. I was a stay at home mother. I raised my kids, kept house, and made dinner. Our marriage was what I thought marriage was. Actually what we both thought it was.
We had friends, mostly my friends, parents of kids my kids went to school with. We were invited to BBQs and sometimes went out with other couples. His friends were a few guys he worked with and one or two of the husbands in our group. The girls got older and after the girls were 16 I took a part time job working in a small boutique owned by a friend. Life went on.
During this time Jim put on about 40 lbs. I kept my figure. I was proud of it. I hit the gym 2-3 days a week, did weights, and swam. At 5'4, 130, shoulder length auburn hair, I still turned a head or two. I was always mistaken for being in my 30s. When the girls hit high school, every once in awhile they would mention that a friend thought I was hot. Their girl friends would often tell me I was pretty. In our social circle there were a few of us wives who kept their figure, but most hadn't.
During our marriage one thing bothered me often. We didn't really communicate. Jim lectured. I did what was needed to manage the house. Jim was opinionated and very judgemental. What seemed strong when I was young, became just obnoxious as I got older. His opinion was right and anyone who disagreed was stupid. It made me sad when he went off. Some of the topics were interesting or, if it was about things that happened in our social group, I would have liked to have been part of a discussion. It was always Jim lecturing.
it was always something. When a local boy got arrested for pot, Jim railed about it being his parents fault and that they were bad people who couldn't control their child.
He'd say, "I would show that kid what for and he would never do that again," or, "I'd throw that kid out. See how much pot he can afford on his own."
Then he'd look at me and say "It's a good thing we raised our girls right. They would never do such a thing."
I wouldn't reply. He wasn't looking for a reply he was just lecturing. I'd laugh inside since I was pretty sure our girls now 18 and 19 had smoked pot once in awhile when they were in high school.
When a neighbor's girl got pregnant. He would go on about how his girls knew that they shouldn't have sex at that age and how their parents couldn't control her. Why were they letting her date that boy anyway. He'd say he would have slapped the kid and sent him running or scared him with his gun. How he'd use his gun to force the kid to, "Do the right thing."
All the while I'd be thinking about how I'd put the girls on the pill at 16 after having long discussions with them.
These lectures would go on for days. As long as the topic was a hot part of the neighborhood or work gossip he would go on.
The worst rants were when someone's marriage ended or was in trouble. Our group like any other had its share of couples with problems. He would throw blame everywhere.
"He's such a wimp. He doesn't know how to handle his wife."
"She was always a bitch."
"She's just a whiner."
"He's an ass."
In almost every case of divorce the man moved out.
"I wouldn't move out. It's my house. Why should I be the one to move?"
Sometimes he'd go on about their sex life.
"I bet that guy couldn't satisfy her. She needs a real man," or, "She's frigid, I bet she barely has sex him him. I would leave too."
One time a woman took her husband back after he cheated. They'd stayed together. He'd go off about once a cheater always a cheater and how stupid it was to take the loser back.
It was funny and maddening to hear this. Our sex life was what I expected. We'd have sex 2-3 times a month. If I was lucky I'd have an orgasm during sex about once a month. We had 2 positions. Him on top, me on top. When home alone, I had a vibrating friend I visited at least 3-4 times a week.
We didn't do oral. Funny thing, I would have, I probably would have done a lot of things. He just never asked, I never offered.
There wasn't a lot of romance or lead up to sex. No playful teasing. No hugs during the day. No making out on the couch. In fact, we rarely kissed anymore. Quick kisses hello goodbye. To initiate sex, He might roll over in bed, slide his hands up my chest and play with my breasts, and say "How 'bout it," or maybe, "How 'bout a back rub."
I never said no. I mean he never asked when I was sick or on my period, so for the most part I had no reason to say no. Plus, I liked sex. More would have been good, if it were accompanied by some flirting or romance.
My fantasies with my vibrator ranged from a romantic strong man winning my heart and taking me, to being picked up in a biker bar and used. He would die if he knew my fantasies or even that I had a vibrator.
So, given all this it often tied my stomach up to hear him talk about others like that.
At parties or get togethers he'd go off when he had an audience. Most people would either not respond or stand there nodding their heads in silence. He took this as agreement and would go on with his rant.
He of course didn't see any of this. In his eyes he had the perfect marriage and life and I'm think to the outside world it looked that way. I often wondered how they talked about us when we weren't there. Not expecting anything different, I didn't complain.
On the other hand. I would talk to the wives. We were friends. We'd chat online, text, they'd visit the boutique. We stayed in touch. I would always hear at least the wife's side of the story. I held the mother whose daughter got pregnant. I'd talked for hours with the woman whose husband left her. Most stories were sad, complicated, and not simplistic to deal with as Jim would think. They made me think about the communication in my marriage.
I think the one that finally set me off was when one of my friends had an affair. Afterwards they had stayed together and worked it out. She told me all about it. She wasn't proud of it. Her husband was not a bad man. He just wouldn't listen to her. She felt smothered and lost and she felt she was losing herself. They'd tried counseling, but he was convinced it was her. It wasn't till the affair that he was shocked into paying attention. He didn't want his current life or his marriage to disappear. They started working on it together.
Jim went on for months about how he'd never have stayed, that she was a slut. How he would have beat up her, or him, or both of them. He claimed he would kill one of them. He said he'd divorce her and take everything they had. The rant would change but he'd still rant.
Everytime he saw one of them, or saw them together he would start again. He'd call her a cheating bitch, and him a wuss. It was a lot to hear.
The second thing that happened was on one of our nights out. We were sitting in a pub type restaurant and I noticed a couple sitting at the bar. They weren't really talking. I don't even think Jim noticed. I watched for a while. Soon another guy came into the bar. He sat down next to her but leaving a respectful seat between them.
After a little while the woman and the guy started talking. He talked to the man the woman was with also, but mostly the woman. They became engaged in conversation. Then he moved from his one seat away right next to the woman. It was about then Jim noticed.
"Look at that," he said. "It looks like he's hitting on her. If that were me I'd tell the guy to take a hike."
"Why?" I asked. "They're just talking." I knew it was a mistake as soon as I said it.
"Why's he talking to her?" he started. "She's obviously with that other guy. Most guys don't talk to women unless they're hitting on them."
He went on about how disrespectful it was and how he'd punch the guy out and drag his girlfriend out of there. He'd make sure she didn't disrespect him again. I just listened to him rant.
I just listened. There was no use in saying anything.
One Saturday night it came to a head.
Jim had invited 3 guys he worked with over to play cards. I'd met the guys and I didn't mind. They were nice enough. They were polite to me and it was Jim's home and he was welcome to have his friends here.
The night started out normally. I welcomed the guys and got some snacks. They sat around the table talking and playing cards while I went in the other room to watch TV. It wasn't a party or anything. No one drank to excess. I was meeting people so, of course, I had on a nice pair of jeans, brushed my hair, and a little makeup, but nothing I wouldn't wear to the grocery store.
Generally I could hear what the guys were saying. I usually didn't pay attention, this time, one of the guys, Enrique, started talking about a friend of his who was getting divorced. He had to pay alimony and child support and was struggling to get back on his feet. The ex wife already had a boyfriend and they were moving in together into her, their, old house with her kids.
That set Jim off. He retold the story of our friend. He went on about how he would have beat the new boyfriend silly and have tossed her out of the house. I listened to this story again. I don't know why, something just hit me.
I didn't really have a plan. I went in the kitchen. Jim, Frank, Lloyd, and Enrique were all playing cards.
"Whatchya talking about," I asked sounding innocent. I knew, but I wanted them to tell me.
Jim jumped in. He told me Enrique's story about his friend. Then he went on and retold the story about our friends. He went on about what he would do to whom and how. The parts about hitting the guy or the wife really bothered me.
I couldn't listen anymore. I don't know what possessed me. I sat down on Frank's lap, put my arms around his neck and asked, "So if I did this you'd hit me?"
"Cut it out," he said. "Of course not. Get off his lap."
"What would you do if I kissed him on the cheek?" I kissed Frank on the cheek. "Would you hit me? Or Frank?"
"Lisa, cut it out. You're making a scene. Get off his lap," Jim said. He wasn't shouting but he was getting agitated.
"Ok," I flirted. I kissed Frank on the cheek and said, "I'm sorry, I don't want Jim to hit us."
I should have stopped but I didn't. I went and sat on Enrique's lap and put my arms around him. Enrique looked past me at Jim. I don't think he knew what to say.
"What about now?" I said to Jim. "Would you really hit me?"
"Get off his lap Lisa. You're being ridiculous. Cut it out." He was starting to raise his voice.
I got up and sat back on Frank's lap. This time I kind of bent over so my ass was pointing right at Frank giving him a great view. Then I sat back on his lap and stretching up put my arms around his neck. Frank put his arms around my waist.
"Lisa, the jokes over. Stop it. You're making people uncomfortable."
I looked over my shoulder at Frank. I wiggled my ass a bit in his lap. "Frank," I said. "Am I bothering you?"
Frank laughed, "Well, not in the way Jim means."
Enrique and Lloyd laughed. I looked at them.
"Am I bothering you guys?"
Now Jim was mad. His face was getting red. "Guys, I think the party's over. I don't know what she's doing, but I think you should go."
I got off Frank's lap and, standing, I put my arms around Lloyd's neck. My ass was practically in Frank's face.
"Lloyd? Am I bothering you?" I purred.
Lloyd laughed, "You can bother me like that all you want."
I started to realize Jim's friends did not respect Jim as much as he thought they did. Jim always thought everyone respected and looked up to him.
I kissed Lloyd on the cheek. Pretty close to his lips.
Jim was sputtering. "That's enough. Guys, get out. Lisa, go upstairs."
The guys started to get up. I pushed my ass closer to Frank's face, waved it a bit and kissed Lloyd on the side of his mouth.
"Do you guys want to go?" I pouted. "It's my house too, I'm kinda having fun."
They all sat back down.
"See Jim, they want to stay." I walked over to Enrique, bent over, and with my ass in Lloyd's face kissed Enrique actually on the lips.
"See, they want to stay," I again said to Jim.
I don't really know why I kept pushing it. Pent up anger? Whatever it was, I was having fun. Also, I have to admit, being such a flirt, the way the guys were reacting to me, and defying Jim was turning me on a bit. Ok, more than a bit.
Jim was pissed. "Get out! All of you!" he shouted.
I sat down on Enrique's lap and kissed him on the lips. No tongue, just a kiss. I looked at Jim and said, "It's my house too and I'm having fun. I want them to stay."
Then to Lloyd I said, "You guys are having fun, aren't you?"
Enrique laughed and said, "I am."
Frank also laughed, "Well, I don't know Enrique seems to be having all the fun."
I crooked my finger at Frank and beckoned him over. Frank stood up and came over to me. I put my arms around him and kissed him. I was still sitting in Enrique's lap, I felt one of his hands slip to my ass. Jim couldn't see it. I kind of wiggled my ass into it. Enrique had his other arm around me.
I hadn't really expected to go this far but I was getting turned on and I was enjoying Jim's growing discomfort. Not because I liked that he was jealous. I liked that he felt he was losing control and that I was making it happen. I even liked the feel of Enrique's hand on my ass.
I parted my lips when I kissed Frank. I felt his tongue against my lips.
"This is my last warning," Jim growled. "Stop acting like a slut."
My arms around Frank and sitting on Enrique's lap I looked around at the guys and said, "You don't think I'm slutty do you?"
"That's enough," Jim bellowed.
He grabbed my arm and pulled me off Enrique's lap. My arms were around Frank's neck so it pulled him forward as well. I struggled to get out Jim's grasp. He was hurting me.
"Let go," I hissed. I was mad. It was my fault, I did this, still I was mad.
"I'm not letting you go until you behave and stop acting like a cheap slut," he said.
I struggled some more, "Cheap slut? I'll show you cheap slut. Maybe one of these guys could make me cum more than 6 times a year than your little cock can."
I don't know where that came from, but I said it.
Whap! He slapped me across the face.
Frank pushed him away from me. Jim let go of me. He turned to Frank and tried to punch him. Frank tackled him and grappled Jim to the ground. They crashed into a cabinet and knocked it over breaking a vase and a few other things. Now Jim was fighting. Enrique and Lloyd stood up and helped Frank hold Jim down. I dialed 911.
When they answered I told them my husband just hit me. They asked if I was safe. I said yes, there were some friends here restraining him.
Our town is not crime ridden. Two police cars were at my door in about three minutes. The cops took Jim outside and asked what was going on. The door was open. I could see him on the lawn, I told them we were having fun, I was picking on Jim a bit and He lost his temper and hit me.
I could hear Jim telling the cops the whole story. I couldn't hear most of it, but when he said things like 'being a slut' or 'the little whore' he turned his head and raised his voice so I could hear him.
After hearing Jim's story the cops came back they asked me about it. I confirmed it was true. However everyone, including Jim, agreed that he hit me.
In our state we have mandatory arrest with domestic abuse cases. Jim was put in handcuffs and walked to a car.
"You fucking slut," he yelled. "We're through. I don't ever want to see you again."
I stood at the door. I watched him. He gave me a last look as he got in the car. I don't know why. I brought up my hand and in the way little kids wave, I waved and said, "bye bye."
I watched the car drive away. I was all wound up. I was mad, I was anxious, scared, and a little elated.
The guys all made ready to leave.
"You guys don't have to leave," I said.
I'm not sure how they took that. I said it because I didn't want to be alone, but given what was going on before all this, they may have taken it differently.
Frank cleaned up the broken vase. Enrique stood up and came up behind me. He put his arms around my waist. "We'll stay as long as you want," he said.
His arms felt good wrapped around me. I sighed and leaned my head against his chest. It felt good. I hadn't been in another man's arms for 23 years. I just stayed there rocking for a minute or two, then looking at the other two guys I said, "Thank you."
"Don't mention it," said Frank. "It was our pleasure." Then he added, "Besides, we were having a great time till then."
I smiled, "Yeah we were, weren't we," I said using a pouty 'Why did he spoil it' tone of voice.
The guys laughed.
The tension over the incident started to dissipate. I offered to get everyone a drink.
As I brought the drinks over Enrique raised his glass and said, "Cheers to our sexy bartender."
"Ooo, sexy, I like that," I replied. I did like it. After that crap with Jim it was nice to hear something nice about me. I tried to remember the last time Jim actually complimented me. He was polite enough, and nice enough, but he never really complimented me.
Frank said. "We like that you're sexy too."
I kissed him on the cheek. "I'm glad you think so,"
"Hey," said Enrique. "I think you're sexy too. Do I get a kiss?"
"Of course," I said and gave him a kiss on the cheek as well.
"Hmmmph," he grumped. "The last one was better."
I laughed. "Ok, let's see what I can do," I leaned back in to kiss him on the lips.
I wasn't going for a big make out. I honestly just thought a kiss on the lips. As the kiss started I felt his hand come to the back of my head. His fingers spread through my hair. I let out a small, "Mmmm." My lips parted as I kissed him. I admit. It felt good. I forgot how much I liked kissing.
When we were done, I giggled and said, "That better?"
"Much," he said.
Frank cleared his throat with a big smile on his face.



"Oh," I said with a laugh. "I suppose you two want one too now."
"God yes," said Frank. "What kind of idiot wouldn't?"
I laughed, "Well, who can refuse logic like that."
I leaned in to kiss Frank. Instead he stood up and pulled me in his arms. This time there was no tentative kiss. It was full on make out right from the start. It felt good. As I kissed Frank I thought about the guys. There was nothing special about them. Enrique was in his 30s. About 5'10". Lloyd in his late 40s about 5'10" also. Frank was in his low 40s about 6'. All of them were slightly overweight but didn't have guts.
Lloyd and Enrique both stood up. For a few minutes they passed me from one to the other kissing me. I was loving it. Then, while I was kissing Frank, one of the guys got behind me and he slid his hands under my top and cupped my breasts over my bra.
I turned my head to look at him. It was Enrique. I looked at his face. It seemed to me the moment stopped. I realized that this was a decision moment. If I let this happen all 3 of these guys were going to fuck me. If I was going to stop it, now was the time. I thought about Jim. A sense of freedom came over me.
Looking over my shoulder I gave Enrique a serious look, "I guess Jim was right," I said.
"Right about what?" he said.
I smiled at him. I'd made my decision. "That I'm a slut."
Enrique leaned over my shoulder and kissed me. His hands pushed my bra up over my tits as he cupped them with his hands and rubbed my nipples. I sighed into his mouth.
Frank's hands dropped to the bottom of my top. He grabbed it and pulled it up over my head. I raised my arms up to make it easier. Without my top my bra was pushed up and you could see nipples. Enrique's hands had cupped my breasts. Frank leaned down and sucked one of nipples into his mouth.
God that felt good. I let myself go to the feeling. I felt Enrique undo my bra in the back. I again raised my arms so he could get it off easily. When I brought my arms down I put my hands on Frank's head and pulled it into my breast. I let out a moan.
"God, that feels so good," I sighed.
Lloyd was standing and watching.
My full bad girl came out. I looked at Lloyd and said, "I've got another one."
Lloyd smiled. He sat in the chair next to me and played with my other nipple. Then he took it in his mouth. I felt sexy, I felt naughty, I felt dirty, I felt hot. I could feel the wetness between my legs.
As they sucked on my nipples I felt Enrique reach for the buttons on my jeans. I did a quick review of what he might find. I was at the gym swimming this morning so I shaved my legs and trimmed my pubic hair. So I was good there. I was wearing my good jeans, so bonus, I was wearing a thong, no panty lines.
Knowing I was safe down there I relaxed and just let it happen. I felt the button come loose and my zipper go down. His hand pressed against my belly and slid down to my pussy. The anticipation was killing me. As soon as his fingers slid across my clit I moaned. I widened my stance a little to give him better access. His fingers found my slit. They lingered there. The tip of his middle finger sliding inside of me. I moaned again.
I felt him pull his hand out of my pants. I groaned in protest. Frank and Lloyd were still kissing my neck, chest, and playing with my tits. Enrique brought his fingers to his mouth and sucked on them.
"Mmmm, good," he said.
Oh my god. Did he just taste my pussy? No one ever did that before. The 'Mmmm, good' was a turn on. I could feel myself getting wetter.
His hands went to the waistband of my jeans. He pushed my jeans and panties down over my hips and ass. I felt more exposed than I had in my whole life. My embarrassment added to my excitement. Enrique's hand returned to my pussy. He played with my clit. I let out a sigh, I leaned back against him and tried to spread my legs as far as possible. The jeans around my thighs restricted me.
I pushed my pussy into his hands. I felt his finger inside me. Then two fingers. It was amazing. Jim might touch me to see if I was ready for him, but he never really concentrated on pleasuring me with his fingers.
I heard Lloyd say, "I think we need to be more comfortable."
Frank scooped me up in his arms and carried me upstairs. He laid me on the edge of my bed with my legs off the edge. He knelt down beside the bed between my legs and pulled my jeans and panties off. He stayed on his knees, my legs spread. Except for my doctor no one had ever been that close to my pussy. I kind of knew what he was going to do next, but was apprehensive.
Ok, I was apprehensive till his tongue touched my pussy. Maybe it's just because I didn't know any better but Frank was amazing. His tongue lightly swirled around my clit. He licked my pussy lips lightly sucking on them.
I reached down and grabbed his head. I pulled it into me. I was loving it.
"Oh my god, yes, don't stop, it feels so good," I moaned.
Then his lips encased my clit. He lightly sucked on it. I closed my eyes and came with a loud moan.
He didn't stop, he again used his tongue all around my pussy. I came again. This time I let out an "Oh my god. That's amazing."
I had forgotten Lloyd and Enrique were in the room. As Frank was making me cum, they had undressed. Their hard cocks were standing at attention. They climbed on the bed on either side of me. I reached out and took both their cocks in my hands. They felt heavy. I didn't have a lot to compare them with. I'd been with 2 boys before Jim (I made a mental note that tonight I was doubling my number.) and I can barely remember their faces, never mind their cocks. I was too shy to look back then. I could compare them to Jim. Both were thicker and longer. I enjoyed the way they felt in my hands as I lightly stroked them.
Enrique brought his cock close to my face. He put his hand over mine and placed his cock on my lips. I had never given a blow job. I knew what they were, but the idea of being bad at it scared me.
Shyly I said, "I've never done this before."
Enrique chuckled. He stroked my hair and said, "What, fucked 3 guys at once, or sucked cock."
I laughed, "Neither you jerk."
Then sweetly he said, "It's ok, we'll be gentle. We'll show you. Open your lips."
I opened my mouth and felt the head of his cock between my lips. I encircled it all trying not to bite it. There was a drop of precum on the tip. I tasted it with my tongue. I liked it.
Using his hand on mine, he showed me how to stroke his cock while I sucked it. I was getting into it.
Right then I felt the head of a cock against my pussy. Frank had undressed and was standing between my legs, holding them open, with his cock at the entrance to my pussy. He rubbed the head up and down my slit. From the opening to my clit. Every time the head stroked my clit I sucked in air around the cock in my mouth.
I knew Frank was going to enter me. I wanted it. I pushed my hips against his cock trying to suck it in. He teased me a bit. Finally I could not take it. I pulled Enrique's cock out of my mouth and said, "God dammit! Fuck me already!"
As soon as I said the words he pushed his cock into me. It slid right in. I felt full. He was definitely bigger than Jim. When he was completely in me I moaned. As I did Enrique slipped his cock back in my mouth.
It took a minute but I started getting the rhythm of being fucked while sucking cock. I felt, well, I felt a lot, it was all good. I still had a hand wrapped around Lloyd's cock. I heard Lloyd say, "It's my turn to fuck her mouth."
I don't know why but hearing the words 'It's my turn' set me off. I came with a loud moan letting Enrique's cock fall from my lips. Lloyd immediately placed his against my lips. Still stroking Enrique's cock I guided Lloyd's into my mouth. It felt different, tasted a bit different but I still loved it.
As I was sucking both Lloyd and Enrique played with and sucked on my tits. I felt like my whole body was being stimulated. It was hard to concentrate on one thing. I felt like I was being swept away in a flow of, I don't know what, but that's how it felt.
All of a sudden Frank said, "I'm going to cum."
I guess I should have thought about it. What actually came out was, "Yes, fuck me, give it to me."
I felt Frank's hot cum against my pussy walks. I came. "Oh fuck, yes," I moaned.
I continued sucking Lloyd's cock as I felt Frank's cock shrink and pull out of me. As he pulled out I felt some cum drip down between my legs and down the crack of my ass.
As I did Enrique pulled out of my hand and got off the bed. I watched him as he positioned himself between my legs. I had the feeling I should clean up first. I mean, at the beginning I assumed they were going to fuck me, but I really didn't think about the how.
Enrique placed his cock against my cum filled pussy and slid right in. As he did I could feel some of the cum inside me push out. It felt dirty. It felt delicious. He started long slow strokes. I loved it.
"God yes, give it to me, fuck me," I hissed.
I continued sucking Lloyd's cock. I felt Frank climb on the bed next to me. He brought his cock to my face. Lloyd pulled out of my mouth and Frank laid his wet semi hard cock against my lips. I wasn't sure what to do.
"Suck it clean," he said.
It was against my lips. I could feel it. It was wet and covered with my cum and his. I could smell it under my nose. I liked it. I opened my mouth and sucked him in.
"Mmmmm," I managed to get out around his cock. I liked the way it tasted. Tangy, salty. I liked the feel of the soft cock in my mouth. I swirled my tongue around it and licked it clean.
As I did I could feel Enrique start pumping me harder. I could feel the pressure building up in my pussy.
"Uhn, uhn, uhn," I grunted as he pounded me.
Just then the phone rang. The caller ID said the local police station. I figured I better answer it. I let go of Frank and Lloyd, Enrique slowed down but kept fucking me.
"Hello," I said.
"Hi," I heard. It was Jim.
"Hi," I repeated, "What do you want?"
I think Enrique realized who it was and started pumping me harder.
"I need my wallet," Jim said. "Could you please bring it to me? I'm in here till Monday as they can't arraign me or set bail till Monday. I need my wallet to start the bail process."
"Ok," I said. I was starting to puff each time Enrique thrust into me. Enrique was smiling and picking up the pace.
"Can you do it tonight?" asked Jim.
"Whh, I, whh, will, whh, after, whh, the, whh, guys, whh, leave." I huffed.
"What's going on there?" Jim asked. "Why are they still there?"
I couldn't help myself. "They stayed to fuck me," I said.
"You bitch. If you don't want to help let me talk to Enrique."
I handed Enrique the phone. Enrique listened a bit and said, "Sure, as soon as I'm done fucking your wife."
I let out a loud moan. I heard some shouting from the phone and then it went dead. Enrique laughed, "That was fun." He started fucking me harder.
Frank stuck his cock back in my mouth. I put the call out of my mind and got back into my rhythm. I felt my orgasm growing.
"Don't stop," I moaned. I'm going to cum."
The orgasm hit me in waves. Although Frank's cock was still in my mouth I wasn't paying attention to it. I was just moaning with pleasure. "Oh god, oh god, yes, yes, yes." I came hard. As I did I felt Enrique stiffen up and start pulsing inside me.
He filled me with his cum, pulling out as he did. Some hot cum landed on my pussy and belly. It felt hot. I could feel my messy pussy leaking. I couldn't believe it. I lay on the bed panting.
Lloyd got between my legs. I could not believe he was going to fuck me with such a mess in my pussy, but he just shoved his cock right in. I was so turned on I came as soon as he was all the way in me. Lloyd just started fucking me hard.
Enrique brought his messy cock up to my mouth. I knew what he wanted. I opened my mouth and hungrily licked him clean.
When I was done Frank stuck his cock back in my mouth. He was hard again and jacking the shaft of his cock. I got back into my rhythm of being fucked and sucking cock. Lloyd's cock kept pumping the two loads of cum out so the dripped between my legs.
I moaned as I felt cum drying on my ass, pussy, and belly.
"Are you ready," Frank said, bringing me back to the real world. I didn't know what he meant, but I just nodded. About 4 seconds later I felt Frank's cock start pulsing in my mouth. Hot jets of cum hit the back of my throat. Taken by surprise I let his cock fall out of my mouth. Cum landed on my face, lips, and chest,
The feeling of hot cum against my skin made me cum again. I could feel my pussy gush over Lloyd's cock. Oh my god, I felt like such a slut.
As my pussy gushed on Lloyd's cock, he started to cum. I could barely feel it in my cum filled pussy.
We all lay there panting. I started to feel self conscious.
"Ummm," was all I could say. I looked around me.
"Oh my god Lisa. That was amazing. You are so fucking sexy," said Frank.
The other guys agreed. They started complimenting me. Telling me how hot and sexy I was. How good I felt. What a good fuck I was. I loved it.
I laughed, "Oh my god, that was amazing. I haven't cum that much all year, never mind in one night, but, I gotta clean up and get Jim's wallet to him.
"We'll take it," said Enrique. "Go shower and get some sleep."
We said our good nights, as we did Frank said, "Thank you Lisa, that was amazing."
It just popped out of my mouth, "Well, we'll have to do it again sometime." Then I blushed.
Enrique saved me. "We can only dream," he said.
I cleaned up and went to bed. The phone rang at 6am. It was my daughters. They both went to the same school. They asked me what happened. I told them their dad went into a jealous rage about his friends and hit me.
The girls had Jim's story and asked me if it was true.
"What do you think?" I said.
They agreed there was no way I'd do any of that.
Aftermath:
Jim got out, he immediately drained our cash accounts and shut off our joint credit cards. That was ok with me. I had 2 of my own and a small cash account I kept for years in case of emergencies. Most of our money was in investments.
The girls sided with me. So did most of the neighbors. No one believed Jim's story.
Jim was sentenced to community service.
Jim filed for divorce. The settlement was pretty good. Jim had to pay me alimony. He had to pay off all the credit cards he shut me out of since he'd made them his property. In my state he had to pay for the girls college. Our college fund was community property so I got half, but he had to pay the whole thing.
Since the girls chose to live with me during breaks till they finished college there was a settlement for that even though they were 18. I kept the house. I had to buy him out but I got a great deal well below market.
Our investments were split up pretty much 50/50. I also was guaranteed half his pension.
The one thing that pissed him off was his truck. We were still making payments in it. He didn't want to sell it. So he had to buy me out. In the end, with the settlement and what I made at the boutique,, I was comfortable. He was behind for about 5 years but got caught up eventually and probably was too, but he was pissed at what it cost him.
During the divorce I would take nude photos of me without my face and send them to the guys. They would usually share them with Jim just to piss him off.
The guys and I got together 3 more times before the girls came home from school.
=================
Authors note. This is a true story. The difference is, instead of the friends, the woman moved her lover into their house with the husband there because her husband refused to move out. The rest of the story happened as described.
I hope you enjoyed it. You do not have as much control as you think.
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My daughter Katie had just returned home from her first year at college and was looking for a summer job. In passing I mentioned it to my boss, Thomas, and he said we could use someone around the office.
I worked as an admin for a small legal firm. Just 4 of us. I was apathetic towards the idea. On one hand she'd have a job. On the other we'd be working together. Like most 19 year olds she was willful and had a mind of her own. Especially now with a year of independence. She always fought with me when I asked her to do something. She was always trying to be in control.
We had always fought about how she dressed. She rarely dressed as reasonably as I thought she should and always showed more skin than I ever thought appropriate. Men had been checking her out since she was a young teen. Last, and I know this was silly, but I hated it when she got checked out and I didn't. I missed the days I got checked out. Given that I was the only woman at the office. I got a lot of attention. I didn't want to share.
I liked the attention. Being married for 21 years I didn't often have a chance to flirt. My husband often encouraged me when we were out to wear sexier clothes and even be "nicer" to men we talked to, but I never felt comfortable doing that in front of him. I felt it was inappropriate for a wife and mother. I didn't dress sexy for the office, but I wasn't averse to a little flirting or innuendo.
I didn't make a great argument for hiring Katie. "Well, I'll ask but I'm not sure she can handle the workload, she may already have something," I said.
Thomas, my boss, said, "OK, well ask her. If she's interested she can have it.
I was terrible. I didn't even mention it to Katie. Even when she was complaining about not finding a job and worrying what she would do, I didn't say anything.
That turned out to be a mistake. That weekend my husband took me, our daughter, and son out to eat. We ran into Thomas. He had met everyone before. After initial greetings he asked Katie how the job search was going.
"Terrible," she said. "I can't find anything except fast food. I really don't want to work in fast food."
"Well, like I told your mother, we could use you if you're interested," he said.
My daughter shot me a glance. "That would be wonderful," she said. "When can I start?"
"Oh. Great," said Thomas. "Your mother didn't seem to think you'd be interested."
She shot me another glance.
"Why not start Monday," he said.
Katie accepted, we made some more pleasantries, and Thomas left us. Katie turned to me. She was obviously pissed.
"Why didn't you tell me he'd offered me a job?" she said accusingly.
I couldn't come up with a reason and just said, "It was only a few days ago, I forgot."
"Mom, I mentioned just yesterday I was having a hard time, that didn't remind you? Really?" she said.
She was obviously not buying it and a little mad.
My husband stepped in, "Well, it's all settled now. Let's relax and have dinner."
We settled into an uneasy truce. Dinner went fine, but I got a lot of sidelong glares.
We had decided to drive in together Monday morning. As usual I put on nice pants, blouse, and a jacket. Comfortable, but appropriate, for the office. I called Katie telling her we had to go. I hated being late. She came into the room in a purple dress more appropriate for a club night out than the office.
Katie is gorgeous. Blonde hair down to her shoulders, 5'7 about 120lbs, at a size 5 she had curves. In the dress she looked great, but not what I thought was office appropriate. The hem was well above the knee, and the short sleeved top showed cleavage. Not a lot, but more than I thought was acceptable.
"This is an office," I said. "Not a night club. You can't go to work looking like a slut. Are you really wearing that?"
"Slut? I could tell she was mad. "This is the closest thing I have to office wear. I'll have to go shopping. Besides, I'm too young to dress in the well dressed lesbian look you're in," she quipped back.
We didn't have time to argue, "OK, get in the car. We can find you more appropriate stuff tonight."
As we drove I thought 'Well dressed lesbian?' My clothes were perfectly appropriate and looked good on me. I wasn't as pretty as Katie, but for 21 more years, and two kids, I looked pretty good. 5'6", 120 lbs, I could also still wear a size 5. I kept in shape doing yoga 3 times a week. My hair was now a darker blonde but still pretty. I wore it up most of the time, but down it was between my shoulder blades. Still at 40 I did not think it appropriate to dress like I was 21.
We arrived at the office and Thomas greeted us.
"Morning guys." Then he looked at Katie. "You look nice. We can use some color in this office."
When he wasn't looking Katie gave me a 'so there' look.
Thomas started showing Katie around the office. It felt weird. Usually Thomas asked me to do everything. Here he was taking time out of his day to show her around. I could hear a few flirtatious comments. Usually they were saved for me. Katie responded by laughing or returning the innuendo.
He gave Katie a desk right outside his office between me and him. I realized that through the glass he had a perfect view of Katie's legs. Given the length of her dress, when she sat down, she was showing a lot of leg. Nice leg I had to admit.
I had kind of expected Thomas to filter Katie's work through me and I was kind of mad, hurt, and maybe a little jealous that he didn't. He would bring stuff directly to Katie and stand beside her or behind her as they talked. At one point I got up and stood behind her. I had a perfect view down her dress. In fact I could see part of the lacy bra she was wearing.
Finally it was time to go home. Thomas thanked her for coming in and said he thought it was going to work out great. Katie hugged him and thanked him for the job. I was behind her. I could see her dress slide almost all the way up to her ass as she reached up to hug him.
On the way home I was silent. I had no idea what to say. She did a good job, she worked hard, she deserved a job, and truthfully I had no idea what was bothering me.
Finally, she broke the silence. "Well, I guess the dress was OK."
"I don't know," I said. "When I was standing behind you I could see right down your dress. I think Thomas could too."
"Really?" Katie laughed. "Think he enjoyed the view?"
"Katie," I raised my voice. "That's not appropriate for the office and you know it."
"I don't know," she replied. "He's kinda cute for an older guy."
"Cut it out," I said.
She laughed.
I was not happy. I didn't like her flirting with Thomas. I didn't like that Thomas was also checking her out. She was 19 for pete's sake. I didn't want to admit that she was taking my flirting away.
We rode the rest of the way in silence.
I made dinner. My son James, 18, helped. Katie changed and came down in a pair of tight, short running shorts and a t shirt that showed her navel. Jim, my husband, put on jeans and a t shirt. I was way more aware of Katie's body and what she wore than usual. Jim asked us about our day. We both answered but there was a little terseness in the conversation, or maybe it was just my imagination.
After dinner we went to watch TV. I changed into my pajamas. Usually a pair of pajama bottoms and an oversized T. Jim and I sat on the couch. James in the chair. Kate lay down on the floor in front of us with her iPad.
We'd sat like this hundreds of times. For some reason, tonight, I looked at Katie differently. When she laid down facing the TV her shorts slid up her ass. You could see the curve of her ass cheeks. Her shirt slid up her back. Exposing it from the curve of her ass to her rib cage. She had a great body. I wondered if Jim or James noticed.
I watched James. Every once in awhile he'd sneak a quick glance at Katie's ass. It was on purpose. His eyes pretty much went from TV to iPad to Katie's ass. It made me uncomfortable but I had no idea what to say. Why had I never noticed him looking before.
What about Jim? He certainly wouldn't be checking out his daughter's ass? A quick glance told me I was wrong. In fact, he realized I'd caught him and gave me a weird guilty smile. I wondered how long this had been going on and why I hadn't noticed it before.
When it was bedtime Jim wanted to make love. He was pretty passionate and I loved it, however it worried me. Was he turned on by me, or Katie. The question never occurred to me before.
The next morning I got up, showered and got ready for work. I went to put on a pair of slacks, but stopped. I looked at the dress side of my closet. I wondered if I had anything work appropriate. I had a few. I put on a dress that came down to an inch above my knees. It had long sleeves and a conservative neckline. I checked myself in the mirror. It didn't show much skin but it did show off my figure.
I went down and had some coffee and toast while I waited for Katie. Katie showed up in a tight red skirt. About the same length as yesterday's. The difference was it tended to ride up when she walked. She had a white button down blouse over it. You could clearly see her lacy bra through the material. I gave her a look.
"What?" she asked in a huffy tone.
Not wanting to replay yesterday I just let it go and said, "Nothing. You look great."
She could tell I was not committed to the statement, but wasn't going to fight about it.
We got to the office. Thomas wasn't there, but one of the other lawyers was.
"Wow, who's this?" he asked.
"My daughter," I said in my 'don't mess with her voice'.
I introduced her.
"Well, great to meet you," he said. "I can see beauty runs in the family."
That made me smile. At least I was included.
Then, still talking to me, he said, "Like the new look."
I thanked him. He didn't say anything about Katie. Thomas came in about 30 minutes later.
"You look nice," he said to Katie. Then to me, "Wow, a dress, I like it."
We both thanked him for the compliment. I'd never been told I looked nice at work. I liked it. I admit I also liked that not just Katie got a compliment.
As I mentioned Katie's desk was right in front of Thomas's office. She sat right in front of the glass wall. He could see her from the side. I noticed that, as she sat, the tight red skirt rode high up on her legs. She was showing a lot of thigh. She didn't bother to adjust it. Every once in awhile I would catch Thomas looking.
If Katie had to get up, she pushed her chair back and got off of it on the side facing Thomas's office. I don't know what Thomas was seeing, but he always stopped and watched when she did. I assumed he may have seen more than he should. When she'd walk, she'd sort of adjust her skirt, but she never pulled it down all the way. When she walked around the office both Thomas and the other lawyer would watch her.
Often Thomas would ask her into his office to help with something. I couldn't hear what they said, but I could see her touch his arm or put her hand on his shoulder as they talked. She would smile and giggle. I was sure she was flirting. At least twice she went to the file cabinet in his office and facing away from Thomas bent down, straight legged to get something out of the cabinet.
It was weird. There was a part of me that was proud of having such a gorgeous child. On the other hand why were these guys checking her out. She was 19 dammit. What was she thinking flirting with her, my, boss like that, and then, there was a touch of jealousy. I missed being checked out. There was a time when I was checked out all the time. I guess, after I got married, I forgot what that felt like.
After work we headed home. Our conversation had got back to normal. Katie offered to make dinner. Traffic was a bitch and we got home late. James had made dinner. I just wanted to wash up and get out of my clothes.
I went to my room and stripped off my dress. I reached for a pair of sweats as I did I thought about Katie lying in front of the TV. I pulled on a pair of shorts and one of Jim's button down shirts. The shirt was just long enough that it looked like I wasn't wearing shorts. I left my bra on.
When I got to the table Jim, James, and Katie were already there. Jim saw me first.
"Don't you look cute," he said. I wasn't sure what his reaction was going to be, this was a positive one.
"Are you wearing anything under that" Katie teased.
"Maybe," I laughed back. Then not wanting to be too crazy showed them I had shorts on underneath.
"Too bad," said Katie. "Right dad?"
Jim laughed, "Never mind what your mother is wearing underneath. She's plenty covered and decent."
I looked at her and jokingly said, "Do I ask you about your underwear?"
Katie was wearing a little white T shirt that stopped an inch above her navel and a pair of loose, small running shorts.
"No," she laughed, but it wouldn't matter," she said.
"Oh?" I asked. "Why not?"
She took a bite from her plate, and started to chew. "Cuz I'm not wearing any."
Jim nearly choked on his food. James high fived her. I laughed. Dinner went on normally sharing a fun light mood.
After dinner we cleaned up. James said he was going out and his friends were coming to get him. His two best friends were Adam and Steve. Yes, they made jokes about it.
"They'll probably come in," he said.
That was fine with me. They came in all the time. I did not even think about it. "OK," I said.
He stood there silently.
"Something wrong?" I asked.
He looked uncomfortable. He shifted from foot to foot.
"Come'on," I said. "What's up."
"Uhmm," he started. "The guys often grief me about you being a MILF. I was wondering if you wanted to change."
Wow, I'd never even considered the fact that these 18 year old boys would find a 40 year old woman attractive. Obviously I was wrong. I thought about his request. Actually the idea of teasing the guys a bit appealed to me.
"Oh James," I said. "I am completely covered. It's not like I'm just wearing the shirt. I have shorts on."
James just shrugged and went to his room. I felt myself anticipating the boys arrival. In the meantime i checked out Katie. It bothered me that she was there. I could barely see the outline of her nipples against the white T. I shook the thought off and sat down on the couch to check my iPad for mail.
Katie was sitting on the chair at an angle with the couch. She had one leg dangling down and was sitting on the other. In that position her legs were spread and I could practically see up her loose running shorts. I was about to say something but knowing I was going to be checked out made me feel like a bad girl and knowing she was kind of exposed and I'd be letting them check her out as well made me feel even naughtier. I could feel my heart beating in anticipation.
I tried to concentrate on checking my email. I didn't have to wait long. The doorbell rang. Despite James running to get the door, I got it before him.
"Hi guys," I said. "Come in."
Normally that would have been it. I would have left them with James and gone about my business. Today I noticed that they did check me out.
Since James was right there I said. "What are you guys up too?"
They were going to a friends house to play video games.
"Oh fun," I said. Then I followed up with, "You know you guys can hang out here sometimes if you want."
James gave me a look. "Cool," said Steve. "Maybe next time."
I said good and walked back to the couch, maybe a bit more swing in my hips than normal. I could tell they were watching me.
Adam and Steve gave a quick hello to Katie. She said hi, and went on with her iPad. I wondered if the boys noticed her spread legs and that you could almost see her pussy.
Jim came in the room just as the boys were leaving. A quick hello/goodbye to the boys and he sat on the couch next to me.
"How'd the boys handle the MILF?" he asked.
I laughed, "I may have got a look or two," I replied.
He kissed me. "Probably left with a hardon or two," he joked.
I gave him a playful slap. Katie heard us and laughed.
"Way to go mom," she said.
Jim turned on the TV and then looked at Katie. I could see his gaze fall between her legs. I almost wanted to just pull the crotch aside and say, "There. Is that what you want to see?" Of course I didn't, but every time she shifted position his eyes went back to her crotch.
I had that weird feeling of jealousy and pride again. Why was he, her father, looking at Katie's crotch. On the other hand, this gorgeous girl was my daughter and I was proud to show her off. Whatever the feeling was, I admit it turned me on a bit. When we got to bed that night I pretty much attacked Jim.
Next morning I ran into James in the kitchen. "Way to go mom all anyone talked about last night was you."
"Really?" I said way too enthusiastically. "I mean, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to embarrass you."
"Well. It's more annoying than embarrassing," he said. "I mean, they're right, you are hot, and it is kind of cool to have the hottest mom, but it's also kinda of weird,"
"Weird. how?
"Well, proud, and jealous, and a bit, ummm, exciting? It was fun seeing you look a little hot and teasing them."
I kissed him on the cheek, "Thank you," I said. "It's nice to hear that and old lady like me can still turn young men on. Especially from one I love."
That day at work I noticed Thomas had got there before us. The curtains to his office were closed. It wasn't a common occurrence but he did close them when he wanted to concentrate on something.
After about an hour he came out and asked Katie to help him with something. She went in the office and he shut the door. As she walked in I took notice of what she was wearing. A maroon pleated skirt that came down mid thigh with a cream colored short sleeve top. It had a low V neck and just reached the top of her skirt when she stood still. Usually a little bit of her flat belly was showing.
Katie was in there for about 15 minutes. When she came out she kind of gave me a guilty look and then went to her desk as Thomas opened the curtains. When Katie sat down I noticed how short her skirt was. She was barely sitting on it.
As we were driving home I asked Katie what Thomas had her do. She flustered and then said that Thomas just needed some help organizing some documents. Again I felt jealous. Why Katie? Why not me?
We got home from work and Katie and I started dinner. James walked in.



"Hey mom, the guys want to hang here tonight. Do you mind if they do?"
I didn't mind. In fact the idea kind of excited me. Now that I knew they found me attractive it would be nice to have an admiring audience.
Dinner was ready, we all sat down. Dinner was normal. I didn't say much. The fact that the were guys coming over was on my mind. I remembered them checking me out the last time and I remembered how it felt. I wondered what I should wear. I kept telling myself I was being silly, to just do what I normally would, but other thoughts kept creeping into my mind.
Dinner ended and we did the clean up. Afterwards I went to change out of my work clothes. I'm not sure why, but after we finished the dishes I kind of announced I was going to go change. Normally I'd just head to my room after clean up. This time I made a speech.
"Well, now that the dishes are all done. I better go change out of my work clothes before the boys come over."
Everyone looked at me. Finally Katie laughed.
"Ummm, anymore announcements we should know about?" she asked.
I didn't answer. What was I thinking. Why did I make that stupid statement. I went to my room to change. i wasn't sure what to do? I had just made this big announcement. It was pretty clear what I changed into would be something I wanted the boys to see me in. What do I do?
I looked through my clothes for casual lounging wear. Pajamas, shorts , sweats, Ts. Dammit. I still wanted to look good, but if I did everyone was going to know I did it on purpose. Could I live with that? I had no idea. I just looked at it all.
"What's up babe?" I jumped. It was Jim. I was so lost in thought I didn't see him come in.
I looked at the bed covered in pajamas, nighties, and sweats. I had no idea what to say. After all, The bed usually wasn't covered I. Loungewear and didn't think 'I'm trying to pick out something that will make James' friends notice me, but not look like I'm trying to hard so my husband and kids won't suspect me' was a proper answer.
"Well," said Jim looking at the clothes on the bed. "I've never seen you worry this much."
Jim came and stood next to me. I just stood there, no idea what to say or do. It was obvious he knew something was up. Finally Jim reached down and picked up 2 items, a pair of pink shorts and a matching tank top. They were from the Victoria Secret pink collection. They were very cute in a younger girl way. I had bought them for Jim to see when we were on a vacation. I never expected anyone else to see them. He handed them to me.
"These look perfect'" he said.
Jim had left the door open when he entered the room. I heard James approach on his way past our room. I was standing there holding the shorts and top.
James looked in the room and saw me and Jim standing there. Me holding the pink shorts and top.
"James, what do you think?" Jim asked. "These OK?"
"Works for me," he said. "Might kill Steve or Adam. Especially Adam." And he headed to his room.
My head was spinning. Both my husband and my son, My Son!, thought I should wear this in front of his friends. My heart was beating. The idea of being checked out, wearing just this, by men, dammit boys, other than my husband was scaring me. It was also exciting me. I could feel myself reacting between my legs.
"See, perfect," said Jim as he left the room. He didn't bother to close the door.
I blocked all nagging doubt out of my mind, closed the door, and started to change. I took off all my clothes and looked in the mirror. I wondered how it would feel to be looked at dressed like that. I always knew I had a good body. I just wasn't used to showing it off. Jim had often encouraged me to look sexier. I'd done that for him, once in awhile, when we were away on vacation. He'd always loved it and it led to the greatest sex, but I'd never been this bold at home.
I pulled on the shorts. Maybe I didn't remember them, or maybe I was 5 lbs lighter when I bought them, but they were definitely tight. They were made of a stretchy pajama material that fit my ass like a second skin. They creeped into my butt crack and accentuated both cheeks and they were shorter than I remember showing a bit of the curve of my ass. The waistband was actually below my hips and tied with a pink satiny ribbon. They said Pink across the butt.
The top was equally as non forgiving. It was a pink top with the word pink across the breasts. It clung to my body and ended and inch above my navel. My nipples stood out against the material.
I stood there looking at myself. Could I really leave my bedroom looking like this? I was scared and excited. I must have stood there for 5 minutes arguing with myself. I tentatively decided it was ok. I opened my door just as Katie was coming out of her room.
"Wow, looking good mom," she said and then turned and went back in her room.
I had no idea what that was about. I walked into the TV room. Jim, James and his friends were already in there. All eyes turned to me. I just stood there. I wasn't sure what to say or do. I was pretty much frozen.
Finally, Steve spoke up, "Hey Mrs T, you look great. We're going to watch a movie. Want to join us?"
"Sure," I said and headed into the room.
Jim was sitting in the chair. James, Steve, and Adam had the couch. Steve moved over making room for me between him and James. It was a tight fit, but I fit. As I bent to sit down Steve and James must have got a great view of my ass. I kind of squiggled between them. James put his arm up on the back of the couch to make more room for me. Steve tried to do the same, but James' arm was there, so instead he rested his arm between my thigh and his. They started the movie.
Just then Katie came in. I realized that she was not wearing what I saw her in a few minutes ago. She must have gone back in her room to change. She was wearing a bright red polo shirt that came down just below her ass. As always she looked gorgeous.
"No seats," she said. "I guess I get the floor as usual."
As she lay down her shirt pulled up over her ass. She was wearing a pair of pink and grey cotton boy shorts. The word pink written across the ass. Well at least we were wearing the same collection. They left about ½ her ass cheeks showing. I had a sense of pride about how gorgeous she was as well as a sense of jealousy that the attention, previously on me, was now on her very shapely butt.
I also wondered how she'd become so confident in her body. She always wore tiny bikinis and short skirts, but this was a bit more. As her mother I should have said something or Jim should have, but neither of us did. She pulled out her iPad. The movie started.
As I watched the movie, I noticed the guys checking her out. She had spread her feet about a foot apart and sometimes bent her knees so her feet were in the air. All this gave all of us a perfect view of the crotch of her panties. Sometimes she would reach back and scratch her thigh or ass. Pulling up the shorts a bit and showing us a bit more ass. I think the guys watched her as much as the movie.
At the same time I noticed that Steve's arm had moved. It was more resting on my thigh than on both our thighs. His hand was definitely on my thigh. I looked to see if Jim noticed. He just smiled at me. Did James notice his friends hand? I looked at James, he saw Steve's hand and just smiled. He adjusted himself, took his arm off my shoulder, and rested his hand on my other thigh.
I had no idea what to do. Jim didn't seem to care, James didn't care. I didn't want to make a scene. I barely breathed, barely moved.
As we watched the movie I felt Steve's hand gently rub my thigh. It felt amazing. I knew I was getting wet. Every once in awhile I looked at Jim. He was either concentrating on me or looking at Kate. Every once in awhile when he caught my glance, he'd smile at me.
As the movie progressed I felt Steve's hand move up my thigh. James hand was still resting on my thigh. I felt Steve give a gentle tug, trying to part my legs a bit. I was not prepared for that nor was I consciously trying to hold them together so they parted a little. Steve's hand started sliding a bit higher. I'm not skinny, so there's no thigh gap. My thighs were still together as he got higher but the thought of him getting higher turned me on.
About this time Katie said to pause the movie and she was going to get a drink. She asked if anyone else wanted one. She looked at me. The first thing she noticed was the boy's hands on my thighs. She then turned to Steve and said, "Anything special you want?"
He gave her a big smile, "I'm doing good, he said.
"Seems so," She laughed.
I blushed.
Then to James she said, "You doing good too?"
James laughed, "You know it sis, but I'll take a soda."
She turned to Jim. He seemed to be looking at Steve and James. "Dad?" she asked. "Anything I can get you to make your viewing experience more fun?"
Jim, caught off guard, blushed a little. "No dear, I'm doing good."
Last Adam. "I don't want you completely left out. Want anything?"
"Yeah," said Adam. "But a Coke will do."
James, Steve, and Adam laughed. I kind of sunk back in my seat not realizing my legs parted more as I did. Steve's hands still rubbing my thighs slowly edge into the new space. Jim just kind of watched.
I was also aware of James' hand on my thigh. It was not as high as Steve's but it was on bare skin. It kind of felt like he was holding my leg so I could not close them when Steve pulled them apart. Was James enjoying watching his friend touch me? Katie made a joke of it. Jim didn't seem to react. I was feeling out of control I don't know why. I liked it. I also liked the feeling of getting all this attention, and that the people who should protest, weren't
Katie came back in, distributed drinks and again took her position on the floor. Her shirt slid up her back, panties completely on display. Everyone looked. She twisted back looked at us and said, "Everyone OK."
Everyone mumbled and answer and we got back to the movie. It eventually ended. Katie got up to go to bed. She went and gave her dad a kiss, bending over straight legged. Then she gave me a kiss. I noticed she put her hands on Steve's and James' thighs to steady herself to kiss me.
"Night boys, have fun," she said as she headed to her room.
I was getting overwhelmed. It was time for me to get to my room. "I'm off to bed too," I said getting to my feet. The boys protested and asked me to stay. I told them they were sweet but I had to work tomorrow.
I went to my room shut the door and leaned against it. My heart was beating a mile a minute. Just a mad swirl of thoughts and sensations. I felt the door push behind me. It was Jim. Before I knew it we were ripping each other's clothes off and fucking like animals on the bed. I'm sure everyone in the house heard us. That turned me on even more.
"Oh god, FUCK ME!" I yelled. He rolled me over on my knees and started fucking me doggy style. I loved it, "Oh god, don't stop, that's it, fuck me, fuck my pussy, yes, yes, yes." I put my head and shoulders down on the mattress so I could feel him thrust deep inside me.
"Fuck yes, Fuck, fuck fuck, oh my god, I love this, harder, harder," I begged.
I knew they could hear me. The thought of it made my pussy throb.
YES, YES, I'M Cumming!"
With that, I felt Jim start to cum inside me. We lay there exhausted side by side, trying to catch our breathe. I rolled over facing Jim and started stroking his now soft cock.
"Wow, what brought that on?" I asked. I mean, it was as much me as him, but I wanted to know what was going on with him.
"I don't know. I just felt a sexual tension all night," he said.
I decided to push it. "Oh? Was it the outfit you had me wear?"
"Yeah, you looked very sexy," he replied.
"So you liked the boys seeing me look sexy?"
He looked a little sheepish. "Yeah, it was hot seeing them look at you."
"And I suppose you noticed Steve's hand rubbing my thigh?"
I felt his cock start to stir.
"I think if I'd let him he would have pushed it right into my pussy."
This was definitely getting a reaction.
"What do you think would have happened if I'd let him get to my pussy? Do you think he would have felt how wet I was. I wonder if I would have cum on his fingers?"
Jim's cock was now rock hard again.
"And what about your daughter? Showing off that hot little ass. The guys were checking her out. In fact, I think you were too," I said.
He moaned.
"Naughty man. You like the guys checking out your wife and daughter? Would you have liked it better if she hadn't been wearing those cute little panties?"
His cock spasmed and with a moan he started to cum. It got all all over my hand, belly, and the sheets.
"Hmmmm," I said. "I guess we hit a naughty button. Well I have to admit, I liked showing off. I liked the attention. A part of me wanted to take off my shorts and let Steve play with my pussy. That's why I was so hot when you got here."
It really was kind of hot. I felt it in my chest and in my pussy. We had a pretty good sex life but still, I'd fantasized about other men. Even my boss, and with Katie making me feel a bit like I wanted to be noticed more, I admit, hearing Jim say that he thought it was hot was a turn on.
"Watching you turn them on was hot," he said.
"And if I hadn't stopped them?" I asked.
He mumbled something.
"What?" I asked. "I didn't hear you."
This time he spoke more clearly. "That would have been hot too."
I let that sink in. We were still lying there. I was still stroking his now soft cock feeling the cum dry on my hand and belly. I got up to get a washcloth to clean us both up. As I did I changed the subject.
"Today Thomas had Katie in his office for about 15 minutes."
"Oh? Is that unusual?"
"Not really," I said. "But he had his curtains closed. He usually doesn't."
"Oh? What do you think they were doing in there?"
"Well, she says organizing papers," I said.
"That sounds reasonable," Jm replied.
"Yeah, it does, but curtains drawn, door closed, it was just odd," I explained.
"You think they were fooling around?" he asked. He sounded a bit excited.
"I don't know, they weren't in there long. I guess they could have been." I said.
"Has he ever tried to fool around with you?" Jim asked.
Jim had never asked anything like that before. "No, never."
I saw a flash of disappointment across his face.
"Would you have been mad if he did?" I asked.
"No," he said. "Not at all. You're beautiful. I'm actually surprised. He was always flirting with you. Even in front of me."
"Well, he always flirted a little. After all, I was the only woman in the office.
"But he never tried to take it further?" he asked.
While we were talking I could feel his cock starting to get hard again in my hand. I thought about it. Thomas was always saying stuff, I just never took it as more than flirting.
"I don't know," I said. "I mean, he was always saying stuff. I never took it seriously."
"Was?" asked Jim.
I realized that since Katie started all the flirting was focused on her, not me.
"Yeah, since Katie started he mostly flirts with her," I replied.
"Does he flirt with her a lot?" Jim asked.
"Yes he does," I said.
His cock continued to grow.
"Does that bother you?" he asked.
"A little," I responded.
"That he flirts with her, so that he isn't flirting with you?"
I thought about it. The reality was I didn't mind him flirting with Katie. I missed the attention though. I told Jim.
"Well," he said. "Flirt back."
"Flirt back?" I repeated. I wasn't sure what to make of it.
"Sure, obviously if he flirts with Katie and not you, she must flirt back. Doesn't she?"
I thought about it. The giggling, touching, little comments. She flirted big time. I told him.
"Well maybe you should too," he said.
Wait, was my husband telling me to flirt with my boss? And while he's telling me his cock is getting harder?
I tugged on his cock a bit. "And is this about me flirting with Thomas or about Katie flirting with Thomas?"
"Mmmmmmm, yes," he said.
I started to get it. I liked it. "So, you like it when men check me and Katie out?
"Yes," he said quietly.
"You like knowing other men want your women? Is that it?"
"You like thinking about what Katie might have been doing in that office too?"
"Yes."
"Hmmm, maybe she was sucking his cock. Down on her knees behind his desk?"
He Groaned.
"Oh? How would you have felt if it were me in the office?" I teased.
Jim rolled me over and started fucking me. Fucking me hard. 3 hardons in one night? That hadn't happened since we were 30.
I continued. "What do you think goes on in there? Do you think Katie fucked him? It was only 15 minutes, maybe she just sucked his cock?"
As much as the imagery was driving him on, it was making me hot also. I imagined being bent over Thomas's desk.
"I wonder what that would feel like, being bent over his desk, being fucked from behind," I said.
He moaned.
"Oh my god," I said. "You would like me to fuck him. Wouldn't you?"
My mind went racing. I'd heard of men wanting to watch their wives have sex. I never would have thought Jim was one. The thought both confused and excited me. I wanted to know more.
"It's ok baby. Tell me about it. Tell me why you'd like someone else to stick their cock in me," I coaxed.
He moaned, but hesitated.
"I mean it," I coaxed. "Tell me. It's ok. In fact, it's kinda hot."
"Come on," I said. "Have you really fantasized about me fucking someone else? Having another guy's cock in me?"
Jim started fucking me harder. "Yes, I have," he panted. "I think you would look so hot being fucked. I love the idea that someone else thinks my wife is as hot as I do."
He Went on. "It's more than that. There's a horrible feeling of another man taking what is mine or that maybe he's the better man, and he's going to steal you. That fear, mingled with watching you being sexy both excites and scares me. Those mixed emotions are ... Well I can't explain it.
"And Katie?" I asked.
"It's always hot to picture a woman being fucked. Even Katie," he said.
I felt my orgasm rising. I was pushing my hips to meet his every thrust.
"Are you thinking about me or Katie being fucked right now?"
He hissed in my ear, "Yes!" and started to cum. As he did so did I.
We lay there not talking for a few moments. After a while he broke the silence.
"I'm sorry," he started to say.
I stopped him. "There's nothing to apologize for. I was right there with you."
"You're not mad?" he asked.
"No, but it may change things. I have fantasies too. How does that make you feel?"
He kissed me. "Excited for the possibilities," he said.
As we fell asleep I asked myself why this was all coming out now. I realized that I had not really been in competition for attention with another woman for at least ten years. Having Katie in the office reminded me of those feelings. Seeing Thomas pay attention to her made me want attention. That feeling of competition, of wanting to be looked at, followed me home. I was enjoying the boys attention as well.
And Jim? Now that I thought back, there were hints. The too small bikini he wanted me to wear at a pool party. I'd always tell him to cut it out. There was the vacation picture I let him take and got mad when I found out he showed it to his friends. Actually, I was flattered and turned on, but I did not let Jim know.
No wonder he hadn't told me how he felt before this.
The next morning I got up for work. I looked through my closet. Like everyone else I have a section I haven't worn for 10 years. I found a red pleated skirt about mid thigh length, a cream colored pull over that showed a bit of cleavage.



I went to get coffee and ran into James and Steve. Steve must have spent the night.
"Wow Mrs. T. You look great." He was unabashedly checking me out.
I did a quick turn for him, the skirt flared out a bit. "Oh good, you guys think I look OK then?"
"Better than OK mom," said James.
I blushed.
Steve spoke up again. "Did you have fun last night?"
"Yes," I answered. "The movie was fun."
Steve smirked, "And after the movie?"
James elbowed him. I realized what he was talking about. I was a little loud.
I gave Steve a kiss on the cheek and with a flirty smile said, "Not that it's any of your business, but yes, after the movie I had a very good time."
Katie showed up. She was wearing a short, tight, short sleeve dress that buttoned all the way down the front. She had the minimum number of buttons buttoned to cover her panties and expose the top of her bra. She said good morning and grabbed a cup of coffee.
"Dammit," said Steve. "I want to go where you two are going."
"It's just work," replied Katie. Then she looked at me. "Nice," was all she said.
We were the first to the office. Thomas arrived a bit after. He went to his office and closed the curtains. About 15 minutes later he asked Katie if she could help him with some papers. Katie jumped up and they went in his office and closed the door.
I sat there. I wanted to get up and knock, barge in, see what they were doing. I didn't. I sat there wondering. They were in there for 30 minutes. When they came to the door she had her hand on his arm. She was laughing.
I felt that jealousy again. "What are you guys working on?" I asked.
"Oh, just getting some stuff put away here it belonged," said Thomas.
Katie let out a short snort and then caught herself.
"Well if it's anything I can help with let me know," I said.
"Oh," said Thomas. "I don't think it's the type of thing you like to do."
"Never know," I replied. "I probably'd do a lot of stuff you don't ask me to do. After all. I love my job and want to keep the boss happy.
"For example, I never knew you liked more stylish dress in the workplace. Now that I know..." I let the sentence drop. I did a 'voila' pose and then a little spin. I could feel my skirt flair out.
"Well," Thomas said. "I do like the new you." He put his arm around my shoulders. "Maybe we could find some new stuff for you to do."
I felt the arm around me. Thomas had never before really touched me. He'd hugged Katie, I saw that, but he'd never even had his arm around me before. In fact except for Jim, I can't remember the last time I had an arm around me. It felt like an electric charge.
Looking at Katie, I smiled. "I'd like that I said."
Katie jumped in. "I don't know. I see the outfit, but has she changed inside?"
I had no idea what she was talking about. "I'm not sure what you mean," I said.
"Well, just because you change your clothes doesn't mean you've become more flexible or accepting," she said. "We should have a test."
"A test?" said Thomas. "Now this sounds fun. What did you have in mind."
I wondered the same thing.
"Well," started Katie. "We see the new skirt and top, but I bet it's the same old, old lady, boring stuff under it."
At first I thought she meant me. Then I realized she was talking about my underwear. I immediately thought about what I was wearing. Blue cotton bikini panties and a white bra. I then remembered what she said at dinner the other night. 'I'm not wearing underwear'. I wondered if she was wearing underwear now.
I had no idea where this was going. I was both nervous and excited.
"So what should we do?" asked Thomas.
"Let's see how much she's changed," said Katie. "I bet she's wearing boring, 3 to a pack, cotton panties."
I just stood there. I had no idea what I was supposed to do or say.
"Well?" said Katie looking at me.
Both their eyes were on my skirt.
"Are you still the same underneath?" she persisted.
I looked down at the ground. I was actually embarrassed.
"Well?" she said again.
"Well what?" I replied.
"Are they 3 to a pack cotton bikinis?"
"No," I lied.
"Really?" She went on. "I don't believe you."
I don't know why I was just standing there. Why was I letting my daughter do this? Why was she in charge?
I knew, but I didn't want to admit it. I was wet. I was more than wet, I was soaking wet. My heart was beating a mile a minute. I could barely breathe. I knew I could stop this, but I didn't want to. i wanted to do this, but I wanted someone to make me. I could at least pretend it wasn't my idea. I was always in charge. Right now, right here, I was giving up all my power.
I continued to look at the ground. "I'm not," I lied again.
"You're lying," she said. "Prove it."
"And how do I do that?" in the back of my mind I knew what she wanted, but I wasn't ready to accept it.
She took Thomas' arm. "Show us," she said.
I should have argued. I should have at least put up a fake resistance. Anything. I knew I should, but I didn't want to. I wanted to show them. I wanted them to catch my lie. I wanted to know what would happen next.
I reached down to start pulling the skirt up. I was anticipating my lie being exposed.
"Wait," she said.
I stopped. What now, I thought.
She looked at Thomas, then at me. "The zipper," she said.
The zipper? She wanted me to take the skirt off? I couldn't do that. Even as I thought it, I knew I could. Not only that, I knew I would.
My hand went to my zipper. I continued to look at the ground. I slowly pulled it down. I kept picturing what was going to happen. My daughter had seen me in my underwear before. Thomas hadn't. But I had never been ordered by my daughter to take off my skirt and show someone my underwear.
The zipper was undone and I started to push the skirt over my hips. As I did the thoughts kept rushing in. If I did this, my control over my daughter was gone. I would never really have a parental relationship again. But there were other possibilities. She brought this this far, what else might come.
My skirt fell to the floor.
Katie turned to Thomas and laughed. "I told you they were boring."
I just stood there looking down, waiting. Even though I was embarrassed they were boring I was glad I was wearing cotton panties, anything else would have looked soaked through.
While I stood there Katie whispered to Thomas. Thomas looked at her and arched his eyebrows, then he shrugged. Katie laughed and turned back to me.
"You know, you and dad weren't very quiet last night. We couldn't hear everything but it sure sounded like you guys were turned on. I know I like it when guys check me out. Is mother like daughter?"
"Dad couldn't have missed Steve's hand on your thigh. Why didn't he say anything?" she continued.
I didn't answer. I didn't want to admit it, but a part of me wanted her to know. I made no denials.
Katie put her finger under my chin and lifted my eyes to hers. "Dad saw though, didn't he?"
I nodded.
Katie turned to Thomas. "I have an idea."
"Oh?" said Thomas.
"Just watch," she said.
Katie pulled out her phone and dialed. I could only hear her side of the conversation "Hi dad...Thomas, mom, and I are at the office...Well, something happened...Oh no, nothing bad...Actually, I think you'll like it...Well remember last night when Steve had his hand on mom's thigh... Really? You don't? ... Yeah, I thought you did...Well, I think you'll like this.
She lifted her phone and snapped a picture of me. It caught me completely by surprise.
"What are you doing?" I asked
"Shsh," she said to me.
She was talking on the phone again. "Yup, she's standing right here...I don't know yet...Yes, Thomas is here too...I'm not going to tell you...Maybe...Well, there's always pictures...You'll just have to wait. ... Bye.
I had no idea what just happened. I assumed she'd sent the picture to Jim, but that's all I knew. I felt humiliated and exposed. All I wanted to do was stick my fingers in my pussy and make myself cum. I wanted them to know how hot I was. I wanted them to see me cum.
Then she said, "Hmmmm, she lied about the panties. I told you so."
Thomas laughed. "Well, maybe since she said she wasn't wearing them, she shouldn't be wearing them."
I held my breath for a moment. Was Thomas going to take off my panties?
"I think that's a great idea," Katie replied. Then to me, "I think by now you've figured out what Thomas and I do in his office. Haven't you?"
I just nodded.
"Do you still want to help?" She laughed.
I didn't know how to answer. This whole situation had me turned on. I knew they were fooling around, but how much? Were they fucking? Was she giving him blowjobs? Was he eating her?
Then I questioned, why was she running the show? Why wasn't Thomas? Thomas was usually not this passive. He seemed to be enjoying this. The idea of being seduced by Thomas was my fantasy. It was the one Jim and I talked about. I never expected to have my daughter pushing me to take my skirt off. I wanted it off in front of Thomas. I didn't expect it to happen like this. The fact that I didn't have control, and wasn't happening like I planned, both scared and excited me.
I looked at Katie. Before I could say anything she said, "Take them off."
Oh my god. Take them off? Just standing here? This is not what I was expecting. I'd expected Thomas to seduce me. That they'd come off while he and I were in each others arms. I did not expect to be just stripping in front of him. And certainly not while being ordered by my daughter.
What really scared me? This was way hotter. My heart felt like it would beat out of my chest. My palms and back of my neck were sweating. My earlobes and cheeks felt red and burning.
I put my hands in the elastic waistband of my panties. I started to push them down.
"Wait," said Katie. She took out her phone. She started recording. "Ok,now."
I looked at the ground. I couldn't look at either of them.
I quickly pushed them off. As I did I heard Katie. "She needs nicer panties...I don't know what's next.
Then to me, "I didn't know you shaved your pussy. When did you start doing that?"
In a soft voice I answered, "This morning. Watching you the last few days I figured you did, so I should."
She laughed, "Naughty mommy. Checking out my pussy at home. See Thomas, I told you she had a naughty side."
Then she got back to the phone. "Daddy, have you seen her shaved pussy?...Only just now in that pic?...Well I assume she's going to be fucked before she gets home... Unless you say no. If you tell me to stop, I will...I didn't think so... See you at dinner.
I assumed she was talking to Jim again and she just told him I was going to get fucked. My daughter, just told my husband, her father, I was going to get fucked. Oh my god, this was so wrong. It was nothing like any of my fantasies. I wanted to yell stop but knew I wasn't going to. I was going to do what she said. I was going to get fucked. I stood there, naked from the waist down, waiting to see what she'd tell me next.
"Yesterday, I was on my knees, sucking his cock," she said gesturing to Thomas. "So, now it's your turn."
I didn't move.
"Come over here," she ordered.
I walked up to her and Thomas.
'Get on your knees," she continued.
As I got on my knees I again thought that this was nothing like my fantasies. In my fantasies there were kisses, sweet words, furtive glances. None of that was here. Yet, still, here I was, on my knees, getting ready to suck Thomas's cock.
"Take it out," she said.
I unzipped Thomas's pants. I reached through the zipper and pulled out his cock. It was thick and my fingers just barely reached around it. It must have been 7-8 inches long. As I held it in my hands. Katie pulled out her phone again. This time it was on speaker. I could hear both sides.
"Hi daddy," she started. Can you see mom?"
She was facetiming Jim? Jim was going to watch? Jesus Christ the suspense of all this was killing me. It must have been less than 10 minutes since I asked to 'help' but the suspense made it feel like I had been in this submissive mode for hours. What else was going to happen. What would Jim say. How was he feeling right now.
"Yes, I can see her," he said.
Katie went on, "Good, she looks kind of hot in her knees holding a cock in her hands. Doesn't she?"
"Yes," Jim said in a quiet voice.
"Mom," she was addressing me again. "Is daddy's cock that big?
I shook my head no.
"Daddy," she said to the phone. "Mom says Thomas has a bigger cock than you. Is that true?"
She pointed the phone at me, my hand wrapped around Thomas's cock in front of my face. He didn't answer right away.
"Well daddy?" is Thomas's bigger?
"Yes," he he quietly said.
"Well daddy, once she takes that cock in her mouth, you are a cuckold. How does that sound? Did you ever think you'd be a cuckold?"
Dammit. Why was she stretching this out. I wanted to suck this cock. Worse yet. Why was I waiting for her permission. I could just do it, but I was so enthralled with the scene she was playing out. Every word was making my pussy throb. My pussy was begging for cock and everything she said made me want it more.
"Did you daddy?"
She can't see you shake your head daddy," she said. "She can hear you though."
"No I didn't." He said.
"But you've thought of her with other men. Haven't you?" she asked.
"Yes," he said.
"Didn't you think that would make you a cuckold?" she went on.
"I never thought about it," he said.
"Well, it does," said Katie.
Hearing my daughter call her father a cuckold was wrong, just wrong. How could I be letting this happen. Yet every time I heard her say it. It was like a shot through my pussy.
"Umm, daddy?" she said. "I can't see your right hand, but your arm is moving. What are you doing?"
"Nothing," he said.
"Well, I can see your arm stopped. So maybe it's nothing now, but you were jacking off. Weren't you?" There was a pause. Again Katie said. "She can't see you nodding."
I heard Jim say, "Yes."
"That's ok daddy." It was so weird hearing her calling him daddy in this totally sexual situation. She's going to suck his cock now. You beat off all you want." She laughed.
She finally looked at me, "Suck it."
It was like I was starving, someone had served me an amazing meal, and made me wait an hour before I could eat it. I practically pounced on Thomas's cock. I'd blown 2 men before this. A boy friend after high s hook and Jim. I liked giving head, but I was loving this. I knew Jim could see. I wanted him to see me at my best.
As I wrapped my lips around Thomas's cock and I tasted the pre-cum on the tip. I loved the taste of it. I margined his chick exploding in my mouth. I made a moaning sound around his shaft. As my mouth worked as much as I could take I used my hands to hijack off the rest.
"Wow dad," I heard Katie. "Looks like mom knows what she's doing. Does she suck your cock a lot?"
Jim practically hissed, "Yes."
Hearing Katie talk to her dad that way made me moan again. I dropped my free hand to my clit and started fingering myself. I moaned again.
"Don't go anywhere dad," she handed the phone to Thomas. Thomas held the phone so I could see the screen. I could see me. Thomas's cock in my mouth, and I could see Jim. His arm moving as he jerked off. A look of rapt fascination on his face. I realized he was in his office. He must have the door closed. There was a narrow floor to ceiling window next to the door, but it had a blind. He must have had the blind down.
Playing with my pussy, sucking Thomas's cock, I came. With my hand still wrapped around Thomas's cock, I let it slip out of my mouth. I threw my head back and through my gritted teeth said, "God!" As I came all over my fingers.
"Did you see that dad?" Katie teased. "Mom just made herself cum sucking Thomas's cock. That was hot, wasn't it?"
Jim again said "Yes."
"I think it's time to get mom out of the rest of these clothes." Said Katie.
Thomas still held the phone where I could see. Katie got behind me and pulled my top up over my head. I raised my arms to help her.
"Look at that," Katie said. "A boring bra too."
I felt embarrassed I was wearing a boring bra. I thought it strange that my boring bra embarrassed me, but sucking my boss's cock while my daughter watched and undressed me and my husband could see on his iPad didn't embarrass me in the least, just excited me. Katie took my bra off as well.
"Gee daddy," Katie said. "I always knew mom had a hot body but seeing it naked like this, she's really sexy." She paused. "What do you think Thomas?"
I realized Thomas had not spoken through this whole thing. It had all been Katie. It was Thomas I'd always fantasized about. My fingers still against my clit I waited for his answer.
"I always knew she had a hot body." Then he looked at Katie. "Hot bodies obviously run in your family." Then to Jim he said, "You're wife and daughter both have fuckable bodies. I've fucked your daughter. Now I'm going to fuck your wife."
I heard Jim moan.
I had suspected Thomas and Katie had fucked, but wasn't sure. She'd only worked here 4 days and she was already fucking him. My fingers still in my pussy, the picture of him fucking Katie, my daughter, made me cum again.
Katie took my hand and helped me up off my knees. I steadied myself with her hands. For a moment we were about 3 inches apart, face to face, eye to eye.
"Who's the slut now," she said.
With that she bent me over my desk, looked at Thomas, and said, "Fuck her"
Fuck her. I loved the way that sounded. Like I was given away, I had no control. I knew, that in reality I could stop this at anytime. But, letting myself go was so hot, so liberating. I could let myself be what they wanted, not what I knew I should be.
I felt Thomas's cock against my pussy. He rubbed the tip once or twice along the slit to get it wet. I was so wet that was enough. He slipped right in. I turned my head to see Katie still had the camera on me. Job was still watching. As Thomas pumped my pussy, I could feel my orgrasm start to rise.
The words poured out, "Yes, yes, fuck me, god yes, don't stop, fuck me, harder, harder. Oh my god, Jim, can you see what he's doing? I feel so full. I feel like such a slut. Is this what you wanted? Did you want to see my boss fuck me like this? Tell me. TELL ME!," I practically screamed.
Katie turned the screen so I could see it. I could see Jim's face. I knew that face. I'd seen it during sex. He must have been jacking off.
"Tell me," I whispered.
"Yes," he said. "God yes."
I recognized that face. He was cumming. That pushed me over the edge.
"Oh fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck me harder." I moaned. Then it happened. "Oh my god! Yes! I moaned as I came. I could feel my wetness soak Thomas's cock. I collapsed on my desk. Chest against it breathing heavily. Thomas continued to fuck me.
Katie, looked at the phone, "We'll see you at home daddy," and she hung up.
"Did I do good." I realized she was talking to Thomas.
Good? I thought, what did she mean by good? Thomas had his cock buried in my pussy and she wanted to know if she did good?
"You did good," he said. "I've wanted to fuck your mom for years. I didn't believe you could pull it off, but you did. I'm proud of you."
She leaned in and kissed him. "Anything you want," she said.
With his cock still pumping me he returned her kiss.
Oh my god, they planned this, I realized. Katie had only been home 4 days, and they planned this? How?
It didn't matter. I felt my next orgasm building. This one hit me like waves. They rolled from my pussy and out to my toes, brain, and fingers. I let out a long slow moan as I came.



As I felt my orgasm pass through me Thomas's cock started to surge. I could feel the hot jets of cum hit the walls of my pussy. I just sighed as he came.
I was spent. I just laid there. I could feel his cum and mine dripping from my pussy and down my leg as he pulled out of me.
As I watched, Katie got down on her knees and licked his cock clean.
When she was done, she casually looked at me, naked, bent over, cum dripping down my leg, and said, "It's getting late. We better get going."
That was it. I wasn't sure what I expected her to say, but that was it. I reached for my bra and panties.
"You don't need those," she said.
I looked confused.
"Just put on the skirt and top and let's go."
My panties and bra were on the floor by my desk. I didn't know if anyone would come in, but if they did, my panties and bra would be lying there. The thought sent a shiver through me. Now I was mad at myself they weren't prettier. I left them where she told me
"Ok, let me clean up," I said. "I'll be right with you."
"No," she said. "I want dad to see you looking fucked."
I didn't say anything. I put on my skirt and top and we headed for the car.
We drove in silence for a few minutes, then I had to ask. "Planned this?" I said.
Katie laughed. "Well, not exactly. Remember the graduation birthday party you had for me last year?"
Of course I did. We had over 60 people there.
"Well," Katie started her story. "Thomas and I got to talking at the party. I really liked him. He was handsome and sophisticated. Not like the high school guys I'd been dating. He said we should stay in touch so I gave him my number thinking nothing of it. A few days later he texted me asking if I wanted to grab a burger. I went and had a great time and we ended up back at his place fucking.
"I wouldn't say we dated, but we hooked up every few weeks over the last year. He'd even visit me at school. He taught me a lot about sex and at one point we started discussing fantasies. Mine were so simplistic he teased me about it. We started watching porn and reading erotic stories together. I started to discover a lot of stuff. In fact, almost everything turned me on. We started doing a lot of role playing in bed.
"During one of our discussions, he told me he thought you were hot and always wanted to fuck you. I kinda laughed and said that would be fun to watch. We started using that as a theme in role playing. It made me cum every time.
"I also told him how James's friends were always checking you out. He asked if they checked me out too. I knew they did. He liked that and told me to wear things to show off whenever I came home and visited.
"I did. I liked the attention the guys gave me. I also noticed dad checking me out. I told Thomas everything."
"This summer I'd planned to work with you. Thomas thought it best to ask you first. When you didn't offer me the job, we both thought it was weird. So Thomas arranged to run into us at the restaurant.
"Then you surprised us. You reacted so strongly to me looking sexy in the office, it again immediately brought up the talk of Thomas wanting to fuck you. That night I chatted with him and told what happened with James's friends, and dad picking out the pink outfit. I also told him about dad watching James's friends touch you."
I was embarrassed. I kind of thought Katie had noticed. In fact, that was part of what turned me on so much, but hearing Katie say it made me blush.
Katie went on. "I, well everyone, heard you and dad fucking. I was curious so I went to your door and listened. I heard you talking about Thomas and what dad thought was hot."
"I told Thomas everything and we decided to push you a bit at the office."
"Oh my god," I whispered. "You heard all of it?"
"Yes," she said. "All of it. It turned me on so much I masturbared twice before I fell asleep."
"We knew it was time to push you," she said. "We were not sure how fast. You surprised us. Who knew you wanted to be such a slut."
"What now?" I asked quietly.
"I'm not sure. We'll have to see what dad has to say," she replied.
Jim, what would he think? I was going home to my husband who'd seen the whole thing. I smelled like sex and had cum drying on my thighs. I cuckolded my husband and he knows. What now? How would this change us?
When we walked in the door Jim was already there. He must have left work early. I felt panic in my chest. He jumped out of his chair and rushed to me. I cringed a bit and pulled back. He pulled me in his arms and kissed me. He kissed me passionately.
"You are the most beautiful, sexy, woman I've ever known." He kissed me again. His hands slid to my ass. "No panties?" he asked.
Katie spoke up, "I made her leave them on the floor at work. They were ugly anyways.
Jim's hand slipped under my skirt and grabbed my ass. He looked at Katie. "You're right. This is much better. He kissed me again. As he did his hand slid between my legs. "Oh my god, you're so wet," he exclaimed.
I didn't know what to say. Part of it was me, part of it was Thomas's cum.
Katie again stepped in. "A bunch of that is Thomas's cum," she told him.
Jim looked at Katie then at me. "That's so hot," he said.
He grabbed my hand and started pulling me to the bedroom.
He looked at Katie. "Dinner might be late," he said as he pulled me down the hall.
When we got to our room he just bent me over, face down on the bed. He didn't bother to close the door. I heard his zipper. He flipped my skirt up. I knew he could see how messy my pussy was and the cum drying down my leg. He positioned his cock against my slit. He slid right in.
I felt so nasty, dirty, horny, turned on. My husband's cock was fucking my cum filled pussy. The thought of just that amazed me. I moaned as that thought hit me.
Jim started pumping me hard. "Jesus baby, your pussy feels so wet, no, not wet, slimy. God yes, I love it."
Then he started asking me questions, "How did it feel to be fucked at worked. Fucked by the first other man since we've been married."
"God yes," I moaned. "I loved it. His cock is bigger than yours. I felt full as he fucked me."
"Jesus," groaned Jim. "Did he make you cum? Did you cum all over his cock?"
I grunted as Jim started pounding me harder. He was forcing my face into the bed with each thrust. Between grunts I tried to answer.
"Yes, ugh, Dammit, uh uh, he made, uungh, he made me cum twice. Ughhh... Mmmmm."
"Oh fuck that's hot," he said, "And Katie, she watched the whole thing?"
"Yes," I hissed.
"You let Thomas fuck you like a slut in front of your, I mean OUR, daughter?"
As he said it, I looked up. Katie was standing in the doorway. That was it. I felt my orgasm rush over me. "Yes, Dammit," I almost screamed. "He fucked me in front of Katie. Our daughter watched me get fucked like a slut, bent over my desk in my office." I was cumming so hard the words were between a hiss and a scream.
"Fucking slut," he said.
"Fucking cuck," I replied breathlessly.
That did it. I could barely feel him cum because my pussy was so wet, but I felt the hot jets added to Thomas's and my juices. As he continue to pump me I felt the juices in me being forced out and dripping down my pussy and my legs.
I smelled like sex. The whole room smelled like sex. I loved it.
I just collapsed my body on the bed. Jim pulled out and sat on the bed beside me. He softly ran his hands over my back and naked ass. He slid his hand down to my pussy. He pushed his fingers into my pussy. My juices squished around them and soaked them. He pulled his wet cum covered fingers out and running them up the crack of my ass spread the juices all over it. Again he stuck his fingers in me and rubbed the sticky mess into my ass cheeks. I could feel it drying.
"That was fucking hot," said Katie as she headed for her room.
Jim lay down next to me. "Yes it was," he whispered in my ear.
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You know how you wake up from a nap, not sure how long you slept, or what time it is. Well that was me. I opened my eyes and started to assess the situation. I was in my skirt and top. My skirt twisted around my waist. I could feel cum dried all over my ass and thighs.
Jim was on his back and my head was on one of his arms. His pants were undone and his soft cock was exposed.
I looked at the clock. It was 8:30. It took me a while to realize it was 8:30 in the evening and not the morning. Last, I noticed our bedroom door was still open.
I could hear the TV downstairs. That meant that someone was home. I wondered who. Katie had seen me fuck Thomas and was watching when I started fucking Jim. I wondered what she thought. She had worked with Thomas to set it up, where did that put her relationship with me, or her father. Of course she'd been fucking Thomas too and even though she was 18 at the time. She wasn't cheating. She said they'd explored their fantasies, and said they role played. I wondered what they actually had done.
What if James was home? He must have walked by the open door. What did he see? What did he think if he saw us? Had he and Katie talked? So many questions and no answers till I got out of bed.
I let Jim sleep. I looked at his soft cock. Until yesterday the only one I'd had in 21 years. I thought about Thomas's cock. It was longer and thicker. It really did feel different. I knew I'd fuck him again if he asked. I wondered if he would. He said his goal was to fuck me. He had. Now what?
I got out of bed and went to take a shower. As I undressed I looked in the mirror. I turned so I could see the dried cum on me. I realized I liked the way it looked. I almost didn't want to shower.
I got in the shower. The water felt good. My mind was still going a mile a minute. Katie had set this up. Thomas had said he'd wanted to do it, but Katie set it up. She wanted me to do it. Did she have other fantasies she wanted me to do? Would I do them? I also knew that I would not have done it if it had not been my fantasy too. I thought about what they could make me do.
The reality was I let them because I wanted it. I thought about how naughty some of my other fantasies were. Did they know them also? Would they push/allow me to experience them? As I felt my pussy starting to tingle. My hand fell to my clit. I started to rub it thinking of Katie making me have sex with some faceless man in front of Jim. It didn't take me long to cum.
I finished my shower. It was about 9:00. The TV was still on and I realized I was starving. I had to throw something on. I had this mad thought to just walk downstairs naked. Another one of my fantasies. I couldn't.
I grabbed a green satiny robe out of my closet. It was a little small. It barely covered my ass and pussy, it did not cross across my chest. It left skin showing from my neck to the sash. It crossed in front of my pussy. I looked in the mirror. I was covered.
I walked out of my bedroom. Both Katie and James were home. Katie saw me first. "Hi mom, Hungry?" she asked. It was so normal it took me aback.
"Yes, thank you," I replied. "I'm sorry I missed dinner."
"No problem," said Katie. "I got it. Let me make you something."
As she got up I was shocked. She was wearing a tight T shirt and a thong. Lots of skin showing. I had no idea what to say.
As I stared after her I'd forgotten James was there too.
"Well, looks like you had fun," he said.
I didn't know how to answer.
"Good for you. You deserve fun. I gotta admit you looked hot as hell. Good thing my friends weren't here. They would have died or I would have had to kill them to keep them off you'" he laughed.
Then he added, "like the robe. You look great."
I blushed. "Thank you."
If Katie had let on what had happened I had no clue. I wasn't going to bring it up. I went to sit on the couch next to James. In doing so the robe, that barely covered me standing up, covered me less sitting down. The bottom slid up so my ass was directly on the couch and if you looked my pussy was peeking out.
"Uh oh," I said. "This is smaller than I thought. I better go change."
James said, "Don't change on my account. I think you look great."
That made me shiver. My son liked seeing me less covered? When did that happen.
Before I could comment Katie chimed in. "Oh sure mom, here I am showing off my ass in a thong and once again you get all the attention."
"Once again?" I asked. "What do you mean?"
"Really mom? You don't know?" She responded.
I had no idea what she was talking about. She must have figured it out from the blank look on my face.
"Ever since the guys I knew became interested in girls I've been in competition with you.
"Gee your mom is gorgeous"
"Is that your mom?"
"You've got a hot mom"
"Every boy that I brought home would comment. A lot tried to hang out with you when I invited them over. I admit, one of the reasons I started with Thomas was because he seemed to be more interested in me than you, but even he wanted you."
I was shocked. I had no clue. "I'm sorry baby, I didn't know," I said.
"I know," said Katie. "I was never mad. It was just frustrating. I mean look at me. I'm pretty. I'm in one of my tiniest thongs and a t shirt that you can practically see through and you get the attention."
"Well, he is your brother," I started.
"I know," she said. "And you're his mom, but he still looks, and he's looking at you."
I looked at James. He just shrugged with a goofy grin.
Then to redeem himself, "Sis, you're gorgeous. I've been checking you out since I realized I liked girls. Mom is just new but having both of you to look at is amazing. If my friends knew of this they'd make me king."
Katie and I both laughed.
"Well," I said. "Enjoy."
Katie had some dinner ready for me and set it on the table. I got up from the couch to go sit at the table. My robe did not cover my ass as I walked to the table. Katie was standing by the table. I gave her a big hug. "Sweetie, you're so beautiful. I can't believe that you felt you were competing with me. All this time I was a little jealous of the attention you got. I was proud of how beautiful you are, but also jealous.
.She stood beside me, put her hands on the table, and shook her ass.
"Well is mine any good?" she asked James. .
"Equally as amazing," he said. "Is this a show I can count on from now on?"
"We'll have to see," I said.
Just then Jim came downstairs. "Modeling what you're wearing to work tomorrow?"
Katie and I giggled. "I'm pretty sure we'd get no work done if that happened," she said.
Jim then noticed I was eating. He asked if there was any for him. Katie told him to sit down and got him a plate. Except for some flirting we all had a pretty normal conversation during dinner. After we sat down and watched TV as usual. Jim and I sat down on the couch. James decided to sit on the other side of me. Katie spread herself out on the floor in front of us, gorgeous ass completely on display.
We sat watching. Jim had his arm around me. His hand played with the material of the robe. I realized he was pulling one side higher and away from my body. This was giving James a better and better view of my body as we sat there. I could feel the robe pulling open. I didn't stop Jim. I just sat there tingling. How much would he expose? Would he take the robe off me, completely exposing me to our son? Anticipation heightened my sexual awareness as it was happening slowly. In almost half an hour of TV the edge of the robe was almost going to expose my nipple. It was just on the edge. My pussy was wet. I wondered if my pantiless pussy was going to stain the couch.
Just about then Katie said, "Well tomorrow's a work day. I'm heading to bed."
James stood up too. It was obvious he had an election.
"Yeah," said Katie. "looks like you better take care of that."
James quipped back, "Oh sure, it's yours and mom's fault, but I gotta take care of it."
I blushed. The thought of me giving James an erection made me hot. I was loving the effect I was having on men.
Katie laughed and said, "It's not my fault you're a pervert and get turned on by your sister and mom, but if I weren't your sister I might've been inclined to help you out." And she headed off to her room.
With the two kids gone Jim said, "Well you can take care of me."
He pulled out his cock. It too was already hard. Again I compared it to Thomas's. It was nice, but I liked Thomas's better. Maybe because it was newer. After all Jim had always been a good lover. So I do not think size is the most important quality, but it did make a difference with a skilled lover.
I got down on my knees and took his cock in my mouth. I had always liked giving blow jobs. I never really thought about why before. Something about being on my knees, In front of my man, turned me on. When we fuck it's about us. We can see each other, we can do other things but, when I'm on my knees with a cock in my mouth, it's all about him. It's my challenge to make him feel amazing. It's my time to show him that I want his sex, even if I don't get anything except a mouthful of cum in return.
I wrapped my hand around his cock and jerked it as I sucked and licked the head. I loved how it felt in my mouth. The taste of precum on my tongue made me excited for things to cum. As I sucked him I made "mmmm" sounds. As much for me, because I was loving it, as for him. Because I wanted him to know I was loving it.
Jim talked to me. "Oh baby, you are so good. Is this the way you sucked Thomas's cock? Did you show him how good you were? I want to ask him. I want him to tell me what a good cocksucker you are."
"He didn't complain," I said in my best 'I'm your dirty girl' voice.
He moaned. "Did Katie watch while you sucked his cock?" he asked. "Did you show her how good you were?"
Remembering made me moan. "Yes," I replied. "She made me suck his cock. As I did she undressed me. She took off my top and bra."
Jim moaned again.
I continued, "And after Thomas fucked me, Katie got on her knees and sucked his cock clean."
Jim grabbed my hands and pulled me on his lap, as he did my robe fell completely open. I straddled his legs with my tits practically in his face. He put his arm around my back, pushed my breast to his mouth, and sucked on my exposed nipple. The feeling was electric. I could feel his hard cock below me pushing against my pussy but not quite reaching its mark. I reached down between my legs and guided him into me. We both moaned.
I was facing the back of the couch. I saw it before Jim even knew what was going on. As jim fucked me I saw James come around the corner. The thought that we were going to be caught was too much for me. I came. I could feel the hot juice from my pussy soak Jim's cock. I let out a loud moan.
As soon as I moaned James looked straight at me. At first I could tell he didn't compute what he was seeing. As soon as his brain kicked in he looked me in the eyes and smiled. My robe was open and my tits bouncing as I fucked Jim's cock. I brought my hands up to my breast and rubbed them so James could see. I pulled on my nipples to make them hard.
As I did I said, "Jim, James just came into the room. He's standing here watching you fuck me."
Jim continued to fuck me and looked over his shoulder. He smiled and said, "Sorry son. Your mom's just so sexy I couldn't help myself. Besides, we thought you'd gone to bed."
James laughed, "I did, but, after I jacked off, I got hungry."
Jim laughed, "Well, don't let us stop you."
Jim continued to fuck me. The sensation of being watched made every stroke feel more intense. Every nerve tingled. Even naughtier because it was my son. I couldn't see James now. He was behind me in the kitchen.
Jim's hands went to my ass. He grabbed the back of my robe. The front was completely open, but the back was still hanging down. He pulled it up to my waist. It took a second but I realized that James now had a perfect view of Jim's cock penetrating my pussy with each stroke. I came.
"Oh god, yes, don't stop, oh my god yes, I love being watched, I love the way you feel, fuck me, God, yes, yes,". I came.
I rested my head on Jim's shoulder.
James headed back down the hall. He smiled at me. "That looked fun mom, but don't leave dad hanging."
I could see James was again showing a hardon through his loose shorts.
"I won't," I promised. "I'll make sure he cums."
With that James went back to his room. I looked at Jim, "How do you want me?" No matter what, I realized, I was Jim's and he could have me anyway he wants. Even if someone had me first. I would come home to Jim. I might make Jim wait and let someone go first, but Jim would always get me after.
"Get your sexy ass to our room and on the bed. I want to fuck you from behind and cum all over that hot ass."
I giggled. I stood up, took off my robe, and threw it over my shoulder. As I walked to our room I swung my hips. "I'll be waiting," I said.
I got to our room and did as I was told. I climbed on the bed. I got on my hands and knees. With my ass facing the door I put my head and shoulders on the bed. This wasn't the first time he'd had me do this. I always loved it. Kneeling there in such a submissive position turned me on. Once he made me wait 15 minutes. I had used my fingers to make myself cum twice before he got there.
This time there was an added tension. I left the door open. My ass and pussy completely exposed to anyone who walked by. Only Katie and James were home, but the thought of them seeing me like this excited me. I remembered that Katie had pretty much seen me like this. She saw me bent over a desk while Thomas pounded me from behind. James had just seen me fucked on the couch. What would they think of their mother just kneeling here in this position.
What if James had Steven and Adam here. Would I leave the door open? Would I hope that they'd see me? What would they do if they saw me?
My hand went to my pussy and I started playing with myself. Would James let his friends take me? Let Steve touch me? Would Jim watch? I came all over my fingers. As I let out a loud moan Jim walked in.
"Started without me I see." He climbed on the bed behind me. He lined his cock up with my pussy. I was so wet he slid right in. As he entered me I sucked my pussy juices off my fingers. He grabbed my ass and started pounding me. I didn't even try to be quiet.
"Fuck me, that's it fuck my pussy, harder, give me that cock." I moaned. I grunted with every thrust. "Uungh. That's it fuck me. Fuck your little slut. Fuck me hard. Are you going to cum on my ass? You said you wanted to. It's all yours, cum all over it."
I thought about what the kids must be thinking. "Oh my god Jim, fuck me, that feels so good. Do you think Katie and James can hear how good you're making me feel? Do you think they're imagining how wet you have my pussy? I wonder if Katie told James I fucked Thomas at the office."
If she didn't he knew now.
"Can you believe I fucked him while she watched?" Jim started pounding me. "Oh my god, you like that. I can feel you pounding my pussy. That's it. Fuck me. Our Katie let you watch on FaceTime didn't she. You saw the whole thing. You saw your slut wife take her bosses cock in front of your daughter."
Jim groaned. He pulled out and I could feel his hot cum squirt against my ass. As it did I came again.
"That's it baby, cum on my ass, your ass, my ass is yours. I'm going to let others fuck me, fuck my ass, cum on my ass, but I'll always come home to you. Maybe my ass will look like this. Covered with someone else's cum."
I felt the last spurt on my cheeks. Jim literally collapsed on the bed beside me. I stayed in that position for a moment then lay down on my stomach. I heard a sound and glanced at the door. James was standing there naked stroking his cock. I didn't get a good look, but it looked like a nice one. Right next to him was Katie. She was wearing a tank top. She had a pair of panties on the floor still wrapped around one ankle. She was also playing with herself.
I spread my legs and slid my arm under me to my pussy and started playing with my clit. From where they were standing they could both see my fingers playing with my wet pussy, my cum covered ass moving as I ground my pussy against my hand.
Neither stopped what they were doing. I think Katie came first. "Oh fuck," she moaned. "That was so hot."
As she came, I did too. I just pushed my pussy into my hand and moaned.
James was last. I'm not sure if he did it on purpose, or just was trying to not cum all over the floor. He turned slightly and came on Katie. She didn't move. The cum hit her thigh, ass, and shirt. She didn't say anything. She just stood there with a glazed look on her face.
No one moved for a minute. Finally Katie looked at her brother and said, "Well, I guess I better clean up."
James just said goodnight and went to his room.
Jim got up and got a warm washcloth. He gently cleaned my ass and pussy. When he was done he turned down the covers and we climbed into bed together. We snuggled and kissed a little, then both fell asleep.
The alarm woke us. Friday was still a work day. As I was just getting out of the shower. Katie came in the room. She was wearing only a very tiny thong. I couldn't help but notice what great tits she had. She was holding her phone.
"Thomas just texted me. He has a client coming in around lunchtime and wants to know if dad wants to come visit."
Jim and I looked at each other. There was no reason Thomas would need Jim in the office while he was meeting with a client. The only possible explanation was that Thomas, or the client, or both, were going to fuck me, Katie, or both, and Thomas wanted Jim there to watch.
Jim just said, "Tell Thomas I'll be there by noon and that I will probably just take the whole afternoon off."
Katie said Thomas responded, "See you then," and left the room.
My mind started to spin. Who was this client. How wrong is it and how hot was it that Thomas thought, no knew, that he could fuck me with a client there. Then a disappointing thought. What if they were just going to fuck Katie? I frowned a little.
Jim noticed. "What's wrong?"
I felt stupid telling him. "Nothing," I said.
"Come on," he said. "After all this there is something you can't tell me?"
"It's dumb. Not only dumb, it's wrong. I shouldn't even be thinking this way," I said.
"It's ok, tell me."
I told him that I was worrying that they only wanted to fuck Katie and not me. I realized how stupid it was to be disappointed that some stranger may not fuck me and to be hoping they would.
Jim wrapped his arms around me and said the weirdest thing I thought any husband ever said to his wife, "I can't believe he wants me there unless they want me to watch you get fucked. I'm sure you're going to get plenty of cock."
I laughed, "Ok, something about that sentence isn't right, but I feel better. What should I wear?"
Jim went to my lingerie drawer and pulled out a black garter belt and stockings. I could feel my pussy getting wet just thinking of wearing those on front of someone other than Jim. He found a black pair of panties that tied with little strings on the sides.
"That way they can take the panties off and leave you in your stockings and garters." He said.
My heart continued to beat harder. I put on the stockings, garters and panties as Jim looked for a dress. I saw James come down the hall. He saw me.
"Looking hot mom. Wish I was going to work with you."
Katie stepped out of her room behind him. She was wearing a skirt? Belt? I later found out it was called a flirt skirt. It barely covered ½ her ass and you could see a small part of the front of her thong in front. It was a school girl plaid. On top she wore a white button down shirt. No buttons were done and it was tied well below her breasts.



"Dammit," said James. "Now I really want to go to work with you."
Katie laughed, "Well if you're a good boy I may tell you about my day."
"I'll be good," laughed James and left.
Katie looked at me in my stockings and panties and said, "Good start"
Now for a dress. I stood there looking at my closet. Jim pulled out a short, black, pencil skirt. It barely covered the top of my stockings and a sheer bustier type top that left a lot of cleavage and belly showing.
When I got to the kitchen Katie said, "Awesome"
Jim looked at the time. "Dammit, I have to go to work. If I didn't I'd so fuck you right now."
Which one of us, "I asked."
Jim just kissed me and walked out the door.
"I'm pretty sure we'll both get fucked today," Katie said. "Do you think dad will like watching both his girls being fucked?"
I replied, "If we enjoy it as much as I think we will. I think he'll enjoy it."
We drove to work and talked. I asked her how she was so comfortable with all this. She told me that she and Thomas had roll played a lot of these things already, so she'd already thought them through. Also that Thomas had made her fuck a couple of his friends and she'd loved being given away and having multiple cocks.
At that I stopped talking. Multiple cocks. I loved the idea. God, one in my mouth, one in my pussy, maybe even take one up the ass. My fingers fell to my pussy.
"Don't soak my car seats," laughed Katie.
When we got to work, we were the first 2 there. We went about our normal day. In the back of my mind was the anticipation. My pussy was wet all day. As Katie went about her work I found myself staring at her ass and tits and just getting hornier and hornier. It felt like noon would never get there.
About 11:45 Thomas walked in with a client. I'd met him before, his name was Gary. He was about Thomas's age. He was tall and handsome. I was not disappointed. I could imagine enjoying fucking him.
Thomas walked him to my desk and reintroduced me.
Gary took my hand, "I don't remember you being so hot."
I blushed.
Then Thomas introduced Katie as my daughter.
"Damn Thomas, did you just find the hottest family in the world and hire them?" Then Gary looked at us again. "I see we have a new office dress code."
Thomas laughed, "Like it?" he said. "Actually this is the first time I've seen these outfits. They practically scream 'Fuck me' don't you think?"
Thomas looked at me, "Don't you think that outfit says 'Fuck me'?"
I just nodded my head.
At that moment Jim walked in.
Thomas welcomed him and introduced him to Gary as my husband and Katie's father. Gary looked at both of us, obviously aware of the situation said, "Well Jim, you have both a very fuckable wife and daughter."
Jim thanked him. Thomas told him to take a seat in the waiting room. There were 2 leather couches and a leather chair. Jim sat in the chair.
"You know Jim, when I invited you here today it was to watch us fuck your wife and daughter."
"Yes," said Jim.
"I told Gary what slut's they were, and that you enjoyed being cuckolded. Isn't that right?" he continued.
"Yes," said Jim,.
"Tell us what you want," said Thomas.
"I want to watch my slutty wife and daughter get fucked," replied Jim.
Thomas called Katie over. "The good part Jim is that you're going to have a part in this."
I was wondering what it would be.
"If you really want them fucked, you're going to have to undress them."
Thomas took Katie's hand and led her to where she was standing in front of Jim."
Jim actually looked embarrassed. I knew he wanted this, but when presented with it like this, I think the reality was more than he expected. He seemed to have lost all control. If he had said I want this to stop and asked me to leave with him, I'm not sure I would have. I think he was feeling that too.
"When was the last time you undressed your daughter," Thomas taunted.
"She was a child," said Jim.
"Well she's not one anymore," said Gary. "Let's see her."
Jim reached out and took the zipper of her skirt and pulled it down. No one was looking at me. I pulled my skirt up enough so I could spread my legs and play with my pussy. Katie's skirt fell to the floor.
She stood there in the smallest of thongs, heels, and the white shirt knotted above her navel. Jim reached for the knot and quickly undid it. He turned Kate facing away from him and slid the shirt off her shoulders. She was now just wearing the thong and heels. Her tits stood out, her nipples were hard.
Gary said to Thomas, "This the one you've been fucking all year?"
I saw Jim cringe a bit when he heard that.
Thomas replied, "Fuck yes. Since she was 18."
Katie still stood with her back to Jim.
"You do realize, once that thong comes off, she is our fucktoy for the day. You get to watch us fuck your daughter."
Jim nodded and reached for her thong. He slid it over her ass and down her legs, finally helping her step out of them. He held them in his hand. She was now naked except for her heels. She looked amazing. She did give me a small look of embarrassment. She knew she shouldn't be naked in front of her mother, father, and strange men. I'm sure it was part of the turn on for her.
Gary looked at Jim. "Would you tell your daughter to suck my cock please?"
Jim looked at Katie. I could tell he was embarrassed. Even from where I was sitting I could see he had a hard on.
"Katie, please suck Gary's cock. I've never seen you do it. Show us both how good you are."
Katie turned and kissed Jim's forehead. "Isn't it very naughty for a daddy to ask his daughter to suck someone's cock?"
Jim said,"Yes, very naughty"
"Ok daddy," said Katie. "I want you to be proud of me."
Katie got down on her knees and unzipped Gary's pants and pulled out his cock. It was already hard. Her tongue flicked the tip to catch the drop of precum. She smiled at her dad and said, "Mmmmmm."
She then wrapped her hand around the shaft and started sucking his cock. She jerked the shaft up and down as she wrapped her lips around the head. I just watched. I had a feeling of anticipation, what were they going to make me do.
Finally Thomas called me over. I was not sure what I was supposed to do.
Thomas spun me around. "She's one hot woman Jim. She was a great fuck. I'm so glad you're going to get to watch in person this time. Aren't you?"
Jim nodded. He was watching Katie suck cock, while wondering what was next. He had his hand rubbing his cock through his pants.
Thomas turned to Katie. "Katie, we want to fuck your mother. Come here and undress her."
Katie gave one last look at Gary and kissed the tip of his cock. Then she came over to me. I was facing Jim. She started with my skirt, slowly she undid the zipper. The skirt was too tight to fall off by itself. She put her hands on the waistband and pushed the skirt over my hips to the floor.
All the guys eyes were on us. Katie, naked except for heels, unzipped my bustier from behind. It came free and slid down my arms to the ground. I was now in just my garter, panties and heels.
"Thank you Katie. You're dad can take it from here," said Thomas. "Why don't you go suck Gary's cock some more."
Katie returned to Gary and dropped to her knees. As she grabbed his cock she positioned herself where she could still see me. With a big smile at me she guided Gary's cock back into her mouth.
I stood facing Jim. I heard Thomas unzip his pants. I didn't turn and look, I could picture his cock in my mind's eye.
"Well Jim," said Thomas. "Your daughter is sucking my friends cock. Are you ready to watch your wife cuckold you, right in front of you?"
Jim's hands went to the strings that held my panties on. He pulled the strings and the panties came off In his hand. I noticed he held them in the same hand he had Katie's panties.
Thomas pushed lightly on my back. "Put your hands on your husband's shoulders," he said.
I bent forward and did as I was told. My face was now inches from Jim's.
"Spread your legs," Thomas said in a commanding voice.
I spread them about a foot apart. As I did Thomas rubbed the head of his cock up and down my slit. I was wet and the juices from my pussy quickly lubricated him. With one thrust he was all the way inside me. The thrust threw me a little off balance. Jim grabbed me so I wouldn't fall.
All this time Katie was sucking Gary's cock and watching. As Thomas thrust into me she let out a soft moan.
Thomas started tucking me slowly. He held my hips, partially holding me up while holding me still so he could fuck me. My eyes were closed experiencing the pleasure of every thrust. Everytime I opened them I'd be looking right into Jim's face. Every thrust pushed me towards Jim so he could feel it as I did. I moaned practically in Jim's ear.
I felt a movement beside me. Katie was now bent over using the arm of the chair Jim was in to steady herself. She was in the same position as me. Bent over, legs spread. I heard her moan as Gary entered her.
I felt my first orgasm building. As Thomas thrust into me I grunted with each thrust. "Oh my, uungh, god Jim, look at our, uungh, daughter getting, uungh, fucked, that is so, uungh oh my god, hot, uungh, oh my god, I'm coming!
I could feel a torrent of wetness soak Thomas's cock. I was sure he felt it. He continued to pound my pussy. I continued to grunt with each thrust. Uungh, uungh, uungh, I couldn't stop.
I noticed Jim was stroking his cock through his pants. Thomas must have also noticed.
"It's ok Jim, take it out. It must be murder watching your wife and daughter get fucked. Knowing they wanted to get fucked with you watching. Knowing they wanted you to be a cuckold and forced to see your wife take another man's cock. Knowing that your daughter wanted to see you cuckolded too."
Jim took his cock out. Using the hand that had mine and Katie's panties in it he started to jack off. Inning the material on his cock.
"That's right," said Thomas. "Use your wife's and daughter's panties. You're such a pervert. Such a cuck watching them both get fucked."
Jim moaned again.
"Your wife's married pussy feels amazing. It's so hot and wet. I am going to enjoy fucking her whenever I want in the office. Sometimes I may send pictures, sometimes she'll just have to tell you about it."
Gary spoke up, to Thomas, not Jim. "His daughter's pussy is also amazing. How long have you been fucking her?"
As he fucked her she moaned. "Oh daddy, this feels so wrong, it's so hot. Do you like seeing your little girl get fucked. Thomas and I have role played this before. It was always hot. I didn't realize how hot it would be in real life. I am creaming all over his cock. Do you like it daddy? Are you proud of me?"
Jim moaned, "Yes, I'm proud of both my slut wife and slut daughter. You are sexy as hell with a cock in you."
Katie's let out a long moan. "Oh my god daddy. I just came. That was amazing."
With that I came again.
I was panting, "I want to be on my knees, please, let me get on the floor so you can fuck me harder."
"Do you hear that Jim," said Thomas. "The slut wants to be fucked harder."
Thomas pulled his cock out of me. I let go of Jim's shoulders and got on my knees. Back in my favorite position. Ass up, shoulders and head on the floor. I was sideways to Jim. Thomas kneeled behind me. Jim had a perfect view of Thomas's cock sliding into me.
Thomas started slow. As his cock slid out of me it was slick with my juices.
"Can you see that Jim? Look at your wife's cum all over my cock. Is this what you wanted to see?"
Jim nodded.
As Thomas fucked me he said, "Ya know Jim. I want to fuck her in your bed. I think I'll come to your house for dinner tomorrow and fuck her in your bed. Would you like that?"
Jim moaned and nodded.
What was he thinking. Our bed? I mean Katie knew what was going on, but what about James?
My head and shoulders still on the ground I heard Gary say, "I want to fuck that one now."
'That one?' Now I was just an object. My fingers slid down to my pussy at the thought. As Thomas pulled out of me I fingered myself. As Gary's cock entered me I came all over my fingers and his cock.
"Damn she is wet," exclaimed Gary.
As he did licked my fingers clean. Then to Jim I said, "Do you like that? I don't even know this guy and he's fucking your wife. Can you see his cock in me? It feels so good. You may have created a monster. I love being fucked by strange cock."
"I love watching you," said Jim as he continued to stroke his cock.
I then heard Thomas say to Katie, "Get down next to your mother."
I turned my head. Katie's head was now on the floor next to me. We were face to face and she had a sexy smirk on her face. Like we were sharing a dirty secret. I saw her body thrust forward. Her face turned to a look of ecstasy. I heard her grunt with each thrust. "Oh mom, uungh, this feels, uungh, amazing, uungh. God, I've always loved fucking Thomas."
Gary starting matching his thrusts to Thomas's. Side by side we moved almost in unison. Katie reached out her hand. I took it in mine. I closed my eyes and let my body go. I could hear Katie moaning. Thomas and Gary were discussing our pussies like we weren't even there.
Gary started thrusting harder. Should I cum in her Pussy or on her ass?" he asked Thomas.
"Her ass," said Thomas. He looked at Jim jacking off with our panties. "Her panties are going to have cum on them soon so she'll have nothing covering her ass. This way she'll at least have cum on it."
God that was so dirty. I started moaning as Gary started thrusting even harder. Just as my orgasm started to break Gary pulled out and I could feel jet after jet of hot cum splash against my ass. Each one sent an electric wave of ecstasy through my body.
Then I heard Katie, "That's it baby, paint my ass."
Thomas must have been giving her the same treatment. I imagined what it looked like Thomas squirting cum all over her cute little ass.
I heard Jim groan. I had almost forgotten about him. I turned to look at him. I saw that look I recognized he was about to cum.
He looked at me. "Do it," I hissed.
He groaned again. With Katie's and my panties wrapped around and over his cock he thrust up into them. I could see the material darken as his wet cum shot into the wadded panties.
We all lay there, breathless.
Finally Thomas broke the ice. "Well, that was fun," he said.
The absurdity of the comment made all of us laugh and lightened the mood.
"Jim," Thomas said. "I hope that was everything you dreamed of."
"That was fucking amazing," said Jim. "Amazing."
"I'm glad," said Thomas. You could hear the sincerity in his voice.
Katie and I were still on our knees asses up.
"Why don't you get going Jim," said Thomas. "I'll send the girls home soon and I'll see you for dinner tomorrow."
Jim stood up and zipped his pants. He took a look at Katie and I on our knees. "I'll see you sexy things at home," he said. He shook Jim and Gary's hands and walked out the door.
"Well girls," Thomas said. "Time to go home."
Katie and I stood up. We were covered with sweat and cum. I grabbed Gary's face and kissed him, passionately.
"Oh my god Gary. That was amazing. Thank you."
Gary laughed, "You're welcome. I'd fuck you anytime."
"Well," I flirted. "You never know."
I saw Katie pick up her top and skirt. "Hmmm, at least I had panties on on the way in. We're parked in the garage and parked closed to the door. Since its early I may get to the car before someone sees me.
I picked up my skirt and top. "I'm going to clean up," I said.
"No," said Thomas.
I knew that was coming. Thomas seems to like me going home with his cum. Katie and I pulled on our skirts and tops. As we said goodbye Thomas reminded us he was coming for dinner the next day.
Katie and I headed to the garage. Just as we stepped through the door two men came through the other way. As they held the door for us they realized how we were dressed. They didn't say anything. We felt their eyes follow us and when we reached our car Katie flipped up her skirt to flash her cum covered ass. As she turned to climb in the car she blew them a kiss. We jumped in the car to head home.
As we turned out of the garage Katie looked at me with a smile and said, "Slut."
"Me? What about you little miss cum on her ass," I replied.
"Oh, like you aren't covered with cum too," she joked.
"I know," I said. "Is it a bad that I love the feeling. I wonder what it would feel like to have 2, even 4 guys cum on me."
"With or without daddy watching," she joked.
"Mmmmmm, yes," I said.
We both laughed.
When we got home I parked in the driveway. Jim's car was already there. So was James's. I wondered what James would think.
We walked in the door. James saw us first.
"Hey sis, lose something at the office? I knew I should have gone with you guys."
Katie did a pirouette. "Yeah, they kind of got messed up " she laughed.
"Well, if I remember correctly, there wasn't much to them anyway," James said. "And it looks like you got something on your ass."
As this conversation was going on I walked over to Jim and started kissing him passionately.
"Let's go upstairs," I said breathlessly. "I need to get fucked by you. Now."
I dragged him to the bedroom and started ripping off his clothes. When I pushed him down on the bed he had his pants and boxers around his ankles and his shoes still on. I straddled his cock and pulling my skirt up to my waist guided his cock into me. I pulled off my top and started fucking him.
"Woohoo, you go mom," it was James. I'd left the door open.
Once again being watched drove me wild. I started fucking Jim like crazy.
"What's happening," I heard Katie Say as she approached our door. "Ohhhhhhhhh, that," she laughed as she looked in.
I came immediately.
*****
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When Ch 3 is done it will be in the Incest/Taboo section.



        My Daughter made me Cuckold Him Ch. 03

        Daughter makes me cuckold my husband in our bed.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/my-daughter-made-me-cuckold-him-ch-03

Title: My Daughter made me Cuckold Him Ch. 03

Author: Imstillfun

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Daughter makes me cuckold my husband in our bed.

Tags: son, mother, group sex, incest, mmmf, cuckold, mother daughter, brother, sister, mother son

Series: My Daughter made me Cuckold Him


Author's note: This story will make no sense unless you read Chapters 1 & 2 in the Loving Wives section.
*****
As I came I realized that both James and Katie were watching. My mind flashed back to last night when they watched me cum on my fingers. Katie with her panties around her ankles, James with his cock in hand.
This time from where they were standing they had a perfect view of Jim's cock sliding in and out of me. It was too much for me. With Jim's cock inside me I came again.
James asked Katie, "So, umm, what actually happened at the office today?"
"I've got to lie down if I'm going to tell you that story," she answered.
"Why?" he asked.
"You'll see," she said.
She lay down on the bed next to Jim. Her skirt was bunched around her waist and her shirt untied but still covering her tits.
She started by asking if James knew that I'd fucked Thomas the day before.
"Yeah, I kinda figured that," said James.
Then she started with the story from this morning's text from Thomas. As she did she bent her knees and spread her legs. Her fingers played with her clit. Straddling Jim as I was I had a perfect view as her fingers dipped into her pussy. She told the story.
Jim lying next to her could not really see, but was turned on by her telling the story. Then James climbed on the bed. He lay down on the opposite side of his sister. His pants were undone and he had his cock out. He lay on his side with one arm supporting his head and the other hand stroking his cock.
My mind was reeling. As his sister told the story about how we got fucked today, he lay next to us watching his dad fuck his mom and his sister play with her pussy. That was so wrong it just made me fuck Jim harder. I moaned, but didn't say anything. I let Katie tell the story.
For the first time I got a look at James's cock. It was a bit bigger than Jim's. That surprised me, but I guess it shouldn't have. I just thought since James was the child he'd be smaller than his dad. I forgot that James was an adult now.
As Katie told the part about Gary switching with Thomas, I came again. So did Katie. She stopped telling the story and moaned. It took her a minute to recover. She uncovered her tits with her other hand and started playing with them while she fingered herself.
"God, just telling this story is so fucking hot," she said. She took her fingers out of her pussy and smiling at James licked them clean.
"Sorry," she said to James. "Got carried away."
She went back to her story.
As she told the part where Jim was about to cum in our panties, James said, "Well I can see why. I'm about to cum myself. I better get some tissues."
"Why bother," said Katie. She pushed her shirt completely open and pulled the little skirt around her waist so it was bunched up like a belt. She ran her hand from her nipples to the skirt and said. "I've gotta take a shower anyways."
That was too much for me. "Oh my fucking God Katie. That is so fucking hot," I panted.
Katie continued to play with her nipples and pussy. She continued the story.
I ground my pussy against Jim's cock. I was ready to explode. Katie described the feeling of hot cum on her ass and how I reacted to it.
James moaned and cum shot out of his pulsing cock. He got it all over his sisters tits and belly. As he came Katie used her hand to rub the cum into her tits and belly.
I came, I think I blacked out for a second. Then I heard Jim, "Oh Fuck Yes." His cum coated my pussy. I could feel it warm inside me.
We all just lay still for a minute. Katie was the first to move. She looked at her brother, "I get the shower first."
She got off the bed. She had cum dripping from her tits. She swirled her finger in it, brought her finger to her mouth and licked it. "Mmmmm," she purred then she turned and left the room. There was still dry cum crusting on her ass from the afternoon.
James looked at us glassy eyed. "I knew I shoulda gone to work with you," he quipped. He got up and headed to his bedroom.
Me? I kissed Jim. Long, deeply, passionately. "Oh fuck, I am so in love with you. You made me feel so sexy. This day has been the hottest day of my life."
"I loved it too," said Jim. Watching those guys take you and Katie tore at me. Seeing how much you were both enjoying it, wondering why I was not stopping it, realizing I was too turned on to stop it and finally, knowing that Thomas is coming here, tomorrow, to fuck you in this bed. Oh god, I'm ashamed that I'm so turned on, but I am very turned on."
We lay there for a while. We may have even dozed off. After awhile we realized we were hungry. I threw on a T shirt. It just barely covered my pussy and showed a bit of the curve of my ass. Jim threw on some athletic shorts and we went downstairs. The kids were already there. James in boxers and Katie was wearing a short white tank top that came to about two inches above her navel and a small pair of white panties somewhere between a thong and boyshorts. They sat very low under her hips and showed a lot of ass.
"We're hungry," I said. "How about you two?"
They both said they were hungry. James suggested Pizza.
"I think Adam's working delivery tonight," he said.
We all agreed on Pizza.
We all kind of stood there looking at each other. James broke the ice.
"Well, that was the hottest fucking thing that I've ever done," he said.
Katie laughed, "What, you've never jacked off before?"
"Of course I have," said James. "Hell, ever since I can remember I've had a fucking hot sister and mom to look at. I jack off almost every night."
"Really?" I asked. "You've had sexual thoughts about me before?"
"How could I not? My friends practically drool over you. I've known them since they were 7 and as soon as we started noticing girls, they started noticing you. They were telling me how hot you were all the time. How could I not have had sexual thoughts about you. Same with Katie."
All these years I'd never realized that. I knew they checked out Katie, but not me. I never thought about how they might influence James.
"Really mom?" said Katie. "You never noticed? At first I found it annoying how they looked at and fawned over me. Then kinda cute. I told you when I caught them looking at you it made me jealous."
"Jim, did you know they checked me out?"
"Ummm, yes," he said. "I may have encouraged it a bit."
"Encouraged?" I asked. "How did you do that?"
"Well, for example, if you were getting dressed or undressed in our room, and I heard them in the hall, I would go out the door leaving it open a bit longer and wider so they might get a peek."
"Oh my god. You did?" I exclaimed.
"Yea," he continued. "More than once you were asleep and your nightshirt would bunch up around your waist, I would push the covers back and go out leaving the door open, knowing they'd see you."
"That's awful," I said. Then I giggled. "Given what I know now, kind of hot."
"Ok, I ordered pizza, should be here in half an hour," said James.
We all went about stuff we had to do around the house waiting for the pizza. When the doorbell rang Jim said, "You get it." He had a big grin on his face.
"Like this?" I asked. Referring to the fact I was only wearing the T shirt that barely covered me.
"Why not?" said Jim. "Give the kid a thrill."
I looked at James. "Why not?" He shrugged his shoulders. "He'll probably keel over and die."
"Ok," I giggled and went to the door.
When I opened it he was looking at the pizza. He did not quite notice me. "Hi Mrs.T. Here ya go."
As he handed me the pizza his eyes nearly popped out of his head. To take the pizza I had to raise my arms a bit. When I did the T shirt pulled up a bit.
"Hi Adam, thanks for the pizza, come on in and I'll get the money."
Adam looked past me. James, Jim, and Katie were behind me. His eyes landed on Katie in her T shirt and panties. He didn't move.
I turned to put down the pizza and get my purse. As I did I knew he was seeing about half my ass. He just stood there. I looked over my shoulder. The twisting caused my shirt to pull up a bit more. "Coming?" I asked.
Adam came in and said hi to everyone. His eyes kept shifting from Katie to me. As I put the pizza down on the table I bent over giving Adam a perfect view of my ass. My purse was on the kitchen chair. I bent further over to get my wallet. I could feel Adam's eyes on my ass. I felt naughty. I parted my legs as I bent over. Adam got a nice view of my ass and pussy. I felt a tingle of excitement. I was getting wet.
I got the money and brought it to Adam.
"Thank you so much," I said. "Hopefully we'll see you soon."
Adam was still overwhelmed he kind of stuttered, "I'll see you tomorrow night."
"Tomorrow?" I asked. Right away I thought about Thomas coming for dinner. "What's tomorrow?"
Adam looked at James. James answered me. "We'd made plans to go hiking early Sunday, so we were all going to stay here tomorrow. I told you a couple of weeks ago."
I remembered. Not sure what to say, I told Adam ok and said goodbye. When he left I said "Thomas is coming for dinner tomorrow," to no one in particular.
No one answered me. I looked at James. "You heard the story. You know what Thomas wants to do tomorrow."
"Umm, yeah, but I promised the guys," he said.
I looked at Jim, "Do you think the three of us could sneak off to our room without creating a giant stir?" In my mind I was thinking 'no way'.
Jim said, "Probably." It was not convincing at all.
I looked at Katie. She started all this. Katie just shrugged her shoulders.
I just shrugged mine and said, "OK."
We sat down to eat in front of the TV. As soon as I sat down my T Shirt bunched around my waist leaving me exposed from the waist down. I was sitting so you couldn't see a lot, but I knew I was exposed and it was making me wet.
I sat between Jim and James on the couch and leaned against Jim. He put his arm around me. He was looking at my face.
"Everything OK?" I asked.
"Everything is perfect," he responded. "You are the most sexy woman I know and I love you."
I laid my head on his shoulder. With all that was happening I felt a bit insecure. That made me feel better. I felt everything was OK. "I love you too," I said. I turned my head and kissed his cheek. "Thank you," I said as I snuggled into him.
James was sitting on the couch. He was looking at his sister. "Well Katie, now that we're talking about it, you have a very sexy ass."
She pushed it up a bit and wiggled it. "Thank you," she said. "It's always nice to be appreciated."
Well, I do," said James. "I hope I keep getting get to see more of it."
Katie got up and went to the kitchen to throw away her napkins. As she returned she stopped in front of James. "You really want to see more?" she asked.
"As much as you want to show," he said.
She turned away from him. Her ass facing him. ""What the hell, you've seen most of it already," she said.
James just sat there.
"Well," Katie said. "Go ahead."
James all of a sudden realized what she was talking about. He reached out and grabbed the band of her panties. She looked over her shoulder, wiggled her ass, and smiled at him.
He slid her panties over her ass and down her legs. Jim and I watched in rapt fascination. My son was taking my daughters panties off. In front of me. My hand was on Jim's lap. I could feel his cock growing.
As he pushed down her panties her sexy ass was now totally exposed. He pushed them down to her feet. She stepped out of them.
"Is that what you wanted?" she said.
"Well," James answered. "It was not what I was expecting, but it's fucking amazing."
She wiggled her ass again. "Well, enjoy," she said as she lay back down.
Ass up, her legs slightly spread you could actually see the moistness on her pussy lips. This was turning her on.
After a while James said, "Well, this is all too much for me. I gotta go jack off." Then he added to me, "Unless you're going to give dad a blowjob or something."
I guess I shouldn't have been shocked. Especially after all that happened, but still, having your son ask if he can watch you give his dad a blow job is so out of the area of reality.
"Do you want to watch me give your dad a blowjob?" I asked.
"Well sure," James replied "Who wouldn't?"
I was warming up to the idea. Well my pussy was getting wetter and my heart beating faster.
"Do you want a blowjob?" I asked Jim.
"I always want a blowjob," he laughed.
I fished his cock out of his shorts and wrapped my hand around it. As I did I could see James pull out his cock and start rubbing it. I bent my head down and took the head of Jim's cock into my mouth. It felt good. It felt familiar. Even the drop of precum at the tip tasted like a favorite comfort food.
"Mmmmmm, I moaned.
I started moving my mouth up and down on his cock. Bent over on the couch as I was it was difficult to move that way. I thought about getting on my knees on the floor and sucking him. Then I had a dirtier thought. I got up on my knees on the couch. My ass facing James. He had a perfect view of my ass and pussy. I also had perfect leverage to suck Jim's cock.
The experience of being watched so closely by my son, once again was making my pussy super wet. I had no doubt James could see how wet I was.
As this was going on Katie took a seat in the big living room chair. She threw one leg over the arm of the chair and her hand was in her pussy. Every once in awhile she would pull her fingers out and lick them off.
Jim had one hand on the back of my head and was trying to play with my tits with the other. For a moment I stopped sucking his cock. Still on my knees on the couch I straightened up and pulled my T shirt off. Now naked I turned to look at James.
"Is this what you wanted?" I asked
"Fuck yes," he said. "This is so fucking hot."
"Fuck yes is right," I said. "This is fucking hot. I love watching you Jack off." Then I looked at Katie. "Show us those gorgeous tits," I coaxed.
She didn't need to be coaxed. She pushed her tank top up over her tits and with her free hand played with her tits and pulled on her nipples.
I went back to sucking cock. I could see Katie better from where I was than I could see James. At one point her eyes were closed and she was biting her lip her fingers were attacking her pussy.
"Katie baby," I said. " Are you about to cum? Cum for us. Show us how hot you are. Cum all over your fingers.
Katie's hand rubbed her clit. "Oh fuck mom, I'm coming. God yes. Uungh."
Both James and Jim moaned as she came.
After she rested, bringing her fingers to her lips and sucking them clean. Her hand returned to her pussy but more gently this time.
"Oh my god sis. That was so fucking hot," groaned James.
My knees were getting tired and I wanted to fuck Jim. "I gotta get fucked," I said.
I stood up and with my back towards Jim I lowered myself onto his lap guiding his cock into me. Now I could see both the kids perfectly. Jim's cock felt good inside me. I moaned as it filled me.
"Oh my god, I needed that," I moaned.
As I fucked Jim, Katie's fingers started picking up pace in the chair. James got up off the couch.
"Where are you going?" I asked.
"I need some tissues or I'm going to stain the couch," he answered, still stroking his cock.
"Oh baby, come over here and show me that cock," I said to him.
He did as told. He was facing me. His cock erect. Precum on the tip.
"Katie let you before, it's my turn," I said in a pouty voice.
James took a minute. Then he got it. Standing in front of me he jerked his cock furiously. All of a sudden his eyes closed, legs buckled and ropes of hot cum streamed out and hit me. I forgot how much a young man cums and how forcefully. The hot jets of cum landed on my chin, tits, and belly.
"Oh God yes!" I screamed as the cum splashing on my body set off a wild orgasm.
I felt Jim stiffen at the same time. His cum pumped into me.
Katie was just lying there on the chair, eyes closed, fingers in her mouth. I am sure she must have cum but I missed it.
Jim leaned back on the couch. I leaned back with him. His now softening cock slipping out of me. James collapsed back beside me on the couch. Cum was dripping from my chin and tits.
"Jesus," I said. "Where do you keep that much cum?"
James laughed, "Well, usually in a tissue, washcloth, or sock." He laughed.
We all laughed.
"This was much better," I said.
"Anytime," he responded.
Katie looked at Jim. "You going to leave that cock looking like that?"
I looked down between my legs. It was shrunk but covered in my juices and his cum. I slid off his lap onto my knees and started licking it clean. Jim moaned. I made an "mmmmmm" sound. I loved the way it tasted.
I was tired. I'd been fucked twice, in front of my kids, since I got home. I knew Thomas was coming tomorrow but really couldn't pay attention to it now. Jim and I headed to our room.
As I was leaving the living room I turned back. "James," I said
He turned to look at me. When he did I swirled my finger in his cum and brought it to my mouth.
"Mmmmmmm," I said. Then I turned away. "Good night."
I jumped in the shower. I dried off and climbed into bed naked next to Jim.
I snuggled up with him. "We OK?" I asked.
He kissed me. "We are better than OK," he replied. "I love you more than ever."
We fell asleep.
Saturday around 9 am I heard the doorbell. No idea who it was I grabbed a robe and went to answer it. The robe was thin, and came about mid thigh. Everything was covered but the material stuck to my skin. My nipples and curves were clearly visible.
I got to the door and looked through the window. It was Adam.
I opened the door. "Hi Adam," I said. "I wasn't expecting you this early."
"I know," he said. "My mom and dad were going away and my sister had the other car, so I asked them to drop me off."
"Oh," I said. "Everyone is still asleep. Feel free to watch TV or something."
He sat down in the living room and pulled out his phone. I offered to make some coffee. As I did I could feel Adam's eyes follow me around my room. I was liking it. As I moved my robe became a little looser. I didn't bother to fix it. I knew that as I moved the robe was parting and showing more. I made some small talk. As I did I asked him if he was dating anyone.
"No, not really Mrs T. I've never really had a girlfriend," he said.
I knew that already. He was way too shy to ask a girl out. He was good looking enough and in great shape. He had run hurdles in track, but when it came to girls he had no idea where to start. I think it embarrassed him a bit because James had had a few relationships in high school and Steve was just a dog and had more than a few girls mad at him.
"I find that hard to believe. You're so smart, and so handsome. I would think the girls would be all over you," I said.
"I wish," he replied.
"Well, I think you're handsome, and high school girls have no clue. You'll find things different in college. If I were younger I'd have you on the floor right now," I said.
His eyes widened. It didn't hurt that my robe was showing a lot of cleavage.
"Want some coffee," I offered.
He said yes and I got up to get coffee. I poured two cups. Then I had a dirty idea. With my back towards Adam I undid the sash of my robe. Taking a deep breath for courage I picked up the two cups and turned around. The front of my robe immediately fell open. With my hands full there was not much I could do.
"Oh my god," I exclaimed. I actually wasn't sure what to do now. To fix the robe I had to put the coffee down. Did I turn around and put them on the counter to fix my robe or keep going one more step towards Adam, put them on the table, and then fix the robe. Truly confused, I hesitated kind of leaning one way then the other.



Finally Adam said, "Here Mrs T let me help you."
He stood up, took the coffee from me and set it on the table. I fixed my robe. Not too tight, but decent. I was still showing some cleavage.
"I'm so sorry Adam," I said. "I didn't mean to embarrass you like that."
Adam was doing his best not to make eye contact. "Ummm, it's ok."
"Yeah sure," I said. "I'm sure the last thing you need is to see ugly old naked body."
"You're not ugly," he mumbled.
"What?," I pretended I didn't hear him.
"You're not ugly," he said more loudly. "You're the prettiest woman I know."
"Prettiest? I doubt out of all the women you know I the prettiest," I teased
"No really," he was getting bolder. "You're beautiful. I've always thought so." Then he added shyly, "Sometimes the guys pick on me. They say the reason I don't have a girlfriend is that I'm always comparing them to you."
Wow, that's flattering. He finds me better than all girls his age, and, he is so honest in his feelings his friends even know. Even my son.
I reached out and took his hand, "Oh Adam, that's one of the sweetest things I ever heard."
He looked at me earnestly and said, "Well it's true. You're beautiful."
His hands were resting on the table. I put mine on top of his. I looked in his eyes and said, "Well I'm very happy that a handsome young man like you finds me attractive."
I leaned in and kissed his forehead, then his cheek. As I did I caught him looking down my cleavage.
"So, you didn't see enough when my robe fell open?" I teased.
Not knowing whether I was mad or not he started stammering, "I, I , I'm sorry Mrs T."
He sounded frantic. I ran my hand across his hair to soothe him.
"It's ok," I said. "I'm flattered you want to look." Then I had an idea. "Can you keep a secret?" I asked.
He nodded his head.
"Well no one's awake but us, you promise you won't tell anyone? Swear?"
"I swear I won't tell anyone," he said. I could see he was confused.
"Ok, well since we're alone, and you are so sweet, I'll give you a treat until we finish drinking our coffee."
I stood up and started to undo my robe. "No touching," I said. "And you can't tell anyone."
He just stared and nodded. I removed my robe completely. "How's that?" I asked.
"Amazing," he said.
I turned my back to him and wiggled my ass. "That ok too?"
"Jesus, yes," he said.
"Well, glad you like it," I said and I sat down to drink my coffee. Adam tried not to look at me.
"Adam, it's ok if you look. Even stare. I did this for you. Look all you want,"
All Adam could say was, "Thank you Mrs T. You're beautiful."
I was having fun. It was fun being admired by someone who truly worshipped me. He was both thrilled and embarrassed at the same time.
We finished our coffee in silence. "Well, I gotta go," I said as we finished. "James is probably still sleeping. He's in his room."
I stood up and the bent over to kiss him, a light kiss on the lips. "It always nice to see you."
I picked up my robe, threw it over one shoulder, and sashayed naked away from the kitchen. When I reached the bottom of the stairs I turned.
"Good to see you Adam. I hope you enjoyed seeing me." I blew him a kiss and said "See you in a little while."
I am sure he watched my naked ass head up the stairs. I walked in my bedroom and closed the door. Jim looked at me with a puzzled look.
"Ummm, what happened to you?"
I climbed into bed next to him and started stroking his cock and telling him what I did. He was hard in moments.
As soon as he was hard I pushed him on his back and mounted him. My pussy was so wet it took the whole thing in one thrust. As I fucked him I told him the story. How I let Adam see me naked and how hot it made me feel.
He rolled me on my back and started fucking me,
I started screaming. "Oh god, that's it, fuck me. That's it pound me. So, you liked that Adam saw me naked. Do you like that I undressed just for him, no one else was up. Oh yeah,fuck me, harder, harder."
I am sure everyone heard it. Even Adam. He now knew that my husband and family know I was naked in front of him and that my husband was fucking me because it turned me on.
As Jim pounded me the door opened. It was James and Adam.
I looked at them.
James spoke up. "Adam wanted to leave because he thought dad would be mad he saw you naked."
"Oh god no,". I panted. "Jim are you mad Adam saw me naked?"
"No, I know you, you're a little slut, you wanted him to see you naked," Jim said in a voice staggered with his thrusting cock. Didn't you?"
"I did, I wanted him to see me naked, I wanted to tell you so you'd fuck me. Just like this. Picturing me naked in front of him."
I went on, "He's watching us right now. Do you like that?
Jim groaned.
"Show me how much. Cum in me. Show Adam and James it was ok. Show them."
With that Jim let out a grunt. I could feel his cum spurt hot against the walls of my pussy.
"Oh my god Jim, I'm coming. Adam is watching me cum. Our son's friend is watching us. Oh my god." I came with a wrenching orgasm.
I lay back on the bed panting. I looked at Adam. "You weren't supposed to tell," I teased.
Adam's face went white. "But, but," he sputtered.
James stepped in. "Adam didn't tell. You guys were so fucking loud the whole house heard you."
I giggled. "Yeah, I guess that's true. Now go away so I can clean up."
The boys closed the door. I kissed Jim passionately. "Hmmmm. It's going to be an interesting night." I said.
Jim shrugged and smiled. "I guess so," was all he said.
I got up to shower and dress. I had guests coming for dinner and had to clean house and prepare a meal. After I showered I pulled on a white tank top and loose shorts. The top was tight and you could definitely see the curve of my breasts and the outline of my nipples. The shorts were a very light material and as the light got behind the, you could see the curves of my ass.
I set about cleaning up. The boys went around doing what they normally do. Adam may have spent a bit more time than usual asking me if I needed help. It was awfully cute. Just then the doorbell rang. There were two packages, one for me, one for Katie.
As I brought them in Katie entered the room. "What's that?" she asked.
I looked at the packages. "Looks like Thomas sent us something. One for you and one for me," I replied.
Adam was sort of next to me. I realized he was looking past me. I followed his gaze to Katie. No wonder he was looking past me. Katie had entered the room wearing a ribbed mens 'wife beater'. It clung to every curve of her body and came barely an inch below her pussy. It was obvious she was naked under it. Her nipples were clearly visible.
Katie looked at him and giggled. "Close your mouth Adam. I'm just a girl."
Adam closed his mouth but said, "You're beautiful."
"Thanks Adam, you're kinda cute when you're speechless," she laughed.
I opened my package and there was an envelope inside. Inside the envelope was a note. 'Please wear to dinner'. Katie's box had the same note. We both opened our boxes and kind of picked through what was in there. Lingerie and a dress for me. I didn't want to pull it all out in the living room.
Katie looked in her box too. "Oh cool," she said. "I guess we don't have to decide what to wear."
Adam looked confused. "Our boss is coming for dinner tonight. I had forgot you guys were coming and I invited him also," I explained
"Oh," he said. He was still looking at the clothes with a confused look.
Katie jumped in, "We were at work and he overheard us talking about what to wear when he came for dinner. He laughed and said, 'Don't worry, I'll take care of it.' We all had a good laugh, but I guess he was serious and sent us something to wear."
"Well," I said. "I guess we now have something to wear."
Katie, being naughty, pulled a pair of panties out of her box. It was a practically see through g-string. She held them up to her hips. "Gosh," she said to no one, but obviously for Adam's sake, "Not much to these, is there?"
James walked in the room. He'd obviously just showered and dressed. "Umm sis? Why are you showing my friend a g-string?"
Katie laughed and told James about the boxes and outfits.
"Now that should be interesting," said James. Then to Adam, "We gotta pic up Steve."
Adam looked totally lost. "What do I tell Steve about this morning?" he asked.
"Do you want to tell Steve about this morning?" James responded.
Adam looked confused. "No, not really,"
"Ok," said James. "Then no problem," He laughed. "Let's go."
James and Adam headed out. Katie and I looked at each other. "Let's see what we got," she said.
We headed up to my room. Jim was just getting out of the shower.
"Whatchya got there," he asked.
"Thomas sent us outfits to wear for dinner. We thought we'd check them out," I explained.
"Well, let's see," he said.
We took the clothes out of the boxes. My outfit started with a black garter belt. It was lacy and kind of see through. Included were black seamed stockings. Next was a black halter dress. It looked short but I didn't try it on. I noticed there were no panties.
Katie's box had the little g-string. I guess she was supposed to wear panties and I wasn't. It also included a pair of semi sheer thigh highs, a short white wrap skirt that tied at the hip, and a handkerchief style shirt that tied around the neck and once around the back baring the whole back. The tops material was semi sheer. Neither of us had a bra.
Katie looked at the outfits. "Well, this will be an interesting night," she quipped.
I looked at Jim. "What do you think?" I asked.
"Those outfits are fucking hot," he said.
"You do know that James's friends will see us in these outfits as well as Thomas," I pointed out.
"Yes," Jim barely croaked out.
The rest of the day passed fairly quickly. Everything ready, Katie and I went upstairs to get ready. Jim watched me in the shower. As I showered he pulled out his cock and started jacking off.
"You're really excited about tonight, aren't you," I said. It was more a matter of fact than anything else. "What excites you more? Knowing Thomas is going to fuck me in that bed or that all of James's friends are going to see Katie and I dressed like sluts?"
"Jesus," he said still stroking his cock. "Both will be so fucking hot."
As I got dressed Jim watched me and continued to stroke his cock. I put on the garter belt. It sat right above my ass. Just at the beginning of the crack in my ass. I turned for Jim.
"What do you think?" I asked.
"Hot," he said, still stroking his cock.
I went over and gave it a few strokes myself. Then I pulled out the stockings. They were black, sheer, with a seam up the back. They had a two inch band of black lace at the top. I sat down to put them on. I watched Jim stroke his cock as I pulled them on.
"So baby, are you looking forward to being cuckolded in your own bed tonight?" I cooed.
"God yes," he said.
"You know all of James's friends are going to know what's going on. Adam has an idea, and Steve's not stupid. The only one who has not seen me naked is Steve. Do you want him to?"
He continued stroking his cock. "I don't want them too, but I can picture you naked in front of them and just the thought makes me harder."
"They'll all know I've fucked Thomas."
Jim just nodded.
I finished with my stockings and garter belt. I straightened the seems and clasped the last clip holding them in place. I slipped on a pair of black heels and paraded in front of the mirror and Jim.
"Wow, these really do frame my ass and freshly shaved pussy perfectly, don't they?" I asked.
I watched him stroke his cock. I recognized that look.
"Stop," I said. He looked at me. I took his hand off his cock. "I don't want you to touch yourself. You may not cum until Thomas has fucked me," I said. I reached down and gave his cock a few strokes. "Now don't touch it anymore," I said.
Jim just groaned.
I took the black dress out, stepped into it and tied it around the back of my neck. I looked in the mirror. The neckline swooped almost to my navel. The curves and sides of my breasts clearly showed. The bottom just brushed the top of my stockings. As I moved my garter straps showed. The back was open from my neck to below my garter belt. About 2-3 inches of my ass crack was showing. You could see the garter belt around my hips and the top of the two back straps that went down to hold the stockings in place. It was clear I was not wearing panties.
"Well, what do you think?" I asked Jim.
"You look heavenly," he said. "I can't wait to see everyone's reaction."
I turned one more time and told him to put his cock away. It was funny watching him struggle to get his rock hard cock back in his pants.
There was a knock at the bedroom door. I opened it and Katie came in.
"Oh my god mom. You look fucking hot!" She exclaimed.
I thanked her and then checked out her outfit. She had on a red handkerchief top. It was an almost see through material. You could make out her nipples and the curves of her breasts. The material only covered the front of her. Her back was completely exposed except for a string that tied around her neck and one at the bottom of the top that tied around her back. The neckline came below her breast and from her side you could see what they call 'side boob'. The top ended at her rib cage.
The white skirt sat low on her hips. Basically you wrapped it around you twice and tied it at the hip. It barely covered her ass and pussy. I assumed she was wearing the g-string.
She had on white heels and white thigh highs. They were translucent white and had a 2 inch lace elastic band at the top to hold them in place. They reached a little higher than mid thigh and still didn't come close to the skirt.
"Wow, you look fucking hot too," I said.
Then to Jim, " Isn't it cool that Thomas knows exactly what we'd look sexy in?"
Jim just said, "You both look amazing."
Katie looked at me. "I guess James's friends are going to learn a whole lot about us tonight. Are you ready for that?"
"Does it matter?" I asked.
"I guess not," she replied.
"Daddy?" she went on. "Do you like knowing that they are going to see your wife and daughter dressed like sluts?"
Jim just nodded.
Just then the doorbell rang. It took us by surprise. We all jumped. Katie and I went to answer it. Jim followed us. When we opened the door, it was Thomas.
"You ladies look great," he said. Then to Jim, " You have a beautiful wife and daughter."
"How do you girls like the outfits?" he asked. "Let me see."
We both turned for him.
"Nice," he said. "And the panties?"
We both pulled up our skirts. She showed off her g-string and I showed I had none on.
"Perfect," he said.
We invited him in and started talking in the living room. Then I remembered.
"I have something I forgot to tell you," I said.
"What," asked Thomas.
"I had promised James a while ago that his two friends could come to dinner and spend the night."
Thomas looked at Jim. "Well, that will make the night interesting," he said.
I was about to say something else when the door opened and James, Steve, and Adam tumbled in. It took a moment before they noticed us. They just stopped and stared. It took a moment before I broke the silence.
"Hi boys, just in time for dinner. This is Thomas. Katie and I work for him. He's also joining us."
Then I started introducing people. I introduced Thomas to Steve and Adam. He knew James. Thomas shook their hands and said it was nice to meet them.
Steve, still blinking his eyes blurted out, "Mrs T, you look amazing."
I laughed and thanked him.
Thomas then set the tone for the evening. "Turn around and show them the back," he said.
I did as I was told.
"Wow," said Steve, "That's awesome."
"Pretty sexy, don't you think?" Thomas asked.
"Extremely sexy," Steve replied.
Then like he all of a sudden realized she was in the room, Steve looked at Katie. "Oh my god, that is so hot."
Obviously he felt emboldened by Thomas's questions.
Thomas spoke, "The back is just as sexy," he said.
Katie turned to show off the back. She leaned forward a bit so some ass cheek came into view.
"I'll say," said Steve.
"Adam, you're awfully quiet. What do you think," Thomas asked.
"I think they're both beautiful," replied Adam.
We made a bit of small talk. Thomas asked Steve and Adam about school, their summer, their plans. Steve and Adam tried to answer while trying not to stare at me and Katie.
I got everyone to the table and Katie and I started to serve. I knew that, as we served, everyone got a look down our tops as we bent over, or that our ass cheeks hung out a bit. As we ate Thomas kept the small talk going. Mostly asking questions about the boys and telling a few humorous stories.
For me? I was dripping wet with anticipation. Thomas was keeping us in suspense. It was obvious he was in control of the evening. Having the boys checking me and Katie out was also a turn on. I liked the way they looked at her as much as I like the way they looked at me.
Dinner was nearly ending and much of the dishes had been cleared when Thomas changed the subject.
"So how long have you boys been friends," he asked.
Steve, always the talkative one, answered. "We've been friends since we were seven."
"Wow," said Thomas. "Seven? How old were you when you first started noticing that Katie and, umm. Mrs. T were hot?"
The question made me hot. I liked that Thomas used Mrs T and kept me as the mother of their friend and not an equal.
Steve and Adam looked at Jim.
"It's Ok boys," said Thomas. "Jim here knows they're hot. He knows you think they're hot. It's ok to answer. Right Jim."
"Of course it's OK," said Jim. "I've seen them check them out for years. I've caught Adam really staring before."
He didn't mention me showing off naked to Adam that morning.
"So boys, when?" Thomas continued.
Steve obviously feeling bolder said, "Probably when we were around 11. We started teasing James about it."
Thomas looked at Adam. Adam kind of nodded.
"Wow, that's a long time," said Thomas. "James, did it bother you?"
"A little at first," James answered.
"And now?" asked Thomas.
"Now? Well, now I'm used to it. Plus, I guess I realize they are right, so I just let it go."
Thomas nodded his head. "That's a cool attitude," he said.
During these questions my mind was racing. It was hot listening to the boys admit they found me hot. I always knew they found Katie hot.
Thomas was having fun. "Mrs T has worked for me for years. I always thought she was attractive, but she always dressed so conservatively. Then I met Katie last year at the BBQ here. We became good friends."
He looked at me and the at Jim. "Now we are all very close. Right Jim?"
Jim just nodded.
Thomas again said, "We're really good friends aren't we Jim? In fact you let me borrow stuff all the time. Don't you?"
I wasn't sure where this was going. Was he going reveal our secret?
Jim looked at Thomas and said, "Anytime you want."
Thomas went back to the boys. "You guys said you liked Mrs T and Katie's outfits for tonight."
They all nodded. Steve said, " They look very sexy."
"They do," said Thomas. "Stand up girls let's see how you look."
We both stood up as the boys looked at us.
"Sexy as hell," Thomas said. "What do you think Jim?"
Jim agreed, "They are both two of the sexiest women I've ever seen."
"Even your daughter?" Thomas pressed. "Do you like seeing them both dressed this sexy."
"Yes, she is extremely sexy too, and I do" said Jim.
"What about you guys. What do you think," he pushed the boys. "Adam?"



Adam didn't answer right away. Then looking at us he blurted out, "They're the girls I've fantasized about for years."
Katie giggled.
"Adam, I've had a few myself. I don't blame you," Thomas replied. "James what do you think."
"I have to admit they are hot as hell. Those outfits are amazing where'd they get them?" asked James.
I felt super naughty knowing my son was finding his mother and sister hot.
"Well," said Thomas. "I bought them. I wanted Katie and Mrs T to look sexy for dinner. I didn't know you guys would be here but, now that I know, I'm glad you all like them."
Steve looked incredulous. "Wow, you got to pick these outfits out, and they wore them?"
Thomas nodded. Then he dropped a bombshell. "Yeah, I wanted them to look like they should be fucked."
As he said it Adam dropped his spoon. For some reason that broke the tension of the statement that Thomas just made. Steve got into it.
"Well, they certainly look fuckable," he replied.
"Oh," said Thomas. "They're fuckable. I've actually fucked them both."
Adam and Steve went quiet and looked at Jim. They were wondering if he was going to kill everyone.
Thomas said, "It's ok boys. Jim knows I've fucked them, don't you Jim?."
Jim nodded his head. The boys looked confused.
"In fact," Thomas continued. "Jim likes to watch me fuck his wife. Don't you Jim?"
The boys again looked to Jim. Jim looked embarrassed and again nodded.
"I came to dinner tonight because I wanted to fuck Mrs T in her own bed while Jim watched. I didn't know you guys were going to be here, but that's why I'm here. Right Jim?"
Jim again nodded.
Thomas got up and took my hand. "Good, now that we all know I'm going to take Mrs T to her room." As he led me away he looked back at the table. "Jim, are you coming?"
Jim got up to follow. Thomas turned to Katie, "You can come watch too if you'd like."
Katie looked embarrassingly at the boys but then also started to follow. The three boys just sat at the table with their mouths open.
Me? I was wet! I was hot! I wanted to rip my clothes off, lay on the ground, and spread my legs. I needed to be fucked. Being shown off and talked about like that had my pussy in fire. I knew, that whatever Thomas asked, I would do it.
When we got to the stairs Thomas looked back at the boys who were still sitting at the table. "Wait," he said to me. I stopped at the bottom of the stairs. "Katie," he continued. "Take your mother's dress off her."
My eyes went from the boys, to Thomas, to Katie, to Jim. My face was scarlet. I felt the heat all over my body. Thomas was going to undress me in front of the boys. In one way it didn't matter. Adam and James had already seen me naked and getting fucked, but Steve hadn't. Plus they'd never seen a man take control of me, and Katie, in front of Jim. I was creaming. I could feel the wetness of my pussy on the top of my thighs.
Facing the boys, Katie stepped behind me. All I had on under the dress was garters and stockings. Katie started at the top. She untied the halter top. The top fell down completely exposing my tits. I just looked at the boys and did not move to cover them. She then pushed the dress down over my hips where it fell and pooled on the floor at my feet.
There I stood in just my garter belt, stockings and heels.
Thomas looked at the boys. "Fucking hot. Wouldn't you say?" he asked.
Adam nodded. Steve said, "Oh my god. Mrs T. You are so hot. You have no idea how many times i imagined you like this."
"Thank you Steve," I replied. "That's very sweet. You make me feel sexy."
I turned to walk up the stairs. The stairs put a bit of swing in my hips. Thomas, Katie, and Jim followed me up.
James then said, "Can we watch?"
Watch? My son wanted to watch? Well, he had watched twice but now he wants his friends to see me fucked too. That was so wrong. I held my breath. All of us looked at Thomas and waited for an answer. I didn't know what Jim and Katie thought but in my mind I was screaming, 'Say yes. Say yes!'
Thomas smiled. "James? You want to watch your mother get fucked in front of your dad? Really? You want your friends to see what a slut your mother can be? Is that what you want?"
Steve nudged James. "Yes, we want to watch," he answered.
"Come on up," Thomas said.
The boys followed us up the stairs. Our room was a little crowded. There was a bed and one bedroom chair. Jim sat in the chair. The boys and Katie lined up against the wall. Thomas and I stood by the bed.
"Undress me," Thomas said.
I looked around. Here I was in my stockings, being watched by 6 people as I was ordered around by a man not my husband. I decided to engage Jim.
"Mmmmmm, Jim, are you liking this? Everyone watching your slutty little wife undressing the man who's going to fuck me? Do you like knowing. You're about to be cuckolded in our bed while your family watches? Is this how you pictured it?"
Jim's hand went to his crotch. It was obvious he had a hard on. He lightly rubbed his cock through his pants. "Yes, fuck him in our bed. Show him what a big slut you are."
Finally Thomas was naked. He obviously had no problem being naked in front of people. His cock was rock hard and ready. I'd seen James's cock. It was about the same as Thomas's both about an inch bigger and certainly thicker than Jim. I had no idea what Steve and Adam were thinking.
I looked at Thomas. "How do you want me?" I asked.
Thomas laughed, "Boys? On her knees or on her back."
Steve spoke first. "Knees." The other two just nodded their heads.
I go on the bed on my knees. I positioned myself so that they all could see Thomas's cock enter me. I was so ready. I wanted to stick my fingers in my pussy and make myself cum. I felt Thomas climb on the bed behind me. One hand was on my ass. I felt the tip of his cock at the entrance of my pussy. I tried to push back and engulf it. He pulled back so I couldn't. I moaned.
"Please, I can't take it anymore. Fuck me. Please fuck me. Hard. Give me that cock. I want you inside me."
Thomas said to Jim, "Ready to be cuckolded in your own bed?"
Jim was rubbing his cock through his pants. "Yes, fuck the slut."
I felt Thomas's cock enter me. It easily sank all the way in. He started taking long slow strokes. I loved it.
"Mmmmmm, oh god, that feels so good. Keep fucking me."
Thomas laughed, "Are you enjoying your audience?"
I was, I was loving it. I wanted them to see what a great fuck I was. "Yes, yes," I panted. "I love being watched. I love that they know I can be a slut. I love that I've been their fantasy and now they see me. Fuck me. Fuck me harder."
Thomas started pounding me. Long driving strokes. I could feel my orgasm. I looked at Jim. He had taken his cock out and was stroking it.
I came. It was my first time that night, but it was amazing. "Oh my god. Fuck me. I cumming. Fuck me. Yes, yes Fuck me. Jim. I'm cumming. He's making me cum in our bed! I'm cumming."
Thomas went back to long slow strokes and let me catch my breath. I saw Adam. He had his hands in his pockets. I was sure he was playing with himself. I looked at him and smiled.
"Come here," I said.
Adam looked around in confusion. Steve pushed him forward.
"I want to see that cock," I said grabbing the front of his jeans.
I unbuttoned and unzipped them. He just stood there. He had no idea what to do. His hands were hanging straight down his side. His cock was so hard I couldn't pull it out without pulling his pants down. When it sprang out it was impressive. Bigger and thicker than Thomas's. I heard a 'whoaaa' from Steve.
Thomas continued to fuck me with long slow strokes. He pushed me forward. "Suck it," he said.
I held Adam's cock in my hand. My tongue flicked out and tasted the drop of precum on up the tip. "Mmmmmm," I said. "So good." As I let my mouth engulf the tip of his cock. I really could only get the tip in. I made up for it by letting my saliva cover the rest and used my hand to work the shaft.
Eventually Adam put his hands on my head just to steady himself. He was moaning.
I stopped. "I love your cock. Does it feel good Adam?"
"Oh my god," Mrs T. "I've never felt anything like this."
I loved that he called me Mrs T while I was sucking his cock. I went back to working on it. Thomas continued his long slow strokes. He was obviously going to make this last.
Thomas spoke to Steve. "So how long do you think you've wanted to fuck Katie?"
Steve laughed, "Since I knew what fucking was."
"Jim, why don't you undress your daughter for Steve?"
Katie didn't hesitate. She stepped over to her dad. He stopped stroking his cock and undid the tie at her waist. The skirt fell to the floor. Katie turned around facing us so Jim could reach the ties on her top. Seeing her in her heels, stockings, g-string, and top, standing in front of her dad. Knowing Jim was going to expose her in a moment. I came again.
'Oh fuck Katie," I moaned. "That is so hot. I'm cumming! Jim, someone's going to fuck your daughter, and you are undressing her." I came again. "Fuck yes!"
Katie was looking at Steve. Steve was undressing while watching her. Jim untied the bottom string of her top. It came loose. The front now hung from the string around her neck. You could practically see all of her boobs except her nipples. Steve was now naked his cock sticking straight out. It was a little smaller than James and Thomas but still bigger than Jim. It looked like Jim had the smallest cock in the room.
Katie reached back and lifted her hair to give her father access to the string tied around her neck. She watched Steve. As her dad pulled the string the top fell off her and fluttered to the ground.
"Fucking nice tits," Steve said.
"Yeah?" said Katie. "What are you going to do with them?"
Steve smiled, "Anything I can."
"That's a pretty big list," Katie laughed.
Jim hooked his hands into the g-string and pushed them down. Her perfectly shaved pussy came into view. I looked at Adam. He was watching her intently while I sucked his cock. That made me feel like such a slut. He wasn't really paying attention to me, yet I was sucking his cock and enjoying it.
The panties slid down her legs and onto the floor. Katie stood there in her white thigh highs and heels. She looked at Steve, "On or off?" she asked.
"On," Steve said.
Katie turned to her dad. "Thank you daddy for undressing me so Steve can fuck me."
Jim, still stroking his cock moaned.
Steve grabbed Katie's hand and kissed her. Katie giggled. "I don't think kissing was mentioned. Just fucking."
"I don't care," said Steve. "I've always wanted to kiss you."
"Awww, that's so sweet. Kiss away," she said.
Steve's hands fell to her ass as he pulled her close and kissed her. Katie finally pulled away.
"Mmmmm, I like that, but right now I'm feeling slutty. How do you want me? On my back? On my knees? My mouth? My cunt?"
"All the above," said Steve "But first, suck my cock."
Katie dropped to her knees and took his shaft in hand. "Mmmm," she said. I like the way this feels."
She lowered her mouth to it and took it in her mouth. Watching my daughter suck my son's friends cock, while I sucked his other friend, set me off.
"Oh god Katie, I'm cumming! You are such a slut. God that is so fucking hot. I felt my pussy envelope Thomas's cock in my hot juices as I came.
Thomas looked at James. James had his cock out and was stroking it. "Do you want to stroke that, or use it?" he said to James.
It hit me. If James wanted to use it he was going to fuck his mother or his sister. We'd crossed many lines this week, but not that one. I groaned as I pictured it.
Thomas noticed. "Oooo, someone likes the idea of her son joining in the fun."
I didn't respond directly. I just let out a stream of words. "God fuck me. Anyone fuck me. I don't care who, just fuck me like a slut in my own bed. Cuckold my husband. Fuck me."
"James, do you want to fuck too?" Thomas asked.
James looked in conflict. Steve said, "Come on man. You know you've wanted to."
James said, "I want to fuck my mom."
"Way to go," said Steve and held up a hand to high five James.
James returned the high five and came over to me. Thomas pulled out of my pussy and said, "Fuck her good. She's all yours."
I felt James cock line up against my pussy. The tip slid past my lips. As it did, I shuddered and came again.
"Fuck Jim. Our son is fucking me. Your own son is cuckolding you. God, I'm coming. I can't believe how good he feels. Yes. Yes. Yes. God yes. Fuck me fuck me. Make your mom your slut."
That was it for Adam. "Oh fuck," he said.
He tried to pull out of my mouth. The first spurt hit me on the lips and chin. I managed to wrap my lips around the head again and feel the hot jets of cum hit my tongue and throat. I swallowed fast but not fast enough. Even missing the first spurt some cum dripped down my chin.
Adam slipped onto his back. Thomas's cock was still hard. He took Adam's place in my mouth. I loved the feeling of my son pounding me from behind and forcing my lips onto Thomas's cock with each thrust.
By this time Steve had pushed Katie onto her hands and knees and was pounding her from behind. With each stroke Katie grunted, "uungh yes, uhn fuck me, uggg, god yes , oh god, fuck me." She had a look of ecstasy on her face. She saw Adam watching and stroking his semi hard cock.
"Bring that thing over here and let me clean it off for you." She said.
Adam moved to Katie. As Steve fucked her she took Adam's cock in her mouth and started sucking it and licking it clean. I could see him getting hard again in her mouth. I forgot how quickly 18 year olds recover.
At that point James grunted. "Oh my god mom, I'm going to cum."
"Fuck James. Give it to me. Cum in my cunt. Fill me up. Let me feel it."
I felt the hot streams fill my pussy. As he pumped me I felt some squash out and down my leg. As I felt him fill me I came again. "Oh god James, you're making your mother cum." I screamed.
James pulled out of me. As he did cum dripped down my thigh. I felt empty. I wanted to be fucked more.
Adam spoke up. "Mrs T? Can I fuck you now?"
It was so absurd I laughed. I saw his face go into a frown, like he overstepped his bounds.
I quickly reassured him. "Adam, I've been hoping you would since this morning. Get that cock over here."
Wasting no time Adam pulled out of Katie's mouth, got behind me and started fucking me. With one load of cum in me he slid right in. I felt stretched by his big cock.
James went over to his sister. He held his semi hard cock in front of her face. "Want to clean me off?" he asked.
She opened her mouth and sucked him in. Steve, still fucking her from behind, raised his hand to high five James over Katie's back.
As I watched I thought 'Katie is sucking my pussy juice and her brothers cum off his cock'. The thought made me shudder and cum again. "Look Jim, your daughter is sucking your son's cock. She's licking the juices from my pussy and his cum off it."
Jim groaned. He stopped stroking his cock.
"Good plan Jim. We don't recover as fast as these 18 year olds. If you want to fuck your wife's cum filled pussy, you might want to save it."
Mmmmm, the thought of Jim fucking my pussy full of cum sounded delicious.
Thomas pulled out of my mouth. "I need a drink," he said. "Anyone else want some water?"
No one else wanted anything. Thomas left the room. When he did Steve said to James, "Hey Bro, I'm going to fuck your moms mouth. He high fived James again and brought his cock to my lips. I opened my mouth and took him in.
"That's it Mrs T. Clean your daughters pussy juices off my cock."
I loved the way it tasted, that taste of cock covered with my daughter's juices. I wanted more.
I had not been paying attention to Katie's orgasms but the way she'd been moaning I knew she'd had some.
Katie was still sucking James's cock. He was hard again. She pulled him out of her mouth and said, "I need to be fucked."
James turned her on her back got between her legs and started fucking her. I could see them kissing passionately and James playing with her tits.
Thomas walked back in and saw James fucking Katie. "Look at that Jim. Your daughter and son are fucking. Jim could not take his eyes off them.
Katie started moaning. "That's it. Fuck me. Make me cum. God yes. Daddy, watch me cum. God yes."
Her orgasm triggered another one of mine. Adam feeling me shudder started to cum.
"Oh god yes Adam. Give it to me. Give me that cum. Fill me up. With a load of cum in me already the cum squished out the sides as his big cock pumped me.
As Adam pulled out Steve pulled his now hard cock out of my mouth and said, "My turn."
He flipped me on my back and mounted me me. He held my legs up and apart and started driving his cock in me. With 2 loads of cum in me it felt weird, but in a good way. He easily slid in and out of me. I could feel the cum in my pussy and also feel it drying on my legs.
James continued to fuck his sister. "Fuck sis, I'm going to cum," he said.
"You've already cum on me," she said. "Please cum in me."
With that he grunted, pumped her a few more times then fell on top of her. They kissed passionately.
When James rolled off her Katie watched Steve fuck me a bit. She got up and came over. Standing to the side of us. She reached over and started stroking Steve's cock. As she did her hand rubbed my pussy too. My son had fucked me and now my daughter was rubbing my clit as she pumped Steve's cock.
The feeling of her hand against my clit was amazing. "Oh baby, you're rubbing my clit. You're gonna make me cum. She didn't stop. She kept stroking Steve's cock and rubbing my clit. Then she leaned over and sucked on one of my nipples. I came in waves. I could barely breath. "Oh, oh ,oh ,oh ,oh," was the only sound I could make.
As I came so did Steve. He pumped a third load of cum into my pussy. I could feel it only because it was pushing the cum in my pussy out along his cock with every stroke.
When Steve pulled out Katie said, "Come here. I want to suck you again."
Steve lay down on the floor as Katie cleaned his cock.
Thomas looked at Jim. "Your wife has 3 loads of cum in her. What do you think?"
"Oh my god," said Jim. I can't describe it. These boys all know I'm a cuckold and that they can probably fuck my wife anytime they want."
"True," said Thomas. "Now I want that cum filled pussy. Load number 4."
Thomas started fucking me again. As he did I looked at Jim. "Do you love me?" I asked.
"With all my heart," he answered.
With that I tried to give Thomas the best fucking ever. As I did thomas motioned Katie over. She stopped sucking Steve's cock and came over.
"Straddle your mom's face," he said.
I'd never been with a woman and now Thomas wanted me to eat my daughters pussy? The thought made me shiver. Katie straddled my face and put her pussy on my mouth. Even though I'd never done this before, I figured I knew how. I'd just do what I liked.
Katie moaned, I must have been doing ok.
"That's it," said Thomas. "Eat your daughter's cunt. Can you taste you sons cum in there?"
Oh my god. I'd forgotten he'd just cum in her. I could taste the cum mixed with her juices. The whole scene, Thomas in my cunt, Katie straddling my face, James's cum in her pussy. That was it. I came. As I did I could feel Thomas cum but it was like an out of body experience. My body went limp. I just lay there, every nerve tingling.
Thomas pulled out of me. Katie got off my face. I lay there.
"Well Jim," said Thomas. "Was it what you'd hoped for?"
"Better," said Jim.
"Cool," said Thomas. "She's got 4 loads of cum in her cunt. Do you want to show her how much you love her?"



Jim got up and started undressing. His cock was rock hard. When he was naked he climbed on the bed, kissed me, and slid his cock into me. I could barely feel it. I loved it.
Thomas started to dress. "Well that was fun. I have to get going. I'll see you two fuck toys at the office on Monday," and he left.
Jim continued to fuck me. Katie looked at the three boys and said, "I'm still horny." She laid down on the floor.
"I get her cunt," Adam said. "I haven't fucked her cunt yet." He climbed on top of her. Steve and James knelt by her mouth she took one cock in each hand and started sucking them alternating between each one.
Eventually Jim came. Truthfully after being stretched by 4 bigger cocks, and filled with cum, I barely felt it. We fell asleep in each other's arms.
I woke up about 2 hours later. The kids weren't in my room but I could hear them down the hall. It sounded like they were still at it.
I got up and looked in. Katie was straddling Adam, his big cock deep inside her. Steve was kneeling by her head as she sucked his cock. James had a tube of lube in his hand and his cock pressing against Katie's ass.
I heard her say, "Slowly," as I went back to my room. I made a mental note to bring lube to the office.
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Authors note: A big thank you to all my fans. I appreciate the feedback. Keep favoriting, voting, sending emails, and leaving comments. I love them. They are what keep me writing. I don't need many fans to keep writing. I will write for those I have.
I know it's been over a month since I published. Truthfully when I started I had so many in my head they just churned out. I am still writing, they're just taking longer to finish. I have at least 4 more concepts in the queue and who knows what experiences will trigger more.
People ask where I get my ideas. If you want to know, I've updated my biography to include that.
To my detractors. Feel free to email and leave comments. I do have to say that I will be deleting many of your comments. I used to find them funny. Now they are just boring. The ones that are valid or interesting I will keep. I may even respond.
==========================
As a writer of erotic stories I get a lot of feedback from my fans. I get a lot of hate mail too, but that's just part of the game. I try to respond to any non-anonymous email.
A lot of my male fans want pictures, to sext, or role play through email with me. I'm clear up front that I get enough sex and stimulation. I've done almost everything and sexting or role playing with random men is not interesting to me.
I clear them out pretty quick. I tell them that the role play I want is about them. The conversation usually goes like this:
"Tell me about, your wife."
"She's not really into sex."
"Ok, do you have kids over 18?"
"I don't want to talk about them."
I always respond, "Well, those are the things I want to talk about. So our interests aren't the same." That usually ends it.
The topics I am interested in, and write about, are cuckolding, incest, and group sex. In my stories I like turning a woman into a slut. I am not interested in cuckolding my husband. I love it when he cuckold's someone else's husband. It's happened in the past and was exciting. I'm not interested in anyone in my or my husband's family. I'm interested in making a woman do something with her family. Pushing her limits. I don't want her forced, or intoxicated to the point she does something she wouldn't normally do. I want it to be a conscious choice. If there are others involved, I want them to act by free choice also. My husband and I share the same fantasies.
Sometimes men say they want help trying to get their wives to cuckold them. The first thing I ask is 'have you told her your fantasy'. I offer to help but only if they prove they're real. In those cases I ask for pics. G-Rated. One of the wife and one of him with her. Usually they claim they don't have them, can't get them, or try to send something they downloaded from the Internet.
I've been a swinger, I'm good at spotting fakes.
Sometimes they're interested in their daughters. To prove their not just trying to sext with me i'll ask for a pic with them and their daughters. I've never received one.
I also get a lot of fan mail from women. Most are men pretending to be women. They want the same things as above, sext, role play, pictures. I weed them out pretty quick.
I do get female fans who say they want to talk. I always ask about them. Age? Married? Kids? Work? If they won't tell me I just tell them we have different interests.
However, once in awhile I get a true fan. Someone excited by what she read. I'm always interested in these. Some, most, just want to tell me they enjoyed a specific story. Sometimes they just want to talk about the story. Sometimes they tell me they can see themselves in the role in the story.
I always respond and ask what they specifically liked about the particular story, or if they don't mention a story, which one they liked best.
The rare fan, the one I want, is pretty, wants to explore, and is afraid. She's the one I like the best, the one I want to talk to. Usually she wants to be convinced or even controlled to do the things she really wants to do.
This story is about one such fan.
I received the following email. Nothing about it was unusual.
"I just wanted to write and tell you how much I love your stories. My husband introduced me to them. Sometimes we read them together sometimes alone. My husband loves the cuckold and wife watching stories. They turn me on too but we'd never be brave enough to bring a man into our lives, let alone to control us.
I responded as I always do. "Thank you so much for writing. Which of my stories did you enjoy the most, and what did you like about them?"
Usually, I either don't get an answer or I get a vague answer and then ignore the sender. This time that didn't happen.
The woman wrote back and mentioned 3 different stories. Each story involved a man entering their lives and seducing the wife. She described how they made her feel. I wrote back asking about her husband's reaction to those stories. She told me how excited they made him as well.
She then asked about my experiences. This is where I get suspicious. I told her, as I tell everyone, I don't mind sharing my experiences, but I get a lot of email from people pretending to be people they're not and who just want to get off on them. I explained that I would not mind sharing them, but only if the person was real and wanted to know, not to get off, but to understand how they happened. As usual I told her she'd have to prove she was who she said she was.
Now to be honest, this was a situation I wanted to know more about. I was willing to stretch my rules a bit to really see if she was real and take my time. As a swinger, I was used to sending my pictures to strangers and I really didn't worry about it too much. In that case it really depends on who initiated the contact and what your gut tells you. On the other hand I understood that other people did not have that comfort level.
In this case, she'd initiated the contact and was interested in pursuing but so was I. On the other hand I was less skittish.
I told her that I usually ask for a picture of the person I'm chatting with and one of them with their spouse. Most times people don't respond. She wrote back that she wasn't comfortable sharing pictures yet and asked if there was something else she could do.
I thought about it. It was a situation I was interested in so I decided to let my normal standards go and figured I would talk with them until they creeped me out.
We started exchanging emails.
She asked me about cuckolding experiences. I explained that as a woman, I'd only once been with a married man when my husband and the other woman were present. Before I married I admitted I had a one night stand, at a conference, with someone I had known a long time but lived in a different state. I wasn't proud of it, it happened as my then current relationship was ending. He wanted to pursue it, I realized he and I had to solve our own problems and that what we did was wrong.
I also explained that I was always sexually open but before I married my current husband I'd never had a 3some or been with a girl.
My husband, Kyle, on the other hand was a self described slut. He says that when he got divorced he actually didn't like women very much. AOL made it easy to meet women and he took full advantage of it.
Even when we first met we were basically booty calls. I was OK with it at the time. He was smart, handsome, fun, and sexy. I was just out of my relationship with my child's father, and didn't really want anything serious or someone in my child's life.
The friendship, and lack of looking for a long term relationship, left a lot of room to discuss and explore fantasies. I told him I was curious about other women. Eventually we became swingers. Not a lot, but we went to a few parties, met people, and had group sex. We also had a few spontaneous experiences but they were not cuckolding, more group sex.
I started telling her about my experiences.
My first cuckolding experience was with my husband before we married. I knew that, before we married, my husband had had a few cuckold experiences. The first one I was involved in was with a couple we'd become friends with.
Contrary to the stories, cuckolding, as far as my experience, doesn't happen spontaneously. It takes awhile to build a relationship with the woman and the husband. She has to be interested and attracted to you. In real cuckold relationships neither partner wants the marriage to end, they really love each other. The husband often feels that he is not adequate at satisfying his wife and wants to see her satisfied by someone better than him. Usually the husband is sweet
and kind but not the take control type of guy.
The wife on the other hand misses a stronger man. Sometimes she wants to be treated like a slut not sweetly like a wife. She wants a man to grab her hair and fuck her with lust.
In this case we had met the couple at a local winery. We were at a wine release party. We saw them again at a local bar the next week. We hit it off and started hanging out together. The husband was a nice guy. She definitely had a more sexual air about her.
After a few weeks of knowing them my husband told me that he thought the husband wanted to be a cuckold. I didn't believe him. He explained the signs. The husband always let my husband be in charge. When together he would make sure she sat next to my husband even if he had to sit away from us. He would point out when guys noticed his wife and tell us how hot that was.
The next few times we were together I watched for the things my husband had mentioned. He was right on all of them. Sometimes my husband would do things to make the guy react just so I could see the behavior. I started to think my husband was right.
One night we went out dancing. The guy sat the dances out while she danced with my husband and me. This night we were having fun. We were both hanging on my husband and grinding on him. At one point I kissed my husband while dancing. He then turned to her, pulled her close, and kissed her as well. It wasn't too long a kiss but it was definitely a sexual kiss. It was hot to watch.
When we sat back down my husband told the guy his wife was really hot tonight and a great kisser. The guy agreed she was hot and said the kiss looked hot too. We eventually went back to their place.
As soon as we walked in my husband grabbed her and said, "I think I need another kiss."
She molded into him and kissed him. I was standing with her husband.
"Wow, that's hot," I said.
He just watched.
"Why don't we sit down?" I suggested.
I led him to a chair. He sat down, I grabbed another chair and sat next to him.
My husband undressed the woman in front of us. All the time telling her husband how hot she was and how he was going to fuck her. The husband just sat there.
I thought the scene was hot too. As I sat there I kept asking the husband what he thought and telling him how hot it looked.
As my husband was fucking her he told me to come over. I went to him and he told me to undress. I did. My husband told the guy we were moving to the bedroom and he was welcome to come watch. We retreated to the bedroom, he followed. The three of us got on the bed and continued to fuck. He watched.
After that, whenever we saw them, my husband fucked her. Sometimes I joined in, sometimes I watched. Sometimes she would call me and say she was horny and ask if she could come over.
Eventually, as with most fires, it started to fizzle out, but even to this day my husband fucks her sometimes.
After that email my new friend wrote back how hot the story made her. She asked a lot of questions about the husband's reactions, details on the sex, what I thought the woman was thinking and feeling. We sent emails back and forth for a week.
During the week I learned a bit about her. Her name was Lisa. His name was John. She was 25 and her husband was 27. They'd been married for 3 years. He was her 3rd lover. She was his second.
After emailing for a week she asked me if we could text. We were going back and forth with emails, but that made the conversation slow. She wanted faster responses. I offered to text her if she'd send me a picture. She agreed.
I texted her and she sent the pic. It was a selfie she'd just taken. She was very pretty. I couldn't tell from the pic, but she told me after, she was 5'3". She had a short pixie haircut, and a very pretty face. She had a tiny frame and a cute figure. The thing that stood out is she looked like she was pregnant. I wasn't sure, she may have only been 3 months along, but it looked it. I didn't say anything.
Fair was fair. I sent one back. We were 20+ years older than them, but I really didn't think much of it. We weren't planning to meet them and I wasn't thinking of impressing her or anything sexual.
We started chatting everyday. Not just fantasies but day to day stuff. Sometimes after they'd go out, she'd tell me how some guy was checking her out and how much she and her husband liked it. During that time she'd send me a few selfies. One was in panties and a little T. She definitely had a small baby bump.
We talked about her husband. He was 5'7" and about 150. He was a nice looking slight guy with a great smile. I asked her if her husband knew we were chatting. She told me that he did, and that when I shared one of my husband's or my cuckolding experiences, she would tell him about it. He'd always get turned on.
We talked about my sex life, and hers. She liked hearing about the nights, or days, my husband fucked me. There is a difference between fucking and making love. We did both. She always asked for details when I told her I'd been fucked the night before.
I realized that she had never been fucked. She'd had sex, neither loving or wild, just sex. She and her husband made love. He was tender and sweet. Always. She knew she should be thrilled that he treated her that way, but my stories, and the ones they found online, had led her to fantasize about wilder sex. Sex that was not so loving, but where she was treated as an object of passion.
Her husband also got off on the stories. He'd tried, but it wasn't him. He couldn't really be that passionate lover. He couldn't pull it off, but the thought of her in the throes of such passion really turned him on. They knew that could only happen with another man, so as they were having sex they (mostly she) would talk about scenarios where they'd meet a man who seduced her and fucked her passionately. These scenarios would drive him wild. Often when she started one he would cum in about 2 minutes.
As we chatted we also sexted a bit. It was not the majority of our conversations, but it happened. I am bi, so sometimes the conversation was about what I'd do to her. She had never been with a woman, and the conversations intrigued and excited her.
Sometimes I'd insert my husband in the mix either as a 3some with her or him cuckolding her husband. Sometimes she'd masturbate during these conversations, and cum. She'd tell me when she was doing it.
I had told her I liked woman in cute sundresses, so once in awhile, when she had one on, she'd send me a picture.
If you're familiar with online relationships you know they can become intimate fairly fast. Somehow the anonymity of the Internet allows you to be more free with yourself, as well as not see people's flaws.
We had been in contact for about a month when I asked her if she was pregnant. Something she had said about missing having an occasional beer gave me the opening. She told me she was about 4 months along and that her husband was getting even more gentle than usual. He was treating her like she'd break and it was driving her nuts. In fact, he was avoiding sex somewhat, not because he didn't find her attractive, but he was afraid he'd hurt her. No matter how much she told him it was ok, he did not feel comfortable.
It was around this time she mentioned where she lived. It turned out they were about 150 miles north of us. I think it surprised her we were so near. Even more that my husband was often up there on business. For a few days her texts dropped off a bit. I understood, having these conversations was a little intimate so I figured she was putting distance between us.
After about 4 days she started communicating again. We went right back to the same relationship although she now talked about how close we were and wouldn't it be interesting if we 'bumped into' each other.
I asked her how her husband felt about us being so close. She said he'd talk about it every few days and, the times they did have sex, he'd always bring it up.
Of course I'd been telling my husband about all these conversations.
One day he suggested we go spend a weekend where they live. The next time Lisa texted me I mentioned we were going to be in town in two weeks and asked if they'd like to go out for dinner.
Lisa told me she'd have to think about it and ask her husband
Having been here before, often first time swingers need reassurance, I told her that it was just dinner and no expectations. I explained that we'd met people as swingers and often at dinner there was no connection. I also explained that even if something did happen, no always means no. However in this case, I said we were just suggesting dinner.
Later that day Lisa texted me and said dinner would be fine. We agreed to meet.
During the next two weeks, we'd discuss things about dinner. What should she wear? Where should we go? She also expressed her and John's excitement and apprehension about meeting. Neither of them had ever met someone off the internet. It was an exciting adventure.
Even though she was apprehensive we still sexted about the situation. Me playing with her pussy under the table. My husband fucking her in the restroom at the restaurant. A lot of fun ideas. Each time, after she came, she'd get shy and say, "This is just fun, we don't plan on doing any of this."
I assured her it was OK.
The weekend arrived and my husband and I drove to where they lived. We got a room at a local motel and checked in. We had made plans to meet them at 7 at a local restaurant so we decided to go to a local national park and do a little hiking. That would give us plenty of time for a nap before dinner.
The day was beautiful. It was a crisp day. Since we were off season the park seemed empty and we saw no other hikers along the way. We hiked out to a small clearing by a stream.
All of a sudden my husband grabbed me, pushed me up against a tree and kissed me. I loved it. I kissed back. Unlike a lot of marriages we still had explosive passion in ours. His tongue entered my mouth and I responded with a moan. I pulled him close and pressed my body against him. In our jeans, hiking boots, and fleece jackets we were not a sexy looking couple but the fresh air, sunshine, and running water made it a vibrant day and the kiss made me feel frisky.
My husband pulled away from the kiss. He had that laughing teasing look in his eye. He turned me around in his arms and started kissing my neck and ears. I threw my head back and opened my senses to all the sensations surrounding me.
I could smell the trees and the stream, I could hear the crash of a small cascade upstream, and his hot breath on my neck and ears made my senses feel alive. With his arms around me I leaned back into him.
With an,"Mmmm," I pushed my ass against his pants and felt his hard cock against it.
His hands dropped to my belt buckle.
"What are you doing?" I asked playfully.
He bit my earlobe softly. "Taking advantage of nature," he replied.
"You think you can just take me here, in the woods, just like that?" I asked.
"Yes," he said as he pushed my jeans and panties down around my thighs.
"You're right," I said and I leaned forward against the tree giving him access to my pussy.



I heard his zipper and then felt his familiar cock against my pussy. I didn't need any foreplay. I was wet. He slid right in.
He started with long slow strokes. In my position, bent over and leaning against the tree, my jeans and panties around my thighs, I couldn't really fuck back. I just closed my eyes and let myself experience everything around me. In this setting his cock felt so primal. I felt like I was one with nature and that we were meant to be joined like this.
I didn't say anything, neither did he. The only sound I made was moaning with each thrust. His hands were on my hips. Everytime he pushed his cock into me I moaned. Sometimes it was long slow easy strokes. Sometimes he would pull his cock back till just the tip was inside me.
I'd groan and try to push my hips back so he'd fill my pussy, but he had control. I'd almost whimper for him to push his cock back in me, but he was in no rush. The head of his cock would sit right inside my pussy opening.
I should probably mention that I love my husband's cock. I always say it's just on the sweet side of too big. It's about between 7 and 8 inches and about 2 inches thick. The head's a little thicker. When we were swingers if he wasn't the biggest cock in the room, he was close.
The head of his cock just tantalizingly held my pussy opening stretched at the widest he could. I felt like I was just stuck in anticipation. After a minute he would thrust all the way into me. He repeated this again. Long slow strokes, then keeping me in a state of anticipation, and then plunging into me.
"Stop teasing me," I said. "Fuck me."
He slid his cock a little deeper into me.
"I am fucking you," he said with a laugh in his voice.
"Fuck me hard!" I explained.
"If I do will you cum all over my cock?" he asked. As he asked he started with slow half strokes. Never filling me. Not quite satisfying.
"God yes," I begged. "I'll cum for you. Fuck me. Make me cum."
With that he grabbed my hips and started fucking me with long hard strokes. Everytime he thrust his cock into me I felt full. I could feel my orgasm building.
"God, yes. Yes yes yes," I grunted with each thrust.
Then it happened. A wave of orgasm ran through my body. My knees buckled and he had to use his hands to hold me up so I didn't fall. I could feel my pussy soak his cock.
I stayed in that position catching my breath. After a moment I pulled towards the tree and let his cock slide out of me. Without pulling my jeans or panties up I turned to face him, dropped to my knees, and took his cock in my mouth.
I loved the taste of pussy on his cock. Especially mine. I could never get his whole cock in my mouth. I took as much as I could then wrapped my hand around the rest and started stroking him. Every once in awhile I'd pull off his cock, look him in the eyes, and lick my lips.
After a few minutes I felt him stiffen up. I felt the first spurt hit me against the back of my throat. Then a flood of spurts filled my mouth. Even swallowing as fast as I could I could rarely swallow the load he gave me. Today was no exception. Some dripped out my lips, onto the shaft of his cock and down my chin.
When I felt the last spurt I used my finger to scoop the cum off my chin and lick it clean. I then took his softening cock into my mouth and cleaned it off.
I stood up and with my jeans and panties still around my thighs I reached down, put his cock back in his pants, and zipped them up. Then I reached down to pull my jeans and panties up. As I did I happened to glance to the side.
There, at the opening of the trail that led to the clearing we were in, was a young couple. At first I got scared. What if they reported us? But, almost immediately, I noticed that he had his cock out and she was stroking it.
I took my husband's hand and headed towards the path. As we walked by them I said, "Hope you liked the show." Before they could reply I looked at her and said, "Suck it, I would."
As we left them behind I turned to look. She was on her knees in front of him, head going back and forth. We headed back to our room for a quick nap.
After our nap we showered and got dressed for dinner. I love getting dressed in front of my husband. I love the way he looks to see what I'm going to be wearing under, hidden from view.
I sat naked on the bed and started rolling a thigh high sheer black stocking up my leg. I could see him watching as he shaved. I did the same with my other stocking. Then I put on my heels. He looked at me.
"Don't want to risk ruining my stockings," I said.
He laughed.
The room had a full length mirror. I stood in front of it. At 46 I was comfortable with my body. At 5'6" 140. I had nice curves. My 36c tits didn't sag too much. My shaved pussy and the stockings made me feel hot and sexy.
My husband came up behind me, naked. He wrapped his arms around me and his semi hard cock pressed against my ass. I wiggled my ass against it teasingly. He reached up to cup my breasts. I wriggled away and gave him a pouty look.
"Go get dressed," I said. "We'll be late for dinner."
I watched him get dressed. I loved watching him. In a crowd you wouldn't pick him out. 5'11", 220, blue eyes, bald on top but keeps the rest close cropped. However I knew better. I knew how much people were attracted to him when they met him. I'd seen him pick up a woman in a bar and convince her to join us for a 3 some, and I knew what a great fuck he was.
As he dressed I did my hair and makeup, still naked except for stockings and heels. When I was done I pulled on a small pair sheer panties. I made sure I was facing away from him as I stepped into them and pulled them up. I knew he loved my ass. When I was done I turned and looked at him. Sure enough he was watching me.
I slipped my dress on over my head. It was a little black dress. The hem came just below my stocking tops and I knew they would show when I sat down. The dress had a tight top so I could go braless. The neckline scooped down to show a lot of cleavage.
"God, I could fuck you right now," said my husband.
I laughed. "We'd be late for dinner," I said. "Besides, don't you want to see if you can push their cuckold fantasy?"
He laughed, "What kind of pervert wife wants to watch her husband cuckold another man," he said.
I put my arms around his neck, "Your pervert wife," I answered.
I grabbed my purse and we headed out the door.
We arrived at the restaurant almost the same time. We introduced each other in the lobby. It was all perfectly normal. Like meeting any other couple.
By that time Lisa was almost 5 months pregnant. She had the cutest little baby belly. The gentle swell was just the beginning of motherhood. Just at the point where people start to realize she was pregnant. She was dressed in a pink dress. It had a peasant style top that showed a lot of cleavage. If you looked you could see the top of her pink bra. The dress was short. Not too short for a 25 year old, but shorter than mine. I know I'd told her what kind of dresses my husband liked. This one was perfect. As we walked to the table I took her hand.
"You look beautiful," I said.
"Oh sure," she said. "I'm almost 5 months. I feel fat."
"Fat?" I replied. "No way, if we weren't in a public place I'd want to... Well, never mind, but you're not fat and I would."
She giggled.
We sat at our table, it was a square table. The men sat across from each other as did Lisa and I. Conversation flowed easily. Well, conversation between my husband, Lisa, and I flowed easily. My husband would ask John questions to include him. His answers were short. Not rude, but it was like he wanted to watch what was going on rather than participate.
As the evening wore on the conversation went to my stories and how Lisa and I met. My husband asked John how he liked the cuckold stories. John admitted he liked them but didn't go into a lot of detail. Lisa, my husband, and I talked about the stories and about our favorite scenes.
Throughout the evening my husband would complement Lisa and tell John how hot he thought Lisa was. Often he would talk about Lisa as if she were an object as he addressed either John or me. He would also reach out and pat her arm, hand, or even knee. His hand always lingered longer than it should.
"So John," said my husband. "I know you like the stories. What do you think it would feel like to be cuckolded by Lisa in real life." As he said it he put his arm pulled Lisa's chair closer to him and put his arm around her.
John looked around. He looked at Lisa and then at me. He looked like a deer caught in the headlights.
My husband continued, "it's ok. I've watched my wife fuck. We were swingers for a while. It's actually kind of hot. Of course, I was fucking someone else while she was getting fucked. In your case you'd probably only get to watch.
"Do you think that would be as hot as the stories?"
John looked from, me, to my husband, and then to Lisa. "Yes," he croaked.
"I do too," said my husband.
We chatted a bit more. Lisa seemed to be looking at me expectantly. My husband almost left John out of the rest of the evening's conversation completely. Eventually it was time to go. We all walked outside and said our goodbye's in the parking lot.
My husband and I both shook John's hand I opened my arms to hug Lisa. As I hugged her I gave her a kiss on the cheek and told her that we had fun.
When I was done I almost handed her to my husband to hug. His arms went around her waist, her's around his neck. They hugged. My husband, holding his hands on her hips, pulled back a bit, her arms remained on his shoulders. Looking at her face, he pulled her back in and kissed her on the lips. Nothing wildly passionate, but more than a friendly peck. After that he pulled her close. With her head on his chest he slid his hands down to her ass and cupped it so John could see.
"You've got a very sexy wife," he said to John.
He then released Lisa and took my hand. "We had a great time but now it's time to get this sexy woman back to the hotel and fuck her."
We said our final good nights. As we walked away, I put my arm around his waist. He reached down and pulled the back of my dress up to my waist. My stockings and panty covered ass were completely on display. I looked over my shoulder to where they were standing and watching and gave a little wave.
When we got to the car my husband pushed me up against the passenger side and kissed me. His hand went under my dress and he started to pull my panties off.
"What do you think you're doing?" I said in mock anger.
"I'm getting these panties off you so I can finger fuck you while we drive home," he answered.
"Oh? Some little slut gets you all hot and bothered and you think I'm going to take care of it and fuck you?" I asked.
"You bet your ass," he said.
"My ass?" I responded. "Sounds fun."
I let him pull the panties halfway down then sat in my seat with my legs out the door. I lifted my feet so he could pull them the rest of the way off me. I swung my legs into the car and he closed the door.
He climbed in his side and shut the door. He immediately pulled me too him and kissed me. His hand went right to my pussy and I spread my legs to give him access. As he kissed me he payed with my pussy. He slid two fingers into me and fucked me with them. Then he pulled them out and circled my clit. I moaned and pushed my hips towards him. He pulled his hand away. Leaving my dress practically around my waist he turned in his seat and started the car.
As we drove he reached over and took my left hand and using his hand he guided mine to my pussy. With his fingers on top of mine, he used my hand to play with my clit as we drove. I moaned. He forced my fingers inside of me along with his fingers. I arched my back and pushed my hips into our fingers. I placed my other hand on top of his pushing his hand and my finger deep into me.
I came.
"See what you did?" I teased. "I probably left a stain on the car seat."
"Good," he said. "I love your pussy."
"Is it my pussy you want? Or that hot little pregnant girl," I teased.
"Yes."
As he said it we pulled into the hotel parking lot. He leaned over and kissed me again.
"You pig," I laughed, pulling away from him.
"Oink," he said, grabbing after me.
We chased each other up to the room laughing, grabbing and kissing along the way. As we exited the elevator, he reached for me. I spun away, pulled my dress off over my head and threw it at him. Then I turned and, in just stockings and heels walked to our room.
We reached our room and he pushed me onto the bed.
"Dammit, I need your pussy," he said.
"Mine?" I smirked.
"Yeah, yours is always my favorite pussy," he replied.
He stepped out of his shoes and pulled off his shirt. He lay down on the bed next to me and kissed me. This time it was the kiss of lovers, my husband.
"I love you," he said.
I was still feeling dirty. His kiss was reassuring, but it wasn't what I was looking for. It just told me I was safe in being who I wanted to be tonight.
"Does that mean I'm not going to get fucked?" I pouted.
He smiled. "I'll show you fuck," he grinned.
My husband pushed me back on the bed and straddled me. As he did my phone text alarm went off.
Usually I would not stop what I was doing to check a text, but we weren't home and it was late, it might have been important.
It was a text from Lisa. I showed my husband
'Thank you for tonight,' she texted. 'We had a great time.'
"Go ahead, answer her," he said.
'We had a good time too. What did John say?' I texted back.
"John had a good time too"
"Thank you, did he say anything?""
"He asked how I felt around your husband"
"And?"
"I told him I enjoyed the flirting"
"Nice, I enjoyed watching him flirt with you too."
She sent back a smiley face.
"When do you guys head home?" she asked
We had planned to leave the next day.
"Tomorrow," I texted back
I got a frownie face in reply.
"We'll be back sometime," I responded.
"That's nice, we'd like to have you guys over for dinner."
I showed my husband the conversation.
"No reason we can't come back Saturday," he said.
My inner pervert kicked in. The idea of seeing that cute little pregnant girl being fucked by my husband with John watching sent an actual chill of excitement up my spine. I've seen my husband fuck women, I liked it, but it was no longer that sexual thrill for either of us that it had been the first few times. We hadn't done it for a while. However this whole situation turned me on. The fact that they were fans, that it would be a first for them, and how dirty it was that she was pregnant, just turned me on.
"We could do it Saturday," I texted.
"Next week?"
"If you wanted, we don't have to," I replied
There was a pause again.
"Saturday's cool,"
"Great, I have to go fuck my husband, you interrupted us. TTYL," I typed.
I got a big grin smiley face back. "TTYL, tell me about it tomorrow."
I put down the phone and turned to my husband. Standing there in just my heels and stockings, I looked lustfully at my husband and said, "Fuck me."
He quickly removed the rest of his clothes, grabbed my hair, and pulled me in for a rough kiss.
"What's up baby? You like the idea of your husband turning that cute little pregnant girl into a slut?" he teased.
He pulled my hair pulling my lips from his. He looked me in the eyes.
"Yes," I hissed.
"So now you're all horny and want me to take care of it?" he prodded.
Again I said, "yes."
"If you want me to fuck you, show me how much." He had a smug smile on his face.
Pulling my hair down he pulled me to my knees. His semi hard cock level with my face. I took his cock in my hand. I loved the way it's thickness barely let me get my hand around it. I anticipated taking it in my mouth and I could almost feel the way it stretched my lips before I put my lips around it.
Before I took him in my mouth ran my tongue around the tip. I tasted the drop of precum on the tip savoring the taste. Then I took him in my mouth. I got the head through my lips and about one inch of the shaft. That was my limit. As I bobbed my head on his cock, I let some saliva drip out and as I stroked the shaft with my hand I covered it with my saliva for lubrication.
"Is this what you want to see Lisa doing?" he said.
"Mmm hmmm," I mumbled while still sucking his cock.
"Aren't you the little pervert," he teased.
I just moaned around his cock.
He pulled out of my mouth.
"Get up on the bed " he ordered.
I got up off my knees and climbed on the bed with my ass pointing towards him. On my hands and knees I looked back at him and said, "Is this good?"
He slapped my ass. "Perfect."
He lined his cock up with my pussy and pushed right in driving my face and shoulders down to the mattress.
"Fuck yes," I said.
He started pumping my pussy. He grabbed my hips and pulled me towards him as he thrust into me.
"Tell me what you want," he said.
"I want you to fuck me. Make me cum all over that gorgeous cock," I replied.
"No, tell me why you're so fucking horny," he pushed.
I knew why. The thoughts went through my head. As they did I came. The vision in my head was so real.
"Oh my god," I moaned. "Don't make me say it."
"Tell me," he pushed.
"I want to see you fuck her," I panted as he thrust into me. "She's been such a good girl. I love the idea of her being a slut."
"Whose slut?" he demanded.
"Your slut," I came again. "I want you to fuck her. I want to see John's face as you take his innocent little wife in front of him. I want to see you make her cum the way you make me cum."
He started pumping me harder.
"That's it fuck me. Pull out, cum on my ass. Cover me with cum."
"Yeah?" he asked. "Do you want me to cum on the little slut too?"
"Yes, cum on her pregnant little belly as her husband watches. Let me lick it off her."
He pulled his cock out of me and groaned. I knew that he had his hand around his cock and was jacking off. I dropped one hand to my pussy.
"That's it baby, cum on my ass. Jack off all over me."
My fingers were in my pussy. I was soaking wet.
I heard him gasp and felt the first shot cum cum hit my ass, hot sticky. I came on my fingers. Spurt after spurt hit my ass. I sighed happily as it covered me. I pulled my fingers out of my pussy and licked them clean.
After I just stayed there in that position. My husband went to the bathroom. I felt the cum drying on my ass. I loved the feeling of cum on my skin. I played with my pussy a bit more and had one more small orgasm.
He came out of the bathroom with a warm towel and started cleaning the cum of my ass. It felt good, I sighed.
"You're a pervert," he said matter of factly.
"I know," I smirked. "How do you think I write such dirty stories."
"Slut," he laughed.
"I prefer cum slut or fuck slut," I replied in a haughty tone.
He tackled me, pulled me on the bed, and kissed me. I fell asleep in his arms.
We were driving home when Lisa texted.
"How was your fuck?" she texted.
I replied, "LOL. I got fucked good." Smiley face.
"Tell me" she responded.
Smiley face "Let's see. I got fingered in the car on my way to the hotel, took off my dress in the hall, walked that way to my room, gave hubby a BJ, got fucked from behind, he came on my ass. I came at least 3-4 times. You?"
"OMG, that sounds amazing," she responded.
"It was," I texted. "And you?"
Frownie face. "I was so hot when we got home. So was he. As soon as we got in the door I pushed him on the couch, unzipped his pants, and took out his cock. I pulled off my panties and straddled him on the couch, my pussy was so wet he went right in, but he came in like 1 minute."



"Oh no," Frownie face, I responded.
"We went to bed, we tried again later, but he couldn't stay hard."
I was telling my husband the conversation as we texted.
"Ask her what she wanted," he prompted.
"What did you want?" I asked.
"I want to get fucked like you." Evil grin face, she said.
"I do get well fucked," I replied. I looked my husband. He raised a questioning eye. I told him what we texted.
"God that sounded so good," she texted. "How do I get John to fuck me like that?"
"Doesn't seem the type. May have to get my husband to do it."
There was a pause.
"John and I talked about that last night."
"About what?" I played coy. I wanted her to spell it out.
Another Pause
"What it would be like for Kyle to fuck me."
"Oh? What did you say?"
"I said I loved John and didn't need anyone else."
"And?" I pressed.
"He said when we were in the restaurant he pictured your husband fucking me. That's why he came so quickly when we got home."
"How'd that make you feel?" I asked.
Again a pause.
"I jacked off after John fell to sleep."
"Did you tell John?"
"No,"
"Why not?" I asked.
Another pause
"I didn't think he deserved to know." Frownie face.
I didn't know what to respond. I changed the subject.
"Well, we had fun this weekend. We look forward to seeing you again."
"I can't wait to see you again also," she said.
I closed the text. My husband asked, "How is she?"
"Horny," I laughed.
"I like horny," he replied.
"We'll see, but I think you're going to be happy with her type of horny," I laughed.
"And him?" he asked.
"You're really curious. Why? Do you want to fuck her that badly?" I teased.
"Look who's talking," he said. "Little miss fuck me while I talk about her."
I laughed. We laughed and teased each other the rest of the ride home.
Our week went by normally. Truthfully, except for when Lisa texted me, I barely thought about it. We'd had planned to meet couples before. Even couples I knew we were going to fuck. It's like any other plans for the weekend. I thought about, but didn't dwell on it.
Lisa texted me at least twice a day. Our typical flirtatious chat took a back seat. It was still there, just more understated and less often. The topics were ones I expected.
How nervous and excited she was.
How Her husband seemed standoffish, but talked about our visit and next visit a lot.
What my husband liked in bed
Then some normal girl stuff. What should she wear? What should she serve? What did we drink?
I reminded her that nothing needed to happen, and even if it did, no means no. If we do do something, the moment anyone wants to stop, we stop.
She seemed particularly focused on what. She should wear. I told her both Kyle and I were partial to dresses, stockings, heels, and cute little panties.
"I wish we'd met before I got pregnant," Frownie face.
I assured her we both found her adorable.
"I feel fat," she texted
"You're adorable," I replied.
Her next text changed the topic
"Stockings with garters?" she asked.
"Both, with and without,"
I got a smiley face back.
I kept my husband apprised of the conversations. The whole week we had great sex every night. Most of it revolving around stuff we wanted to do to Lisa. It was a fun week.
Finally Saturday rolled around. We headed out a little early so we could get a nap. We checked into our hotel, unpacked, and snuggled in each other's arms.
We always sleep naked. My hand slid down his body to his cock. It was semi hard. I started to lightly stroke it. He smiled at me.
"Want something?" he asked.
"I figured I should get some now, it might be busy later," I responded.
He rolled me over and positioned his now hard cock between my legs.
"It's yours," he answered. "I would never do anything unless you wanted me to. Do you want me to fuck her?"
"Yes, I think it would be hot." Then I laughed. "Besides, it will give me something to write about."
He entered me. I didn't need any more foreplay than kisses. I was already wet. We made love. This is something between me and him. It's slow, tender, loving. I get lost in it. Mostly long slow strokes. Lots of kissing. His lips on my neck, shoulders, ears, chest, nipples. His warm breath against my skin. His hands caressed me. At times his hands held mine, holding me lightly down. Me giving my body to him, him taking me. Together like we belong.
I felt my orgrasm building. This was a slow burn. It started in my hips and moved through my body. I swear I could feel it in my fingers. I felt a warm gush soak his cock inside of me. I wrapped my legs around him and pulled him into me. As I did, I felt him shudder and come. I could feel it deep inside me. I moaned and came again.
After a moment he rolled to my side bringing me with him. My leg over his hip he was still inside me. We always did this. At almost twice my weight, this allowed us to cuddle as I felt his cock shrink inside me.
We fell asleep in that position.
We woke up with plenty of time to get ready for dinner. We jumped into the shower together. Soaping each other up I started to get hot again so I got on my knees and started sucking his cock. I loved sucking his cock. It's both submissive and being in control. He put his hands on the back of my head. I pulled away..
He had a pouty look on his face.
I kissed the tip of his cock. "Gotta save this. You may need it tonight."
Lisa texted again confirming we were coming over. She asked what we did that afternoon. I described what my husband and I did.
"Mmmmm," she said. "Even that sounds great right now."
"Well, we'll see what we can do." Winky face, I replied.
Then just to make sure she knew, I reassured Lisa again. No expectations. No means no.
"See you soon," she replied. Smiley face.
Kyle was almost dressed. A pair of black boxer briefs, dressy jeans, and a collared button down shirt. I loved that shirt. It was a deep blue and brought out the blue in his eyes. He left it untucked. I loved the way he looked. A small dash of my favorite cologne and he looked so sexy I almost didn't want to go out.
I got dressed. A sheer black thong, black stockings and garter belt, and a matching bra. Over that I wore a black long sleeved sheath dress that hugged my every curve. When standing still it just barely covered the tops of my stockings.
My husband looked at me. I love it when he looks at me that way. "Wow, you look like you want to get fucked," he said.
"Not tonight," I said. "Tonight I'm dressed to set an atmosphere. To be looked at, but not touched."
"I'm not guaranteeing I won't touch you," he laughed.
"You, and Lisa for that matter, can touch all you want," I assured him. "John gets to look."
"Lisa?" he said with a raised eyebrow.
"Never know," I smiled. "Let's go."
We got in our car and headed for Lisa and John's place. Kyle fingered my pussy the during the whole ride. I worried about staining the seats.
He laughed and said, "it's better than that new car smell."
They lived in a nice apartment complex. All the upper units had a balcony. The lower units a small fenced yard. Their apartment was 208 so we figured second floor.
We went up to the apartment and rang the bell. Lisa answered. She looked adorable. She was wearing an outfit only a girl in her young 20s could get away with. It was kind of sexy sweet. First thing I noticed was her over the knee socks. They were not thigh high stockings. They were the cute semi stockings you see on younger girls. They were white and light pink with a ruffle at the top of white edged with a darker pink. With the stockings she had on dark pink heels.
Her dress was a white long sleeved jumper. The material hinted at her curves and her belly. It came about 2 inches below her ass. There was plenty of thigh between her stockings and hem. I could tell she was wearing a bra under it. She looked sexy adorable.
John was behind her. He looked nervous.
"Come on in," said Lisa.
As I stepped through the door Lisa gave me a big hug and a kiss on the cheek. I remarked how nice she looked.
She stepped back and did a slow twirl. "You like it? John helped me pick it out."
"It's adorable," I said. "Kinda sexy too."
She smiled. "Kind of what I was going for," she said.
Kyle was behind me still in the doorway. She went to hug him. Her hug matched the one she gave him when we left the restaurant last week. Her arms went around his neck, his hands to her hips. She stretched up to kiss him on the lips.
This time, instead of letting it go at that, my husband pulled her to him. Her body pushed against him and they kissed. This time it was a real kiss. It didn't last long, but we all knew what it was.
I turned to John and shook his hand. "Your wife looks delicious tonight," I said.
He couldn't take his eyes off Kyle and Lisa. "Thank you," he mumbled.
Lisa turned, and with Kyle's arm still around her waist, and hers around his, said, "Come on in and sit down. John will put the chicken on the grille." They had a grille out on the balcony.
The apartment wasn't big. Standard 2 bedroom fair with a living room/eating area and a galley kitchen. Maybe 1000 sq feet. It was cute and tastefully, if not cheaply decorated. The living room had a couch and a chair. Kyle escorted Lisa to the couch and they sat down. I sat in the chair.
When I sat down my dress slid up and my stockings showed. John was watching through the sliding glass door that led to the balcony. I noticed his eyes go to my legs. I smiled. He also looked at Kyle and Lisa on the couch. Kyle had his arm around Lisa's shoulder and they were sitting with their bodies touching.
After he put the chicken on he came to join us. There was nowhere for him to sit. He took a chair from the kitchen table and sat down.
Lisa jumped in and started by commenting on my dress.
"I love that dress," she said. "I'm not sure I'd be able to wear it with garters like you do. I don't think I'd feel comfortable in public."
"Well, we'll have to go out in public and get you used to it," I laughed.
Kyle placed his hand on Lisa's bare thigh. "I think you look great," he said. If I were John I'd take you out and show you off all the time."
"I don't think John would be comfortable with that," she replied? "Would you John?"
John almost didn't realize she was talking to him. His eyes were focused on Kyle's hand moving up and down Lisa's thigh. It ran from the hem of her dress to her stocking top and back. His fingertips lightly sliding under the hem a bit.
"I would love to see her out like that. I love it when men look at Lisa, but I'd be embarrassed to have those men looking at me also. Lisa's so beautiful and I can just imagine all those men thinking 'What's she doing with him'."
I changed the subject. "So Lisa tells me you enjoy my stories. Which ones do you like the most?"
He named 2 stories. Both of them cuckold stories.
"Why those?" I asked.
"Well," he replied. "It's the idea of a man taking a woman to a place her husband can't take her."
"Wow," I said. "You seem to really be in touch with that."
"With the help of your stories Lisa and I have been able to discuss how we feel."
Then he asked, "Where do you get the ideas for your stories?"
"They come from all over," I said. "Some from real life encounters. Some are my fantasies, some are Kyle's. Sometimes there is a scene in another story. Just one moment that I find so hot, I write a story around it. Every once in awhile a fan asks me to write a story. If I can get into it I do. I like stories where the woman discovers her inner slut. Usually, if they've already been slutty, it's not something I can get into."
"And your cuckold stories?" he asked.
"Well, as you know, Kyle has experience there. The idea of turning someone (I paused) someone like Lisa into a slut and you into a cuckold just turns me on.
John said, "I have to check the chicken."
I looked at Kyle and Lisa, Kyle still had his hand on Lisa's thigh and his arm around her. Lisa was turned in to face him.
Lisa stood up. "I should help John," she said.
Lisa leaned in to kiss my husband. I could see John watching from the balcony. This kiss was not anything but a sexy kiss. I could see her mouth part and her tongue dart into his mouth. Kyle's hand slid the hem of her dress up as he pulled her in.
Lisa got up and walked out on the balcony. She gave John a quick kiss on the lips and they talked for a minute. Lisa then went in the kitchen and started bringing out the rest of the food.
It was fun to watch as when she bent over the dress would slide up. Not so much that it would show anything but the tease is always fun.
John brought the chicken in and we all sat down to eat. My husband was the first speak.
"Your wife is a great kisser," he said to John. "I also like watching her. The outfit you picked out is perfect. I love watching the expanse of her thigh between her stockings and her dress.
"It's Fun when you know someone's looking isn't it?"
John nodded
"Did you have to go out and buy the outfit," Kyle asked, " or did you already have it?"
Lisa answered, "We went shopping. It was really fun and John had an erection the whole time. Didn't you John?"
John didn't answer. I looked at him and asked, "is that true John? Did it make you hard thinking about picking out a dress for my husband to see?"
John nodded.
"Well you did a great job," I said.
John smiled, he seemed pleased with himself.
Through dinner we continued the conversation about my stories. We went into detail about which stories were triggered by true events or were fantasies. We even brought them up on his iPad so we could go through and make sure we didn't miss any.
Dinner was coming to an end and Lisa got up to help clear the table. As she was standing, bent over beside my husband picking up dishes my husband reached out and ran his hand up the back of her thighs up under her dress. You could tell his hand was on her ass.
Lisa just stood where she was. She looked up from the dishes and looked John in the eye.
He looked at her, then looked down. He looked embarrassed. A small smile came to Lisa's face.
She stood up straight and looked at Kyle. She smiled.
Looking back at her husband she said, "That feels nice."
He looked up again. He looked scared, but there was something else there.
Kyle looked at me. "She's wearing a thong. I wonder what color it is?"
I looked at Lisa. "Come here sweetie." I motioned her between me and her husband.
She was standing looking at me with her back to her husband and mine. I pulled her dress up in front so they couldn't see.
"Those are adorable," I said.
"Thank you," she replied.
Then I told her to turn around. She did and was facing her husband.
"John," I said. "My husband wants to see what color thong your wife is wearing. Do you want him to?"
He looked from her face to mine and back. I could tell she was looking at him.
"Yes," John said.
I stood up behind Lisa, reached out, grabbed the hem of her dress and slowly pulled it up. Lisa didn't move as I did. I could see John's eyes follow the hem of the dress as it went up. I could see her cute little ass as it came into view. I knew the front of her thong was beginning to show.
I pulled the dress up over her pregnant belly. She had that adorable bump that you get 5 months in.
The thong was light pink and white like the dress with dark pink trim around a ruffled waist band. She looked adorable. An innocent pink and white dream from her heels to her dress now pulled up over her belly.
I caught my husbands eyes. He smiled at me. I blew him a kiss.
"John," said my husband. "Did you help pick out the matching thong too?"
John nodded. Lisa spoke up. Looking at her husband she said, "John actually picked it out himself. He brought it home the day after we bought everything else."
"John," I said. He turned his head to look at me. "You bought this thong for this moment. So we, or more specifically, my husband would see it. Tell me how it feels. Is it what you expected?"
His eyes went from me, to his wife, to Kyle and back to me. He nodded.
I smiled. "You're not getting away that easy. Tell us how it feels, how you feel."
He looked around the room again. He looked down at the table Lisa put her hand under his chin and guided his eyes back to her's.
She was standing there still exposed. Looking at her husband she said, "Tell us."
John mumbled something about good.
"Speak up," Lisa told him.
"It's amazing," he said. It's more intense than I imagined, and I've imagined a moment like this for a long time." Then he added, "I'm sorry."
With her hand on his face Lisa said, "Don't be sorry, I'm your wife. I love you, I want to make you happy. I love the way this feels too."
Then she teased him a bit. "Now that he's seen them. You know they're going to come off soon. Don't you?"
"Yes," said John.
"Me too," said Lisa.
They were giving each other permission to do this.
Although it was clear they were consenting, I wanted to push John a bit more. This wasn't just about sharing, this was about cuckolding.
"John, why don't you clean up the dishes while we go into the living room."
I took Lisa's hand and walked to the couch. Kyle followed.
I reached the couch and turned to face Lisa. I pulled her face to me and kissed her on the lips. Her lips parted and I felt her tongue dart into my mouth. We kissed like that for a few moments.
When we stopped I said, "My husband's going to fuck the hell out of you."
I saw John watching. I turned Lisa to my husband. She looked at him shyly. His hands reached under her dress. Grabbing her by the ass and the small of her back he pulled her to him and kissed her. She put her arms around his neck. Her ass was completely exposed. Kyle's hand almost covered an entire cheek.
"Are you done with the dishes?" I said to John.
"Almost," he replied.
"Well, hurry up. You don't want to miss your wife getting fucked," I said.
John sped up. I watched Lisa and my husband kiss. His hands still under her dress. It was now around her waist and he had one hand caressing her pregnant belly as he kissed her. It would slide from the waist of her panties to just below her bra and back. She gave a light moan.
John finished the dishes and came over. Lisa's dress had a zipper in back. I unzipped it. Lisa kissed my husband more passionately as I did.
I was enjoying this. I was loving the look on John's face as he was being cuckolded. My husband was right. I'm such a pervert. I love orchestrating the scene as a woman let's out her inner slut.
John was standing there not sure what to do.
"Why don't you help Lisa out of that dress," I said.
John looked from me to Lisa. Lisa stopped kissing my husband and looked at John expectantly. Her shyness was leaving her. The girl I had chatted with, sexted with, and read my stories was starting to come out. She was taking cues from my stories.
"Yes John, I want to fuck Kyle. He can't very well fuck me if I'm still dressed. Help get this dress off me so he can see your wife."
John came up behind her. Again he first looked at all our faces. Lisa and I smiled at him.
Kyle spoke to him. "It's ok John, but if you want to see your wife fucked, you'll have to help undress her."
John reached for the hem of her dress and pulled it up over her head. She raised her arms to make it easier.
The dress came off over her head. Lisa looked at her husband and said, "Thank you John."
Lisa looked like a dream. That firm 25 year old skin. She was all pink and white. The bra matched the thong. From behind you could barely tell she was pregnant. When she turned you could see how her thong sat right below the gentle swelling of her belly.



"God you're beautiful," I said.
"Really?" she asked.
"Really," my husband and I almost responded in unison.
"You don't think I'm fat?" she asked.
"Fat?" laughed Kyle. "God no. You have a very sexy, totally fuckable body."
"Fuckable?" she laughed. "Fuckable, I like that."
"Did you hear that John. He thinks I'm fuckable," she said.
"Show me those tits," Kyle told her.
She reached behind her. unclasped the bra, and let it drop to her hand.
"Give it to your husband," said Kyle.
Lisa turned and took a step towards John. "Here darling," she said as she handed it to him. "
He just looked at it for a moment. "Take it John," I want to go back and let Kyle look at my tits."
He reached out and took it. Lisa returned to my husband.
Kyle caressed Lisa's tits. She moaned as he did. Kyle whispered something in her ear. I had an idea what he told her.
She returned to John. She was in her stockings, heels, and pink thong. I knew what she was going to do. We'd talked about a scenario in some stories. We both thought it was hot. As she stood in front of him he looked up at her.
"John, we're here," she started. "We've talked about this and now I'm standing ½ naked in front of a man who's willing to let you, no that's not right. In front of a man who can show you how a real man fucks. Are you ready?"
John looked at each of our faces and nodded.
"Well, I want to fuck Kyle. I want him to fuck me in ways you never have. She's told me how Kyle fucks her, I want to be fucked that way. Do you understand?"
Again John nodded.
"OK," she said. "If you want this. Now is when you choose. I still have my panties on. The moment they come off, I become Kyle's slut, and I won't promise it ends there. Do you understand? After tonight I won't be the same girl."
Again he nodded. I noticed his cock was hard in his jeans.
"Then it's your move," she said.
She stood in front of him looking at his face. He looked from her face, to mine, to Kyle's. He looked like he was struggling. Finally he sighed. Looking down at the ground he put his hands in the waistband of Lisa's thong and slowly pulled them down over her hips and thighs. They fell to the floor and he held them as she stepped out of them.
As he did Kyle took off his shirt.
She bent over and kissed John on the top of his head. Then she turned back to Kyle.
"Fuck me," she said.
"Not that easy slut," Kyle said.. "Suck my cock, show me that you're worth fucking."
Lisa dropped to her knees in front of him, undid his zipper, and pulled Kyle's cock out. She held it in her hand. It was not completely hard, but almost and it was already impressive in thickness. She looked at me.
"Wow, you weren't kidding," she said.
As she was looking at it, she stroked it.
"Look at this cock John," she said as she held it. "He's not even hard and he's bigger than you."
John just stared. His hands were in his lap on top of the bulge is his pants.
Lisa turned her attention to Kyle's cock. There was a drop of precum on the tip. She ran her finger through it and brought it to her lips. "Mmmmmmmm." She made a big show of tasting the pre cum.
Kyle put his hands on the back of her head. "Suck it,"
Lisa licked the tip and swirled her tongue around it. She had her hand wrapped around the shaft. Her fingers barely touched. She stretched her mouth over the tip. Like me she could suck the tip and maybe an inch. She used her hands to stroke it. As she did it reached its full size.
She stopped. "Oh my god John. When was the last time I sucked your cock. This feels amazing. Do you like watching your pregnant little wife with a big cock in her mouth?" She teased.
John was watching still rubbing his cock through his pants.
"Pull it out sweetie," Lisa said to John. "Let's see how it compares to Kyle's."
Lisa went back to sucking Kyle's cock. John looked at me.
"Go ahead," I said. "Pull it out. You can jack off while you watch."
John unzipped his pants. Lisa didn't even look. She was working on Kyle's cock.
John pulled his cock out. It was perfectly adequate. Average sized at about 6 inches but compared to Kyle's it did look small.
Kyle addressed John. "Your pregnant little wife here is pretty good at this. I like fucking her mouth."
Then to Lisa, "Have you ever sucked a cock this big before?"
Lisa shook her head no. Kyle pushed her away and sat on the couch. "Undress me," he said.
Lisa did as she was told. Starting with his socks and shoes then pants and underwear. She was still in her heels and half stockings.
As soon as she was done she started sucking Kyle's cock again her naked little ass and pussy were facing her husband and I. It was hot.
"Kyle," I said. "Wait till you fuck the little slut from behind. She has the cutest ass and pussy." Then to John, "it's fun to watch her, isn't it."
John was stroking his cock. He looked at me. My dress had slid up over my stockings, showing my garters and the bottom of my panties.
"I guess there's no harm in you looking," I said. I pulled my dress up to my hips.
I returned my attention to Kyle and Lisa. Kyle had a handful of her hair. His cock was covered in her saliva. He had his hand wrapped around his cock. He'd slide it between her lips, then pull it out and rub his wet cock across her lips and cheeks.
She reached and and replaced his hand with hers, licking his cock, and imitating what he did. She moaned as she slid his wet cock across her cheek.
"Mmmm," she moaned, arching her head back. "God, I love a nice cock. I forgot how much."
She took his cock back in her mouth.
Kyle grabbed her head and pulled her up off his cock. "Stand up," he said. She stood up in front of him.
"Is your pussy wet?" he asked her.
"God yes," she said.
"Show me," he said.
Standing in front of him, facing him she widened her stance a bit. I could see her shoulders hunch forward as she slid her fingers in her pussy. She pulled them out and showed them to Kyle. I could see them glistening with her juices from where I was sitting. So could John.
"Suck them clean," ordered Kyle.
Lisa brought her fingers to her lips and licked them clean. Kyle pulled her down and hissed her.
"Mmmm," he said to John. "I love the way your wife's lips taste covered in pussy."
John was still stroking his cock.
"Turn around slut," ordered Kyle. Lisa turned and was facing us. I saw Lisa widen her stance a bit. One of Kyle's arms wrapped around her belly to steady her. We could see him slip his other hand under her legs from behind and start playing with her pussy.
She put her hands on the arm that was around her belly to steady herself. She sighed and rolled her hips on his fingers as they entered her. There was a sharp intake of breath as we saw his fingers play with her clit. She had her eyes closed and head arched back. She was trying to fuck Kyle's fingers as hard as she could.
"John," said Kyle. "Can you see how wet your pregnant little wife is?"
Lisa opened her eyes and looked at John.
"Yes," said John.
"Lisa, does John make you this wet?" asked Kyle.
Looking right at John she said, "No."
"Cool," said Kyle. Then to me he asked, "Ready to go?"
I knew what he was doing. I saw a look of fear in Lisa's eyes.
"Sure," I said.
Lisa burst out, "Please don't go. Please." She looked at me and said, "Please let Kyle fuck me. Please."
I looked at Kyle. "Do you want to fuck the slut?"
"Yes, I'll fuck her. I like the idea of fucking the pregnant little slut in front of her husband. But only if he asks me too."
We all looked at John.
"Please," said Lisa.
John nodded.
"I'm sorry John, what was that?" Kyle replied.
John looked from me to Kyle and back to his wife's pleading eyes.
"Please fuck her," said John.
"Gladly," said Kyle.
With Lisa still facing us he pulled her back onto his lap. We could see his cock line up with her pussy. He slowly let her sink down on it.
"Ohhhhhhh," Lisa moaned as she sat all the way back and took in his entire cock.
"Oh my god John. I feel so full," she told her husband.
She started rocking her hips back and forth on Kyle's cock. Kyle reached around her and cupped her breasts. He lightly pulled on her nipples. She moaned again. One hand played with her tits the other slid over her pregnant belly. He pulled her back against his chest. We could see his cock in her pussy glistening with her juices.
With one hand he played with her tits. The other played over her belly and down to her clit. As he fucked her he continued to play with her tits as he started to rub her clit. Her body was splayed out so John and I could see everything.
Lisa was moaning and rocking herself on Kyle's cock. All of a sudden she let out a small yelp followed by a sigh. It was so cute I couldn't help but laugh.
"Is that how you cum?" I asked.
"Sometimes," she said shyly.
"Kyle, get this girl somewhere you can really fuck her. I want to hear her really cum hard."
When I said that John moaned. He tried to cover his cock with his hand but some came through his fingers and onto his pants. He shot a huge messy load all over his shirt and pants. I forgot how much young guys cum.
Kyle continued fucking Lisa. "Lisa," he said. "Did you like watching your husband cum while I fucked you."
"God yes," she moaned. "I feel so fucking dirty. Used."
"Play with your pussy. Make yourself come again," Kyle ordered.
Lisa leaned back against Kyle. Legs spread over his lap. You could clearly see his cock stretching her pussy open. Her little baby belly stood straight out. She lowered her hands to her pussy and started playing with her clit and moaning. Her innocent little pink stockings and heels made it even dirtier.
I couldn't take anymore. I stuck my fingers in my panties and started jacking off. I couldn't help it. I loved seeing this cute young thing displayed in such a slutty way. My pussy was soaked and my clit on fire.
John wasn't sure where to look. He took his cum covered hand and wiped it on his pants. His limp cock still hanging out. His eyes went from Lisa to me.
Lisa saw me jacking off. Her eyes met mine and she started playing with her clit and grinding on Kyle's cock even harder.
As I watched her I moaned, "God yes. That's it you little slut. Cum on my husbands cock. Look at you. Look at you all exposed being fucked in front of your husband."
"What else will you make the slut do?" I asked Kyle. "Show her off on public? Make her suck a strangers cock? Maybe make her fuck one of John's friends in front of him?"
All those dirty ideas were making me rub my clit furiously. I could see them having the same effect on Lisa. I also noticed John's cock starting to come to life again.
Lisa was moaning. "Oh my god. That is so slutty. John do you want me to be that much of a slut? Do you want your friends to know what a slut I can be? Oh my god John, oh my god," she hissed as her whole body shuddered and she came again.
She fell back against Kyle catching her breath. As she did I came.
"Fuck yes, you little slut," I said as I came. "Fuck yes."
I stopped to catch my breath.
"Take off that dress and come over here," Kyle ordered me. It felt nice. Sometimes I like being the slut too.
I took the dress off and got down on my knees in front of them. Kyle's cock was still in Lisa's pussy. She had one finger still playing with her clit. Her fingers on both hands were glistening from the juices seeping out around Kyle's cock. I knelt in front of them. Then I took the hand Lisa was not using to play with her clit and started licking her fingers clean. Lisa sighed, moaned, shuddered and came again.
Kyle gently pulled out of Lisa and helped her to stand up. As he did he said, "Let's go fuck this slut in their bed."
Kyle, Lisa, and I started walking to their bedroom. Lisa in her pink stockings and heels. Me in my matching thong, bra, garter belt and stockings, and Kyle naked. John was still sitting in his chair, not sure what to do.
Kyle turned to John, "You can come watch, but stay off the bed."
John jumped up and followed us into the room. It was an apartment size bedroom. Barely room for the bed and dressers nowhere for John to sit. He leaned against the wall. I climbed on the bed on my knees and reached for Lisa. I pulled her onto the bed on her knees and pulled her close to me. Both of us kneeling on the bed, face to face, I kissed her. She kissed back. I felt her naked skin against mine as we kissed, her pregnant belly pressed against me.
My hands cupped that perfect ass. I pulled my face away from her lips. "Having fun?' I asked.
"Oh my god, yes," she replied. "I want more."
"Good," I said. As I moved back and pushed her head and shoulders down on the bed. She was now on her knees head and shoulders down. Ass sticking up in the air.
I looked at my naked husband. That beautiful cock was standing out straight and hard. He knelt on the bed behind Lisa. His cock touching her pussy. I took my fingers and jammed them in her pussy to get them wet.
"Mmmmmm, wet," I said as she moaned.
I got my fingers all wet then I spread her juices all over the head of my husband cock. I lined his cock up with her pussy and guided him in. As his cock penetrated her she moaned. He started pumping her pussy I kept playing with her clit as he did. When my fingers were slick with her juices I brought them to her mouth to lick clean.
As I did my husband started pounding her from behind. Long hard strokes. She grunted each time he thrust into her.
I lay down on my side next to them and started playing with my pussy. It was hot and I was wet. Every once in awhile I'd pull my fingers out of my pussy and stick them in Lisa's mouth and she'd suck them clean with an "Mmmmmmm."
Lisa's grunting turned to moaning. "Fuck yes, yes, God yes. Fuck me. God fuck me. Uhn uhn, harder harder HARDER."
My husband pounded away at her pussy. I started rubbing my clit harder. I notice that John's cock was hard again and he was stroking it.
Lisa let out a loud, "Oh my god, I'm coming." Her whole body shuddered as she grabbed at the bed sheets and held on.
Kyle stopped pumping her and let her catch her breath.
Lisa looked at me. "I've never been fucked like that. That was awesome." Her breathing was still heavy. She was panting.
John was still at the side of the bed watching. Lisa looked at him. "Was it what you expected?" she asked.
"You're beautiful," John responded.
Kyle pulled out of Lisa. She whimpered as he did. "Get over here and fuck her," he said to John. She's not going to break. Fuck her hard.
John climbed up behind her. I reached out and grabbed his cock just like I did Kyles and guided him in.
"Now fuck the little slut," I said. "She just fucked another man. Fuck her like the slut she is. Not like your wife."
John started pounding his wife. "You like that? You like that you slut? You like being fucked by another guy in front of me? Your husband?"
Lisa was more than thrilled. "God yes. I'm your slut wife. Fuck me. Fuck me. God yes. Yes. Oh my God."
Kyle pushed me back on the bed and actually ripped my panties off me. I mean tore. With the material stuck in my garter belt he pushed me down on my back and rammed his cock into me. I yelped but as he started pounding me I got the rhythm. I loved his cock and watching Lisa getting fucked beside me was fucking hot.
I grabbed Lisa's face and started kissing her as we were being fucked. She moaned into my mouth.
"Slut," I said.
"Fuck yes," she replied.
I closed my eyes as I felt my climax come. God I loved being fucked. I loved creating a slutty situation. The whole scene was s fantasy come true. I came.
"Fuck Kyle. This is so fucking hot. I love you," I said.
I think watching me cum was the end for John. His whole body shook as he rammed his cock into her one more time. We could tell he was coming.
With a "Fuck yes," Lisa came again.
The only person who hadn't cum at all was Kyle. That wasn't uncommon. Kyle could fuck for an hour and sometimes didn't cum at all, but, I knew his triggers. I told Lisa to lay on her back
"Cum on baby. Cum for me. When you're about to cum pull out and cum on the little slut's belly. I'll lick it all clean. I'll eat every drop."
Kyle started pumping me hard.
"That's it baby. Pump me hard. Then cum all over her belly."
Lisa got the message. She spread her legs and started playing with her pussy.
"That's it baby! Cum on her slutty little pregnant belly," I coaxed. I want to eat your cum off of her. I want to show you what a slut I can be. Give her that cum, so she can give it to me."
My fingers were were playing with my clit.
"Please," begged Lisa.
That did it. Kyle pulled out of me and knelt over her belly stroking his cock. He unloaded on her pussy, her hand on her clit, her belly, and tits. I watched spurt after spurt of hot cum hit her body. I came again. As I came I could see Lisa cum all over her fingers as the hot jets hit her.
"Oh god, Mmmmmmm," she moaned.
I couldn't wait. I leaned over Lisa and started sucking the cum off her body. I spent extra time on her tits and clit.
Kyle placed his cock over Lisa's mouth and said, "Clean my cock."
Lisa didn't hesitate she wrapped her lips around his cock. Soft she could get most of it in her mouth.
After she cleaned Kyle's cock he pulled me up and made me straddle her face. She didn't hesitate. Her tongue dipped right between my lips. She licked all the way up my slit and around my clit. I shuddered a little. Then she lightly sucked on my pussy lips and clit, then running her tongue around my clit.
I know she'd never done this before, but whatever she was doing, she was doing it right. I shuddered and came on her face. I climbed off her and kissed her lips. I could taste my pussy and my husbands cum on her lips. I cleaned her face with my tongue.
She lay down next to me, between Kyle and I. He and I held hands across her belly. As we did she lightly played with her pussy.
"Well, we should get going," Kyle said.
"It's getting late," said Lisa. Why don't you stay here tonight."
Kyle and I agreed and Lisa set up the other room.
I was exhausted and Kyle and I fell asleep in each other's arms.
I woke in the middle of the night to the sounds of Lisa moaning. The bed was shaking. Lisa was straddling my husband and fucking him. Her head was thrown back and she was moaning as she ground her pussy into him.
Kyle had his hands on either side of her belly.
"That's it you pregnant little slut. Couldn't wait to fuck me again? How much my slut are you," Kyle Was saying.
"Fuck me. I'm your slut. I'll do anything for the 2 of you. My body is yours tell me what to do and I'll do it. I love John, but I'm your slut. John can learn, but you taught him first."
As I watched I started playing with my clit.
"Whose John's best friend?" I asked.
She told me.
"If we made you fuck him, would you?" I pressed.
"God yes," she moaned.
"Will you tell John when he wakes up?" I asked.
"John's awake. I told him I was coming back with a cum filled pussy for him to fuck," she replied.
"Call him in here," I said.
Lisa called him in. "They want to make me fuck Jim while they watch with you," she said.
John looked down. "Ok," he replied.
"God yes," she said. "I'm going to love being your slut. I'll do anything. I've read your stories. Anything."
I thought about my stories, cuckolding, incest, groups. I wondered about her family. I knew she had siblings. Her parents were actually younger than we were. I was still playing with my clit. Those thoughts made me cum again.
I saw Kyle stiffen up. I could tell he was about to cum.



"Fill her up. Cum in the little slut," I said.
Kyle came inside her.
She climbed off him. "Clean him up," I said
She didn't hesitate. She took his cum covered cock in her mouth and cleaned it off.
I looked at John. His cock was hard as a rock.
Lisa got of the bed and stroked it a bit. "Come on honey," she said. Let's go to bed so you can fuck my cum soaked pussy.
The went back to bed.
Kyle kissed me and we fell back asleep.
When we woke up the sun was shining. I pulled on my dress and put my underwear in my purse. I had clothes at the hotel. Kyle also dressed. We went out of the kitchen. Lisa was there in a little pair of boy shorts and a tank top that did not quite cover her belly.
"John had some stuff to do," she said. "Want coffee?"
We both took a cup. Lisa started babbling in that way only a 25 year old could.
"Oh my god, that was amazing. I've never been fucked like that. Jesus, I didn't know sex could be so hot."
Did John like it?" I asked.
"Yes," she replied. "He wanted to ask you to visit again."
"We will," I promised.
Kyle looked at Lisa. "Get those panties off."
She didn't even hesitate.
"Lean over the table."
She did so. Her legs apart a bit. She had a big smile on her face.
Kyle got behind her and pulled his cock out. He rubbed it up and down her slit a bit and then slid in her.
I watched Kyle fuck her as I drank my coffee. She just grunted every time Kyle's cock thrust into her.
We heard the door and John walked in. "Just fucking her goodbye," said Kyle.
John came over, sat down at the table and watched.
Kyle looked at the clock. It was getting late, we had to check out of our hotel. He pulled out of Lisa. She groaned.
"We gotta get going," he said, and then to John, "why don't you finish fucking the slut."
John didn't hesitate. He unzipped his pants and started fucking Lisa where Kyle left off. We said goodbye and left.
As we stood outside the door we put our arms around each other and kissed. "Let's do that again." I said. Kyle didn't argue. We headed for our hotel grabbed our stuff and headed home.
We visited them a few more times, Kyle always fucked her. She did say that John had become a little more forceful in their sex but also more careful as the pregnancy went on. She said he was more forceful after he watched Kyle fuck her.
She came to visit us just to get fucked and she and I also spent a night just the two of us. She told me she was dressing in more revealing clothes. As much as her pregnant body would let her. Especially when they went out or had friends over. She'd send me pics of her in cute dresses, naked, panties and bra. I always shared with Kyle.
Lisa and I continue to text and FaceTime. She often asks me if we had anymore plans for her. I've promised her we would after the baby was born.
==============================
I'm ending this story here. I'm calling it chapter #1. The baby is due in April. I'm not promising a chapter 2, but if there is one, I'll write about it.
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I was looking forward to the camping trip. Brian had been talking about it for a while. His friends Johnny and some girl were coming. We'd known Johnny got a while. We'd never met the girl. It was going to be nice to get away, work had been crazy and with Brian in the military his schedule was erratic. To finally get away together would be great. Truthfully I was dying to have some fun. It had been a while and this plan to get away was perfect.
Johnny called me Wednesday and asked if I wanted to go shopping for supplies with him. Since we were going together we decided to do all the cooking and lack together so we didn't over,ap supplies.
I agreed to go shopping. I liked Johnny. He was smart, funny, and a flirt. He was fun to be around. Brian would not be home till late so we could get stuff done.
Johnny said he'd pick me up at our house and we'd go from there. It sounded good and we made plans.
I thought about Johnny. We'd known him for 10 years. He was a good looking guy. We often flirted, it was all in fun. A lot of teasing and sexual innuendo. There was no thought anything would really happen. Just light fun.
I laughed to myself. If only he knew.
While dating, Brian and I had done a little swinging. 3somes, 4somes, group sex. When we got married we'd quit that lifestyle. Truthfully I wasn't enjoying it that much. I didn't feel a connection with people. I would fuck someone I just met and maybe never see them again. It was empty and boring. I didn't regret what we did but I lost interest in pursuing it.
Brian was disappointed. I'm pretty sure he wanted to continue, but I was done. He grudgingly agreed. Every once in awhile he'd bring it up, he'd even suggest I have an affair, but I'd always say no.
However, that didn't mean I was dead. I still enjoyed the flirting. I liked looking good for Johnny. He was always quick with the compliment and they were sincere. I also liked the way he looked at me. There was always that look of 'I'd do you' along with a funny compliment filled with innuendo. I'd usually respond with a lime innuendo or, "You wish."
Johnny would be there in 30 minutes. I was in a t shirt and jeans, but, I always tried to wear something to peak Johnny's interest and get a response when I was around him. Nothing to crazy, but at least show a bit of cleavage.
I went in my room and stripped to my panties and bra. I pulled out a pair of jeans I thought I looked really good in and started looking for the tight top.
As I was looking the doorbell rang. I looked at the clock. It had to be Johnny. He was a little early. I grabbed a robe and went to answer the door.
Sure enough it was Johnny. When I opened the door he checked me out in my robe. The robe was not too revealing. It was a nylon robe and It came down mid thigh. However, when I went to answer the door I didn't tie the sash, I was just holding the robe closed.
Johnny, smiled, "Hmmmm, looks like we're dressed for separate things here," he joked. "I like your idea better."
I laughed. "You wish," I said. "I'll be dressed in a minute."
"Please, don't get dressed on my account. In fact I'd prefer undressed."
I laughed again. "You perv," I said. "Do you want anything while I go change?"
"Can I watch?" he joked.
"I'll be right back," I said.
I headed back to my room. I knew he was watching me walk away. I had the urge to drop my robe and continue to my room in my bra and panties. I wondered what he'd do. The thought made my pussy tingle.
I got back to my room and pulled on my jeans. I decided on a loose red top that showed a lot of cleavage. I brushed out my hair and went back to Johnny. He was sitting in the living room with a beer. Not unusual, we'd been friends for years. He was always comfortable enough to help himself.
He looked up when I entered the room. "Well, not what I was hoping for, but you look nice," he said.
"Oh? What were you hoping for," I flirted back.
"That you'd come back without the robe?" He teased.
"Well, I'm not wearing the robe." Two can play at this game.
We both laughed and headed to his car.
He opened the door for me and. as I shifted in. he got a great view down my top. I caught him looking.
"Enjoying the view?" I teased. I actually liked that he was looking. After all, I wore a low cut top for a reason.
"Well, I'd like to see more, but what I see is perfect," he replied.
We went shopping. The whole time we flirted and laughed. I was enjoying myself. He made me feel attractive. Not that Brian didn't, but a little extra attention never hurt. Some of the flirting included touching. He'd pat my ass, or put his arms around me and hold me. He'd even get behind me, put his arms around my waist, and pull me into him. I'd laugh and grind my ass into him a bit just for fun. Once I bent over to get something and he stood behind me and pulled me into him like he was fucking me from behind. It was all fun.
We got everything and headed home. It had been fun. Brian still wasn't home. Johnny helped me carry everything in. When we were done I offered him a beer. He accepted and we sat joking and talking for a few.
By this time I'd had enough of wearing my bra. I did that thing where you pull your bra out through your sleeve. Johnny joked not to stop there. I don't know why, but I'd been having so much fun, I pulled up my shirt and flashed him.
"There, happy?" I said.
Johnny was stunned for a second and then quipped, "Happier than I've been all week."
I laughed we talked a bit more. Brian came home and we all chatted a bit about the weekend and then Johnny left. Brian went to our room. I walked Johnny to the door.
Johnny opened his arms to hug me goodbye, he'd done that plenty of times. The difference this time is instead of kissing my cheek, he gave me a quick kiss on the lips and when he pulled me in, both hands were on my ass. I laughed and pushed him away. He waved goodbye and left.
The phone rang. I heard Brian answer. "Hey there, oh she did? Well, that's too bad. Then why don't you still come. How long have we been friends? You won't be a third wheel. Come anyway."
They talked a bit more, and Johnny agreed to come. Turns out the girl Johnny was dating broke it off. It hadn't been that long. Something about that made my heart beat faster. Alone in the woods with Brian and Johnny? It was funny, I'd done 3 somes before but that's not what I was fantasizing about. I was thinking about me and Johnny. Nothing graphic, just a fun little fantasy. The kind we all have.
It was Friday, the day we were supposed to go. I got stuck at work grading papers and was running late. I suggested Johnny and Brian get everything ready and come get me. I told them I could change when we got there.
About 6:00 I was done and the guys showed up. They were ready for camping. I was dressed for work. I had on a pullover light shirt, that overlapped the waist of my skirt, and appropriate above the knee skirt. I got in the passenger seat, Johnny climbed in the back seat, and we headed off chatting pleasantly like friends do.
As we rode along Johnny was leaning forward chatting with us. All of a sudden I felt his hand on my side. The one towards the passenger side. I didn't say anything. One, I didn't want to freak Brian out, two, I liked it.
Since I didn't do anything Johnny's hand took more liberties. I felt his hand run from my hip to my bra line on my side. It tickled a bit but I liked it. It was about a 2 hour drive to the campground. The sun was already going down. It would be dark when we got there.
Brian and Johnny continued to talk. I felt Johnny's hand slide under my blouse. Now Johnny's hand was caressing me from the waistline of my skirt to the bottom of my bra. I could feel his hand on my skin. It felt electric. I was enjoying it. The fact that Brian had no idea what was going on was making it even hotter.
Every once in awhile I'd turn away, or slap Johnny's hand, or give him a dirty look, but it was playful in nature. As the sun went down it made it harder for Brian to see what was happening. Johnny's hand slipped up and cupped my breast. I had been working so I was wearing a fairly utilitarian bra, but still I could feel his fingers on my nipples. He'd never done that before, but the situation was kind of turning me on.
As his fingers touched my nipple I gave a sharp intake of breath. Brian heard me.
"Are you ok?" He asked.
'Yes I'm ok, your best friend is just playing with my tits' I thought.
In reality I said, "Yes I'm fine. Just dozed off I guess."
"Well, I'm going to stop in half an hour. Why don't you close your eyes and rest," he suggested.
I smiled inwardly. I turned with my butt towards Brian and rested my head on the passenger door. This gave Johnny complete access to my boobs. He slid his hand up under my bra and started playing with my nipples. It felt good. I turned back facing forward in my seat.
"Ugg, this bra is killing me," I said. As with a lot of women, it was not unusual for me to get out of my bra as soon as I got home. I reached behind me, unclasped it, and pulled it out though my sleeve.
Johnny made a joke about 'Letting those babies loose'. We all laughed and I threw the bra at him in the back seat. He made another joke.
"If you catch a garter at a wedding, that means you're next to get married. If you catch a bra does that mean you're the next to feel them?"
Again we all laughed.
"You wish," said Brian. "She doesn't let anyone touch them but me, but I assure you they're great."
Knowing that Johnny had just been playing with my nipples, I smiled inwardly.
"Well, I'm going to close my eyes again," I said and turned back towards the window. I was pretty sure Johnny's hands would be all over my tits. The anticipation was making me wet.
Sure enough, as soon as I turned my body, Johnny's hand was playing with my tits and pulling at my nipples. The whole time he was leaning forward and talking to Brian in the front seat. Sometimes he made little jokes that only I would get.
"It's going to be a little nippley outside when we get there."
"It would be nice to go camping and explore the Grand Tetons someday.
I pretended to be sleeping and tried to keep from giggling. I was totally enjoying the sensation of his hands on my tits.
Eventually we reached the rest area. We all got out and stretched. It was getting a little chilly out and my nipples stood out against my shirt. Johnny poked Brian and pointed to me, "See, nippley just like I said." We all laughed.
It was time to go. I told Brian I was still tired and was going to sit in the back seat to stretch out. Brian looked concerned and suggested Johnny come sit up front. Johnny said he wanted to push the passenger seat all the way forward and stretch out too.
Brian had a strange look on his face and looked from Johnny to me and back. Then he shrugged his shoulders and said, "Ok, let's go."
Brian got in front. Johnny climbed in the passenger side. I got in behind Brian. By this time is was a pretty dark out. Johnny moved to the middle and started talking to Brian. At the same time he slid his hand up my thigh under my dress. He didn't even pretend to go slow. He slid it right up to my panties and started playing with my pussy through my panties. I sighed.
"Everything ok back there?" asked Brian in a concerned voice. He tried to see through the rear view mirror. Johnny was still in the middle leaning over the seats so all Brian could see was Johnny's face.
"Yes, I replied "Just tired." Then I said, " Can you turn up the radio? I love this song."
Brian turned up the radio. Johnny kept up a conversation with Brian while his fingers rubbed my pussy through my panties.
This was so naughty. I'd never really gone beyond flirting, teasing, and light touching before. I knew I was really at the very limit of teasing at this point. The next step would pretty much say he could have my body. I thought about Brian. He was always trying to get me back into swinging, but this was different. Brian didn't know and I didn't want to tell him. I knew I should stop, but I didn't. I liked the naughtiness of it. I spread my legs to give Johnny easier access.
Johnny took the opportunity. He slid his fingers under my panties and into my pussy. I was very wet. They went right in and I let out a moan. Again Brian heard me.
"Are you ok back there?" he again looked in the rear view mirror but all he could see was Johnny.
"I'm fine," I replied. I just had a kink in my neck."
Johnny did not stop playing with my pussy while I was talking to Brian.
Brian looked concerned. "If you need me to stop, let me know."
Talking to Brian while being fingered secretly in the back seat was too much. I came. I tried to muffle it and answer Brian at the same time.
"Uhn, umm , no, umm I'm, (pause, breath) OK," I finally responded.
"You sure," Brian asked again.
I'd come down off the orgasm. "I'm sure," I said.
Johnny chirped in. "We must be coming close by now."
I silently slapped him on the arm.
Brian, thinking it was a serious question' said, "About 25 minutes."
Brian got back to driving. Johnny pulled his wet fingers out of my pussy and brought them to my mouth. I sucked them in and licked them clean. Johnny reached up and grabbed the waistband of my panties and tried to pull them down. With the way I was sitting there was no way he'd get them off. Instead, I raised my hips and pushed them down from the other side. I pulled them off my feet and stuffed them in my purse. From there I just spread my legs. I must have had 2 more orgasms by the time we reached the campground.
The boys started setting up and I went to the restroom to change into something camping appropriate. We figured they'd set up camp while I made dinner. We were all working when Johnny exclaimed, "Shit."
"What's wrong?" asked Brian.
"I think I forgot my tent poles," Johnny replied.
They both went to the car and started looking. Sure enough Johnny had forgotten them. It never occurred to me he might have done it on purpose. Later he swore to me he hadn't.
Johnny looked around. "It's ok," he said. "Using a rope and some tarps I can make a tent."
"Nonsense," I said. "We have a four man tent. Just share with us."
Brian was not thrilled with the idea. I think he realized that would ruin any chance of him getting any that weekend. "I'm sure Johnny does not want to share our crowded tent," he said.
Truthfully he was right. When they say a four man tent, they mean four skinny guys packed like sardines. Still I was not letting Johnny sleep outside.
"We're not making Johnny sleep under a tarp in the woods," I said.
Brian realized there was no sense in arguing. They finished setting up and I finished making dinner.
Dinner was nice, good conversation, a few beers, and a conversation that mellowed to nothing around a warm campfire. A perfect night.
After a while I started yawning. "I think it's bedtime for me."
The guys agreed we were all tired.
"I'll go in and put on my pajamas. Then I'll come out and you guys can change," I suggested.
"I didn't bring pajamas," said Johnny. "I usually sleep nude, but I can sleep in my boxers."
I laughed. "Ok, let me go change."
It was cold so I had brought long pajamas. They had ducks on them. I stripped out of my clothes and underwear and put them on. When I was done I called the boys in.
"Sexy," Johnny said. We all laughed.
We started to lay out the sleeping bags. Brian suggested we zip ours together. That always makes me claustrophobic and I said no. Then Brian suggested he sleep in the middle. I told him that was stupid as I was the smallest and that would give them more shoulder room. Honestly, that's exactly what I was thinking.
We laid the sleeping bags down, the boys got undressed, and we climbed in. I fell asleep.
I'm not sure what time it was but I was woken by a tugging at my sleeping bag. Brian was snoring, so I knew it was Johnny. It seems the zipper of my bag was on his side and he was undoing it. I pretended to be asleep. He pulled the zipper all the way down.
When it was down his hand snuck over and started playing with my tits. There was no way I could pretend to be asleep. I looked at him. He put his finger to his lip and shushed me.
I was torn. I wasn't sure how far I wanted this to go, but it was making me horny. Having Brian right beside me made it even more of a turn on. I closed my eyes and let him do what he wanted. I could feel my pussy getting wet and my nipples were hard.
He then started moving his hand south. He slipped it under my PJ bottoms to my pussy. I spread my legs to give him access. It didn't take long for me to cum. One hand I put on top of my pajama bottoms over his to hold/push it in place . I bit on the sleeve of my other arm so I wouldn't make too much noise.
I listened to the sound of Brian snoring. He was still asleep.
Next Johnny nudged me to roll over on my side facing Brian. I did. Brian had his back to me. Johnny grabbed the waist of my pajamas and started pulling them down. I raised my hips to help him. He pulled them down just past my ass and pussy. I felt him move, then I felt something against my ass. I realized he'd pulled his cock out.
He scooched down and placed his cock against my pussy. I pushed my ass back to give him a better angle. Because I was so wet from my orgasm he slid right in. I couldn't help much in the position I was in, but with my legs squeezed together like this I could feel the pressure in my clit as well as his cock in my pussy.
He slowly started pumping in and out of me. I tried to stay as still as I could. I felt so naughty. I was scared Brian would wake up and wondering what would happen if he did. I also couldn't believe I was doing this and was loving his cock in my pussy. It was fucking hot.
Just then Brian's breathing changed. I lay perfectly still. He was no longer snoring. Johnny stopped for a second then started fucking me again. Was he crazy? What if Brian woke up? What if Brian was awake? The thoughts were so exciting I came again. This time with a moan.
Without moving Brian said, "Are you ok?"
"Yes," I replied. "Just felt a rock under me and had to move."
As I said that I could feel Johnny start to cum. I could feel him filling my pussy. In the position we were in, some cum leaked out. I came again.
"Ahhhhhhh," I moaned.
"I take it you found a better position?" said Brian.
I could feel Johnny's cock slide out of me leaving a sticky mess on the back of my thighs. I rolled back on my back, pulled my PJs up and went to sleep. I dreamed of Johnny fucking me while Brian was looking for me.
In the morning we got up and had breakfast. Brian wanted to go fishing. I thought I'd go for a hike. Brian asked Johnny if he'd like to go fishing with him but Johnny said he thought a hike was a great idea. Brian suggested we all go hiking then. Johnny convinced him to go fishing and we'd all meet at the campsite for lunch.
Brian grabbed his gear and headed off. Johnny and I headed the opposite way. We were about a half mile from camp when Johnny pushed me against a tree, pulled my shirt and bra up and started playing with my tits. I laid my head back against the tree. While he was playing with my tits I realized he'd never kissed me. Somehow that made it dirtier and more exciting.
"You can't just grab my tits or fuck me," I said.
Sure I can," he replied. "Say stop and I'll stop."
I didn't say stop.
"That's what I thought," he said.
He unbuckled my belt and pulled my jeans and panties down to my knees. Then he pushed me to my knees.



He unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. Yesterday it was hard to really tell how big it was. We were in an awkward position. Today I could tell. It was about an inch longer and much thicker than Brian's.
"Suck it," he said.
I wrapped my lips around it and my hand around the shaft. I had always loved giving blowjobs. Somehow Brian and I got out of the habit.
I could taste the pre cum at the tip of his cock. I loved it. As I sucked his cock he grabbed my hair and guided my mouth on his cock. At one time he pulled his cock out of my mouth and rubbed its saliva covered head all over my face. I just tilted my head back, mouth open, enjoying the sensation and waiting for him to stick it in my mouth again.
After a while he pulled out of my mouth. He got behind me and pushed me down on all fours. He lined his cock up with my pussy. Again I was so wet he slid right in.
This time it was different than last night. Then he moved slowly. This time he pounded my pussy.
"Fuck yes," I moaned. "God that feels good. Fuck me. Oh god, fuck me."
I was loving it. He didn't let up he just kept pounding me. I kept moaning.
I looked up for a second. I saw something move a distance away. Oh my god, it was Brian. He caught us. I was just about to stop Johnny when I noticed that Brian wasn't coming towards us. I could see that he was trying to hide, watching us, and jacking off. I knew Johnny didn't see him.
That set me off. I could feel my orgasm riding. "Oh god, yes, fuck me, harder." This time I made sure it was loud enough for Brian to hear. "Oh my god. I'm cumming."
I came hard. Johnny slowed down for a moment letting me catch my breath. Once I did, I started again. "Don't stop, I want your cum. Fill my pussy. Fuck me. Cum in me."
Johnny started banging me hard again. I could still make out Brian where he was.
I felt Johnny stiffen up. As I felt his cum fill my pussy I came again.
"Oh my god, yes, give me all that cum. God that feels so good, so hot."
I could feel the last spurts as his cock started to slide from my pussy. I stayed on my knees for a moment and let some of the juices drip out of me onto my thighs.
Johnny then pulled my face to his cock and said, " Clean me up."
I sucked his cock into my mouth sucking the cum and my push juices off of it. I loved the way it tasted. When I was done, Johnny just said, "Let's head back."
I stood up, pulled my pants up and straightened my clothes. We headed back to camp. Brian was there before us.
"How was the fishing," Johnny asked, oblivious to the fact that Brian had been watching us.
"Nothing biting," Brian answered. "How was the hike?"
Johnny answered in typical Johnny fashion, "You know, birds singing, animals humping, the usual."
I snickered. Brian looked bemused.
"Sounds like the usual to me," he said.
The rest of the day and evening went nicely, reading, some card games, dinner and then relaxing around the fire. Again I started yawning.
"Looks like bed time," said Brian.
I went into the tent to change Brian came with me. I put on the same duck pjs I had on the night before. We called Johnny into the tent. He stripped down to his boxers and got in his sleeping bag. Almost immediately Brian turned his back to us and started breathing regularly. Usually he snores a bit, but not always.
Johnny and I were laying on our backs. I snuck my hand down, pulled his cock out of his boxers, and started jacking him off slowly. We all just laid there for a while.
After about 15 minutes I figured Brian was asleep or faking it. Assuming he was watching earlier I figured what the hell. I didn't want either of them to know I saw Brian but it made me bolder.
I turned on my side again. This time I pushed my bottoms all the way off. I positioned myself so Johnny would have a much easier time entering me. As usual my pussy was soaking wet. Johnny slid his cock in me and again started fucking me with long slow strokes. I let out a few moans. Brian didn't move.
As Johnny fucked me I felt my orgasm grow. I started almost whimpering. All of a sudden Brian said, "Are you ok?"
All movement stopped. As he said it, I came, hard, I kind of stammered out, "I'm sorry, I must have been having a nightmare."
"Sounded more like a dirty dream to me," he said.
He then closed his eyes. Johnny started slowly pumping me again. After about 5 minutes he pulled out of me. He rolled me on my stomach away from Brian and climbed on top of me. He position his cock against my pussy and started fucking me again. I pushed my ass up a bit to give him better access. He was quiet, but fucking me harder. If Brian had woken up he definitely would have caught us. But Brian didn't wake up.
I felt Johnny start to stiffen. His body started to shudder as I felt his cum shoot into me. I muffled my face in my pillow as I came again.
We were soon both asleep. When we woke up Brian was out of the tent. My ass was uncovered by the sleeping bag. I realized I forgot to put my bottoms on. I panicked a bit. I pulled my bottoms on and stepped out of the tent.
"Hey sleepy head," said Brian. "Want some coffee?" He came over, handed me a cup and kissed me.
The rest of the day went pretty normal. We hung out, packed up camp and headed home. I sat in the front, Johnny in the back. He still made his jokes, but he didn't touch me. It was like nothing happened.
Life has pretty much returned to normal. We still hang out with Johnny. He still flirts with me. Even in front of Brian, just like always. However sometimes, when we make plans with Johnny, Brian calls and says he got stuck working and can't make it. I always suggest we cancel, but he always insists Johnny and I go out.
Brian still tries to get me back into swinging. He's suggested 3 somes, even with Johnny, he's even suggested I take a lover. I always say no and that I'm not into it anymore but I admit, that on the days I'm alone with Johnny, I let him fuck me any hole he wants.
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Kym and Phil's tale
I looked at the clock it was 3:25. I was hoping to get out early but with papers to grade and evaluations to finish, it looked like I'd be a while longer. I had been hoping to get home early as my husband Phil had promised me a date night. We hadn't been out for awhile and I was hoping for a quick nap before getting ready but that wasn't going to happen now.
My mind wandered from my papers. I was looking forward to the night out and stopped to daydream for a minute. I knew exactly what to wear to make it a special night. I had the perfect dress and stockings in my mind. Phil would love them. Actually, I usually wear stockings, I like knowing I have a sexy secret when I'm at work.
I briefly wondered if anyone else was in the building at this hour. I figured Brian was still there. I reported to Brian. He was Head Of Year in the English department and usually checks to make sure everyone is gone before he leaves. A little giggle came out. Brian would flip if he knew I was wearing stockings. I knew he found me attractive. Phil and I were friends with him and we often hung out together. Brian has often flirted with me and often dropped an innuendo or two into the conversation. I usually flirted back with a you wish attitude. Phil always found these interactions to be funny.
The truth is I enjoyed the attention. Brian was a handsome man. He and Phil were about the same height. Brian was a little stockier and in his 50's. He had a full head of hair and was grey around the temples. It was nice when a handsome man noticed you.
I got back to work. As I finished up I heard footsteps down the hall. Brian poked his head in.
"Just you and me left," he said. "Are you ready?"
"Ready for what?" I teased.
"Well, if I had my way..." he said trailing the sentence off with a big flirty smile.
"I'm just about ready to go," I said packing my stuff. "I'll just be a minute."
He nodded and headed to check the other rooms.
Brian came back when he was done. I was finished with my work so he walked me to the door.
"Any good plans this weekend?" he asked.
"Well, tonight's date night. We're going to avoid the children. Then, well, we'll see," I answered in a coquettish voice.
"Do you think you and Phil might have a moment to get together. There's some stuff happening at the school, I'd like to discuss with the two of you privately," he explained.
He must've seen my worried look. "Don't worry," he said. "Actually good stuff, I just need to see what you want when the changes happen."
"Let me talk to Phil tonight and see his plans," I answered. Then I'll call you."
I beat Phil home and quickly jumped in the shower. I liked it when I beat him. I liked to be half dressed and putting on my makeup when he came into our room. I always wore stockings and garters when we went out and, if wearing underwear, matching panties and bra. It was fun to let Phil see what was going in underneath so he could think about it all night.
I got out of the shower and looked at my naked body in the mirror. At 43 I still got mistaken for one of my children's sisters. They were 16-23, so that was a compliment. At 5'2" and 135lbs. I was curvy, not a stick, but Phil liked curvy.
Tonight it was matching green thong and bra with a matching garter belt and stockings. The green accentuated my auburn hair.
I was putting on my makeup when there was a knock on the door.
Phil doesn't knock so I asked who it was.
"It's me," said Dawn. At eighteen she was the youngest of my 3 girls.
"I'm not dressed," I replied.
"Oh mom," she laughed, walking in the door. "I know you're going out with dad tonight and we've all seen you in various stages of your predate slutwear before."
Slutwear? I thought. Hmmm. I guess that's as good a word as any. I liked the feeling of being slutty. I liked it when my husband brought out my naughty side.
"Whoa mom," giggled Dawn. "Is dad's heart strong enough to see you in that?"
"Your dad's heart is plenty strong," I joked back. "What did you come barging in here for?"
"Well, considering how you're dressed, it may be good news."
I gave her a dirty look.
"I'm spending the night at Kelli's house tonight. I'll be back tomorrow."
Kelli was my my oldest daughter. Now twenty three she'd moved out awhile ago,
"Ok sweetie, have a good time," I said.
Well, I thought. Her room is closest to ours so one down means we might not be heard. I knew that there were times the kids heard us. They'd give us grief the next morning. I'd always answer, "You should be so happily married." They'd laugh.
I thought again about slutwear. I stood up and looked in the mirror. I wasn't slutty, but I was hot. I knew Phil would like it.
As I was admiring myself Phil walked in.
"Yes dear," he teased. "You look as good, probably better than you think you do."
He came up behind me and put his arms around me. I turned to him and kissed him passionately.
"You have to say that, you're my husband," I replied.
"Well, we'll just have to see if anyone reacts to you tonight," he said.
"Oh?" I teased. "You think other men will notice me?"
"Men, women, animals, the dead, I think they'll all notice you."
"You wish," I laughed.
The truth is we both liked it when people noticed me and checked me out. Of course I liked it. Who doesn't want to be admired, but Phil liked it too. He liked knowing other men were seeing him with a sexy woman. He'd point them out while we were out. Depending on the night, some made it home to our pillow talk.
Sometimes we'd role play me flashing someone. Sometimes it was me doing something naughty with someone. Phil would tease he'd love to watch me get fucked. It was all sexy play and never left our bedroom.
Phil jumped in the shower and got dressed. We were heading out for a nice dinner. There was a lounge with a piano bar attached to the restaurant. It was a popular place but we'd been going since they opened. The owner and managers knew us and we always got a table.
We got to the restaurant and handed the keys to the valet. Phil came to get my door. As he helped me out there was almost no way not to flash the valet. Probably saw a lot of thigh and maybe my panties. When we got inside I told Phil.
He just laughed and said, "Sorry I missed it."
Dinner was wonderful. I loved our nights out. We had learned long ago not to spend the whole time talking about the kids. Our conversations were fun, thoughtful, and flirty. Just like they were when we were dating.
At one point I brought up what Brian said about changes Phil asked what I thought it could be. Honestly I had no idea except that Brian said it was a positive change. I told Phil about Brian wanting to get together.
Phil laughed. "Sure, sure, that guy's just looking for an excuse to get you alone out of work. I've seen how he looks at you."
"Oh?" I replied. "Since when do you not like it when men looked at me. Besides, he asked for you to come too."
"Well," Phil joked. "Maybe it's me he wants."
I replied, "Maybe both of us."
We laughed and agreed we should get together with him. Probably this weekend. We continued our date night.
When we got home I was ready. I mean I was ready as soon as we got in the car. As we drove home I reached over and stroked Phil's cock.
"Mmmmm," I purred. "I can't wait to get my hands on that."
"Mmmmm," Phil replied. "That can't wait till you get your hands on it."
We put the car in the garage and were at each other before we even opened the door. My dress zipper was undone and his belt was unbuckled. As we entered the house still entwined with each other we heard a voice. It was our twenty year old middle daughter Nikki.
"Ohhhhhh kayyyyyy," she laughed. "I just think i'll go to my room, wash my eyeballs, and pretend I didn't see this."
"You don't have to leave," I said. "We're going upstairs."
"Even more reason to leave," she joked. "Your bedroom is right above the living room. My room's at the other end of the hall."
She turned and headed up the stairs, "Good night," she said.
We wished her a good night as well. As I watched her walk up the stairs I was reminded how hot my daughters were. Each in their own way, but when the four of us were out, we were noticed. Nikki had a great ass.
Once she was gone we practically ran to our bedroom ripping off ours and each other's clothes as we went. We closed the door. I had thrown my dress and bra on the floor. I was still in my panties stockings and garter belt. I got down on my knees. I already had his belt off, i opened his pants and pulled them to his knees. His cock pointed straight out.
I loved his cock. It was like an old familiar lover. We knew what each other wanted. We'd been together for almost 25 years and most times I would still have great orgasms. We'd gone through our rough spots, but we were together and happy.
I'd actually had what we call 'The incident' years ago. I thought Phil would be furious. He was forgiving. No, more than forgiving. He was turned on. To this day he still asks for details.
I sucked his cock between my lips. I licked the head and and then licked my lips giving him a dirty smile. I took it back in my mouth and started fucking it with my lips as I jerked it with my hand. He moaned. I loved having that power over him.
While I was down there I pulled off his shoes and socks. I then stood up and took off his shirts and pushed his pants down.
He stepped out of them and pushed me on the bed and grabbed the waist of my garter belt and panties. With one pull he peeled them and my stockings off and threw them on the bed. He then lowered his head between my legs and started licking my pussy lips.
"Mmmmm," I moaned.
His tongue flicked my clit and I shuddered and sighed. He sucked lightly on my clit and pussy lips and then slowly circled my clit with his tongue.
"Mmmmmm, don't stop," I moaned.
He didn't. I felt my body surge. "God yes, suck my pussy. Don't stop." I ground my pussy into his face. "God damn it, yes, oh my god. I'm cumming."
I lay back to catch my breath as Phil climbed between my legs. I felt him enter me. He was a little bigger than average but no monster. It didn't matter. I'd had bigger, I'd liked it, but Phil was a wonderful lover.
We slowed down to lovemaking pace. Long slow strokes, lots of kissing anf caressing. I felt good. I felt my orgasm rise. Not an intense burst, but a slow burn radiating output from my pussy. I wrapped my arms legs around him and pulled him into me "I love you," I said. "I love the way you make me cum."
As I said it I could feel his cock stiffen and hot cum fill me. We fell asleep in each other's arms.
We woke the next morning with no real weekend plans
We were eating breakfast. Nikki bounced downstairs to grab some coffee. She in her usual T shirt. Even I, as her. Dad, had to wonder what was under it. She said she had work today and ran upstairs to get dressed. My son, came down, and with a quick hi, ran out the door saying he was meeting friends.
We had the house to ourselves. I am sure you're expecting wild sex, but no. We did what most people did. We caught up on house chores.
At one point Brian called to arrange to get together. We invited him over that afternoon.
Brian arrived about 2. As usual he put his arm around me and made a suggestive comment. He never would have done that at school but at home he took more liberties. He shook Phil's hand and once again commented on how great I looked.
We were used to this and took it in stride. It was just Brian. We known him for a long time and this flirting was just part of our relationship.
We chatted for a while and then Brian brought up the reason he came over. It turned out he was being promoted to Head of Faculty. That meant that his current position was now open and that I was certainly a candidate.
We both congratulated Brian and then asked what my chances were.
"Well," said Brian. "A woman with all of Kym's talents would be high on the list."
"Talents," we both said at the same time.
"Oh yes," said Brian "Kym has some amazing talents."
It was pretty clears by the way he was looking at me and the tone of his voice he was not specifically talking about my job qualifications. We change the subject.
"Who will be making the decision as to your replacement?" I asked
"I will be," said Brian. "And given your special qualifications I'm sure you have a great chance."
Again it was clear that he was not alluding to my work qualifications. I came right out and said it.
"I'm not sleeping with you to get the position,"
"I never asked you to," he replied.
"But you hinted at it," I said.
"Maybe," he smiled and let the conversation drop.
We moved on to other topics in reality we like Brian and got along with him very well. Throughout the afternoon he would make comments about things I might do to win the position. They were all veiled innuendo, but we knew what he was talking about. We still had a nice time.
When Brian left Phil said, "Well are you going to fuck him to get the job?"
I laughed, "I don't know? Should I? We both know you've always had a fantasy about me fucking Brian. Maybe now is the time to make it pay off."
Phil looked at me. He wasn't sure whether I was serious or not.
"Dammit Phil, i'm not sleeping with anyone to get a job. We really don't need it that badly. Your job is enough to support us and I have too much self-respect."
"True," said Phil. "If you were going to fuck him you should be for fun not for a job." He laughed.
We went on with our day. The weekend past and we both returned to work. The only difference for me was that Brian would make some sort of innuendo about the job a few times a day. As usual I responded by laughing him off and making a joke.
Friday Phil came home from work with a concerned look on his face.
"What's wrong dear?" I asked.
"Today they announced there will be some changes at the company," he said. "They announced there will be some upcoming layoffs."
"Do you think you might get laid off!" I asked.
"I don't know," said Phil. "I guess anything could happen."
For the rest the evening we discussed the layoffs and what they would mean. Currently between our two jobs we were doing very well. If I were to lose my job Phil could still manage everything, it would be tight but we could do it.
On the other hand if Phil lost his job my job could not cover us even if Phil took a lower paying job. At 44 we knew that finding a new job for Phil might be harder than it used to be. Companies were hiring younger people and paying them less.
Phil brought up the promotion at my school.
"Does that promotion come with a good raise?" He asked.
"Yes it does," I replied. "In fact it would be almost what you're making now."
"Well," said Phil. "Let's hope you get the job."
Neither of us talked about what I might do to clinch the job. I assumed we were both thinking about it. I know I was.
We did not keep the situation secret from the children. They all knew that Phil's job was now in jeopardy. We told them that if dad lost his job we would probably have to make some changes in our lifestyle. We also told them that was a possibility of a promotion at my job. We did not mention what might be needed to get that job.
The kids were supportive and said anything they could do to let them know, but the reality is they were kids and it was not much they could do.
Finally the announcement came at Phil's company. Phil was one of the layoffs. He had a three month severance package and about three months paid time off coming. so we had a good six months to find another job. We weren't really worried.
However the decision on the job at my school was going to be made way before then.
As Phil and I discussed it, we also discussed Brian's proposal. It's not like we'd never discussed a fantasy involving Brian before. In fact it was one of our favorite fantasies, the idea of me fucking Brian.
But now the fantasy seemed a little weird. If I did, it might be because I had to, not because I wanted to. Even worse, he probably knew the situation we were in and would know why we were doing it. He was sure to take advantage of that.
I asked Brian about the job. It had come down to two candidates me and one other. To be honest the other person probably had a little bit more on me in terms of qualifications. I was pretty sure, given straight up comparison, she would get the job. I told Phil that if we were going to get the job I would need to go the extra step.
Phil was getting no bites on his resume. We had a long time before we were desperate, but we could feel the desperation approaching.
One day Phil said, "Maybe you should do it."
"What? You really want me to fuck Brian to get the promotion?"
"I'm not sure want is the right word. I am just worried we're running out of options " he said.
We both knew we had to make the decision soon. We reviewed the pros and cons. On the pro side, I'd get the position and raise. Plus we'd talked about me fucking Brian in fantasy. On the con side it felt degrading having to do this for a job. Plus what else might Brian want.
The really bad part is that every time we discussed it we had great sex. The fantasy of me fucking Brian excited both of us. On the other hand the idea of having to do it scared me. Although it was fun to think of fucking him. Having no choice made it extra illicit.
Phil and I decided to say no and just take our chances. We made a plan to have Brian over and tell him our decision together. We invited Brian for dinner Saturday night. We figured we'd tell him that if I was qualified for the job I'd take it but I was not doing anything special for it.
Saturday rolled around and truthfully I was getting nervous. I was always attracted to Brian and I knew what he wanted. I wanted the job, but not this way. Then again there was something in the threat of having to do it that gave me butterflies in my stomach. We had decided to tell Brian no and I was committed to telling him that.
I was dressed more provocatively than I expected. I had originally decided to wear something professional that I would wear to teach in. But when Phil came in and saw me getting dressed he suggested I wear something sexy so that Brian would know what he was missing.
I was both turned on and appalled by the idea. I did not think teasing Brian during this conversation was a great idea. On the other hand I liked the idea that Brian would be wanting me knowing he couldn't have me.
Instead of work clothes I put on a black, sleeveless, bustier dress. It zipped all the way up the front. I could not wear a bra with it. I put on black thigh high stockings. And a black thong.
There, I thought. That should get him.
Brian arrived on time. As usual he looked great. Phil and I greeted him. He shook Phil's hand and gave me a hug. As he hugged me his hands strayed to my ass and gave it a squeeze.
"Now now," I said. "This is not that kind of meeting."



"Why don't we sit down," I said
We all sat down. Brian and I sat on the couch. Phil sat in the chair across from us. I started the conversation.
"Brian you know I really want that job, but I don't want it if the only reason I would get it is my body. You and I flirt all the time and I admit we both find each other attractive but that is not the way I want to get a job."
Brian said, "You are qualified for the job there are others who are better qualified. That doesn't mean you couldn't do the job it just means they have more experience. But I want somebody in this job really wants it. I want to see how far they will go to get the job.
"Look at you. "You're not dressed for a business dinner you are dressed to impress me, and you have. You know that I am sitting here wondering what's behind that zipper,"
I'm sure I blushed. He was right I did think about showing him what was behind the zipper. It really didn't have to do the job. It had to do with the fact that I thought he was sexy and I was always attracted to him. If the job weren't an issue, and I wasn't married, I would have fucked him in a minute.
I looked to Phil for support. He didn't offer any he just sat there watching us.
Brian took my hand. "I really want you to have this job," he said.
He leaned his face into mine. "Are you sure you don't really want the job?"
I felt his breath on my face. I looked at Phil. Phil was not moving, nor did he say anything he was just watching.
I put my hands on Brian's chest to push him away but I didn't push I just put them there.
It was then that Paul did something weird. He said he had left some of the drinks in the garage and had to go get them. Why at that time he had to go get them I'll never know, but he stood up left the room and went to the garage.
As soon as he left Brian pulled my face to his and tried to kiss me.
I pushed him away. "I don't want the job this way," I said.
He grabbed my head to kiss me again. I tried to push away I felt his lips on mine and felt his arms pulling me closer.
"Please Brian," I pleaded. "Not this way." But this time I did not pull away.
"Even if you don't want the job this way, you know you want this." He said.
He was right for years we've been teasing each other now in his arms and after all the bedroom talk between Phil and I, I was more than ready to fuck him.
Just as Phil came back in the room Brian forced his lips to mine again. I gave a half hearted effort to push Brian away. I looked at Phil. Phil was just watching. I expected him to tell Brian to stop but he didn't.
Brian looked at Phil, and said to me, "Show me how much you want this job."
Again he tried to kiss me. This time I did not resist. I looked at Phil one more time. If he was going to stop this now was the time.
"Your wife is going to enjoy her promotion but more than that she's going to enjoy the way she got it," said Brian.
I completely gave in the next kiss. I kissed him back passionately, the way I always wanted to, the way Phil and I had role played in bed.
"That's it," said Brian. "That's the way you're going to get this job."
There was something extra dirty about fucking Brian to get the job. Under the right circumstances I probably would fuck him anyways, but being forced to do it to get the job was turning me on. I push my body into him.
Brian's hand went to the hem of my dress. He slowly slid it up my thigh. His hand quickly reached the top of my stockings and felt my bare skin.
"That feels good," he said. "I want to see this. Stand up."
I stood up like I was told to do and Brian reached for the zipper on my dress. One more time I look to Phil. If this was going to stop it was going to stop now. Phil made no move to stop anything.
Slowly Brian pulled the zipper down on my dress. As he did my breasts came into view.
"They are more perfect than I imagined," said Brian. "If I didn't want that pussy of yours so bad just seeing those tits might have gotten you this job."
I didn't say anything I just held my breath waiting for him to pull the rest of the zipper down. I wanted him to undress me. I had fantasized about it for years and now it was happening. Given the position we were in with Phil's job I convinced myself I had no choice.
Brian had undone the zipper all the way. The dress, with nothing to hold together fell off my body. There I was standing in just my stockings and panties. He reached over grabbed the band of my panties and pulled them down over my ass, to the floor. I let them pool around my feet. I was now standing in just my stockings.
"I've wanted to see this body for years," said Brian. "The experience is better than I expected."
I wanted him to see me this way for years also the added excitement of feeling like I had to was getting very wet.
"Well Kym," he said. "I think it's time to earn job."
He took my hand and pulled me to my knees in front of him.
"You know what I want," he said.
I did. I reached out and undid his belt and his zipper. As I was doing it I could feel his semi hard cock under his pants. I never really checked it out before but now I could tell it was definitely something I wanted to see.
As I pulled it out it sprung to life in my hands. It was a full inch longer than Phils and almost twice as thick. It felt heavy in my hand. Again the feeling of wanting it but also feeling like I was forced to do this was turning me on.
I gave Phil one last look. I could tell that he was rubbing his cock through his pants. That was it, I thought. This is his chance to stop and if that's what he's going to be doing them there is no stopping me.
I smiled at Brian "Well, if I'm going to earn my job this way, I guess I better get slutty and really earn it."
"That's right slut," he said. "Suck that cock. Earn that job."
Without looking at Phil I wrapped my lips around Brian's cock. As I did I could taste the pre-cum at the tip of his cock. It tasted good. I couldn't remember the last time I tasted another man's cum.
I wrapped my hand around the shaft and started pumping the shaft as I sucked as much of it as I could into my mouth. I loved the way it felt. I pulled it out of my mouth rubbed it on my face. I liked the way my saliva and his pre-come felt on my cheeks and lips. I pulled his cock back into my mouth and started sucking it again.
"That's it slut. Earn this job," he said. "Show me how much you want it."
I did. I use every skill I had to show him how much I wanted the job. In reality I was not showing him how much I wanted the job. I was showing him how much I wanted to fuck him. By this point I knew the job was just a pretext.
I started to undress him. I unbuttoned his shirt, took his shoes and socks off, and pulled his pants and underwear off him.
Brian got up off the couch leaving me on my knees in front of the couch. He knelt down behind me and pushed my head and arms down on the couch. In this position my ass was facing him and Phil.
Brian lined up his cock slid right into my pussy. I moaned as he entered me. It had been something I'd wanted for a long time. It was something that Phil and I had role played for a long time. Now that it was happening I could not believe how good it felt. The added sensation of feeling like I had to do it only made it hotter.
At first he just took a long slow strokes. He had both his hands on my ass and was pulling me into his cock every time he drove into me. Then he picked up speed he started pounding my pussy. As he started to pound me I felt my orgasm building. Thrust after thrust drove my head into the couch. I was being fucked hard because I was forced to do it. With that thought I came.
"Oh my God," I hissed. "Is this what you wanted. Is this how you wanted me. Forced to let you fuck me to get a job. Is that what you wanted. Making me come all over your cock just so I can get a job.
"Goddammit," I spoke between grunts. "Well you've got it. I'm coming you bastard. I'm cumming all over your cock. You forced me to cum on you. You've made my wet cunt drip all over you. I hope you're happy now. I hope I'm earning that job"
"Fuck yes," he said. "That's how you earn this job. Cum all over me. Cum all over me in front of your husband while he watches. Show him how much you want this job. Show him how much you want to take my cock to earn this job."
I'd forgotten all about Phil. I looked over and saw that he had his cock out and was stroking it. I guess I knew how he felt about it. Truthfully at this point I didn't care. I was going to let Brian fuck me and I was going to enjoy it no matter what happened.
Brian pulled me up and laid me down on the couch on my back. He climbed on top of me and shoved his cock back into me. The force of that first thrust made me cum again. He started pounding me harder and harder.
All of a sudden I remembered. I was not on birth control. Phil had a vasectomy. I had no reason to be on it anymore.
"Brian," I said. "You can't cum in me. I'm not on birth control."
"I can cum anywhere I want," he replied. "You have no say in it. You're fucking me like a slut to get this job. It's my decision where I cum."
I can't believe it. I let out a muffled scream. I was cumming again,
"You bastard," I hissed. "You're going to get me pregnant just over some job. You're going to cum in me while my husband watches just so I can get a promotion. If I get pregnant everyone's going to know it's not his. Our kids know he's had a vasectomy. They're going to know I was a slut to get pregnant."
With that Brian started to cum. It felt like gallons I could feel it against my pussy walls and dripping out of my cunt as he pumped me. I can feel it sticky dripping down my ass and on the top of my thighs.
We both lay there for a minute catching our breath and not saying anything.
Brian reach for his shirt in the front pocket was a pack of cigarettes. pulled two out and let them. He handed one to me.
I quit smoking years ago. Occasionally I'd have one when I drank. In this case I took the cigarette and took a long drag. Brian had climbed off me and was sitting next to me on the couch.
I was lying on the couch, one leg on the couch, one leg bent with my foot on the floor. I could feel Brian's cum oozing out of my pussy. I took a long slow drag of the cigarette. It felt good.
I looked over at Phil. I noticed his cock was getting soft and he had cum all over his hands and clothes.
"So now your wife has fucked someone just to get a job," I said. "It seems you enjoyed it. I wonder what this means. Do you think Brian can now fuck me whenever he wants. There's not a lot to stop me or him. He could always take my job away".
"And do you see my pussy," I continued. "It's dripping his cum. I'm fertile right now. I'm not on birth control. I could get pregnant with his child. Our children will know. They know you've had a vasectomy."
Phil moaned again.
I was done. I felt both happy and disgusted with myself and Phil.
I stood up. "i'll be right back" I said. "Brian I think it's time for you to leave." I wanted him to go and I didn't want to say goodbye.
I left the room and put on a robe. When I returned Phil was still sitting in the chair stroking his cock hard again
"I don't know what to say," I said.
"Nothing," replied Phil, "I love you."
He pulled me to him and undid my robe. I could still feel Brian's sticky cum between my legs. Some of it was drying on my thighs and ass.
Phil had me straddled his legs as he sat. He lined his cock with my pussy and slid right in.
We just sat in that position for a while. Arms around each other, reconnecting.
I returned to work that Monday. My promotion was announced on Tuesday. I got a lot of congratulations from my peers. They embarrassed me but I couldn't tell anybody why.
About two weeks later Phil got a call from his company. They had just earned a new contract and they wanted him back. He could keep the severance pay and the extra vacation pay and they would let him come back with his vacation time intact.
It felt kind of weird knowing I fucked Brian for a job even though I didn't need it, but part of me knew I'd done it just because I wanted to.
About four weeks later I was feeling sick. I stayed home from school. All of a sudden I had a sickening feeling in the back of my stomach. I headed out to the drugstore. When Phil got home I handed it to him. It was a positive pregnancy test.
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The wedding party: Claire and Tina.
I couldn't believe it, Becky was getting married to Mark, the man she'd been dating for two years. It was so exciting. They were the first of our group to get married. I was standing outside the hall waiting for Becky with the other bridesmaids. The ceremony was about to start. I looked at the other bridesmaids. We were all close
I was actually the youngest of the group. All of us, except Mark's sister Misty, had been sorority sisters in college. The others had been juniors when I joined. Since my birthday is in November I was two years behind them but almost three years younger. I was 17 when I started college. Now three years later, I was in my Senior year and Becky was getting married.
Becky had introduced me to the group and she was my Big. A big is someone who mentors you to become a full member of the sorority. She was one of the sweetest women I knew and I was very happy for her.
As I looked down the row of bridesmaids I saw Claire looking at me. Claire was the maid of honor. Just as I am now, She had been president of the sorority her senior year. As presidents, even after Claire graduated, we still had sorority business to work on together.
She smiled at me and blew me a stealthy kiss. I am sure I blushed. I always blushed around Clair or at least I felt like I did. I'd known her for three years now and still, every time she spoke to me, I felt a little thrill inside. I thought back to when we had first met.
I had just started college and was walking through the student union when I saw her. I didn't know Claire at the time, but I saw her. You can't miss Claire. Claire is the personification of the classic Swedish woman. Being 5'11" and blonde would be enough to make her stand out, but when you threw in that body, and that perfect nose, well, everyone notices Claire. To top it off she was wearing a short skirt that showed a set of legs, that at the time, looked like they were longer than my 5' nothing height.
I watched her as she tacked something to the student union bulletin board. I think everybody did. I am sure she was with people but to this day I can't remember anything else but Claire at that moment.
After she left my curiosity made me go and look at the paper she posted. It was a flyer for a, non sponsored, intra school softball league. I had played softball in high school so it sparked my interest. There was a number to call and I wrote it down and then went on with my day.
During the day I found myself thinking of Claire. Looking back I remember walking through campus and wondering if I'd see her.
When I got back to my dorm there was an announcement for the same softball league. It seems my dorm was putting together a team. I put my name on the list. Later that night I got a call from the girl organizing the league team from my dorm. She told me there was a meeting that week of everyone who was interested and asked if I could be there. I assured her I could and hung up.
The next two days were fairly normal except that whenever I saw a tall blonde I wondered if it was the blonde from the student union. I found myself looking for tall blondes.
To be clear, I am now, and was then, straight. I had dated a few guys in high school. I was still a virgin, but that changed in college. I liked boys (men?) and still do but for some reason I kept thinking about Claire.
It was Thursday evening so I headed down to the room for the softball meeting. I reached the door just as two other girls did. One held the door for me. I thanked her and then turned to enter the room. That's when I saw her. Claire was standing near the front of the room talking to some other girls. This time she was wearing jeans and a tucked in T. Her back was turned to me, but I knew it was her. She was as beautiful as I remembered. The jeans hugged her perfect ass.
I stopped in the doorway and kind of zoned out on Claire. I was jostled out of my stupor by a girl behind me trying to get in the room. I tripped a bit and yelped. The girl grabbed me to steady me.
"I'm so sorry," she said. "Are you OK?"
"I'm fine," I replied. "Thanks for catching me. Just like me to fall over my own feet. Call me Grace."
She laughed, introduced herself, and did call me Grace. I told her my real name was Tina. She laughed again realizing she'd missed the joke and then went to sit down. I turned to find a seat. When I did, Claire was looking straight at me.
She held out her hand, "Hi Grace," she smiled. "I'm Claire, nice to meet you."
"Hi," I stammered. She was even prettier up close. "I'm not really Grace, I'm Tina," I said as I shook her hand. Her skin was so soft. I'm sure it's not true, but to this day I swear she smelled like cookies.
"I'm not really Grace," I started to explain again.
"I know," she said. "I heard, but I kinda like Grace."
I gave a nervous laugh. Claire took a step back and looked at me.
"Do you even have a strike zone?" she asked laughingly.
Like I said, I'm barely 5'. At barely 100 lbs I was dwarfed by her. Don't get me wrong. I had curves. I was a 34c and proud of it. With my long brown hair, I got checked out a lot, but Standing next to her I felt like no one could see me.
I mumbled something. She laughed and said, "Well, thankfully I'm not a pitcher so it's not my problem." She gestured me to take a seat.
Claire started the meeting. She introduced herself and the girl next to her who was our dorm organizer. She told us about the league. It was a very casual league, anyone could front a team as long as it was school affiliated. My dorm had a team, her sorority, there was even a math department team. There were 15 teams in the league. There was no money involved. If you wanted team jerseys you bought them. The school loaned all the equipment. Any student could reserve certain sports equipment so someone from each team was assigned getting the equipment for each game.
The whole time she spoke I took her in. She was obviously not just beautiful but a leader as well. She spoke with confidence but not attitude. She would joke along the way using some self deprecating humor even though it was obvious that she knew how good she was.
The meeting lasted a little while as we learned the details and planned the next step. The meeting ended and we said our goodbyes. As I walked out the door Claire shook my hand.
"Nice to meet you Grace. I'm glad you joined us." She gave me that huge smile.
I have no idea why it popped out of my mouth but I responded "You're so beautiful." I immediately wondered how I said such a stupid thing.
She gave me a smile. "See you soon," she said.
I walked to my room. 'Stupid, stupid, stupid' going through my head.
After that I would see Claire on campus. She'd wave and I'd wave back. Often when I'd see her I'd wave and bump into someone, or trip over something or my own feet. I was living up to Grace. For her part she would just smile, shake her head and move on.
The league games started and I learned a bit more about Claire. Claire was the league's power hitter. Universally liked and feared. I hadn't played her team yet, but it was already a topic of conversation.
At about the same time I met Becky. Becky and I shared a class. It seems she had missed a core course and was doing it Junior year. Becky was really fun and easy to talk to. We opted to work on a class project together.
During this time my team finally had a game against Claire's. When she saw me she came over to say hi. I shook her hand and said, "You smell nice."
Again, what was that? Why did that come out.
She just laughed and said, "Show us what you got Grace."
The game was fun. I got a hit my first time up. As I headed to first base I saw Claire covering the base in front of me. She was in yoga pants and I was amazed at how long her legs were. Running at top speed and looking at Claire I tripped over my own feet. As I fell I reached for the base. I practically face planted a foot short but my fingers tagged the base. I was safe. I got up and looked around. Everyone was laughing and applauding.
As I stood Claire said, "Nice work Grace."
She started dusting me off. Every time her hand brushed my ass I was aware of it. Finally she pinched my butt and said, "All done, good work."
I yelped and looked at her. She just laughed and said, "What?"
Claire batted in two runs. In bottom of the ninth we were up 4-3 and Claire's team was at bat. If we held them here we'd win. There was one girl on base and Claire was up.
Standing out in left field I just stared at Claire and I lost track of the game. Even dirty, up to bat, and crouched over, she looked gorgeous. I heard the crack rather than saw the swing. Even looking at her I was too lost to realize she swung but the crack brought me out of my trance.
I saw the ball heading my way. It was between me and center field. We both headed for it as it sailed through the air. As I got closer I realized it was easily going to clear the fence bringing in the winning run.
I headed to the fence with all my speed as I watched the ball. It was up there. At my height I doubted I could grab it. As I approached the fence I jumped, glove extended, I heard the plop. I felt the ball hit my glove. I had it. She was out. Applause burst out from both teams.
As I headed back to the bench Claire intercepted me.
"We're going out to get something to eat. Want to come?"
I nodded, found my voice and said yes. That was the start of our friendship. During our conversations I learned that she and Becky belonged to the same sorority. The next day in class Becky asked me to pledge the sorority.
Needless to say I did. I joined and Becky, Claire, and I became great friends. College life went on. I had a boyfriend or two, dated some, lost my virginity. Claire had a boyfriend for a while. Claire and Becky graduated. I was still at school. Normal life for a girl.
Then came word of Becky's wedding. As the date got closer and closer we all got more excited. We started to think about a bachelorette party. We all wanted to go to Vegas but I was only 20 and Mark's sister was 19. We figured I was all set. My older sister said she'd take the risk and I could use her ID for the weekend so Mark's sister was the only other issue. We checked with her mother to see how she'd feel about getting her daughter into bars. She was ok so the search was on for an ID.
The good thing about a sorority is it creates a large circle of friends. One of the ones who could not make Vegas looked enough like Mark's sister to pass. Knowing we had the IDs we made plans.
Since we were going to Vegas, the guys made plans to go also. It was a wedding party weekend in Vegas.
We all arrived in Vegas Friday evening. There were 10 of us Friday night we dressed to kill. We had all bought matching outfits for the weekend. Down to matching thongs and bras. After all. Who knew what someone might see. Friday night the outfits were all black, short, sleeveless, and showed a lot of skin. Friday was the actual night the party was scheduled for. Mark's mom and stepmom and Becky's mom were also was also invited.
We met in the lobby. Mark's mom was the last to join us. Becky's mom and Mark's stepmom were going to meet us in the bar. When Mark's mom stepped off the elevator we all just stared. She was wearing a matching dress. We all knew Mark's mom was a knockout but we did not expect this. She was in her early 40s but looked around 30. She looked hot.
"What?" she said as she joined us. "Too much?"
That knocked us out of our trance. .
"God no," said Becky. "You can totally rock that dress."
We all agreed. We started dressing Becky in typical bachelorette accessories. Tiara, feather boa, a white garter on one leg, and a veil. Everyone was laughing and having fun.
As we started to head off Clair said to know one in particular, "Do you think she's wearing the whole outfit?
We all turned to look at Mark's mom. She just laughed. She turned away from us, flipped up her skirt, and showed us the matching thong. We all laughed, made the Woo noise, and started shouting at each other. We headed to the bar.
First stop was one of the hotel bars. We decided to exchange presents and have cake there. That way we could drop presents off and not carry them with us for the rest the night.
We found a table and with a lot of noise started to open presents. The usual bunch of bachelorette party gifts were there. Lingerie, vibrators, gag gifts, and some other fun stuff. We also played typical bachelorette party games. We were loud obnoxious and having fun.
Of course a bunch of loud, pretty girls, dressed to kill, and waving around lingerie and vibrators drew attention.
Lots of men came up and tried to engage us in conversation. We were not interested in men but we were interested in having fun. We spent the party teasing the men, asking them what lingerie they liked, and making them think they had a chance. We were having a blast.
After the cake it was time to head out dancing. To the protest of many men we went back up to our room and dropped off all the presents. Then we grabbed a couple of cabs and headed for one of the most popular nightclubs in town.
There was a line when we got there. We had the cabs drop us off right in front of the doorman. He took a look at ten attractive girls and let us right in.
The music was loud and the beat was meant to dance to. We headed to the dance floor and started dancing together. At one point I was dancing with Claire. We must've been quite a sight, a 5'11" Amazon with a midget like me.
A lot of people were around us and tried to penetrate our group. We would let them in for a while and then blow them off. Men kept buying us drinks. As the night went on we flirted and danced sexier and sexier.
We were having a blast. Although we all danced with each other and with some of the cuter guys Claire seemed to spend more time with me. We would shake our bodies, grind against each other, put our arms around each other, and make all the boys jealous.
Every time Claire touched me I felt electricity through my body. I was loving the whole night. This was my kind of party. I could see the other girls doing the same thing. It was a bit weird and exciting when Claire would pull me to her. At my height my chin practically rested in her cleavage.
We danced late into the early morning. It was getting time to head back and we started gathering all ranks. Claire noticed that Mark's sister Misty was stuck between two guys grinding at her. Claire went up to get her. She grabbed her hand and pulled her away. One of the guys protested and pulled her back. Claire grabbed the guy by the collar, got her leg behind him and pushed him to the floor.
As the bouncers approached we grabbed each other's hands and headed out the door laughing.
We returned to the hotel and said our goodnights. As we headed to our rooms we agreed to meet the next day by the pool.
Since we had decided to wear the same outfits all weekend we had determined that white bikinis were the outfit of the day. We didn't specify what bikini. We had decided to meet by the pool bar until we were all there. As we hung out waiting, men were hitting on us from all over. We practiced the same thing we did the night before flirting and teasing and blowing them off. Again we were having fun.
I didn't see her as much as see the reaction she was causing. A bunch of heads turned to look back at the hotel. I turned to see what they were looking at. They were looking at Claire. Claire was wearing a barely there bikini. The thong bottoms hid almost nothing. The top may have covered her nipples and a bit more. She was wearing high heels and sunglasses. Her hair was down cascading around her shoulders. She looked amazingly hot and it was obvious she knew it.
With Claire having joined us the whole group was there. If you've never been to Vegas around the pools many people rent cabanas. Especially men who want to get young women to hang out with them. OK their intent was try to get young women to fuck them but we didn't care free drinks and food were good enough for us. We had plenty of offers.
Just to annoy all our suitors, we chose one rented by three men in their 50s and 60s. They were pleasant enough and although they flirted with us did not pressure us. In the meantime they bought us drinks, food, and fun. We, being obnoxious, made big shows of dancing in our bikinis and rubbing suntan lotion on each other. Not just to entertain the guys in our cabana but to make the guys around them jealous of the guys in our cabana.
At one point Claire asked me to rub suntan lotion on her. She lay down in front of us on a lounge chair. From the back she looked practically naked. I started to rub it on her back. She squealed and swatted at me when the cold lotion first hit her back. I laughed hopped out of the way and squirted more lotion on her back. She swatted again.
I started rubbing the lotion on her back. I noticed a couple guys trying not to look.
"We've got an audience," I said.
Without looking she said, "Well give them a show."
I slowly rubbed oil on her back and legs. I would arch my back as I did and slide my hands close to her naked ass getting closer and closer as they looked on. For her part Claire made 'mmmm' noises, pushed her ass up a bit, and wiggled it a bit.
I finally actually got to her ass. She relaxed and made a soft sound. I quickly lotioned her cheeks and then went back to my lounge. I have to admit. I needed a cold drink. I wondered to myself if anyone would notice if I put it between my legs to cool me off down there also.
We had a great day. We danced, we tanned, we drank, and we ate. We had a blast and it cost us nothing. Truthfully I was ready for a nap before we went out for the evening. We made plans to meet after dinner and then go out. I had eaten so much during the day there was no way I could eat dinner. I had plenty of time to catch up on sleep.
The outfit for Saturday night was red, bright red. It was a sheath dress that clung to every curve of my body. It was short, had short sleeves, and a very low scoop neckline. I was showing a lot of leg and a lot of cleavage and I didn't have a lot of either.
Mark's mother was not going out with us tonight. Again we met in the lobby. Becky was wearing her bridal veil, tiara, and feather boa. we grabbed a couple cabs and headed out. I noticed that Claire's dress barely covered her ass. As tall as she was the dress was not meant for her.
We tried another club. Again being dropped off outside the door. We had the same luck as we did the night before. The bouncer was going to let us right in. Just then I heard someone yell Becky's name. It was Kevin, Becky's brother, and Sean, one of the Groomsmen. They were in the line waiting to get in. We asked the bouncer if they could come in with us. He must have figured the girl to guy ratio was still good and let them join us.
Saturday night was pretty much a repeat of Friday night. We all hit the dance floor, started dancing, and were immediately attracting men.



We teased, flirted, and let them buy us drinks. As we danced we ground up against each other and against some of the men. There were several women who also jumped in and started dancing with us.
I noticed Claire dancing with one. She had her ass grinding into the woman's stomach. As Claire danced she slowly pulled her dress up to her waist. You couldn't see anything because her ass was up against the other woman, but the men around us knew that her naked ass was up against the other woman.
I saw Kevin and Misty dancing. They seemed to be getting along. Kevin, Becky's sister Ginny, and Misty were hanging out chatting and dancing.
Sean, Christy, and Jen were dancing. Various women and men would try to join them.
I danced with Claire. As we concentrated more and more on each other, the men and women around us drifted to other people. As we danced she would grind her chest against me. Again my face was practically sitting in her cleavage. At one point she put her hands around my head, pulled me into her and rubbed her chest against me.
I could feel her hands go down to my waist. As we danced she slowly slid my dress up. I could feel her doing it I should have stopped her but I didn't. I could see people watching as she exposed my ass to the crowd. The girls in our group all thought it was a riot. That started them trying to pull up each other's dresses.
We danced the night away being the center of attraction at the club. At last it was time to go home. We grabbed a couple of cabs and headed back to the hotel. We all said our goodbyes in the lobby as we were leaving the next day. No one was too sad as we would see each other at the wedding next month.
Claire and I were the last two in the elevator. As the door opened Claire asked me if I want to get one last drink. I agreed and she said she had a mini bar in her room. I followed her down the hall.
When we got to her room Claire went to the minibar to get us drinks. I watched her bend over to get them. Her dress slid up and exposed a little bit of her ass.
She handed me my drink and sat down on the edge of the bed.
"God what a fun weekend," she said.
"I had a good time too," I said.
We chatted a little bit or about the evening and general stuff. I kept looking at her and taking and how beautiful she was.
Finally I said, "You are absolutely beautiful."
I expected some smart ass comment but instead she just looked at the ground and said, "Thank you."
I'm not really sure what happened next but something came over me. Like I said, I'm straight. I was pretty sure she was too, but that didn't stop me. I put my hands on her shoulders and pushed her back on the bed I climbed on the edge and straddled her and kissed her. At first she didn't respond but slowly she did. She was kissing me back with the same passion I was kissing her.
When I stopped kissing her she looked at me and said in a quiet voice, "I've never done it with a girl before."
"Me either," I said. "But I'm going to now."
She whispered, "OK."
I don't know what possessed me, but that night, I was in control.
I got off the bed and pulled her to her feet. She followed my lead without a word. I put my hands at the hem of her dress and slowly slid it up over her ass. I felt her smooth skin as my hands glided over her hips. I felt the band of her red thong and then skin again. When I had it over her hips I stepped forward. As I did she fell a bit backwards and ended up sitting on the bed again. My hands still on the hem of her dress, I kissed her. As she parted her lips I kept pulling her dress up. When I reached her breasts I broke our kiss and pulled the dress up and over her head. She lifted her arms to make it easier for me.
She was sitting there in a lacy matching red thong and bra. I kissed her again. Her arms went around me as she kissed me back. My hands reached the clasp of her bra and undid it. I slid the bra off her. Her breasts were perfect.
I then pulled her to a standing position. I stepped back and looked at her. She gave me a shy smile.
"You really are perfect," I said.
"Thank you," she replied.
I looked at her thong. "Take it off," I said.
Her hands went to her hips. She pushed her thong down to mid thigh then wiggled her thighs so it fell to the floor. As she did I noticed she shaved her pussy like I did. I stepped back and pulled my dress up over my head and dropped it on the floor. I unhooked my bra and it joined my dress, then I took her hands and pulled her to her knees in front of me.
I put my hands around her head and pulled her to my breasts. As I did her lips encircled my nipples and she softly sucked on them. I moaned. She flicked my nipple with her tongue. Mmmm it felt wonderful. As she sucked on my nipples her hands went to my waist and she pulled my thong over my ass and off of me. Then her hands joined her lips as she played with my breasts and teased my nipples. It felt so good.
After a few moments enjoying it I took her hands and brought her to her feet. I led her to the bed and climbed onto it tugging her with me. Her nude body lay before me. She had the most amazing curves on her.
I leaned in and kissed her again. I placed my hand on her amazingly flat belly and slid it slowly up her body. I gently cupped her breasts and lightly ran my hand over her nipples. She sighed. I bent my head down to suck on her tits as I played with them. She moaned as I took her nipple in my mouth. Her hands went behind my head as she pulled me to her tits.
Kneeling beside her I kissed my way up her neck to her lips and then back to her breasts. My hand slowly traced lines up and down her chest. The line kept going further and further south. As I reached her lower belly she sighed again. She arched her hips towards my hand. I slid lower.
I had never played with a woman's pussy before. Hell, I barely masturbated but I was pretty sure I could figure this out. My fingers lightly brushed over her clit. She let out a moan and spread her legs a bit. I let my hands slide down till I found the lips of her pussy. She was wet. Very wet. So was I.
I let my fingers slide inside her. One, then two. As I did she ground her pussy against my hand. My fingers were wet from her pussy. I traced her lips back up to her clit using her juices as lubrication. Sucking on her tits I gently rubbed her clit. Sometimes in a slow circular motion around the edges, sometimes right in the center. She'd moan as I did.
I slid my hand back to her pussy and repeated it. She continued to grind against me. With two fingers in her pussy and my thumb on her clit she began to really hump my hand.
"Oh god Tina. Don't stop. oh god, oh god, oh god."
With one hand behind my neck she kissed me passionately. Her other hand she placed on top of mine to hold mine in place while she ground against me.
"Yes, yes, yes, oh my god, yes, ohhh ohhh," she moaned as she thrust herself onto my fingers.
Truthfully, that was all that I had. I'd never been with a woman before. I knew what else you could do but I was afraid I'd do it wrong. I continued to play with her pussy as I alternated between kissing her and sucking her tits.
She kept moaning and grinding against my fingers. She was wet and I was loving the way it felt. She kept moaning. Along with her movements her moaning was getting more and more urgent.
She thrust against me one more time and let out a, "Yes!!" Then her body went limp as she collapsed on the bed. She kissed me tenderly and said, "You always amaze me."
We lay in each other's arms before we fell asleep, when her eyes were closed, I brought my fingers to my lips and tasted them. They were tangy, salty, it was a flavor I could like. I closed my eyes and slept.
Sometime in the night I felt her get out of bed.
"I have to go," she said. "I gave an early flight tomorrow."
I rolled over to kiss her.
"I'll see you next month at the wedding," I said.
She kissed me again and said, "Next month is your turn, Grace."
I smiled as I rolled over and fell back asleep.
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The wedding party: Joanie
I could not believe it. Becky and Mark were getting married. Well it's not that I couldn't believe it. I was just excited it was finally happening. The wedding hadn't started yet. My name is Joanie and I am mother of the groom. I was standing outside the hall waiting for the bride to be ready.
I looked at the groomsmen and thought how grown up they were. I giggled to myself. From boys to men. Mark had been friends with Randy, Dave, and Greg forever. I'd known them since they were nine. When my husband Guy and I moved to town these guys lived in the neighborhood. I was grateful when they easily accepted Mark into the group.
As I reminisced, Randy caught my eye and gave me a big smile. I admit I felt a little fire down below. He was such a handsome young man. I smirked back.
The kids met when they were young. I loved that Mark made friends so quickly. Being a stay at home mom my total attention was on Mark and his younger sister Misty. My house quickly became the hangout. The other mothers did not want kids in their houses when they were not home but I was home every day.
I loved having the kids home and their friends over. Guy was working very hard to get settled in his new job and wasn't home much. Having a house full of boys kept my attention. They were just getting into the age where they ate everything that didn't move. Video games, basketball outside, nerf gun fights were the norm.
As the boys got older i noticed a small change. The boys would hang around with me a bit more. I'd notice them blush when I talked to them. At first I ignored it but with Guy rarely home I became more and more aware of it.
I have to admit, I didn't realize it then but I now know I enjoyed the attention. By high school they were actively checking me out. I couldn't blame them. Good genes and hard work kept me looking young. At 5'7 130 36c and long brown hair. I got checked out by a lot of men not just high school boys. In fact the only person who showed no interest was Guy.
As the kids turned 18 I noticed it more and more. One day, when the kids were over, I happened to wear a loose top. It wasn't on purpose, just happens to be the top I chose. The kids came in the kitchen for drinks. I offered to get the drinks and the kids sat at the table. As I bent over to set the drinks I noticed Dave looking down my top. He then looked up and realized I caught him. He turned bright red.
No one else saw the exchange. I just gave him a smile that said 'That was naughty' stood up and was more careful serving the rest. However something was pulling at the back of my mind. I was a little turned on. The thought of being checked out made me feel confident. I liked it.
It was a few days later and I heard the kids downstairs. I don't know why, after all, I'd seen them the day before, but that day something hit me. Maybe because I was in the process of dressing when I heard them. I remembered Dave looking down my top and the thought of it made my stomach flutter.
I looked through my drawers. There was a T shirt I hadn't worn in years. It hugged my curves, had a low V neck, and showed an awful lot of cleavage. I put it on and looked in the mirror. I wasn't really conscious of doing anything out of the ordinary. Only in hindsight did I see what I was doing.
Feeling good I went downstairs. As soon as the boys saw me they kind of stared. Not too much, but enough for me to notice.
Gregg broke the silence. "Wow Mrs G, you look great."
"Why thank you," I replied.
We made the usual small talk and I went about my business. I noticed the boys following me around more often. It was very good for my ego and I was enjoying the attention.
Over the years, little by little I found myself dressing a bit more provocatively. It was such a slow transition I barely noticed I was doing it. With Guy traveling a lot I didn't realize how much I missed the attention. Over five years I started dressing more and more with the boys looking in mind.
For their part the boys paid more and more attention to me. It was like a loop, the more attention I got, the more I wanted to show off.
It Was the end of their senior year when the world changed. Guy told me he was leaving me. He had met someone at work. I was crushed. I wanted to try and work on it. He'd already decided. The boys were getting ready to graduate and I realized they'd be heading off to school. Life was changing.
Misty, my daughter, and Mark were super supportive of me and mad as hell at their dad. Mark's friends were even madder. I appreciated their support.
One day I was on the couch alone. The kids weren't home and I was feeling sorry for myself. I started crying. As I was crying I didn't hear the door open. It was Randy. It wasn't unusual for the boys to choose our house as a meeting place. I often had Mark's friends here before Mark got home. I did not hear Randy come in. I just know that he caught me crying.
He came around the couch. "Mrs G, are you ok?" he asked.
He startled me. I gave a little Yelp.
"Yes, I'm fine," I sniffled trying to pull myself together.
"You don't look fine," he said and sat on the couch next to me.
I looked at him next to me. He was no longer a boy. At 18 he was 4" taller than me and had big broad shoulders. I realized he was more grown up than the picture of him I had in my mind. I still thought of him as a little kid but he obviously was no longer a little boy.
"I guess I'm just feeling sorry for myself," I said. "I'm not as young as I used to be and my world is going through a lot of changes. Guy's gone, you boys are off to school. It will all be very different.
Randy put his arm around me. Wow, what big strong arms. Again I was reminded that he was no longer the kid who played video games in my basement. I rested my head on his shoulder and went on.
"I'm not as young as I used to be. It's not like I have men looking for my company."
"Don't worry Mrs G. We'll still visit you," he assured me. "And any man who sees you is probably looking for your company. You're beautiful."
They'd often complimented me on how I looked it somehow this was different.
"I'm old," I said
"You're one of the prettiest women we know," he said.
"We?" I asked
He looked like I caught him robbing a bank.
"I meant to say I know," he tried to cover.
"You said we. Who's we?" I demanded.
Knowing he was caught, he answered. "Dave, Gregg and I."
Now I was curious, plus, he looked so scared I felt like teasing him a little.
"Do you guys often talk about the way I look?" I softly demanded. Seeing the look on his face, I threw in, "Tell the truth."
He hesitated and then said, " Yes."
"What kind of things do you say?" I asked.
"You know. Normal stuff," he answered.
"No, I don't know, tell me."
Figuring I wasn't going to let it go he answered.
"Well we all think you're pretty. Sometimes we talk about what you are wearing," he responded.
"What I'm wearing?" I asked. "Like what?"
"Like the dress you're wearing today. You've worn it before. You look hot in it."
I was wearing a short sundress it was short of mid thigh. It had a Peasant style of the shoulder top that showed some cleavage. Knowing I bought it so they'd see me in it, I was happy they noticed.
"So you guys think I look hot in it?" I pressed.
"Yeah," he said.
I decided to let him off the hook. "That's so sweet," I said. "I'm glad to know someone thinks I'm pretty. Now all we need is for someone to find me sexy too," I pouted.
Randy looked at the ground.
"What?" I asked. "Do you guys think I'm sexy?" I said in an incredulous voice.
"Yeah," he mumbled.
"But I'm almost 40," I said.
"You're still hot," he replied, obviously gaining courage.
"Well," I said. "It's kind of cool someone thinks I'm sexy. I'll have to live up to that reputation."
I kissed him. Kind of near his lips. When I bent down his eyes went to my cleavage.
When he realized he'd been caught he looked away. I tell this story because this is where I opened the door. I didn't really realize it. But it happened.
"It's ok," I said. "You can look, it's nice that someone appreciates them. After all, no one's seen them in a while."
I adjusted the top. Now I was showing more cleavage.
"Is that better?" I asked.
He just nodded.
I kissed him again then got up to go about my business.this time I was aware of him watching. This is where I went from subconscious teasing to teasing on purpose. If I had to bend over, I bent over straight legged, or with my cleavage towards him. When I caught him looking I'd blow him a kiss. I was having fun.
Eventually the other guys showed up. I wondered if Randy would tell them. I headed up to my room I stopped to listen as I went around the corner.
"Um, you wouldn't believe what happened.," he sad.
Mark responded asking what happened.
"Ok," Randy said,but don't get mad."
Mark promised and Randy told the guys what happened. They all looked at Mark.
He sat there for a minute. I was afraid he was going to freak out. Instead, I was surprised by his answer.
"You know," he said. "We don't think about her that often. I mean, she always takes care of us. We say thank you you, but no one takes care of her. Between us and Misty, we are her life. But," he went on, "if this goes anywhere but between us, I'll kill you."
The guys all agreed. I went upstairs. Showing off, and knowing that Mark's friends checked me out made me horny. I got on my bed, pulled up my dress, and with my fingers in my panties made myself cum.
From then on, if I knew Mark wouldn't see I'd let the boys 'Catch me'.
Once, I came out if the shower and heard the three boys downstairs. I knew Mark was still at work. I wrapped a towel around myself and went downstairs. The towel barely covered anything. I stopped and chatted. I'm sure the curve of my ass was visible. As I headed back upstairs I'm sure they could see most of my ass from the couch. .
Another time I knew Dave and Greg we're going to be there I walked from the laundry room to the stairs in front of them in my t shirt and panties pretending I'd just thrown everything in the laundry and didn't know they were there.
If I knew they were spending the night I usually left my door open. I'd wear a short T shirt and cute panties to bed.
This lasted anytime they visited. I found myself looking forward to these moments and after I'd always make myself cum.
It was about a year after college that Mark thrilled us with the news he was marrying Becky. She was such a great person. We were all happy for both of them. As wedding plans unfolded there were plans for a bachelorette party in Vegas. The kids wanted to do the bachelor and bachelorette party separately. They figured they'd make the parties Friday night and everyone could spend the weekend and have Saturday day and night to have fun.
It sounded like fun. The moms, Guys current wife, Becky's mom, and I, were invited to the bachelorette party. I wanted to go, but being single I didn't have anyone to hang out with. I didn't want to be a third wheel with the girls Saturday night so I decided to call a friend and see if she wanted to meet me in Vegas Saturday. She agreed and I made plans to go.
The day we were supposed to leave for Vegas she dropped out so I had a Saturday in Vegas all to myself.
The bachelorette party was Friday night. Misty told me there was a dress code for the Bridesmaids. Black dresses, black thongs. She showed me the dress. I decided that since I would be at the party I'd get the same dress as a joke.
I packed up and headed for Vegas. Friday night the party was at a bar in the hotel. The bridesmaids were all going to meet in the lobby. Guys wife and Becky's mother were going to meet at the bar. I decided I would meet with the girls in the lobby.
I was the last one to the lobby. When I got off the elevator all the girls turned to look at me. I know they did not expect me to be wearing the same dress. They were just gawking.
Finally I said, "What, too much?"
Becky chimed in, "God no, you can totally rock that dress."
With that the girls all made sounds of agreement and turned their attention to decorating the bride. Veil, garter, tiara, all standard bachelorette party gear. When they were done we headed for the bar.
As we started walking one of the girls said, "Do you think she's wearing the whole outfit?"
I knew they meant me. I turned my back to them, flipped up my dress, and showed them my black thong. A loud 'Wooooo' went up from the girls as they immediately started giggling and switching into girl party mode.
The bachelorette party was standard fare. Party games, inappropriate gifts, loud and giggly. With so many pretty young girls we got a lot of male attention. A lot of the guys were my age. The girls would tease me and ask if I wanted any of them. I'd decline. We were having fun.
After, the girls invited me to go dancing with them. We headed to one of the hottest spots in Vegas. There was a long line out front. The girls had us dropped right in front of the doorman. I guess they found the pretty girls, all dressed alike, interesting enough for the club. They let us right in. I know if it had been just me I'd never get in.
Once inside we headed straight for the dance floor. We were immediately surrounded by men and women wanting to be part of out group. The girls flirted, teased, and blew them off. I was having a blast. Eventually the night ended and we headed back to the hotel.
Everyone split up and headed for their rooms. As I was walking through the lobby towards mine I saw Mark, Randy, Gregg, and Dave sitting at a bar. I went over to say good night.
"Oh, hi mom," said Mark when he saw me.
"Hi guys, have fun tonight?" I asked.
"You know strippers, alcohol, cigars," said Dave.
We chatted for a bit and one of the boys asked what I was doing the next day. I told them I didn't know and about my friend. They felt bad for me. Randy, Gregg, and Dave were going sightseeing the next day and asked if I wanted to join them. I said I didn't want to intrude, but they insisted. We made plans to meet the next day and I headed to bed.
I woke up and got ready to join the boys. My friend and I had planned on sightseeing so I had brought clothes. I had a short denim dress on that zipped up the back. The dress landed about mid thigh. It was perfect.
I met the boys in the lobby and we headed out. I could see them checking me out when I showed up. I was enjoying the attention. .
We checked out the different hotels and things to see. At one point I asked by none of them had girl friends. Dave said that none could compare to me. We all laughed but the other also boys insisted that was why.
I felt flattered. The boys were extremely attentive to me. Complimenting me, letting me shop when I wanted to, even watching me try on clothes I was interested in.
At one point I asked about the bachelor party.
"Hot strippers?" I asked.
"They were ok," said Dave.
Then, he must not have been thinking, he said, "Not near as hot as you in a towel."
He nearly bit off the last word when he realized what he was saying. The other two boys just stared at him open mouth. I laughed.
"Really? All those young naked girls and you'd rather see me in a towel?
"I'm sorry," Dave started to apologize.
"It's ok," I said. I'm actually flattered. A handsome young man like you would rather look at me than a young stripper, I must be doing something right.
Gregg jumped in, "Mrs G. You are one of the most beautiful women we know."
Randy and Dave nodded.
"Well thank you boys," I said. "Well, next time I'm wearing a towel and you're around I'll be sure to show you."
"Dave said, "We can only dream."
"Oh, you dream about me?" I joked
Dave again responded, "Only since I was 12."
We all laughed and as we walked I followed that train of conversation for a bit. The boys admitted fantasizing about me when they were younger.
"So you all used to think about me?" I asked.
"Used to?" Replied Gregg.
"Oh you didn't 'use to'?" I teased.
Dave spoke up. "We all still think you're hot."
"You guys are so sweet," I said putting my hand on Greg's arm.
A few minutes later we passed a store that had some cute dresses in the window and I asked the boys if I could try some on. They said yes and we went into the store. It was a little boutique and they had a lot of cute stuff. There was one sales clerk and us in the store. She helped me pick a few dresses and directed me to the dressing room.
I undressed down to my panties and bra. I was wearing a matching pink thong and lacy bra. I stepped into the first dress and tried to zip it. I got it half way and then needed help, I opened the dressing room door and asked I one of the guys for help. Greg came over and zipped it up.
I asked the boys what they thought. They of course said I looked great. I then stood at the entrance to the dressing room. Then the memory of showing off to the boys kicked in. I asked them to help me unzip it. Randy offered to help. He unzipped it half way. I asked him to unzip it the whole way. He did.
Then I had a dirty little thought. Standing there with Randy in the doorway I slipped my arms out of the dress and stepped out of it. I handed it to Randy. I was standing in my bra and thong and he was just staring at me.
"Are you ok?" I asked.
He found his voice. "Yes Mrs G I'm fine." He stuttered.
"Good," I said as I bent over to pick up the next dress. "Would you give that dress to the clerk and send Dave over here?"
He went to do as I asked. There was a knock on the dressing room door.
"Come in," I said.
As the door opened I was standing in my bra and thong stepping into a dress. I pulled the dress up slowly.
"Hi Dave, would you help me zip this up?"
His mouth was dropped open but he helped. I stepped out of the dressing room and asked the guys what they thought. They again approved. I turned and let Dave unzip me. When he did I stepped out of the dress on the way to the dressing room. Now all the boys had seen me in my bra and thong. I tried on a few more dresses. I just left the dressing room door open as I changed. The guys all tried to look away.
I continued to try on dresses and clothes but I left the dressing room door open as I changed. I was having fun showing off. As I changed I asked the guys to zip me up and get me stuff to try on. The last dress was a halter style dress. It was meant to be worn without a bra. I turned away and, with my back to the boys, undid my bra. Keeping my back to them I placed my arm across, my breast, turned, and covering my tits asked Randy to hold the bra. I took the dress from Dave, turned away again, and stepped into the dress.
They'd seen me dressed like that before. I'd been showing off for years. The difference was that this time, they knew I knew they saw me.
When I turned back I once again at had three pair of eyes staring at me. It felt good. I bought a few things and the boys helped me carry my bags.
The rest of the day we continued sightseeing, but whenever I was talking to the boys I would touch them on the arms or stand a little inside their space. I ratcheted up the flirting a bit. It was fun to see them feeling uncomfortable obviously enjoying my flirting but not sure how to handle it. On my part I was getting horny. I was no longer seeing the kids who hung out at my house, but three 23 year old men who I'd always been close too and found me attractive.



As we headed back to the hotel Greg's phone rang. It was Sean another one of the Groomsmen, he and Becky's brother Kevin were going out that night and wanted to know if the guys wanted to go.
Greg looked at me and said, "I'm hanging out with Mrs G. Let me ask Dave and Randy."
Both Dave and Randy said they were going to hang with me. Greg passed on the message and hung up.
"Guys, I'll be fine," I said. "Go hang out with your friends. I was out last night. There are lots of hot girls looking for hot guys at these clubs."
Greg said, "Nah, I don't want to stand in line."
"Besides," Rand said, "We're already hanging out with a hot girl."
The guys agreed. I was overwhelmed that these guys cared so much for me that they would give up a night out in Vegas just to hang with me. I hugged Greg and thanked him.
"You guys are so sweet to me" I said. I then hugged and kissed each of the other guys on the cheeks. As a hugged them I was again reminded these were no longer boys. These were young men with big shoulders and strong arms.
We headed back to the hotel and decided to change, go out for dinner and see the city at night. The boys left me at the elevator. I kissed each of them goodbye on the cheek.
I had time for a nap before dinner. I got back to my room, undressed, and climbed into bed. I was a little restless. I closed my eyes. I could feel the guys big shoulders as I hugged them. When was the last time I had sex. Was it really that long ago? I remember watching the boys just before they left for college playing basketball in the driveway. Shirts off with sweat dripping down their bodies. I could picture them all lean and tall. I thought about them looking at me when I was younger. I wondered if they'd ever passed my door and saw me naked. Now, six years later, I thought about how they reacted to me in a bra and thong in the dress shop. At 24 did they really still think I was hot? Showing off to them got me hot and bothered.
My hands slipped to my pussy. I was already wet. I felt the folds of my pussy as my fingers lightly played with my clit. It didn't take long for me to cum on my fingers and fall asleep.
After a nap I showered and got dressed. I decided to wear the new halter dress I'd bought. It was off white with a pale, very light pink design. I put on a lacy light pink thong and stepped into the dress. I added a pair of tan high wedge sandals.
I looked in the mirror. I looked good. My hair cascaded around my shoulders. The dress clung to my curves down to the top of my ass. From there it fell straight down to about 2" below my ass. The dress showed the curve of the top of my ass and lightly outlined where my thong started to slide between my cheeks. I liked the way I looked. I went to meet the boys in the lobby.
When I got off the elevator the boys were waiting for me. When they saw me they all smiled.
"Wow, you look great," Dave said.
"Yeah Mrs G I love that dress," said Greg.
"You sure you guys don't mind being seen with an old lady?" I asked.
"Old? We're going to be out with one of the hottest women in Vegas," Randy responded. "But, we'd be nice to an old woman if we found one."
I laughed and slapped his arm, "Well boys, I'm all yours, do with me what you will."
"Promises, promises," said Dave.
I stuck my tongue out at him and took his and Greg's arms.
"Hey," said Randy. "What do I get?"
He was behind me. I looked over my shoulder, wiggled my ass, and said, "You get to look at my ass."
He laughed and said, "Ha ha guys, I win."
We all laughed and headed out. The guys were great to me. We stopped at all the major hotels and saw the water shows. We went to Fremont street and watched the overhead display. Along the way we stopped for a drink or three. I was having a great time. I don't think there was a moment that one of the boys wasn't touching me. My arm in theirs, an arm around my shoulder or waist, or touching my arm or thigh when we sat talking.
At one point I couldn't see a water show over the crowd. Dave and Greg each grabbed an arm and Randy grabbed my waist. They lifted me so I had one ass cheek on Dave's shoulder and one on Greg's. I shrieked as they they lifted me. Partly because they caught me off guard. Partly because I felt like I couldn't keep my dress from exposing me. I sat there holding my dress between my legs, so I wouldn't flash the crowd, with one hand and another hand trying to keep myself steady. I was quite aware that the back of my dress was not under me but hanging behind me. In my thong I was also very aware of my bare ass on their shoulders. They were wearing shirts, so I don't think they noticed, but I sure did. I wondered if Randy behind me could see. I could feel the night air on my ass cheeks.
All of this was making me hot and bothered. I was looking forward to getting back to my room and masturbating. The thought of that got me a little more hot and bothered.
The boys were amazingly sweet and attentive it was the best night I'd had in over a year. We were heading back to the hotel. One of the boys suggested we stop for a last drink at the hotel bar. I commented that the bar was expensive and that we should buy something to drink and take it up to my room. The boys agreed.
We stopped at a local store. After some discussion we decided on champagne to celebrate our last night in Vegas. We bought two bottles and headed to my room.
The boys sat down, two on the bed and Dave in a chair. As we toasted and had a drink I asked the guys if it was ok to put on some music. I had a slow mix I liked when I was relaxing. I turned it on. The champagne gave me a warm feeling. I wasn't drunk, but after such a nice night it was just the right nightcap. I slowly started swaying to the music. My back to the boys. I didn't really think about how my hips were moving.
When I turned back to the boys I was immediately aware that they were watching me dance. I liked it. I swayed a bit in front of them sipping my champagne.
"Not quite a stripper," I said.
"Who needs a stripper?" said Dave. "You're much prettier."
"You guys have been watching me since you were twelve. You're not tired of me yet?" I teased.
I bent my knees and swayed my hips from side to side, I ran my hands up the sides of my dress accentuating the curves as I moved my body and pulled my dress up a little.
They all just looked at me.
"What?" I said "You thought I didn't know?" I did a small turn to the music. No one answered.
"I knew," I smiled. "How do you think you got to see so much?"
I dipped again and shimmered a bit. I was having fun.
"I have to admit, I enjoyed teasing you." I continued.
"How many times did you see me in panties," I asked. While I asked I slowly pulled my dress up and showed off a bit of my thong. "Did you like what you saw? I turned away from them pulled my dress halfway up my ass. "Did you wish you could see more?"
I put my hands on Randy's shoulders, bent over , and kissed him on the corner of his mouth. "What did you want to see?" I whispered.
As I was bent over I was still bending my knees and rolling my hips to the music. Dave was behind me.
"I stood up and still facing Randy and Greg. My ass to Dave. I grabbed the waist of my skirt and pulled it up a bit while I danced. I could tell the bottom of my ass again came into Dave's view.
"How about at the store. Did you think that was an accident? Letting you see me in my thong and bra? Did you like what you saw?
Randy and Greg nodded still not sure what to say. I looked over my shoulder at Dave. As I did I pulled the back of my dress up over my ass and rolled my hips.
"How about you Dave, did you like what you saw?
"Yes," he croaked.
All this teasing was making me wet. I was sure there was a wet spot on my thong. I was having fun.
"When you came over were you hoping I'd be home? Was that why you spent all that time at my house? Did you go home all hot and bothered?" I sat back and landed on Dave's lap, still holding my dress up I ground my hips into his lap. I felt his hard cock against my ass.
"Mmmmm, is that for me?" I asked. Rolling my hips again.
I got up and let my dress fall back into place.
Maybe you wanted to see me in less?" I said.
I brought my hands too my sides and slipped them up under my dress. My thighs exposed to the hip they could see me hook my thumbs in the band of my thong. I slowly pushed them down over my hips.
"What else did you want to see? Did you ever want to see me without my panties? I stepped out of them and let my dress cover me.
Still dancing I faced Dave and dropped into Greg's lap. I pulled the back of my dress up. My naked ass and Pussy against his crotch.
"You know, it's been hard all these years, trying to show off without Mark or Misty catching me."
I leaned back against Greg wiggled my ass against his hard cock and said, "Speaking of hard."
Still sitting on Greg's lap I reached over and grabbed Randy's shirt. I pulled his face about two inches from mine. In a soft voice I said, "How about you. What did you want?"
Randy broke the silence. "Mrs G, you were always so beautiful," he said.
"Beautiful?" I teased. "Not sexy?" I said with a fake pout.
"No ma'am," he said. "You were very sexy."
"Were?" I teased.
"Are," he said. "You are very sexy."
Sitting on Greg's lap, my lips 2 inches from Randy's face, my panties on the floor, I looked Randy in the eye and said, "Prove it." I pulled him to me and kissed him.
Up till now these guys were still treating me like Mrs G. They weren't sure where this was going, but they were no longer kids and at 23 they caught on fast. Randy kissed back. Greg's hands went to my ass on his lap and slid his hands up my dress. As I kissed Randy, Greg cupped my breasts and pulled lightly at my nipples.
While I was kissing Randy I reached my hand out to Dave. He got up and came over. I grabbed Dave's belt and pulled him closer. I turned my head up.
"Come here," I said.
He bent his head to kiss me. Passionately. As he did I started undoing his belt.
"How long have you guys wanted this," I said.
No one answered.
"Tell me, I need to know."
Greg answered, "As long as we can remember."
I had Dave's pants undone.
"Mmmmmm," I purred. "Tonight dreams come true."
I slid off Greg's lap to my knees. As I did I pulled Dave's cock out of his pants. It was a nice 6" and thicker than normal.
"Mmmm, if I'd known you had this I would have done this years ago."
Dave moaned as I took him in my mouth. I wrapped my hand around his shaft and started jerking his cock.
"Mmmmmm," I moaned around it.
I pulled my mouth off his cock. "Guys, I want them all."
I went back to sucking Dave. In a moment I had two other cocks near my head. I turned my head to Greg. Still jerking Dave's cock I wrapped my mouth around Greg's. There was a drop of precum on the tip. I tried to remember the last time I tasted cum. I had no idea. I missed it.
Greg's cock was longer than Dave's but not quite as thick. I bobbed my head on it. I brought my other hand up and wrapped it around the shaft. I started slowly jacking him off as well. I turned my head to Randy.
"Your turn," I said.
He wasted no time in putting his cock in front of my face. His cock was the biggest and thickest of the group. Maybe 7" long and I could barely get my mouth around it. I remained like that for a minute. A cock in each hand one in my mouth. God I felt good, I hadn't felt so alIve in years. All my senses were tingling.
"Oh my god," I said. "I've wanted to do this for so long. Is it what you dreamed of? Did you want me on my knees sucking your cocks. Did you ever talk about it. Tell me" I coaxed.
Randy grabbed the back of my head and guided it back to his cock. "Mrs G we talked about it a lot. This is better than I ever imagined.
Just the thought of them as younger men, talking about me sucking their cocks excited me. I wondered what would have happened if they were 28 and less experienced. Would the three of them have been willing. They would have been scared. Now they were confident.
I stood up and climbed on the bed. Kneeling I faced the boys. I grabbed the hem of my dress and pulled it over my head. Now completely naked I said, "you're all wearing too many clothes." The boys rushed to get undressed.
David was the first on the bed. He swept me in his arms and kissed me. "Oh David," I moaned as I reached for his cock.
I laid back on the bed pulling him with me. I guided his cock to my mouth. As I sucked his cock I felt another of the boys climb on the bed. I didn't look who it was. It was more fun that way. I felt his hands part my legs as he lowered his lips to my pussy. I came almost immediately. His wonderful tongue circled my clit and I let out a moan around David's cock.
"Oh Mrs G," said David. "That's so good."
There was something about being naked with them, knowing I was going to fuck the three of them, and them still calling me Mrs G that was extremely naughty.
I felt another climb on the bed. It was Greg. That meant that Randy was eating my pussy. I reached out and grabbed Greg's cock. I pulled it to my face. Still holding on to David's cock I turned my head and took Greg's cock in my mouth. As Randy ate me I continued to alternate between David and Greg's cock. I felt deliciously bad.
With Randy's tongue probing my pussy I felt another orgasm rising.
"Oh my god Randy. Why did I wait so long for this?" I said breathlessly.
I came on his tongue moaning as I did.
"Fuck me," I said. Not to anyone in particular but since Randy was between my legs I assumed he would. I wasn't disappointed. Randy knelt between my legs. He grabbed them and put my ankles on his shoulders. I felt his cock against my pussy. I was so wet he slid right in. I realized how much I missed having a cock in my pussy.
"God yes, it's been so long. Fuck me," I breathed.
Randy didn't disappoint. He started thrusting hard and fast.
""Uhn, uhn, uhn, uhn," I gasped as I completely forgot about the cocks in my mouth. I still had my hands around them like I was hanging on for dear life.
I could feel his cock start to swell.
"I'm going to cum Mrs G," he warned.
"Yes" I moaned. He called me Mrs G. He was about to cum in me and he called me Mrs G. How naughty was that. I could feel my orgasm rising. "Cum in me. Fill me up. I love the feel of cum in my pussy."
He thrust one more time deep inside me. I felt the hot cum hot the inside of my pussy. I came again as he came. Randy fell back on the bed.
"I'm next," said David.
Next? I thought, Next? Someone was next?' I felt so naughty, such a slut, who would have believed I was fucking these three young studs and there was a next.
"I wanna see that ass," he said.
I rolled over on my knees, ass in the air. "That better?" I said as I wiggled my ass.
He grabbed my ass and with one stroke filled my pussy. It felt so good.
"Randy, get that cock up here," I said.
Randy brought his cock to my face and I sucked it clean. "Mmmm," I moaned. I loved the taste of my pussy and his cum all over his cock. Greg still had his hard cock in front of me. When I was done cleaning Randy off I looked at Greg.
"Now give me that thing," I said.
As Dave pounded my cum soaked pussy, I took Greg's cock back in my mouth. Every Time Dave thrust into me he pushed my mouth onto Greg's cock. I got a rhythm and was really enjoying having two chicks at once.
I grunted onto Greg's cock with each thrust of Dave's cock. "Uhn, uhn, uhn." It felt so good.
Greg put his hand on my head. "I'm going to cum," he said.
Still stroking his cock with my hand, I took my mouth off his cock and asked, "Where do you want to cum? In my mouth? On my face? Whatever you want."
I think just asking the question set him off. The first jet hit me in the face, I opened my mouth. Some landed on my tongue, some on my lips, chin, and cheeks. I forgot how much young men came. I loved it. The feeling of the sticky cum on my face, and Dave's cock pounding me from behind, I came again. I took Greg's cock back in my mouth and cleaned it off.
With Greg and Randy watching and stroking their cocks, I started fucking Dave.
"That's it baby. Fuck me. Fuck me like you always wanted to. Fuck me hard. Fuck me, yes, fuck me," I cried.
"Fuck yeah," he said. I could feel him tense up.
"Yes baby. That's it. Give your best friends mom your cum. Fuck me."
That was it for him. I felt jet after jet against my pussy walls. He kept thrusting. With one load of cum in me. I could feel some of it pressed out and down my thigh as he fucked me.
"Yes!" I hissed. "Yes, yes." I came again. Dave pulled out and I fell to the bed and rolled on his back.
"Oh my god boys, that was amazing," I said. "Was it everything you fantasized about?"
Randy was stroking his cock. It was starting to get hard again. "Mrs G, that was more than I ever dreamed of," he said.
I reached down to my pussy and stuck my finger in the mess of my cum and theirs. I brought my fingers to my mouth and licked them clean. Then I scooped as much cum off my face as I could and licked my fingers clean.
"Too bad," I said looking at Randy's hard again cock. "If you don't have anymore dreams, what will we do now?" I pouted.
Randy climbed on top of me. As his cock entered me for a second time he said, "We'll think of something."
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The Wedding Party: The Parents
Guy and I were standing in line with the wedding party. I wasn't thrilled to be next to him. Mark, my stepson, was marrying his girlfriend Becky. We were third in line, after Mark's mom Joanie and Becky's parents. I'm Lila and I am married to Guy, Mark's father. At least for now. I looked at the wedding party. I did not know any of them very well. When Guy divorced Joanie to be with me the kids were very angry. They did not spend a lot of time with us and when they did it was tense.
I didn't blame them. It was my fault as well as Guys. I should have made him wait before telling anyone we were seeing each other. To them I was just a home wrecker. I guess they were right although Guy was as much to blame as I was. I was divorced and single, I could do whatever I wanted. He was married. He had made the commitment. I know, I should not have started with him in the first place, but I was lonely and he was attentive. I was no longer the same person I was and I had long ago realized I'd been wrong and recognized the damage I'd done but I had to live with the consequences.
He pursued me. I shouldn't have fallen for it, but I did. He was at work so much I believed him when he said he was only waiting till the kids turned 18. When Mark turned 18 I was done waiting. I told Guy I was ending it. Guy reluctantly agreed to tell his family.
Needless to say they were very angry with him. The kids didn't speak to him for six months and after that it was only a few times a year. They'd come by on holidays to see us for an hour or two. They barely spoke to me. They were very polite, but very distant. Now there was a wedding and it made me uncomfortable to be part of it. I just kept my mouth shut, kept a low profile, and did what I was told.
I felt like no one, well almost no one, really wanted me, but I had responded with Guy and I was his wife, so I came.
Weirder was the bachelorette party. I had not been looking forward to that at all. Mark and Becky's friends had decided to hold the bachelor and bachelorette parties in Vegas. The moms, including me, were invited. I did not know any of the people very well. I didn't know any of Mark's friends and I had met Becky's mom just once. It would be an event that I would go to alone, without Guy.
Although I was nervous about the party I'd hoped Vegas would be fun. Guy and I could finally spend some time together. The last year had been rough for us. Guy became more and more distant working longer hours and coming home late.
At the last minute, Guy had some business to catch up on, so I was going to go to Vegas and Guy would meet me the day after the bachelorette party. I was not happy.
As I arrived at the hotel on Friday I ran into Becky's mom and dad in the lobby. I assumed they knew the story, on the other hand they hadn't lived it, so they were very accepting of me. We chatted for a few minutes. When Becky's mom, Nancy, heard I was alone she suggested we go to the bachelorette party together. We agreed to meet in the lobby.
After showering and changing I met Nancy in the lobby and we headed over to the hotel bar to meet the girls. We were the first ones there. Nancy was very sweet to me. I found out she was 45.. I'm 35 and I thought she looked my age. She was not beautiful, or pretty, she had a sophisticated look about her. She was 5'9" with hair a little shorter than shoulder length and about a size 5. I'm lousy at guessing weights. She wasn't curvy, but she attracted attention when she walked.
Two women, sitting in a bar attracted men. Between her sophisticated look and my girl next door blonde 5'7" 135, girl next door look, men were offering us drinks and trying to talk with us. Nancy had an amazing way of sounding all business but dropping in an innuendo or two just to tease. She was the conversationalist. I pretty much sat there.
Shortly after, all the girls came in. They were all wearing matching black dresses. Joanie, Mark's mom was there. She was wearing the same dress. I felt a little bad I was left out, but that was kind of the way it worked.
The bachelorette party was kind of fun. I sat on the outskirts. I felt weird. I was an age between the girls and the moms I didn't feel like I fit anywhere. I think only Nancy really talked to me but with so many girls there was lots of giggling and 'Wooos' all the men in the bar wanted to talk to us. It was fun to watch them try.
Meanwhile I told Nancy my story of Guy not coming with me.
"That's awful," she said.
I admit, I was kind of feeling sorry for myself. After the party the girls invited us out. Nancy and I declined. I hadn't been clubbing for years. As the girls left Nancy invited me to stay for one more drink. She asked me what time Guy was arriving the next day. I didn't know and told her so.
"Tomorrow Steve and I are going hiking in Red Rock canyon," she said. Steve was Becky's dad. "Why don't you come with us."
"I couldn't," I said. "I don't want to intrude."
"It's ok," she said. "We'd love the company."
"Do you want to check with Steve first?" I asked.
"Oh sure," she laughed. " Like Steve is going to object to me bringing a pretty girl along."
"Ok," I agreed.
We chatted a bit more and made plans for Saturday. We left them open in case Guy was coming in early. I got back to my room and called Guy.
"Hi," he said. "Having fun?"
"It's ok," I replied. "I'm looking forward to you getting here."
Just then I heard a toilet flush. A door opened and I heard a woman say, "hey, where do you.." and then her voice stopped abruptly.
"Who's that?" I asked.
There was a pause. "Just the TV," he answered.
"Really? What show?" I was pissed. "Who is that?" I asked again.
He did not answer right away. When he did he said, "Let's talk about it when you get home."
I was livid. I mean, I should have expected it. Karma is a bitch, but it still caught me off guard.
"Coming home?" I'm not coming home. "If anything I'll be at my sisters." I hung up and tried to sleep.
I was waken by the phone ringing. It was Nancy. "Hey there just checking in with you. Did you find out when Guy was arriving."
"He's not coming," I said.
"Oh? What happened?" she asked.
"Long story, I'm going to skip the hike I think. Thank you for inviting me," I replied.
"Don't be silly," she said. "What else are you going to do today?" she said. "You're coming."
I started to protest but she'd have none of it. I agreed to go.
I showered and threw on a t shirt and jeans and met them in the lobby. They were both in jeans and ready to go. For the first time I checked Steve out. He kind of fit Nancy. He was 6'2" and lean. Not scrawny not beefy. Just a long lanky guy. He had sandy colored hair, blue eyes, and a great smile.
We headed out of town to Red Rock. We had a great time hiking. Red Rock is beautiful. Not a lot of shade but great views. Nancy could tell something was wrong. Slowly, as we got to know each other, I told her and Steve the whole story. They were of course sympathetic. It was cathartic for me to unburden myself. Just having someone else to share the story with made me feel better.
By the end of the day we were laughing and making up numerous bizarre ways to get revenge. None of course doable, but they lightened my spirits.
As we headed back into Vegas they invited me to join them for dinner. I insisted i couldn't but they again insisted. Not really wanting to be alone I accepted.
I asked Nancy if we were going to dress for dinner. She laughed and said, "Of course. After all, were out on a Saturday night in Vegas.
I had a dress I was going to wear for Guy. It was basically a tight, low cut, black, short sleeve sheath that stopped about 6" from my knee. I was worried it might be too much, but it was all that I had. I needn't have been worried. When Nancy came off the elevator she was wearing a short red halter dress. The dress had almost no back to it. I have to admit she looked hot.
Steve was thrilled. "Well, everyone in Vegas is going to be jealous of me," he said.
"We do make a hot threesome," I remarked. I didn't mean anything by it, but it was a setup to return an innuendo.
"Hmmmm..., threesome," was all Steve said.
Nancy looked at me and said, "Every guy's fantasy," and laughed.
I laughed too. We were having fun, but of course when you say something like that your brain always goes deeper. I wasn't thinking threesome now, but I wondered if I'd ever really do something like that.
Steve held out his arms and said, "I don't need a threesome to enjoy being out with two beautiful women."
We headed out for dinner. As we looked at the dinner menu they had something called the ultimate threesome. It was a pairing of appetizer wine and entree. We all laughed. After that threesome became the joke of the night.
We played slots, looking for a threesome. We played blackjack and I was dealt 3 sevens. Anything we saw in threes became a threesome. It was funny and made us all laugh. Between that and bizarre ways to get revenge on Guy we laughed all night.
We headed to one of the lounges that had music. There was a classic rock band and people dancing. Steve asked Nancy to dance. Nancy insisted I dance with them. We were having a great time. It was about midnight and the band was switching. We sat down in a booth to finish our drinks.
Steve got up to go to the restroom. When he was gone Nancy looked at me and said, "Would you ever do it?"
"Do what?" I asked.
"A threesome. Would you ever do it?" She continued.
"I don't know," I said. "I mean maybe. I'm not against it but it would have to be the right situation and I have no idea what that is."
"Any possibility the right situation would be a night in Vegas?" she asked.
My brain started to catch on. I wasn't sure what to say. It's one of those moments that you have to comprehend what you heard and respond but the comprehension processing takes a while because it came out of left field.
Nancy went on. She shrugged her shoulders. "What happens in Vegas stays in Vegas. You are no longer dating Guy, you said you hadn't had sex in more than 2 months. Couldn't hurt to ask."
My mind was still wrapping itself around this. The first thing out of my mouth was, "Do you do that a lot?"
"No" she said. "Never. But we've talked about it. But how do you make that happen? Personal ads are creepy. But we're here in Vegas, no one we know is around, we've been having fun, you're a beautiful woman, so it doesn't hurt to ask."
"Does Steve know you're asking me?" I asked. I was still avoiding the question. Actually not avoiding, just not answering.
"No, I love Steve. He's a good man. I thought we could surprise him."
"Wow," I said. "Ummm.." I wasn't saying no, I realized. If I wasn't saying no, I was considering it.
Finally I reached across the table, took her hand, and said, "What the hell."
She laughed and said, "Let's go as soon as Steve gets back before we both lose our nerve."
I agreed. I had no idea how this was done, but the idea was starting to excite me. Steve returned a minute later and asked if we wanted another drink.
Nancy responded that the bar was expensive they had wine in their room and suggested we go up there. I agreed and we all headed to the elevator.
As we headed to their room I tried to imagine what would happen. I could picture fucking Steve. He was good looking and I hadn't been laid in a while, but I'd never been with a girl. Not that I was against it. It just never came up. I had questions. What would she do if I was fucking Steve. How would this start. Who undresses who. They were logistical questions, not should I questions.
When we got to their room Nancy went and turned on a light next to the bed. That gave the room some soft lighting. Steve went to open the wine.
"Please, sit down," she said. The only place to sit was on the bed. I sat down.
"You don't mind if I put on some music, do you?" she asked.
I was fine with it. She pulled out her phone. They had a little speaker in the room they must have brought from home. Soft music came on. Steve poured us all a drink. Nancy started swaying to the music.
She reached out her band to me and pulled me to my feet. Holding my hand we both swayed to the music about two feet from each other while drinking our wine. Steve just sat on the bed. We danced like that for a minute and Nancy put her wine down. She took my glass and put it down also. Holding both my hands we both swayed to the music.
It felt nice. Soft lights, soft music, her soft hands, us gently swaying to the music. She slowly pulled me to her. When I was about six inches away she bent her head down and kissed me. It was a soft kiss on the lips. There was no tongue or anything. Just our lips lightly brushing each other's.
I'd never kissed a girl before. It felt good. It was softer than kissing a man. More gentle than urgent. I liked it. Steve just sat on the bed drinking his wine. She kissed me again. This time her tongue parted my lips. I returned the kiss.
As she kissed me her arms went around me. I could feel her hands on the zipper of my dress. As she slowly pulled the zipper down we kissed and swayed to the music. She pulled away and looked at me, as if to give me a chance to stop it. I pulled her back and kissed her again.
I felt her hands slide through the back of my dress onto my skin. The were warm and soft. I let myself go to the feeling. She pulled back from me. Looking into my eyes she pulled the shoulders of my dress down and over my arms. I quickly did a review in my head of what underwear I was wearing. I had planned to be wearing this dress with Guy. A dress this tight meant I was wearing a black lacy bra and black g-string. I wondered what Nancy would think when she realized I was wearing a g-string. I actually had forgotten Steve was there for a moment.
Asnshe pushed my dress down over my hips she ran her hands down the side of my ass. She pushed the dress down my thighs and it fell and pooled by my feet.
She ran her hands back up my ass said, "Nice," and kissed me again.
All of a sudden I remembered Steve. The thought of standing in front of this practical stranger in my g-string, bra, and heels kind of turned me on. Between the kisses and that thought I was feeling the heat in my pussy.
Nancy let go of me and reach up behind her neck. She pulled the halter top up over her head and the dress fell to her waist. She had nice tits between A and B cup. We kissed again. This time I felt her naked breasts against my skin as she pulled me close. Once again her hands slid to my ass as she pulled me close.
I put my hands on the dress around her waist and pushed it to the floor. She was wearing a small red pair of lacy bikini panties.
We kissed one more time then she took my hand and led me to the bed. We both climbed on and kneeling facing each other kissed again. As we did she reached behind me and undid my bra. I giggled as she threw it at Steve.
Nancy and I laid down on the bed next to each other and continued kissing. I felt her hand slide up and cup my breast. Again much softer than a man. Her fingers lightly played with my nipple. I did the same to her. I'd never touched a woman's breast before. It was exciting. I did to her what I knew I liked. She moaned into my mouth as she kissed me.
Nancy then started to move her hand down towards my pussy. I kind of stopped in anticipation.
"Are you OK?" she asked.
"Yes," I replied and kissed her again and spread my legs to give her access.
Her hand slipped into my g-string to my pussy. When her fingers brushed my clit I moaned again. She kept going to my pussy and slid her finger into me. I sighed my and let my head fall back. It felt so good. The only person who'd touched me there in more than 2 months was me.
As she played with my pussy. She said to Steve, "Don't just sit there, get undressed."
I felt him get off the bed but didn't look. I just gave into Nancy's hand playing with my pussy. Again I started playing with her breasts. I could feel my orgasm building up. I moaned in anticipation. As I felt Steve climb bacK on the bed, it hit me.
"Yes," I moaned quietly. I can be noisy during sex, but truthfully this situation was so different I controlled myself.
I kissed Nancy again. This time my hand slipped into her panties. Her pussy ,was wet. I thought I got wet. It was strange to feel another woman's wetness and knowing I made her that way. I took my wet fingers and slid them to her clit. I started with small circles then stroking it. I played with it like I was masturbating. She started moaning.
Steve had climbed on the bed behind her so that Nancy was between us. His hands were playing with her tits. She would turn her face to kiss him and then turn back to kiss me. It was surreal and sexy.
He bent his head down to take one of her nipples in his mouth. As he did I started sucking on the other one. Between my fingers and us sucking on her tits she began to moan. She started grinding her pussy against my fingers.
"God yes, Lila, oh god, don't stop. Oh my god Steve, this is amazing. Don't stop."
Her hand went to my hand and she pushed my hand into her pussy and ground against it.
"Fuck yes," she moaned and came on my fingers.
She lay back for a moment, then hooked her thumb in the waistband of her panties and wriggled out of them. "Your turn," she said. She then climbed to the other side of me and pulled my g-string off. I lifted my ass to help her.
The three of us were now in bed, completely naked. I was between Nancy and Steve. Nancy again kissed me. Then she pulled Steve close and turned me to him. He was a great kisser. It was so different after kissing Nancy but I loved the way it felt.
She took Steve's hand and placed it on my tit. His hands were big and almost covered my whole tit. They were rough compared to Nancy's softness. I shuddered as he touched me. Next the I know Steve is kissing his way down my body while Nancy played with my tits and sucked my nipples.
I felt Steve get between my legs. I wasn't sure if he was going to fuck me or what. I soon found out as I felt his tongue probed my pussy. I loved it. He was good at it. I let myself go to the sensations. As he ate me and Nancy played with my tits I started playing with Nancy's pussy again.
As I did Steve's expert tongue was bringing me to the brink of another orgasm. As I came I pushed my finger hard into Nancy's pussy. She pushed against my hand as I came on Steve's tongue.
"Mmmmmm," I moaned.
Nancy pulled Steve up to kiss him. I knew she could taste me on his lips. I was on my back and he was positioned on top of me supporting his weight with his hands. Nancy reach down between us. I felt Steve's cock at the entrance to my pussy. I knew Nancy was positioning it so Steve could enter me. I put my hands on Steve's shoulders and looked at him as his cock slid into me.
He felt big. I didn't know if he was big or if it had just been so long that anything in me felt great, but I felt full. He started taking long slow thrusts. I loved it. Nancy turned so her head was next to me by my hips and her hips by my head. She had her hand in a place where she could play with my clit and rub his cock as he pushed into me. Her pussy was close to my face.
I grabbed her legs and pulled her on top of my face facing Steve. I flicked my tongue against her clit. She tasted salty sweet. I liked it. I sucked her clit lightly between my lips. She moaned. Slowly I started eating her pussy the way I liked it. She would moan and push her pussy against my tongue.



All this time I could feel Steve pumping his cock into me and Nancy playing with my clit. I was in heaven. Each thrust I could feel another orgasm building. This time I was not quiet.
"Fuck yes, fuck me. That's it fuck me. Oh my god, fuck, fuck, fuck. God yes. Fuck."
I came all over Steve's cock.
"I'm going to cum," Steve said.
Nancy looked at me. I realized she wanted to know where Steve could cum.
"Cum in me," I said. " I want to feel it inside of me."
With two more thrusts I felt him shudder and the hot cum flood into my pussy, With Nancy's hand on my clit I came again. I moaned into Nancy's pussy. I laid flat, exhausted. Nancy climbed off me and kissed me again. I knew she could taste her pussy on my lips. Steve laid down beside me on his back.
Nancy turned to Steve, got on all fours, and took his cock in her mouth. She sucked it clean of my juices and his cum. Then turning to me she kissed me again. I could taste my pussy, his cum on her lips. I moaned. Into her mouth.
I felt Steve's hand slip to my pussy again. He started playing with my clit. I could feel the juices and his cum sticky between my legs. I reached down and started stroking his cock. I could feel it start to get hard in my hands.
I felt Nancy's hand join Steve's at my pussy. I saw Nancy nod at Steve. He moved in the direction she told him moving his cock towards my mouth. I opened my lips to suck him in. As he got harder I realized his cock was bigger than normal.
Nancy turned her head, placed it between my legs and started licking my pussy. The thought of her licking Steve's cum out of me was hot. Her lips, tongue, and technique were softer than Steve's but felt wonderful. I was also enjoying the sensation of sucking on a big cock. It wasn't long before I was cumming all over Nancy's face.
As I came I stroked Steve's cock and continued to suck it. I felt him start to stiffen again. He started to pull out. It grabbed his cock and kept sucking. All of a sudden he started to cum. Hot jet after hot jet hit the back of my mouth I swallowed as fast as I could.
When I'd gotten every drop I laid flat on the bed.
"Mmm, that was amazing," I said.
"God yes," said Nancy
"Well, I'm not complaining," said Steve. We all laughed.
We were now all in line waiting for the bride. Guy beside me. We'd barely spoken since that phone call. I hadn't spoken to him now. Nancy and Steve came in early before the wedding to meet me and be my moral support when I had to see Guy. We got adjoining rooms. So far wedding weekend had been a blast.
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Dan and I had been looking forward to this trip for over a month. The trip was paid for by the company so Dan and I decided to come early for a mini vacation before the banquet and conference.
The award banquet was for me, well, there were other awards but mine was the most prestigious. A very successful marketing campaign I created had won a national award At 25 I was the youngest person to ever win this award. Plus, the campaign brought in thousands of first time customers. My company was also giving me an award.
The award banquet was Sunday, followed by our sales conference. We'd arrived Friday night to take advantage of some extra time at the beach.
Thursday evening we arrived at the hotel around seven. Since the bellman was bringing the luggage up we had some time to explore the hotel. We found the spa, 3 restaurants, a pub and a nightclub. The nightclub had a DJ Thursday through Saturday.
We headed up to our room to shower and change. We had already eaten but thought we'd try the pub and then the nightclub after.
Dan jumped in the shower first. I always thought this silly as I took longer to get ready, but he always said, "It gives me more chances to see you naked."
I liked that answer. Actually, I loved it when he admired me. To be honest, I loved it when anyone admired my body. At 5'3 34c 24 36 I was proud of my body. My thick brown hair that hung to middle of the back didn't hurt either. If I had a chance to wear a short dress, show a bit of cleavage, or wear a bikini, I loved it.
The best part is that Dan always liked it too. He said he loved being seen with such a sexy woman. It was a game we played. He'd always point it out when guys were noticing me. It got us both hot and we always had the best sex after.
Tonight was no different. As I walked out of the shower Dan was already dressed. A pair of nice jeans and a button down shirt, untucked, he looked hot. I always thought he looked hot, but this was one of my favorite looks.
"That's one of my favorite outfits," I said
"Yours is my favorite," he quipped.
I was still naked from the shower. I threw my towel at him.
"You just like that I just shaved my pussy clean."
"God yes. Looks delicious, but so does the rest of you," he said.
He reached for me. I danced away. "Well maybe if you're lucky you can get a taste tonight,"
"Anyone would be lucky to taste that pussy," he replied.
"Hmmmm, anyone? I wonder," I teased.
"That would be interesting," he replied.
He always played that he'd like to see me with another man or men. Most of the time I knew he wasn't serious but it was kind of fun pillow talk.
I wiggled my ass at him, "I'm not even sure you deserve this ass. Never mind anyone else."
We both laughed.
I had hung up all my clothes. I tried to decide what to wear. I hadn't packed that many clothes that I had a lot of options. I had business clothes for the conference, a dress for the award party, 3 bikinis for beach time, 2 dresses and a few skirts and tops for casual time. Dan preferred me in skirts and dresses. Most were fairly short. After all, I was 25. Dan always said,"If ya got it, flaunt it."
So flaunt it was. I chose a cream skirt that was pleated and about half way down my thigh. I added a maroon top with a scooped mini cowl neckline. Just enough cleavage. I had a lacy pink thong and bra set.
I put that on first. I heard a click. Dan had his phone out and had taken a picture. We had plenty of pictures. I had no idea what he did with them, but I was game. I struck a few poses.
"These would make a great slide show for the awards banquet," he joked.
"You'd like that too much," I replied. "I mean maybe, if it were your birthday or something and you were really good..." I teased.
I finished getting dressed and we headed to the pub for a drink. When we got there my boss and 3 of our top sales guys were there.
My boss is Christine. She started the company 10 years ago and had grown it to 1200 employees. She was both smart and beautiful. She was 5'9" with red hair. I'd say she had a nice figure but in some ways she always looked angular, straight. She dressed impeccably in suits and appropriate dresses. I don't ever think I saw her in pants. She oozed control and was treated with respect.
She'd always taken a liking to me. When in our department she'd pull up a chair and sit next to me and discuss my projects. I was the department head, and the youngest department head ever, my staff would comment she didn't do that with the person I replaced.
She obviously liked the women who worked for her to wear skirts or dresses. She did and she made it clear that I should. I never heard she'd mentioned it to anyone else, and others wore pants or even jeans sometimes, but I assumed they just didn't care.
She would often compliment my clothes or something about me telling me she liked something I wore or did. Sometimes she'd touch my hip, or arm, or stroke my hair when she complimented me.
I enjoyed her attention. She was a powerful woman and a role model to all women. Whenever she complimented me it made my pulse beat and heart flutter. When we'd walk down the hall she'd often put her arm around me. If she was talking about me she'd often have her hand on my shoulder. I loved it.
Dan always said that he knew whenever I came home talking about her that he knew he was gonna get laid. The truth is I was always excited by the attention and felt hyper good about myself after, so he was probably right.
Christine saw me as we entered the pub. She called me over.
"Well, there's our star. Are you having fun?" she asked.
"We just got here," I responded.
She looked at Dan, "and this must be your husband?"
Where are my manners," I exclaimed. "Christine, this is my husband Dan, Dan this is my boss."
Dan stuck out his hand. I'm so glad to meet you. I've heard a lot about you."
"Nice to meet you too," said Christine. As she took his hand. It kind of bothered me. I'm not sure why. I'd seen her size up men before. She'd often have to negotiate big deals. It was kind of weird seeing her do it to Dan.
At 27 Dan was a little older than me. I knew he was good looking. At 5'11" and 185 he was in great shape. We worked out together and though neither had six-pack abs, but add in his dark hair, blue eyes, and great smile, he got his share of looks.
I didn't really know the sales guys. I'd met them before, but hadn't spent time with them. I worked closely with their boss. Christine introduced them. Jack, Tony, and Edward. They were all very sweet to me. They congratulated me on my awards and commented that they couldn't believe someone as young and pretty as me could win such a prestigious award. I thanked them.
They said hi to Dan and then turned their attention back to me.
Christine suggested we join them. She scooted the guys over.
"I want my star sitting next to me," she said.
I scooted into the booth. One of the sales guys got 2 chairs and pulled them up to the booth. Dan sat on one of the reps on the other side of me. We ordered drinks and snacks and talked. As one of two women I was loving the attention and being out having fun. Often as Christine addressed me she'd touch my hand, or shoulder.
At this point Dan was included in the conversation. The reps and Christine showed an interest in what he was doing and laughed at his jokes. Eventually the conversation turned back to me. A lot of flirting and innuendo. I didn't mind, it was nice being part of the group. The jokes would lead to touching. Sometimes my hand or arm. For a while Christine left her hand resting on my thigh. I was having fun. They included Dan in the fooling around.
He was having fun too.
One of the sales guys looked at the time, mentioned the disco was open and suggested we go dancing. I thought it was a great idea.so the 6 of us headed to the disco.
It was crowded and there were few tables available right away. We found a small cocktail table to put our drinks on and all stood around it. There were 3 stools. I Took one, Christina another.
The guys moved around the table as they talked to each other and us. As careful as I was, sitting on a skirt on a stool in a bar is not easy. More than once I flashed one of the guys. They'd laugh and the other guys, including Dan, asked why they'd missed it.
The music and the atmosphere was fun. I felt like the center of attention. Christine and the sales guys were fun to hang out with.
At one point I got a second to speak to Dan. "Are you having fun" I asked. "We can leave if you want."
"Leave? Why would I want to leave?" he responded. "I'm having fun knowing my sexy little wife is the center of attention."
I slapped his arm playfully. I knew what he meant, "Pervert," I laughed. "You'd die if I ever really did it."
"Try and kill me," he smirked.
I have to admit, with all the attention, our little bedroom talk was pushing itself into the reality of my mind.
I sat there moving in my seat with the rhythm. One of the guys asked me to dance. I politely refused. Christine encouraged me.
"Someone's got to dance," she said. "I'm too old and I can't let the whole company see me gyrating on a dance floor. I'd lose their respect. Go dance."
I refused again and looked at Dan. Christine turned to Dan and said, "Do you care if she dances?"
Dan turned to look at me smiling and nodded. I knew Dan was not much of a dancer so I took that as agreement.
I headed to the dance floor with one of the sales guys. I love to dance and admit, I have some moves, so I was getting into it. When I'd try to sit down Christine would encourage me to dance again. I'd always check with Dan first. Every once in awhile the sales guys would switch off. They kept me on the dance floor and I was again enjoying being the center of attention.
As the night went on the dancing became closer. The guys would touch my waist or hand. At one point I was dancing between the three of them. I looked over and Christine was sitting with Dan. They were watching me. Christine was patting Dan's hand and talking to him.
Dan would look at me smile and wave.
I continued dancing. I may have been grinding on the guys a lot. I'm pretty sure they all grabbed my ass at one point or another. At one point I was sandwiched between two off them. I'm pretty sure my skirt was around my waist.
I didn't care. I was having a blast.
Finally the night ended. Christine took Dan's arm and walked him through the lobby. The three sales guys insisted on goodnight kisses. It was all in fun so they each got a kiss. They each took the opportunity to grab my ass and get a good kiss.
Finally, Dan and I headed to our room. As soon as we closed the door, I threw him on the bed and attacked him.
"Oh my god that was so fucking hot," I said, kissing Dan passionately.
Dan rolled me over and pinned me to the bed. "What was hot?" he asked with an innocent voice but a dirty look on his face.
"God, you know," I replied.
"No, tell me," he insisted.
"Damn you," I hissed. "Fuck me."
"No," he said, pulling away from me. "Not unless you tell me what made you hot," he teased
He started undressing. Like he was going to bed.
"Ok, ok," I said. "Those guys made me hot. Being the center of attention made me hot," I admitted.
Dan came back to me and laughed teasingly. "So, my naughty little girl likes being worshipped by 3 strange men." He kissed me.
He moved his lips to my ear. "I saw you. I saw them pull up your skirt. I could see your thong from where I sat. I saw them grope your hot little ass. Is that what turned you on?
"Yes, fuck you. Yes, that turned me on." I turned my lips to his and kissed him passionately.
"I liked it too," he said as he kissed me.
He reached down and tugged my skirt up. I lifted my ass to help him.
"So," he breathed. "You liked letting them pull your skirt up."
"Yes," I sighed.
He continued. "You liked showing off to three men while I watched, didn't you."
"Yes," I repeated.
He slid his hand under my thong and his finger into my pussy. I was so wet it slid right in.
"Are you all wet because of them, or me?" He asked.
You baby," I said.
"Really? You weren't wet on the dance floor?" he asked. "Tell the truth."
I didn't know what to say. I told the truth. "Yes, I was wet on the dance floor," I said.
"Mmmmm," he said, his fingers still in my pussy. I like it when you're wet. I bet they would have loved to know how wet you were."
I moaned at the thought. The idea of someone other than my husband sliding his fingers into me, with my husband's consent turned me on.
"Seems to me you were a little slutty on the dance floor and that turned you on," he teased.
"Yes, Now stop teasing me and fuck your slutty little wife," I hissed.
And he did.
Saturday
I woke up before Dan. I let him sleep while I jumped in the shower. As I was getting out Dan asked me where I was going. I told him I wanted to go to the beach and work on my tan before it got too hot.
"What about breakfast?" Dan asked.
"There are some stands down by the beach. Why don't you come down when you're ready and we can get something there," I suggested.
Dan mumbled an ok and closed his eyes. I went to get dressed. I had brought my tanning bikini with me. It was a white, almost there string bikini. After all, I was still in my twenties and it was perfectly appropriate. I grabbed a sheer wrap and a towel and headed to the beach.
On the way out I ran into Jack, one of the sales guys from last night.
"Wow, some suit," he said. "That's sure to turn heads."
"Oh?" I flirted. "Towards me or away from me?"
"Well, I'm not going to look away. In fact, I think I'll walk behind you and leer." He quipped.
We set off today the beach with him following me.
"Everything ok back there?" I asked.
"Well, I guess for in public it's the best I'm going to get," he lamented.
I laughed. Then I looked around. No one was near. What the heck I thought. I stopped, and hooked my thumbs in the back waistband of my suit. I pulled the waistband down over my ass, shook it at him, and then pulled them up quickly.
"That better?" I asked.
"Immensely," he laughed.
We continued down to the beach talking and laughing. When we got there I asked where he wanted to sit. He told me Christine had a cabana and was serving breakfast. I looked down the beach. There were 2 rows of about 20 cabanas. I followed Jack down the row to Christine's cabana. Wow, she'd gone all out. It had 3 single lounges and one double. She had pitchers of mimosas, fruit, yogurt, cheese, and bread.
As I stood in front of the cabana the guys and Christine complimented me on my bikini. Christine suggested I take off the wrap so she could get a better look. I was going to take it off anyway so I removed it. Christine said she wanted to see the back. I obliged doing a little model spin. It was fun being the center of attention.
"And you didn't see the best part," said Jack. I remembered I flashed my ass.
"Really?" Asked Christine. "So just what is 'The best part?'"
I looked around. Jack was just grinning. Everyone else was looking. 'What the hell,' I thought. I turned away from everyone and flashed my ass. It was greeted by laughter, cheers and compliments.
Christine said, "Well isn't that a perfect ass. We'll have to see more of that. I knew it would be a fun day."
Christine welcomed me and asked me to join them. The only open lounge was the double. I sat in it while Jack grabbed breakfast. When he was done he handed me a plate and told me to move over.
Jack climbed into the lounge next to me. It was barely big enough for two and our bodies were constantly touching. We chatted and laughed.
About 30 minutes later I saw Dan walking down the beach. He was obviously looking for me. He had no idea I was in a cabana. I got up and called to him. He walked over and saw us all sitting there having fun.
"Oh, hi everyone. I didn't realize you had a cabana. I've been looking on the beach for fifteen minutes," he said.
Christine jumped in. "It's my fault, I decided to do it this morning and forgot to tell Katie. Please don't be upset, help yourself to a mimosa and some breakfast."
Dan looked around. There was nowhere in the cabana to sit. Jack, noticing the look on Dan's face, got up and offered the seat next to me. Dan helped himself to breakfast, then took Jack's place beside me and joined the conversation.
I was having a blast. The guys were a riot and Christine, joined in the joking but also questioned me for information about my department and plans.
Since a lot of the conversation revolved around work, Dan mostly enjoyed the sun, food, and drinks but they included him whenever possible.
At one point Christine brought up me flashing my ass.
"Dan, your wife has a gorgeous ass," she said.
Dan looked confused.
Jack spoke up, "Yeah, she flashed it to us this morning. It's really cute. Maybe she'll flash it again later, or more?"
Dan looked at me.
"Oh honey, it was just a quick flash. It was a joke." I assured him.
Dan looked around. "And I missed it?" he asked.
I got up on my knees on the lounge and pulled the back of my suit down. "That better?" I said.
Dan looked at Christine, "You're right. She does have a great ass." Everybody laughed.
We hung out laughing for a while. Eventually I mentioned I wanted to work on my tan. One of the guys got up and laid a tanning blanket on the sand in front of the cabana in the sun. I moved to lay down on the blanket.
To no one in particular I said, "I think I need some lotion."
Dan started to get up but Edward, the guy who laid out my blanket, said, "Relax Dan. I got it."
Dan laughed and gave a light protest but just as he did Christine started asking him about his job and how he was doing.
Dan took the lotion from my bag and threw it to Edward and continued to talk to Christine. Edward straddled the tops of my thighs and started applying lotion. He had big strong hands and it felt good. He started at my neck working down my shoulders and arms. I moaned as he did my shoulders. As he started down my back he untied the straps holding my top on. He didn't ask he just did it. I was completely covered lying down, but something about him undoing the strings was a turn on. I moaned again as he continued up and down my back. His hands would run up my bare sides and the sides of my breasts. I could feel his hands near my nipples. I almost wanted to raise up and give him access to rub them.
His fingers reached the top of my bottoms. He continued to rub lotion pushing my bottoms down as he continued to rub lotion. He pushed them down about an inch when I laughed and said, "I think that's enough, do my legs."
Everyone Laughed. I could see Dan watching. He had that look of lust on his face. I could tell he was enjoying this. Truthfully, so was I.



Edward moved his body and started on my legs. His hands ran from my thighs to my feet. Instinctively I spread my legs a bit to let him get my inner thighs. As I did I felt his fingers brush my pussy. I didn't move. His big hands felt great. I moaned as his hand brushed my crotch.
I closed my eyes. It seems Edward's hands were spending more time in my upper thighs than needed, but I didn't complain. Although they stayed outside my suit I felt an orgrasm building. Laying there I moaned quietly and let it wash over me. I don't think anyone noticed but it felt nice in the warm sun.
I just wanted to bask in the sun and enjoy the afterglow. I told Edward that was enough and closed my eyes.
I felt someone shaking me awake. It was Dan. "You're going to burn," he said.
"I guess it's time to do the other side," I said.
I reached back and started to tie my top.
"It's ok," said Christine. "You can go topless on this beach."
I looked around. Sure enough I was surrounded by attractive topless women laying around outside and inside the cabanas.
"When in Rome," I said shrugging my shoulders and letting my top drop.
All eyes were on me as I lay back down. This time Tony jumped up with the lotion. "Don't want anything to burn."
He also started at my shoulders, working down my arms, and then to my chest. He took his time on the sides of my breasts. He would circle them and then move to my sides and belly, eventually back up to my breasts. It felt like he was teasing me. My nipples were hard. As his hand came close, I would let out a light sigh.
Dan didn't say anything. He just watched Tony's hands rub lotion on my tits. Eventually, as it was inevitable, his finger brushed my nipples. I moaned. He took that as an ok and started rubbing my entire breasts. I enjoyed it and was getting wet.
He also continued to work on my belly going down. As he reached my bottoms I reacted with a sharp intake of breath. His fingers slid under the waistband about an inch. I didn't move. As he continued his hands went to the strings holding my bottoms on.
I looked at Dan. His eyes were on Tony's hands. He then looked at me and looked into my eyes. He smiled. I knew it was OK. I felt Tony tug on the strings, and they easily came loose. I didn't move. Tony's hands pushed the bottoms down almost to the top of my mons, right above,my clit. I moaned again
I felt naughty. I mean Dan and I had talked about me being with another man. But that was just bedroom talk, I think, but with this guy's fingers so close to my clit, I didn't want to stop him.
"I think that's enough," I said.
Then Dan surprised me. I mean, I knew he was enjoying watching, but this was pretty straight forward.
"It's OK baby. You don't want to burn," he said.
I didn't want to stop, Dan had pretty much given me permission, I moaned and spread my legs a bit.
Dan sat up and moved to a position where he could see better. He took my hand. "I love you," he said.
"i love you too," I told him. I pulled Dan to me and kissed him. Then I whispered in his ear, "Tony's going to make me cum."
Tony pushed the front of the bikini aside so he had full access to me. I gasped as his finger touched my clit. I could not believe we were letting him do this. I loved that Dan was watching. I also realized that anyone walking by on the beach could see me. I grabbed Tony's hand, pulled it into me, and moaned as my orgasm hit me.
As my orgasm subsided I kissed Dan again and started tying my bikini back up. It's hard to tie when you're laying down and I did a lousy job. Dan helped me.
"Whew," I said. "That's enough sun for me." Everyone laughed.
I went into the cabana. Jack was now in the double. I pouted. "There's no room for Dan."
Jack laughed. "Tell you what, after watching that, Dan can have my spot, but, I want a kiss first."
"From Dan?" I quipped.
Everyone laughed.
"You'll have to ask Dan," I said.
All eyes turned to Dan. "Well, hurry up and kiss her," he said. "I want to get out of the Sun."
Jack stood up, put his arms around me, and kissed me. I melted into it. I felt Jack's hands slide down to my ass under my bikini bottoms. They felt good but I broke the kiss.
"I think that's enough," I said. "Now make room for my husband."
Dan laid down and put his arms around me. Christine engaged him in conversation. "Your wife is an amazing woman," she'd say or "Wow she looks hot in that bathing suit."
It was getting to be afternoon and we started making dinner plans. Edward suggested we do something wild after dinner. He told us that there was a classy strip club in town.
I kinda hesitated, but he told us there were both men and women there. I looked at Dan, he just shrugged his shoulders so we said ok. We made plans then headed for our room.
As soon as the door shut I grabbed Dan, kissed him, and said, "Fuck me."
As I kissed him I groped his hard cock. He was as ready as I was. I undid the strings of my bikini and let it fall to the floor. Then I pulled off my top. I got down on my knees and pulled his cock out. First, I licked it like a lollipop. Then I started sucking it and jacking it with my hand wrapped around it.
I loved the way it felt in my mouth. As I sucked I wondered what Edward, Jack, and Tony's cocks tasted like. In my mind I could see them all watching me as I sucked Dan's cock. They'd probably want a turn. The thought made my pussy wet.
I stopped sucking Dan's cock and climbed on the bed. My knees were right at the edge of the bed, with my ass up in the air. I was on all fours.
"Fuck me Dan. Fuck me now," I hissed.
Dan didn't hesitate. Standing behind me he started pumping me.
"Oh my god Dan. That was amazing. All those guys looking at my body. God it was just like we'd talked about. Even better. My body was the center of attention. Did you like watching Tony rub lotion on me?" I asked. The words kept streaming out of me.
"I have to admit it was hot," he told me. "God yes baby, I loved watching his hands on your body. I kept watching him.
"So you liked it when Edward pulled down my suit and rubbed my clit till I came."
On hearing that Dan' body started to shudder. I could feel his cock stiffen up and then hot spurts of cum hitting my pussy walls.
"God yes. I loved when he made you cum," He gasped.
As he said that, I started to cum. "Yes baby," I said. "Just like I'm cumming now," I moaned.
We collapsed on the bed. We must have fallen asleep. When we woke up we were supposed to meet the others for dinner in an hour.
I jumped in the shower. Just as I got out there was a knock on the door. I grabbed a robe and looked through the peephole. It was Christine. Dan was in the shower.
"I'm pretty sure you weren't ready to go out with a group tonight, so I thought I'd stop and get you a dress you could wear," she said.
"Oh, I couldn't," I said. "I have plenty of clothes with me."
"Indulge me," said Christine. "You'll like this one, and you won't feel out of place. After all, look what I'm wearing."
Christine was wearing a skintight long sleeve sheath that came down about 2 inches below her ass and showed a lot of cleavage. It was clear she wasn't wearing a bra.
"Ok," I said hesitantly.
"You'll look great," she said.
I took the dress off the hanger and looked at it. It was a short sleeve red wrap around dress. I pulled it on. The dress crossed my breasts about 2 inches under them. The bottom came about 2 inches below my ass. The dress was hot but I definitely couldn't wear a bra with it. It was held together by a knot just below my hip.
I pulled on a red thong and a pair of red heels. I admit I look very hot. I was excited to go out on the town looking this good and knowing the guys were going to be checking me out.
Dan got out of the shower and saw me dressed.
"Where did you get that dress?" he asked.
"Christine just brought it up for me. She wasn't sure I had something to wear tonight so she bought this for me. What do you think?" I asked.
"You look fucking hot. I don't know if I should let you go out looking that good. You know the guys won't be able to keep their hands off you."
"I can only dream," I said laughingly.
I went into the bathroom to do my makeup while Dan finished getting dressed. When I was done Dan grabbed me to kiss me. I pulled away from him teasing him.
"I don't want to ruin my make up," I said.
He made a sad face but told me when we got back I was in big trouble. We headed out the door to meet everybody laughing and touching the other as we went.
Dinner was nice I got a lot of looks from people in the restaurant. The guys at the table gave me a lot of compliments. They were sitting at a booth. Dan sat on one side of me Edward on the other.
The conversation was pleasant and as soon as we ordered I felt Edward's hand on my leg. He didn't really have to pull the dress out the way as it kind of fell apart as I sat down.
Since everyone seem to know what was going on I didn't think there was any reason to hide it.
"Dan, Edwards hand is on my thigh," I said.
Before Dan could respond Edward said, "She has very soft thighs."
"Well," I said. "If his fingers go any higher I know I'm going to enjoy dinner."
Everyone laughed.
As I spoke I felt Dan place his hand on my other leg. He and Edward smiled at each other. I could feel both of their fingers sliding up to my panties. I gasped as one of them started playing with my pussy through my panties. They took turns playing with me while we waited for our food.
I wasn't sure how much I could take. I found out as the waiter approached the table. The idea of one more person seeing what's going on made me cum.
I tried to stifle a scream and it came out as a little yelp. It sounded funny and given the circumstances we all laughed. We went about dinner talking about work and the guys flirting with me.
Christine picked up the tab and we grabbed 2 cabs to get to the strip club. Christine took Dan's arm and led him to one cab. Carl joined them. I climbed into the other cab between Jack and Edward.
We were barely in the cab when Jack started kissing me. It felt good. I loved to kiss. As I was kissing Jack I felt Edward try to pull my dress up. I lifted my hips so he could pull it up to my waist. Edward's hands went to my pussy. I spread my legs and felt his fingers slip inside me.
He had one hand on my ass, the other playing with my pussy. I stopped kissing Jack and turned my head to kiss Edward. Jack pulled open the front of my dress and started sucking on my tits. I moaned as my tongue explored Edwards mouth.
Jack's hand now found my pussy too. I lay back in the seat, legs spread dress open. Jack was sucking on one tit, Edward on the other. Both Jack and Edward had fingers in my pussy.
The cabbie looked in the mirror. In an accent I didn't recognize he said, "That's one hot slut you have there."
I came. Loud. "Oh my god you guys, you are making me cum. God fucking dammit. Oh my god, yes, yes, yes." I came all over their fingers. I was glad they had my dress up to my waist it would have been soaked. My thong was.
Jack grabbed my thong. "Let's get these off you," he said. "We'll give them to Dan for safe keeping."
I was still catching my breath. I lifted my ass so they could take the thong. They pulled it off my leg as the cab pulled up to the club.
Dan, Christine, and Tony were already there. As the guys helped me out of the cab I ran to Dan and threw my arms around him.
"Oh my god Dan, I'm having so much fun," I squealed as I kissed him passionately. "Thank you so much."
Dan looked me over. "I think you better fix that dress before we go in," he said."And..um...Where are your panties.
I realized my tits were hanging out. My dress had come undone. "I think Jack has them," I giggled.
Jack handed my panties to Dan. "Your wife has a great cunt," he said. "I love the way she cums."
Dan laughed, "I know."
We headed into the club. It was actually kind of cool. There were 3 really pretty girls on stage in various stages of undress. They were dancing to some hard driving ZZ Top and they were actually moving. The club was about 75% full and about one third were women. They ranged from 20s to 50s. It was an attractive crowd. The waitresses all wore little ripped tops. And tiny flirt skirts that barely covered half their ass.
We were guided to a table. This time I sat between Dan and Tony. We ordered drinks and watched the show.
A girl came by and offered a lap dance. Christine thought that was a great idea and paid for a dance for Dan. The girl was a pretty blonde and immediately started grinding on Dan.
Tony grabbed me and pulled me on his lap. "I want one too," he laughed.
I watched the girl with Dan and then started to imitate her moves. The girl high fived me. Tony had his hands all over me. I noticed a couple of women in the crowd watching.
The song was done and it was the girls turn on stage. She started up on stage but stopped, grabbed my hand, and pulled me with her. The music started. It was a good song. I watched the girl start. I wasn't a bad dancer. I got into it with her. We were getting a lot of cheers from the audience. The dancer then reached for me, pulled me to her and kissed me. As she did she undid my dress. As the song ended I was on stage in just heels.
The rest of the night was wild. I gave a couple of strangers lap dances. I made about $300. It was crazy.
By the end of the night I was plastered on Dan's lap making out with him. Christine tried to get us to share cabs back to the hotel. I refused. I wanted Dan to myself. I wanted to fuck. We weren't in the cab for a minute when I started rubbing his cock.
When we got to the hotel we ran up to our room. We hit the bed passionately making out. He was inside me in a minute.
Sunday I woke up early in Dan's arms. I felt safe and snuggled. So far the weekend had been a blur. A fun blur, but a blur.
It was too early to go to the beach. I decided to read my award acceptance speech for tonight's dinner a few more times.
Dan was sleeping quietly next to me. As I read my speech for the third time I noticed Dan had a huge morning hard on. I smiled to myself. I was bored reading anyways. I lightly pulled the sheet off him so as not to wake him.
When I finally uncovered it I just looked at it for a minute. I loved his cock. It's the only one I'd had for years. I thought about how I felt cumming on his cock. There wasn't a hole he hadn't had, a position we hadn't tried, or a place on or in my body he hadn't cum. It was all his, but now we were heading towards new territory.
I thought of Jack, Edward, and Tony . It wasn't a far stretch to think that I could suck their cocks or that they could fuck me. Maybe suck one while the other fucked me. The combinations were endless. The thoughts were making me squirm. But, my favorite cock was in front of me and now I was horny. I bent over, and trying not to wake him, gently took his cock in my mouth.
I wrapped my lips around the head. I could never get the whole thing in my mouth but liked trying. I started slowly sliding up and down. Dan moaned. I loved the sound, it made me wetter. I felt his hand go to the back of my head. He grabbed a handful of hair and started guiding my mouth. I loved him taking control.
He pulled my hips over so I was straddling his face. With both hands on my ass he started eating my pussy. God it felt good. He knew just how I liked it. I felt his tongue circle my clit. I moaned. I wondered how the other guys would eat my pussy. I laughed to myself. Giving it away like that I should probably say cunt. Sounds sluttier.
I bet they'd be rougher. More urgent. With that thought in my head, and Dan's tongue in my pussy, I had my first orgasm of the day. I moaned over Dan's cock. I wrapped my hand around it and started pumping it into my mouth.
This time Dan moaned into my cunt. Mmmm. I liked that word.
"Oh my god Dan. I love the way you eat my cunt. It's been pretty slutty the last few days. Do you still love it?" I moaned.
In response he grabbed my ass harder, pulled my cunt into his face, and sucked on my clit. I came again.
"Oh my fucking God, yes!" I almost screamed.
I climbed off his face. "Your turn baby. Fill my mouth. Let me taste that cum," I pleaded. "Give it to me. I want it all. "
His cock started to spurt. I got most of it in my mouth and swallowed. What I missed dripped down my chin.
"Mmmmm," I mused. "I wonder how. The boys would like this look."
"Probably want to paint the rest of your face," Dan responded.
"God, that'd be awesome," I replied.
I headed for the shower. After cleaning up and showering I told Dan I'd meet him at the beach. I pulled on my bikini bottoms and didn't bother with a top. I pulled on a fairly see through cover up.
"Well, that should get some attention," Dan said.
"Oh?" I replied. Would you rather I didn't attract attention?"
"God no," he responded. "I wish you didn't have to wear the bottoms"
I kissed him and headed for the beach. I admit I was enjoying the looks I got as I walked through the resort.
Tony and Jack were in the cabana. We said hi. I kissed them both on the lips. They took the opportunity to grab my ass.
"Like your top," Jack said as I slipped off my coverup.
"You just like my tits." I replied. As I laid out on my stomach in the sun.
"True, " he said. "Lotion?"
"Please," I responded.
Jack started rubbing lotion on my back. He paid particular attention to the part right above my bathing suit and the sides of my tits. I just closed my eyes and enjoyed it.
I heard Dan behind me.
"Thanks Jack," he said. "Let me take over from here."
Jack handed the lotion to Dan. Dan grabbed a small pillow and put it under my waist elevating my hips and ass. He started to lotion my legs working his way up. When he reached my pussy, he didn't stop. He just started fingering me and my clit. I loved it. Exposed and being fingered like that. I came.
I lay there catching my breath and enjoying the sun. The guys talked about how hot I looked and how sweet a cunt I had. I slid my hand under me, spread my legs, and as they talked about me fingered myself to another orgrasm.
Brunch arrived and we ate a light brunch. After all. We had the big dinner tonight and I had to fit into my dress. We laid out for a bit longer. I wanted to catch a nap before the big night. We headed to our room. I showered to get the oil off me. We snuggled up, kissing, and fell asleep.
A knock at the door woke us. It was Christine holding another dress.
"This is for tonight," she said.
"I have a dress," I replied.
"That's ok, " she said. "Wear this one.'
It felt a little weird being told what to wear by my CEO but she was my CEO so I let it go and took the dress. "Thank you," I said.
When she left I held up the dress for Dan to see. There was almost nothing there. It was a sleeveless black dress with spaghetti straps and a neckline that scooped between my breasts to below my breasts in front and down to my ass in back. The top would cling to my curves and the bottom would flare out from my hips and hang about two inches below my crotch. Truthfully, at 25, I could still rock this dress, but I questioned its appropriateness for my award. Luckily it came with a light short sleeve jacket that covered the back.
We took our time getting ready. I wanted to look good. We were almost ready when Dan came up behind me and nuzzled my neck.
"Mmmmmm," I said. "But you're going to mess me up before my speech." I pulled away.
He grabbed me again. "I don't know how tonight's going to go. It's my last night in town. I leave tomorrow," he said. "But I do know how it's going to start."



With my hands on the bathroom counter he bent me over and pulled up my dress. He pulled down my panties so that they hung around my thighs. I loved it when he took control and was instantly wet.
I felt his cock enter me. I always loved that feeling. "Mmmmmmmmm," I said as he started fucking me hard.
"I don't know how the night will end, but your starting it with a cuntful of cum," he said.
That made me feel so dirty. I was picturing myself on the podium, cum running down my legs, being fucked from behind in front of all those people. With dirty thoughts in my head, and my favorite cock in my cunt. I came again.
As I shuddered I felt Dan cum also. I felt it coat the inside of my pussy. I knew I was going to leave it there. I was going to stand in front of all those people with a cuntful of cum. The thought made me cum one more time.
I turned and kissed Dan. "Ready for a wild night?" I asked.
"Let's go," said Dan.
We headed down to the dinner hall.
The hall was gorgeous. There was a full band playing before dinner music. This was after all the kickoff dinner for the year. There were three awards being given. Two were mine. I was receiving an award from my company, and award from a national marketing organization for my campaign.
The other was for Jack, Edward, and Tony . It was a prestigious sales award. Together. they had closed a deal that over the next three years could support our company by itself.
I was excited. There was a table set for us up front. Dan and Jack sat on either side of me. Tony , Edward, Christine, and the guy from the national award, Harrison were at the table. The fact that I was secretly sitting there with a pussy full of cum only added to my excitement.
The festivities started. Christine kicked the night off. Normal stuff you'd assumed from one of these dinners. A slide show on company health. When they got to marketing I was introduced.
"I am sure you are all aware of the success of our latest marketing program," she started. "Not only was it successful, but it is receiving a prestigious award from an outside marketing organization."
"Now you're probably picturing some guy from Madmen sitting in front of a black board smoking a cigarette creating this campaign. Well, she is smoking, but not cigarettes. The sexy creature who created this campaign is Katie," she said as she gestured towards me.
It was odd the way she was presenting me but she was the boss, what did I know? I looked around my table. The guy from the marketing organization looked very surprised.
Christine continued describing my campaign and the success of it. She then invited me to the podium to accept my award.
"Katie's, get that hot ass up here and show them that brains can be sexy as hell."
I stood up and pictured everyone looking at me. I felt nervous, but with that many eyes on me, and me knowing I had a pussy full of cum, I also felt a sexual thrill. Wouldn't it be cool if they knew.
I reached the podium. A speech from Christine and my reward. A speech from Harrison. Then my prepared speech. Tons of applause. I was on a huge high. As I sat back down Dan congratulated me and kissed me. Jack placed his hand on high on my thigh and sliding it up to my pussy kissed my cheek.
"I bet we can find a way to really reward you later," he said.
I blushed but wished his finger was one inch higher
Then it was their turn to get their awards. The presentation speech and then the thank you. Their thank you surprised me.
"The first person we have to thank is Katie," Jack said. "Without her campaign the customer would not have known what we offered and had already chosen a vendor. Christine is right. Besides being one of the hottest and sexiest women in the room, she is a brilliant marketer.
I could see the crowd look uncomfortably at one another when he said hottest and sexiest but they burst into applause for me when he was done.
Then dinner and dancing. After a while I got overheated and removed my jacket. With the lights low, and a lot of people leaving after dinner, the guys and Dan took a lot of advantage of the low scoop back and were grabbing my ass. As we'd dance their hands would slide under the material to grab my exposed cheeks. It felt great.
Christine asked Harrison if he wanted to dance with me. I am not sure why she felt she had the right to ask ask someone that. I could tell he was surprised too, but for some reason it made me tingle. I felt like I was being given away. I know he'd been watching me dance with others and he just nodded yes. As we got on the dance floor I surprised him by putting my arms around his neck. His hands fell to my naked back. As we danced I ground against him. I could feel him getting hard.
Eventually the music ended and it was time to go. I was ready to go. I wanted to get Dan up to our room and fuck the shit out of him. I was so horny I would have tucked him right on the dance floor. I was ready to go. Then Christine asked us all to her room for a drink. I started to protest, but before I could Dan said yes.
On the elevator it was me, Christine, Dan, Harrison, Jack, Tony, and Edward. Harrison was standing in front of me. Jack was behind me and pulled my skirt up and started playing with my ass. Christine was standing next to him. I saw her notice what Jack's hands were doing. Then she caught my eye, blew me a kiss, and smiled at me.
I felt slutty with my boss seeing a man, not my husband, grab my ass, but she seemed fine with it. I liked the feeling.
Christine had a suite. It had a seating area and a bed. We all went in and Christine offered drinks. Tony got them as everyone but me found a seat. Christine was holding my hand.
When we all got our drinks Christine held hers up and said, "A toast. To the sexiest, smartest, marketing woman in the world."
Everyone held their glasses up and toasted me. Christine turned me so I was facing her. My back to the guys.
"Not only is she a genius, but she has the sexiest ass in the company," she said.
I couldn't see him, but I guess Harrison looked uncomfortable because she addressed him.
"It's ok," she said. "Our sexy girl doesn't mind me talking about her ass." Then to me, " Do you sexy?.
Mind? Did I mind? Yes, no, maybe, no. I was just a flurry of emotions. Having Christine talk about me like this, in front of my husband, with four other guys in the room, I was tingling all over.
"In fact Harrison, you missed it. Katie was showing off her naked ass yesterday. She gave all the guys lap dances at a strip club."
Oh my god, I thought. She just told a stranger they'd all seen my ass. I was loving it. I turned to look at Dan, he was smiling.
"Katie, we've all seen it. Why don't you show Harrison what a sexy ass you have?" Christine continued.
I looked Christine in the eye. She smiled at me and nodded. I reached down and slowly pulled my dress up to my waist.
"Isn't it perfect?" Christine asked Harrison.
"It's gorgeous," said Harrison
God yes. Showing off my ass to a stranger and these three other men, as well as my husband, my pussy was getting hot.
"Dan," said Christine. "Your wife has a great ass. Would you like to show us more?"
Dan grinned. He came over to me. He kissed me on the lips and said, "I love you baby." He unclasped my dress from around my neck. The front fell down exposing my tits. My nipples were hard as rocks. His hands went to the waistline of my dress and he pushed it the rest of the way off me. It pooled around my feet. I was now standing in front of my boss, 4 men, and my husband in just a thong and heels.
"Wow, you are so hot," said Christine. "What do you guys think?"
I heard sexy, hot, beautiful, and a bunch of other stuff. At least once I recognized Harrison's voice joining in. My pussy was now wet. Very wet. I wasn't sure, but I thought I was going to end up fucking someone. Not being sure, but knowing maybe, I was electric with anticipation.
"I think she looks fuckable," she said.
Fuckable? Umm, now I was even hotter.
She looked at Dan. "Dan, is your wife fuckable?" she asked.
I looked at Dan. He looked at me and mouthed, "I love you." I knew that everything was ok. Whatever happened, happened.
"Ask her," he said.
Christine looked at me. Without waiting for her to ask I said, "Very fuckable."
"Well," she said to Dan. ""These guys can't damn well fuck her with her panties on, she continued.
Guys? Christine just offered me to all of them and the weirdest part, I loved it, and wanted it. I hoped Dan would take off my panties so they could fuck me.
I wasn't disappointed. Dan came up behind me and slowly pulled my thong down over my legs. It fell and pooled by my feet on top of my dress. I knew I was getting fucked, I knew these guys might all fuck me. This was more than our fantasy this was real. I was dripping wet. I could feel it on my upper thigh.
To confirm it Christine leaned in and, in a whisper everyone could hear said, "You're a little slut tonight, aren't you."
Slut. I loved that word. I nodded my head.
"Say it," ordered Christine.
As the words left my mouth I thought I was going to cum. "I'm a slut tonight," I said.
"For who?" She asked.
"For you," I replied.
"For who?" she repeated.
All of a sudden the answer popped into my head. "For anybody," I said.
"Good slut," Christine said. "Get on your knees."
I knelt in front of her.
"Eat me," she said.
She pulled her dress up to her waist. She wasn't wearing panties. Her closely trimmed pussy was right in front of my face. I'd never been with a girl before, but I knew what I liked. I grabbed her ass and pulled my face into her pussy.
Christine parted her legs to give me better access. I got my tongue as deep in her pussy as I could. I sucked on her clit. I was trying to make her cum.
Next thing I know someone stuck a cock in my face. I looked up and saw it was Tony. He had a huge smile on his face.
I grabbed his cock. It felt strange. I was holding a cock and people were watching. It was average. Dan is bigger and thicker than average, so it looked small to me. I slowly lowered my head on it. I tasted the pre cum at the tip. I always loved the taste and feeling of cum. I love it everywhere, on my face, in my mouth, on my skin, in my pussy, in my ass. I just love it. I was enjoying his. I am pretty sure I made a purring sound. I started to seriously work at it.
Christine, looked at Dan. "Looks like she's ready for fun," she said.
Dan watched for a minute and said, "My little cumslut is a great cocksucker". If I did not cum, I was close, those words completely let me lose.
Now everyone knew what I was.
I reached over to Jack and tried to open his pants with his Tony's cock in my mouth. He got the message, helped me, and pulled out his cock. Again, nothing amazing, but still quite nice. I stroked it while I sucked Tony's cock. I then took my mouth off his Tony. Smiled at Jack and said, "Your turn." I switched cocks and was sucking and stroking 2 cocks. Just sucking the opposite one.
I was so fucking turned on. This was always part of our bedroom play, but this was real and 100 times hotter. I knew I was going to get well fucked. All the different combinations were going through my mind. I stood up fluffed my hair stretched so my breasts stuck out and said I was going over to the bed. I stood next to the bed. No one moved. I looked at them and said, "Well?"
It was fun to watch them scramble.
I pushed Jack and Tony down so they were seated at the end of the bed. Both of them were sitting there, cocks straight up, clothes still on, with looks of anticipation. I got on my knees and started alternating between them. I was loving it. 2 cocks, all for me. I even forgot that there were 2 more cocks in the room. Three including Dan. I was already creaming. Just then, one of the guys reached down and grabbed my tit. It's not usual, but sometimes I come when touched like that. Wham, my first orgasm hit me.
Dan saw it and said, "What was that?"
He knew damn well what it was.
I meekly answered, "I just came."
Dan was having fun. He knew what words turned me on. He said, "What kind of girls cums while sucking on two guys cocks?"
I said, "A slut."
He said, "What?"
Louder I said, "A cocksucking slut" and immediately came again.
I saw Christine rest her hand in Dan's hand. "She's good at sucking cock," she said. Dan agreed.
I went back to the task at hand. I wanted to make these guys cum. I wanted to show Dan and Christine that I was a slut, the best slut, and the best cocksucker.
Dan grabbed my hair. Not hard, but the way I liked it. He pulled me to my feet. He said, "Give these guys a chance to get their clothes off. You can play with Edward while they do."
Edward was already naked. Cock straight out. I pulled it towards me and started sucking it. Edward moaned in pleasure.
By this time the others guys were undressed. I told them I wanted one in my mouth and someone eating my pussy.
"Ahem," Christine corrected me. "Sluts have cunts," she said.
I said, "I want one of you to eat my slutty little cunt."
I laid on the bed. Jack immediately started eating me. He'd obviously done that before. Tony waved his cock in front of my face. I grabbed it and started sucking it. As soon as I had my mouth around it, I felt the tongue on my clit and I went off again. I was on fire. I looked at Dan again. He smiled at me. All I wanted to do was make these guys jealous they were not Dan. I saw Edward's cock in front of me. I reached out and grabbed it.
3 cocks I thought. As I did Edward started sucking on my tits. I let out a soft moan. I pumped the cock in my mouth until Tony was about to cum.
He started to pull out. I let him and said, "I love cum. I love it on my face, my body, my tits, my ass, and in my cunt, and mouth. Give me all the cum you want."
He exploded. I got 1/2 in my mouth, the rest on my face, tits, and belly. It felt amazing on my skin. I loved the taste. Again, I was hit with a wave of pleasure. I started scooping it up with my fingers and licking them off.
To no one in particular I said, "I need to get fucked."
Jack stopped eating my pussy was glad to oblige. He climbed up on my body and shoved his cock in my cunt.
Next thing I knew Edward has his cock in front of my face. I grabbed it and start sucking him.
He looked at me and said, "You are the sexiest little cumslut in the world."
Hearing those words, I came again. I could feel Jack's cock as he was fucking me building up. I started begging him for his cum. Telling him to fill up my slutty little Pussy. I felt it. It exploded in me. He kept pumping. I felt it get forced in me and as he pulled his cock out, some pulled out with him.
I stuck my fingers in my pussy and licked them clean. I wondered what was next. Tony who had just cum in my mouth was hard again. He got between my legs. Just the fact that he was going to stick his cock in my cum filled pussy had me on edge. As soon as he entered me I came. This time it was longer. He had already filled my mouth so obviously no rush. I sucked on Edward's cock while being leisurely fucked. I had never felt so hot or so slutty. Covered with cum, filled with cum. I felt like such a slut.
I heard Christine say, "Harrison my love, fuck the slut."
Oh my god, another orgasm.
Dan joined in and said, "Get undressed you can fuck the sluts mouth."
Edward pulled out. I grabbed his cock and started stroking it. In no time Harrison had his cock in my mouth. Again, nothing to write home about, but still quite nice.
Harrison said, "She is as good as you said."
Once again a warped warm sense of pride ran through me.
I smiled at him and said, "Thank you, you can thank me with a huge load of cum". Oh my, what a slut I was being.
Meanwhile Jack was hard again. He moved next to me and I stroked his cock too This was too much for Harrison.. He exploded in my mouth, I let him slip out and took a lot of it on my face and tits again. He moved aside and said, "Wow next I want to see if that cunt is as good as that mouth."
"Cunt?" Christine said questioningly, "Oooo, did we teach you a new word Harrison?"
The guys all laughed. Harrison blushed.
I smiled and said I could not wait to show him.
I was starting to get sore. I wanted to be on top. I rolled over on top of Tony with him still in my pussy and took control. I then started sucking Harrison again. Jack stood next to me and I stroked his cock. Edward kept looking at my ass.
"My god she has a sexy ass," he said.
I giggled and said "that's what started this in the first place." I was taking my time with the cock in my cunt and the one in my mouth. I already had 2 loads on me, and I could feel the cock in me squishing against the load in my pussy.
Christine then said, "it's a great ass, it looks very fuckable."
I nearly choked on the cock in my mouth. Christine left the room when she returned she had something in her hand. She squirted some in her hand and then started spreading it on my ass. It was lube. She used her fingers and stuck them in my asshole to lube it up real well. As her fingers entered my ass I moaned and pushed back against them.
I looked Dan in the eye and said, "Edward, I want you to stick that cock in my ass while these guys fuck my cunt and mouth."
I meant it too. I so wanted to be completely filled up. I said, "I want to show Dan that I can be the 3 hole cumslut he thinks I can."
With my ass all lubed up I bent over and dropped back on the cock that was fucking me. I reached in front of me and grabbed the other cock and put it in my mouth. I wiggled my ass at Edward and said, "Fill me up."
I felt Edward's hands on my ass. I felt his cock against my opening. I stopped moving. I wasn't worried. I had taken Dan's cock in my ass. I knew I could do it. I told him to go slow.
I could feel him enter me. I could feel it sliding against the cock in my pussy. I had never felt so full in my life. Everything was on fire.
Dan looked at me and said to no one in particular, "Fuck her, fuck all her slutty holes."
That was it. I burst. I came with the biggest orgasm imaginable. As I did I let go on Tony. Squirting and coming all over him. His belly, the bed, his cock, were drenched.
He moaned and said, Oh my god. That was fucking incredible. I have never felt anything like it."
With renewed passion I starting fucking all my cocks as best I could. I felt the build up. The one in my pussy started to go. I could feel it pulse inside me. I could feel it against the load already inside me. I pushed down on him and the cock in my ass. As I did I heard Edward groan, I knew what was coming.
As slutty as I could I said, "Come on Edward, fuck my ass, fill me up, give it to me".
He started to cum, I could feel it against me. As he did he slid out of me still squirting. It was the first time he'd come and it was a lot. Dripping out of my ass, running down my ass, and all over my back.
I had one left. I looked at Harrison and said, "Give it to me, I want it, my face, my hair my ass, whatever you want. Give it to me."
That did it. He erupted, I swallowed some, but let the rest hit me in the face and tits. I loved the way it felt. I collapsed on the bed.
I heard Dan say, "Time to go."
The guys got dressed and left, all the while talking about how incredible I was. I just lay there basking in the praise and afterglow. I had 2 loads in my cunt, one in my ass and on my back, and 3 on face and tits. I felt amazingly slutty.
Dan wrapped me in a blanket. My face and hair still had cum on them. We said our goodbyes to Christine and headed to our room.
As soon as I hit the bed I was exhausted. Dan returned with a warm wash cloth. He wiped my lips and kissed me. He told that I was one the most amazing sexy beautiful woman he had ever seen. He climbed on top of me and slid his cock into my messy cunt.



We fucked slowly. Eventually we fell asleep with him inside me.
When I woke up the next morning Dan was already dressed. It took me awhile to remember he was leaving that day.
He smiled and kissed me. "I gotta go," he said. "Be good."
I watched him leave the room. Be good, I thought. I wonder what he meant by that?
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I saw Misty give my brother Kevin a little wave from where she was standing. It made me giggle inside. We were standing by the door waiting for the bride so we could walk down the aisle. My name is Ginny and my sister Becky was marrying Mark, Misty's older brother. Becky was 3 years older than me. It was exciting. Mark was a great guy and they'd been dating for about two years.
My family and I had met Misty a few times before the wedding festivities but we had never spent much time with her. She seemed really nice. She was also really cute. 5'3 about 120 lbs. long brown hair and dark eyes. At 20 she was a year younger than me, but not by much. I knew my brother, 22, thought she was hot. Whenever he saw her he would say something to me.
I thought back to the bachelorette party a few weeks ago. My sister's friends decided the bachelorette party would be in Vegas. I thought of Misty and wondered how she would go as she was underage. I needn't have worried. Misty got an ID from one of my sister's friends and was all set.
The bachelorette party was Friday night. We all agreed to dress the same all weekend. A short black dress and black underwear was the uniform of the night. We were going to meet in the hotel lobby and head to the party which was was at a bar in the hotel. I went to the lobby and found two of my sister's friends that were already there. Gotta admit, the three of us in the lobby all dressed the same attracted some looks. It didn't hurt that we all looked great in it. The dress really complimented my 5'5" frame. With a 36c bust and about 115 I got my share of looks wherever I went, but the three of us got more than our share. Even more as the rest of the girls joined us.
We were finally all there and were waiting for Mark's mom. My mom and Mark's stepmom were meeting us at the bar. As usual when you've got a group of girls partying in Vegas we were boisterous, ok, we were loud. Lots of high pitched laughs and 'Woos'.
Finally Mark's mom showed up. When I saw her I realized she had decided to go with the black dress uniform. We all went quiet. She looked self conscious.
"Too Much?" she asked.
We assured her she rocked the dress and headed to the bar. Then someone asked if Mark's mom had the whole uniform on including the black thong. She flipped her dress up and showed us her thong. That set off more 'Woos' setting the mood for the night. We were all laughing as we headed for the bar.
Since Misty and I were family instead of friends we didn't know rest of the girls as well so we kind of hung out together. We had fun. Misty was really cool and sweet. She complimented me on how well I wore the dress and my hair. I thanked her.
The party was fun. We played all the usual shower games. Misty and I would make jokes about her brother and my sister and add funny innuendos to each other about everything anyone said. As with any bachelorette party some of the gifts were lingerie. We'd hoot and Misty and I would make sexual remarks to each other about it.
Of course, when you have that many girls all dressed in hot dresses in one place we attracted attention. Mostly older men. Misty and I flirted with the best of them, leading the men on, and then blowing them off.
Sometimes we'd tease them by telling them we were together. We'd hug each other and hold hands. We even pretended we were bi and looking for a guy to join us. It was a blast. Misty had me giggling all night.
As the party ended Becky's friends decided we should go out dancing. Misty and I both begged off as we didn't really know the other girls, but they insisted so we jumped in one of the cabs with them and headed out.
We had the cabs drop us off right in front of the club. There was a long line, but it seems the doorman thought a group of hot girls, all dressed alike, would be a great addition to the club. They let us right in. I felt like such a VIP.
We all got drinks and headed to the dance floor. That was the only round of drinks we bought all night. Lots of older men in their 30s and 40s. I guess the club figures that older men will spend a lot of money buying drinks for pretty women.
Misty and I pretty much danced with each other all night. Men would try to join us and, keeping our distance, we'd do a sexy shimmy at them. We were having fun. We'd tease but no touching. Well, no touching the men. Misty and I were all over each other.
I'd back into her and grind my ass into her. She'd back into me and I'd wrap my arms around her as we'd shimmy together. Whenever a man tried to touch us we'd dance into each other's arms. We had a blast. We spent the night dancing, laughing and teasing. I felt sexy and happy.
The group was going to the pool the next day. Misty and I agreed to meet for brunch and said goodnight.
The next morning I got dressed for the pool. White bikinis were the uniform of the day. I didn't own one and had to buy one for the trip. It wasn't anything special. Just your standard bikini. I pulled it on and put on shorts and a tshirt over it.
I met Misty at the buffet. She looked hot. She was wearing a string bikini that covered what was needed and barely anything else. It left no question as to what was underneath. The bottoms clasped at her hip and the top was a bandeau style. Over that she wore a gauzy cover up.
We ran into my brother Kevin and another groomsman, Sean, for breakfast. They joined us. Kevin tried to keep his eyes off Misty, but was not succeeding. He'd had a crush on her since the day he met her. I couldn't blame him, she was pretty and sweet, the sexy girl next door. Even I wondered if that body was as amazing under that suit.
We had a nice breakfast. The guys told us they were planning on playing golf with the other groomsman. We said we were going to the pool and then out dancing. They asked where we'd be dancing. We didn't know but told them we'd text them when we found out.
The conversation went on through breakfast. It was nice. You could see Kevin flirt with Misty and she flirted back. Maybe it was Misty flirting with Kevin. Sean tried to flirt with me but I wasn't interested. I was polite, but didn't lead him on. Misty also engaged in conversation with me too. If I didn't know better I'd have thought she was flirting with me as well. The little innuendos made me laugh, but also made my heart flutter.
Breakfast ended, the guys went to find the others and we headed for the pool. It wasn't hard to find the others. A bunch of pretty girls in white bikinis dancing in a cabana stand out. When we showed up there were the usual girl "Woos" and giggles. We had a drink and joined the group. Our hosts were 3 older men who seemed quite content to have a bunch of young girls dancing in and around their cabana.
We joined the conversation and the fun. Like the night before Misty and I hung out, joining in when we could and making private jokes when we couldn't. Misty made me dance with her. If I thought she danced sexily last night, it was nothing compared to her dancing in a bikini. God that body could move.
Sometimes, when we danced, she'd rub her ass against me. I could feel it against my bare skin. I swear I just wanted to grab it and pull it into me. If Kevin had been there he would have died.
It was a great day, at one point I wanted to get some sun. I lay out on a towel and Misty offered to sunscreen me. I didn't think twice about it until she straddled my body and started rubbing it into me. She straddled my hips and started at my neck slowly rubbing the sunscreen in. Her hands moved slowly over my skin and down my body. I found myself concentrating on her every touch and anticipating where she might go next.
Her hands moved down my body. When she got to the sides of my breasts she slowed down and paid more attention to that area. As her fingers moved in circles on the side of my breasts I let out a soft sigh.
Misty leaned in to my ear and whispered, "Feels good, doesn't it? You have great breasts."
I'm sure I blushed, but all I choked out was thanks.
Misty moved down and straddled my thighs. She continued to rub lotion down my back. Her hands flirted with the band of my bikini bottoms. Sometimes her fingertips Would dip just below the band. I was very aware of her fingers and enjoying her touch.
She moved off to one side and started spreading lotion on my legs. As she moved up my thighs I inadvertently spread them to give her more room. Her hands moved from my ass to my knees. As she went past my pussy I felt a jolt of electricity. There was a part of me that wanted her to touch me and a part of me that was repulsed by the idea.
After a while I could not take the teasing anymore. "That's enough," I said. "Thank you."
We enjoyed the rest of the afternoon dancing, drinking, and generally having a fun time. We all agreed to meet after dinner to go dancing again. I asked where we should go. We pick a different place from the night before and decided to meet in the lobby around nine.
I texted my brother and told him where we would be and he said he might meet us there. Misty and I walked to our rooms. When it was time to split up Misty gave me a big hug.
"I'm so glad we've had this time to get to know each other," she said.
I agreed with her. She gave me another hug and this time kissed me on the cheek. We hugged a bit longer and then split up agreeing to meet in the lobby at nine.
I went to my room, stripped off my bathing suit, and jumped in the shower. The hot water felt good against my body. As I washed the lotion off I started to think about Misty rubbing the lotion on. Absentmindedly I start to caress my breasts and my nipples. Slowly one hand found its way south. With thoughts of Misty rubbing lotion on my body I brought myself to an orgasm in the shower.
I then laid down to take a nap.
I woke up got dressed and went down to the restaurant to grab something to eat. When I got there and some of the other girls were also there.
The outfit for the night was red, bright red. A bright red sheath dress that clung to my every curve. I would have felt self-conscious except everybody else was dressed the same way.
We had a quick bite caught up with the others and grabbed some cabs to the club. Misty and I shared a cab with two other girls.
When we got there we had the drivers drop us off right in front just like the other night. Again we were escorted in past the line almost immediately.
As we were just about to go in we heard someone call out. It was Kevin and Sean. They were in the line waiting to get in. We asked the doorman if they could join us. A little flirting must've worked because he said yes.
We all headed straight for the dance floor. I could see Kevin focus on Misty. Maybe he thought tonight was his chance. Sean kind of zoomed in on me. I wasn't interested in Sean that way so I kept him at arms length and did not lead him on. I spent more time dancing close to Kevin and Misty. Sean eventually drifted off to dance with Christy and Jen.
I danced near Kevin and Misty. I didn't want to interfere. It was Misty who grabbed me and pulled me into their dance. She wrapped her arms around me and started dancing close. Face-to-face almost touching noses. Then she would spin away and do the same to Kevin.
If anybody tried to enter our circle we ignored them. It was just me, Misty, and Kevin.
It was obvious Misty was in charge of our dancing. She'd dance close to Kevin, and then spin away wrap her arms around me and dance with me. A few times she would have me in her arms,standing behind me, and dancing between her and Kevin.
It felt weird sandwiched between the two of them but I let myself go to the music and the sensuous feeling of Misty's arms.
Every once in awhile, while dancing, she would whisper in my ear how hot I looked and how good I felt in her arms. She would often accompany this with a kiss on my cheek, neck, earlobes, or shoulders.
Kevin also got the same treatment. She'd be dancing with him and whisper something to him where they'd both giggle. Often it was accompanied by a kiss on the lips or cheek.
Once we were close in a triangle each facing each other. Misty said, "God you two are hot. I just want to eat you both up."
I know she had her hand on my ass I don't know about Kevin's. I have to admit all through the night I was enjoying her touch. I'd never even considered being with a girl before but I knew she was making me horny.
We continue to dance like this all night. At one point Misty was holding both our hands as we danced in a circle. Holding my hand she placed it on Kevin's ass and his on mine.
I liked the feeling of her hand on my ass. Having Kevin's hand there was a little weird but it also felt good. He had big strong hands compared to Misty's soft little hands. I have to admit I enjoyed it
At some point through all of this Misty kissed me on the lips. It caught me by surprise but I kissed back tongue and all. Then Misty looked at Kevin, she reached out her hand, and pulled him close.
"I'm not leaving you out, you handsome thing," she said.
With that she gave him a deep passionate kiss as well.
It was getting near time to leave. We all danced closely in each other's arms. As we did Misty would occasionally kiss either or both of us.
It was time to go and the three of us grabbed a cab back to the hotel. Misty sat in the middle. She put her arms around us and pulled us both close.
"Oh my God, it's so nice being stuck between two such hot people," she said.
She turned in her seat and gave Kevin a huge kiss on the lips. Then she turned and did the same to me. I knew I should stop her but I didn't want to. It felt good. I was a little weirded out by my brother watching, then again he was kissing her in front of me so why not.
We got to the lobby and Kevin started to say goodbye. Misty jumped in and invited us both to her room for another drink. Kevin looked at me, I shrugged my shoulders and we agreed to go to her room.
When we got to her room I was standing next to Kevin. Misty again wrapped us both in a hug. Well wrapped as much as her small body would let her.
"Mmmm," she said. "I'm so glad we had this time to get to know each other. I'm having so much fun. I hope you guys are too."
Kevin and I assured her we were. She kissed Kevin. A quick kiss on the lips.
"You taste good," she said and kissed him again. This time a longer kiss on the lips.
"I'm not sure who kisses better," she said.
She turned her head to me and kissed me on the lips. A long kiss. At first, I didn't close my eyes. I watched Kevin. I wondered what he was thinking. I knew he thought she was hot, but here she was kissing me and he was watching us. He caught me looking and turned away. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the kiss.
"I better get going," offered Kevin and turned to leave.
Misty grabbed his shirt. "No don't go. I'm having fun. Aren't you?" she pouted.
Kevin mumbled a yes and waited.
Misty kicked off her shoes. "Take off your shoes, get comfortable," she said as she headed for the mini bar.
Kevin and I took off our shoes. We stood there awkwardly next to each other, not sure what to do. Misty made us all screwdrivers, then she climbed on the bed and sat cross legged in the middle.
"Come on," she said. "Let's toast."
Kevin and I climbed on the bed. I tucked my legs under me. Kevin was kneeling. We sat in a circle and Misty raised her glass.
"To love, new family, and endless possibilities," she toasted.
We all drank. Sitting cross legged like that Misty's tight sheath dress slid up her thighs almost to her hips. You could see most of her red panties at the top of her thighs. I noticed Kevin looking more than once. I was wearing the same dress. I realized mine had slid up too and a lot of my ass was showing. I also noticed Kevin taking more than a glance or two at my ass.
Misty caught him looking. "She does have a great ass, doesn't she?" she said.
Kevin kind of stammered something. Misty took my hand and pulled me to my knees. My dress had slid up and half my ass was showing. I put a hand on her shoulder to steady myself.
She reached down and tugged my dress up to my hips. One hand on her shoulder and the other holding a drink there was little I could do to stop her, not that I wanted to.
Looking in my eyes she said, "You really have a nice ass."
I noticed Kevin looking away. She looked past me to Kevin.
"Come on," she said. "Admit it. Your sister has a great ass."
"Yeah," mumbled Kevin.
"Yeah?" teased Misty.
"Yeah, she has a great ass," he finally admitted.
I don't know why but I felt a flush of excitement knowing that Kevin thought I had a nice ass.
Misty reached for Kevin's hand and pulled him to her. She kissed him again.
"Do you think I have a nice ass," she asked as she pulled away. She twisted giving him a better look.
He nodded, not quite sure what to say.
She looked at me. "Lucky boy, he gets to see two great asses at the same time," she laughed. She kissed him again. "Lucky you," she said.
She then pulled me to her and kissed me. "You do have a great ass," she said.
I felt her hand slip around and cup my ass. It felt good. I noticed Kevin watching her hand.
"Mmmmm, soft," she said looking at Kevin.
She took my glass and hers and put them on the night stand. She then put both hands on my ass and kissed me. I put my arms around her neck and kissed her back. She leaned back on her heals. I watched as her hands went to the hem of her dress. In one quick motion she pulled it off over her head.
I watched as her body into view. It was as flawless as you'd imagine. Kevin's jaw dropped open.
"You like?" she said to Kevin.
He just nodded.
Then she reached for the hem of my dress. It was around my waist anyway. She pulled it up over my head. I didn't protest. I lifted my arms to help her. I was wearing a red bra and panty set.
"Your sister's beautiful," she said to Kevin while looking at me.
Kevin didn't reply. Misty leaned in and kissed me again.
"I should go," said Kevin.
Misty stopped kissing me, she reached behind her, unhooked her bra, and let it fall on the bed. She grabbed Kevin by the shirt, pulled him in, and kissed him. As she slid her hand down to his crotch.
"Are you sure you want to go," she pouted. "It doesn't feel like you want to go home." She left her hand in his lap.
She looked at me and said, "it doesn't feel like he wants to leave and it feels like he's packing.
Kevin didn't move.
Ok, that's what was happening but there was a lot going through my head.
Oh my god, I'm practically naked in front of my brother what the hell am I doing. Every time she kissed me I wanted to kiss back. Every time she stopped I wanted her to kiss me again. I knew Kevin had a crush on her watching him kiss her was nice, and kind of hot. I'd never been with a girl. I never thought about it. Seeing her topless in front of me I realized she had cute flawless tits. I felt mesmerized by the situation. I was pretty sure I could with her. This was so out of my norm I had no idea what to do.



Misty was back kissing me. Her hand still in Kevin's lap.
She stopped and looked at her hand. I followed her gaze.
"From the feel of things someone seems to be having fun," she giggled. Then she kissed me again.
As she did her hand went behind me and I felt her unhook my bra. It fell off my shoulders. I held it in place with my hand. She kissed me again. And slowly guided it off my arms. Then she took my hands and placed them on her breasts.
They were so soft. I felt her nipples harden under my fingers. I couldn't stop my hands from exploring. I was loving the way they felt.
As I played with her tits, she turned to Kevin. "Your turn," she said.
She reached over and started undoing his shirt buttons. While she did she cooed at me, "Oh my god Ginny, that feels so good." She leaned her head back for a kiss I gave her one.
As Kevin's shirt came off she ran her hands over his chest. "Mmmmmm, Ginny. Your brother has such a nice chest."
I glanced at his chest. I'd never really looked before, but he really did have a nice chest.
She took one of his hands and placed it over mine on her breast. As she did she moaned. She reached over with one hand and caressed my breasts as she rubbed Kevin's chest with her other.
"God you two are so sexy," she said. "I'm a lucky girl."
Her arms encircled our necks and pulling our three faces close to each other kissed us both.
I was wet, hot, pretty sure I was ready for anything. I realized that Misty had said Kevin was hard. I wondered what his hard cock looked like. I had a feeling I was going to find out even though I wasn't willing to admit it to myself yet.
Misty's hand left my breast. She was kissing me but her hands were off to the side. I felt Kevin move a bit. When I looked Misty had him kneeling, his pants around his thighs, and her hand wrapped around his hard cock. It was thicker and longer than most, not huge, but big. Her hand just fit around it.
Misty caught me looking. "You're brother has a great cock," she said to me.
Then with one hand around his cock she again put her other arm around my neck and pulled me in to kiss her. I loved the way her tongue felt against mine, but as we kissed I couldn't get the thought that her other hand was wrapped around Kevin's cock out of my mind.
As we kissed I felt her other hand slide down my belly. It snaked into my panties and touched my clit. A jolt of electricity hit me. Her fingers didn't stop, they moved to my wet pussy. I parted my legs to give her access. She slid a finger into my pussy and returned to playing with my clit.
I realized that she had one hand in my brothers cock and one in my pussy. I moaned into her mouth.
She turned to Kevin and kissed him. "Your sister's pussy is as wet as your cock is hard," she smiled.
I saw Kevin's eyes follow her hand. He could see her fingers moving under my panties.
The situation was too much. All the different stimulus was too much, I came. I let out a soft moan and lost my balance for a moment. Misty immediately knew what happened.
"Mmmmm," she said. "I love it when I make someone cum."
She pulled her finger out of my panties, brought it to her mouth and licked it clean. Then she leaned in and kissed Kevin again.
"Mmmmmm, so good," she said.
Then Misty practically pounced on me. She pushed me on my back on the bed. Kissing me as we went down. She was kneeling by my hips her hands playing with my tits and kissing me. When I looked Kevin was kneeling on the other side of me lightly stroking his cock.
Misty looked at him. "God, I love watching a guy stroke his cock." She reached out and helped him a bit.
With her other hand she started to tug my panties down. Me lying down and her stroking Kevin's cock she was having trouble getting them off me. She looked at Kevin and said, "Help a girl out here."
Kevin didn't move.
Misty let go of his cock and said, "Fine, I can do it myself". As she took her hand off his cock I could see she had precum on her fingers. They were a little sticky as she went to slide my panties off. I lifted my hips to help her.
"Fucking gorgeous," she said as she slid them off me.
Her fingers were back in my pussy and she was kissing me again. When I opened my eyes I found Kevin watching us and stroking his cock. I closed my eyes again. I let myself go to the feeling of her lips and her fingers in my pussy. The image of Kevin stroking his hard cock going through my mind.
Misty scooted down between my legs and brought her lips to my pussy. I'd never had oral sex, none the less by a girl. It felt amazing. It didn't take long before I was moaning and straining my hips to push onto her tongue. Whenever I opened my eyes Kevin was watching, stroking his cock,
Misty stopped licking me, sat back on her knees, pulled Kevin to her to kiss him. He didn't hesitate. As they kissed I realized that Kevin could probably taste me on her lips.
This led to my mind wondering if he knew how to eat pussy as well as Misty. Oh my god. A picture of my brother eating my pussy flashed into my head. As it did Misty said, "Your brother is fucking hot."
I knew Kevin was good looking, but never thought of him as hot. Now, I realized she was right. He was hot. Big shoulders, flat tummy, those blue eyes and sandy hair. He was hot.
Misty gave him another look and said, "Get out of those clothes." She then knelt between my legs again and lowered her head to my pussy. I closed my eyes and let myself go to the sensations.
I felt the rustling on the bed as Kevin undressed. Knowing he was undressing as Misty ate me was odd and exciting. I couldn't remember the last time I saw him naked, and being here like this I was seeing him more as a handsome man than my brother.
Misty took a moment and looked and Kevin. "Oh my god Ginny, he has an amazing body and his cock looks perfect."
I looked. I had to agree with her. He had a great body. I knew the girls liked him, now I could see why. I'd only slept with one guy before this, his cock was smaller than Kevin's. Kevin's definitely stood out. There was something strong and sexy about it.
Misty was the only one still dressed at all. She was still in her red thong. As she lowered her head back to my pussy she said,"Get these panties off me."
I felt the bed move as Kevin moved behind her. Her tongue in my pussy got uneven as she lifted her legs so he could get them past her knees. I saw him drop the panties on the bed. We were now all naked, what's next, I thought. The thought turned me on. I forgot more and more about Kevin being my brother and concentrated on Misty.
Misty stopped, lifted her head, I saw her turn to Kevin and say. "Do you want to fuck me?"
Kevin nodded his head.
"Fuck me," she said.
Her head went back to my pussy. All of a sudden I felt he thrust forward. I pictured Kevin pushing his cock into Misty's pussy from behind. I was sorry I couldn't see it. I could imagine it though.
As I did a huge wave of pleasure washed over my body. I moaned and pushed my pussy into Misty's face as her tongue brought me to orgasm.
Misty raised her head and brought her face to mine. She started kissing me. I could taste my pussy all over her face. I felt so dirty, so sexy, I loved it.
Now I could see Kevin behind her. I couldn't see his cock, just him. He must have fallen out as she moved because I felt him thrust her forward again and then get a steady rhythm.
"Ginny, your brother has a great cock," she said.
Her face inches from mine, she went on, "Fuck me. God that feels good, oh god Ginny, your brother's cock feels amazing. He is a great fuck. That's it Kevin fuck me, fuck me."
As we lay there she would alternate between kissing me and sucking my tits. The whole time I could feel every one of Kevin's thrusts. Slowly her hand slid back down to my pussy. They circled my clit and slid lightly around the lips. I realized I hadn't touched her. My hand reached out to play with her clit. I knew my brother was fucking her, but it did not register what that meant. As my hand reached her pussy, I also felt my brothers cock.
Misty moaned, "Don't stop. That feels so good."
I wanted to make her feel good. I let my hand play with her clit while my brothers cock picked up speed. I could feel his cock against my fingers as he thrust into her. It was hot. Misty was moaning, Kevin was grunting as he thrust into her, and Misty was pushing into my fingers as he did.
Misty cried out, "Oh my god, this is so fucking hot. I'm cumming."
I felt her whole body shudder.
My pussy started to throb against her fingers. I came again. Three times in an hour. That's more than I'd cum, playing with myself, all month. I felt amazing.
She and I rested for a moment. Kevin kept fucking her but with long soft strokes. Misty's head was resting on my chest.
"You have to feel this cock," she said.
She wanted me to fuck my brother? What we'd done so far was pretty perverted and she wanted me to fuck him? On the other hand I was still horny as hell, and I admit, curious. I never came while my ex boyfriend fucked me. I wondered what it felt like.
Misty scooped her arms under my legs and pulled my knees up. Practically to my chest.
"Kevin, show her what a great cock you have," she said.
Kevin stopped fucking her, he hesitated, it was clear he was also confused. So was I.
Misty kissed me and whispered in my mouth, "Tell him."
I don't know exactly why, after I thought it was to make Misty happy, but the more I thought about it I knew it wasn't true, but whatever the reason, I looked at Kevin and said, "Fuck me."
Kevin got between my legs Misty held them up and placed them on Kevin's shoulders. I never felt so exposed. Not just my pussy being fully on display, but it was my brother looking at it. For some reason the exposure made it hotter, dirtier? Either way, I was wet with anticipation.
Misty reached down and guided his cock to my pussy lips. I felt it at my opening. I'd done this a few times before, with my boyfriend, and always in missionary position with the lights off.
Here I was, totally exposed, my brothers cock about to enter me.
"I love you," I said to Kevin.
"I love you too," he replied as his cock entered me.
He didn't ram it in, but I accepted him easily. I was so wet he sunk right into me. I felt full. I didn't know it could feel this good. He slowly started pumping me.
"That's so fucking hot," said Misty. "Does it feel as good as it looks?" She kissed me.
"Yes," I breathed into her mouth.
Kevin kept fucking me. It felt awesome. Misty lowered her head to my tits and started sucking on my nipples. Her hand slid back down to my clit.
It didn't take long for a wave of pleasure to hit me. A massive orgasm like nothing I'd ever felt before.
"Oh, oh, oh, oh" was all I could say. It was amazing.
Misty stopped playing with my pussy. Truthfully I was glad, the sensation was too much. I was just enjoying my brothers cock in me. It wasn't long after that I felt him start to tense up. I knew he was about to cum.
"Give it to her," I heard Misty say. "Fill her up."
I didn't stop him. I didn't want to stop him. I felt him spasm. Spurt after spurt of hot cum against my pussy walls. I'd always used a condom before. This was totally different. I came again.
Totally spent Kevin laid down on his back on the bed. Misty grabbed my hand and pulled me to Kevin's cock. It was still semi hard and covered in my juices and his cum. She took it in her mouth and sucked it. Then she kissed me. I could taste the lightly salty cum mingled with my tangy juices on her lips.
She then held his cock to me and said, "Suck it."
I lowered my head to it and started licking him clean. Misty and I took turns sucking him. In between cleaning him off we kissed and tasted the flavors on each other's lips.
As we did I felt Kevin's cock getting hard again.
We didn't fall asleep till 4am. In that one night I tried a bunch of new positions and ate Misty's pussy. I fell asleep between Misty and Kevin wrapped in their arms.
I woke up to Kevin's hard cock pressed against my leg. I realized our relationship would ever be the same. I smiled.
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As a couple my husband and I had been involved in the 'Swinging' lifestyle since before we were married. When you are in the lifestyle, that's what you call it, the lifestyle. We started slow, we went to lifestyle dances where couples would meet. They were usually in hotels and out of town. We'd rent a room and go to the dance. We really didn't swap all that much. Maybe twice a year, and even that we didn't do till we'd been in the lifestyle for 6 years.
Up until that point we'd 'soft swap' (only oral) or just have same room sex. It was all new and hot to us. Even after we'd added full swap to stuff we'd do, we often ended up just soft swapping.
We found over the years that people new to swinging were attracted to us. Probably because we were not pushy and made people comfortable.
At the time we had a profile on a few swingers websites. We actually rarely met people that way, but we did start conversations with a few couples. When we asked people why us they told us they liked our profile because it wasn't about sex, it was about the people we like to hang out with and types of things we do for fun. I say we asked, but my husband Kyle Handled most of our correspondence and what I called 'Social calendar'.
One couple was Christine and John. They lived an hour away. They had read our profile and contacted us. Kyle and John communicated through texts for months. Our schedules never seemed to come together. During those conversations they became friends discussing everything from sex to politics.
Christine and John were about 15 years younger than us and new to swinging. They had a lot of questions. Since we never had any expectations of couples we answered their questions honestly. We discussed dances, parties, soft swap, threesomes, and most important, that no means no.
Usually it was Kyle and John, but sometimes Christine and I would talk, usually by phone. We discussed things like jealousy. Would it overtake their marriage? She wanted to know if it was just an excuse for John to cheat? Do couples get jealous and divorced?
I told her these were discussions to have with John. I asked if she trusted him and she said she did, so I told her that if they can't discuss these things the lifestyle was not for them.
A few days later she texted me and thanked me for the advice and said they'd had some great discussions and would really like to meet us. I explained that Kyle was our social director and he and John should find some time for dinner.
As usual we added, "No promises, no expectations except dinner." John and Kyle started looking for a date. Lots of times John would take pics of Christine and send them to Kyle. We'd always share them. She was cute. We'd text back what we'd like to do to her.
John seemed to love the idea of Kyle taking Christine from behind while I made her eat my pussy. These conversations went on for months. Between our work schedules, kids, and John working nights it was impossible to find time to get together.
Then one day the stars seemed to align. We finally found a night we were all available. We decided to get together. We were looking forward to meeting them. We enjoyed their conversation and found them attractive.
Unfortunately, at the last minute, John texted and said he couldn't make it. We expressed our regrets and said hopefully another time.
The John surprised us. "Why don't you guys have dinner with Christine anyway. She has no other plans now"
This surprised us. We had been planning to meet together and usually couples like to meet together.
Kyle and I discussed it and said sure. We again said, "just remind her, no promises, no expectations. Just dinner.
We made plans to pick Christine up at her house. Interesting because we could have just met at the restaurant,but we didn't think much of it.
Christine looked just like her picture. She was pretty, short brown hair, 5'7" about 140!lbs. She looked great. She must have been paying attention when Kyle described how he liked a woman to look. She was wearing a short sleeve short red dress and heels. Nothing too short,but you had to bend at the knees to pick anything up.
We chatted a bit at her house. Nothing exciting, just getting to know each other and where to go for dinner. She did tell us she would text John during the evening to keep him in the loop. That seemed understandable. We jumped in our car and headed to the restaurant.
We were shown to a table. Kyle sat on one side across from Christine and I sat next to her. The conversation was easy. Since they we're new to the lifestyle, and John and Kyle communicated the most, Christine had a ton of questions for me. They were things Kyle had covered with John. They were mostly a recap of how we got into the lifestyle, how we took our time, and that no meant no.
We talked about some of our bad, and some of our funny, experiences. The conversation was easy and fun and we were all enjoying each other.
Up till now we thought nothing of it. We had come with the expectation of a platonic nice dinner and that's what we were having. It was just about as we were almost done that the conversation changed.
Kyle asked Christine about their fantasies. She told us that John had a fantasy about her going out with a couple and being seduced. Obviously this started to change the mood of the evening. In all their conversations John had never mentioned this fantasy to Kyle.
I asked her if that was one of her fantasies too.
"Yeah, it's kinda hot," she said
"What fantasies do you have?" I asked.
"I've never been with a girl before" she admitted.
I moved closer to her and put my hand on her knee. "We can fix that," I said.
Christine just blushed, but she didn't move my hand. Among other things, she told us she likes when someone else takes control.
Up till now Kyle had flirted with Christine, but it had been the light humorous kind. Now he shifted gears.
"Well, I like john's fantasy," he said with a laugh. "Do you happen to have any older couples you've met in mind for this fantasy?"
"Maybe," Christine flirted back.
"Well," said Kyle, "Let's get going. I've been dying to see what panties you are wearing all evening."
She just blushed.
We paid the bill and started to walk out. Kyle put his arm around Christine.
He leaned in and whispered, "Do you want to show me your panties?"
Christine nodded. John kissed her as we stood by the car. Her arms were around his neck and his were on her ass.
He opened the back door for her. I went around the other side and got in the back with her. I slid next to her.
"You're so beautiful," I said as I kissed her.
Then I stopped and reiterated. "Just to be clear, no means no, if you get uncomfortable, or want to stop, for any reason, just say no. And everything stops. ok?
I wanted to make sure she knew she had final control and felt safe .
"Thank you," she said and kissed me again. She and I made out all the way back to her house. When we got in the house she offered us drinks. We said yes and all went in the kitchen. She got us all a drink and we were standing near the center island.
"Thank you," Kyle said and pulled her in for another kiss. I want to say she melted into his arms but it was more like she plastered herself against him and made out like she would do anything.
"I still want to see these panties," said Kyle. He broke the kiss and stepped back. Looking at me he said, "Pull her dress up so I can see them."
Now by this time you must be wondering what's in it for me. Well, first, I'm bisexual and love a pretty girl once in awhile. Second, I think Kyle is super hot and love it when other women do too. I love showing him off. Women marvel and his cock and what a great lover he is. I didn't worry about cheating. I knew he was mine. When we eventually stopped playing in the lifestyle we went on with our lives with happy fun memories. Besides, I got a few fantasies of my own as well.
I got behind Christine and grabbed the hem of her dress.
"Wait," said Kyle. Then he asked Christine, "Should we take pictures for John?"
"He'd love that," she said.
Kyle quickly learned to use her phone camera and said "Now."
I slowly pulled Christine's dress up over her ass to her waist. She was wearing a cute pair of red lacy bikini panties. Kyle took pics the whole time. When it was up over her ass Kyle handed me the camera and started kissing her, his hands cupping her ass under her panties and pulling her to him. I took pictures the whole time.
We all stopped and looked at the pictures.
"Fuck those are hot," said Christine.
"Should we send them to John?," asked Kyle.
"Yes," she replied.
Kyle went back to kissing her when we heard a ding. We looked at her phone. It was a big smiley face.
Kyle told Christine to take her panties off. She smiled and hooked her thumbs in the waistband of her panties and pushed them down over her hips. I took pictures the whole time.
Kyle kissed her again and then had her bend over the counter. He slid his hand down her ass to her pussy. She spread her legs to give him access. He slid his finger into her pussy. I took pics. Then he played with her clit and pussy. She moaned as his fingers played with her clit.
Kyle then took the camera. He started taking pictures as Christine and I kissed and I played with her pussy. He was careful to keep my face out of the pictures.
"Send these?" He asked.
Christine nodded. Kyle sent a bunch of pictures off to John.
I unzipped Christine's dress, pulled it off her shoulders and is fell to the ground. She was naked except for her red heels. I heard Kyle taking more pics. I stepped back and pulled my dress up over my head and undid my bra.
I was enjoying this. Christine was a submissive but active partner. Playing with her pussy she moaned and reacted. I kissed her again.
"Let's go to the living room," I suggested.
Kyle put his arm around her waist. "Still Ok?" he asked.
She replied by kissing him.
When we got to the living room I pulled her down so we were both kneeling in front of Kyle. I unzipped Kyle's pants and tried to pull out his cock. I couldn't pull his rock hard cock through the little zipper. I undid the button and pushed his pants down a bit. They fell to his knees. I reached in and pulled out his cock.
Now Kyle's cock is not huge, but it's bigger than normal. It's about 7-8" long. The shaft is about as thick as tube from a roll of toilet paper and the head is at least an inch thicker. In most swinging situations he was one of the biggest in the room. I always say he is on the sweet side of being too big.
I wrapped my hand around the shaft and took the head in my mouth. I can barely get the head and a little more in my mouth. I pulled it out of my mouth.
"Have you ever seen one this big?" I asked Christine.
"God no " she said.
I knew from our previous conversation she'd had 5 lovers. 3 before she got married, Her first husband, then John.
I held it to her face. "Wanna suck it?" I asked.
Christine didn't answer. She just took the shaft and wrapped her lips around the head. She and I took a minute or two just sharing his cock. When she had his cock in her mouth I took pictures and sent them.
Finally I looked at Kyle and asked, "Why are you still in your clothes."
Christine laughed and said, "Yeah, how come?"
We started undressing Kyle. When we were done he said, "Let's go to the bedroom.
We all climbed on the bed. I took off my panties first. Now we were all naked. Christine was on her back between us. I put my head between her legs and started to eat her. I knew this was one of her fantasies. I've eaten a few women in my time. I like to think I know what I'm doing. Christine helped me keep that belief. She put her fingers in my hair, pushed my face down, and moaned.
Kyle kneeled by her face. She grabbed his cock and started sucking it. Only taking her mouth off it to encourage me and moan.
"Fuck yes, eat me, oh god, you're so good at this, oooooooh, this has never felt so good, Mmmmmmmm, oh god, oh god, don't stop.
As she sucked Kyle's cock I could see him playing with her tits.
"Cum for me," he whispered. "Come on, cum for me."
I felt her shudder. She forgot she was sucking Kyle's cock. She grabbed my hair with both hands.
"Oh my god. Don't stop, uhnnnnggggg." She came.
I stopped eating her and looked at her. She smiled at me. Kyle took a few more pics.
Kyle said, "I want to fuck you." She just nodded her head.
Kyle kneeled between her legs. I took a condom out of my purse.
"John told me you'd been fixed," she said.
"Yes," Kyle replied.
"Please don't use the condom. I'm not on birth control and John isn't fixed, so I make him use one. I want to feel that big cock of yours naked against my pussy."
Kyle looked at me. He would never make a decision like that without me. I knew she'd been monogamous for 6 years and given her background and upbringing there was very little risk involved. I nodded to Kyle.
Kyle placed the naked head of his cock against her pussy lips. You could see the lips just start to open to let him in. I took more pics. I took pics and Kyle slowly sunk his cock into her.
As his cock slid into her she made an Mmmmmm sound. When he was all the way in she said, "God that feels so good."
Kyle started fucking her slowly. I took pics of his cock sliding in and out of her. As he fucked her she groaned, "Mmmmm , that's so good, oh yeah, ohhhhhh, that's good."
Kyle pulled out, she whimpered in protest.
"Roll over and get that hot ass in the air," he said.
She did as she was told. Ass in the air Kyle got behind her slowly slid his cock into her. I made sure I got pictures as he entered her. Then Kyle got down to fucking her. Long hard strokes. She grunted into the bed with each thrust. Moaning as he pulled out grunting or saying, Yes, or Fuck me, or god yes, or any combination. She was enjoying getting fucked.
Kyle then said, "Are you going to eat my wife?"
"Yes," she moaned.
Kyle turned her back on her back and again started fucking her. I straddled her face as her tongue lashed out to greet me. For someone who'd never done this before she was pretty good. I used my knees and put my hands on Kyle's shoulders for balance. Kyle kissed me. I moaned into his mouth.
Christine's breathing got ragged. I lifted my body off her mouth.
"Oh my god, god yes, I'm cumming, oh god, don't stop."
Christine had her second orgasm.
I knew Kyle could go all night. Kyle needs more mental stimulation to cum. A dirty thought hit me.
"Christine," I asked. Where don't you let John cum?"
"On my face," she replied.
"Do you want Kyle to cum on your face so we can send John a picture?" I asked.
She thought for a second. "Yeah, that would be hot."
John pulled out of her and put his cock near her face. He played with her pussy as I jacked him off.
"Come on baby," I coaxed. "Cum on her face. She wants it."
To Christine, "Stick out your tongue. Maybe get some in your mouth too."
She did as I asked.
I kept pumping and coaxing Kyle, "Give it to her, paint her face, cum on it."
She joined in, "I want your cum, cum on me."
I felt him start to shudder. Squirt after squirt of hot cum landed on her face and hair. She looked hot. I got the camera and took a few pictures of her cum covered face.
"Should I send them?" I asked
"Yes," she said.
She got up from the bed and washed her face. She grabbed a robe and put it on. Obviously a sign the evening was over. Kyle and I found our clothes and got dressed.
We said our goodbyes at the door with long kisses and promises to get together, next time with John.
John and Kyle texted a few times after that. It became apparent that our schedules wouldn't jibe and they were off and running in the lifestyle. We always say the student passes the teacher. We like to go out and see where it leads. Most people want to plan sex dates. So we lose touch.
We saw them at a party two years later. We hugged. John pulled out his phone. He still had the picture of Christine with cum on her face.
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Friday
Wow, where do I start. I guess I'll start with who I am. My name is Tina and I am 21 years old. When you hear the rest of this you will be shocked I am 21, but I am. I live at home with my mom, her boyfriend, and my 18 year old brother. Mom's boyfriend has 2 kids, a girl 18 and a boy 19. They stay with us sometimes too.
I go to the local college and I am a liberal arts major. This year I took a summer job working in the office of a small insurance firm. My dad knows the owner and got me the job. That's how this all started.
The office is small. 7 people. Our boss, 2 guys in sales, a woman who does books, a tech guy, a woman who does marketing, and me. It's a small close knit group. Half of what they say to each other would be grounds for sexual harassment suits. No one cares, it's all funny, but it contributed to what happened. I answer phones, act as receptionist and do whatever they ask me to do.
The day it all started was just a normal day. We were expecting a client. It was someone everyone in the office knew except me. Having just started I had not met him yet. His name was Dave.
He showed up around 10. Now, I know he is 52. When I saw him I thought he was 40 something. He was not super handsome, but he was better than average. He was tall, a bit overweight, but in that way you'd think you don't want to fight him.
What stood out was he was funny. From the moment he walked in he had me laughing or giggling. He was a flirt but not in a creepy way. I could see why everyone liked him. We chatted, laughed, he met with my boss, he came out, we chatted and laughed some more. Then he left. Nothing unusual.
The next day he sent an email to me. Nothing wild, just a normal welcome aboard, nice meeting you, looking forward to working with you. I responded saying it was fun meeting him and I hope to see him again. That was the starting point. Right there. That's when I invited him in.
He responded that he would not be back for a while but that we could chat by email if I wanted. I said I'd like that. I actually liked the idea. I had free time in the office and chatting with this witty guy would be fun. I gave him my personal email and text and told him to stay in touch.
During that day he sent me a few funny things. Nothing out of the ordinary for me but they were things that obviously required thought and an understanding of my sense of humor. I was enjoying the conversation and light flirting.
The next day there was a good morning email. He asked what I was doing. I said nothing, that the office was slow today. He said I should spice it up. I asked how and he said, "You're a pretty girl, I am sure you could spice up any room."
I replied and asked how he suggested I do that. His response was that he could think of something.
I asked him to tell me, and he asked if that was a dare.
I hesitated. I'd played truth or dare in high school, it was always sexual. Was this conversation going that way? I figured what the hell, a dare or two might be fun. So I said yes, I dared him to tell me how to spice up my day. In return he said only if I promised to do it. I told him I promised. After all, he was not here and no one could force me to do anything.
He said. "Before I dare you, tell me what you wore to work".
I was feeling flirty so why not. I guess you want to know about me. I am 5'2 125. I have long brown hair to the middle of my back. I am told I am pretty. I don't have that angular straight line face models have. Mine is more round girl next door.
I was wearing a blue pleated skirt and a cream blouse. He wanted more. How long was the skirt, how many buttons on the blouse, was I wearing stockings, and what I was wearing underneath.
This was a little fun. He was in another state, so what harm in telling him. I told him I was wearing a matching thong and bra, white with pink lace. He responded appreciatively.
He said, "Here is your dare. Pull your skirt up so you are not sitting on the back. So you can feel your ass against the seat. Let the front fall where it may."
The dare was pretty easy. My desk was where everyone could see me, but people are busy and no one was looking. I agreed and while sitting pulled my skirt up as far as it would go. Then I scootched up just enough to pull my skirt out from under me.
Just as I did that I looked to my left. One of the sales guys, Tom, had seen me. I felt my heart jump. I also had to admit it was hot. My skirt front was about 2" from my crotch and I was caught pulling it up.
I quickly told my friend what happened. He asked how it made me feel getting caught. I had to admit it was a rush of excitement. Even though I'm 21 and don't have a lot of experience, I always liked being looked at.
Even when I was younger , I realized my brothers friends were checking me out. I loved it. I would often let them catch glimpses of me in just a T and panties. If they were over I'd wear something tight to show off a bit. Once my dad walked in on me as I was getting out of the shower. He said sorry and quickly closed the door. I almost ran to my room to play with myself. I still sometimes think of that when I masterbate.
Here I was showing off in the office. My heart was beating faster. I was very nervous but I had to admit it was also fun. I told him exactly how I felt. He asked me if it was a turn on knowing I'd been caught. It was and I told him. He asked me if the sales guy was still checking me out. I looked over. He was looking at me but all of a sudden he turned and looked away. I pretended I didn't notice.
I told Dave he was looking at me.
I took a makeup mirror out of my desk and put it on top in a position where I could see Tom. I could see he kept on checking out my legs as I sat there. Again I told Dave what was happening. He again asked me how I felt about it. I started to see a pattern. Every time he asked me about something he asked me how I felt about it.
I told Dave exactly how I felt. He asked if I was ready for my next dare.
I was intrigued now. The last one was fun. Tom was still checking me out. I wondered what next dare would be.
I told Dave I was ready. He said I dare you to scratch your upper thigh almost all the way to the band of your panties pulling your skirt up as you go. I thought about it. I knew Tom kept looking. I know if I did the dare he would see me do it. The idea both scared and excited me.
I told Dave okay. Dave responded for me to tell him when I'd done it and what, if any, was the sales reps reaction. I still had my make up mirror on my desk. I dropped my hand to my thigh and started scratching my thigh. The sales rep saw me and just watched. I could see him by looking in the mirror. He kept glancing away hoping I wouldn't catch him but he looked more and more.
Slowly I slid my skirt up as I scratched. As I did the Tom looked away less and less. I could feel the front of my skirt slide up. It was pretty much in my lap. As my hand moved up I was exposing more and more of my leg. Since I wasn't sitting on my skirt I also was exposing the side my ass. By the time I got to the top Tom was just staring at me. I pretended not to notice.
I pulled my hand away I let my skirt fall back into place. The side dropped down but the front stayed almost up to my waist. If someone came to my desk they would see my panties. I'm not sure if the sales rep could see them from where he was.
I told Dave would happened. Again he asked me how I felt. I told him I was extremely nervous but that was really fun. He asked me again if I was turned on. I had to admit my pussy was wet. I just told him it made me feel sexy. He asked if I wanted my next dare.
I knew that I shouldn't but I was feeling excited and said, "Yes."
The next dare was to call the sales rep over to my desk and show him something or ask him a question. I knew that if I called him over he would see right up my skirt. My panties would be on full display. I told Dave I couldn't do it. He said yes I could and coaxed me to do it. I finally agreed. I have to admit I wanted to do it from the start but hesitated wondering the consequences. I also enjoyed the feeling of being told what to do.
I called Tom over. I thought he was going to fall over himself getting to my desk. When he got there it was obvious he could see my panties. He was trying not to stare but he was doing it poorly. I could not believe I was doing this but it felt hot. Feeling brave I pushed back from my desk a little giving him a good view. I gave him the papers I'd called him over for and he went back to his desk.
I told Dave what happened. Again he asked me how I felt. By this time I was feeling hot and excited. It made me feel very sexy to show off. He was making me see a side of myself I didn't really realize I had.
All I said was, "This is hot."
He asked me if I was ready for my next dare. I knew it would be something more. I wasn't sure what I could do but I was very curious as to what he would ask. Again I knew I shouldn't do it but I couldn't help myself.
I said, "Yes."
It was now lunchtime. Being a poor college student I usually eat lunch at my desk. Most of the staff goes out. Dave asked me who was in the office. I told him just the two sales reps. One was working. The other one, the one who watched me show off, well, I don't think he wanted to leave his desk. Dave gave me my next dare.
He told me to go to the bathroom and tuck the back of my skirt into my panties. He told me to come out walk by the two sales reps. If they said anything I was to fix my skirt. If they didn't when I sat down I was supposed to pretend to notice and say "oh my God. Why didn't you tell me my skirt was up. ". My heart was beating fast. If I did this dare my ass would be on full display to both the sales reps.
I'm not sure what possessed me to say yes, but I did. I got up and walked to the restroom. When I got there I looked in the mirror. I asked myself why am doing this. I could see my face was flushed. I could also tell my panties were getting soaked. I reach behind me and tucked the back of my skirt into my panties. I checked it out in the mirror. With just the little bit I tucked in you really couldn't see much. I hesitated. Then I tucked more into my panties. Now my ass was on full display.
My heart was pounding. I walked out of the restroom and passed the two sales guys. I could feel them both staring. After a moment Bill, the sales guy I hadn't been showing off to, told me my skirt was tucked in my panties. I reached back pretending to be surprised. I pulled it out of my waistband and let it fall into place. As I did I thanked him for telling me. Bill laughed and said that he didn't want to tell me but he felt obligated. He was enjoying the view.
I laughed and for some reason I don't understand I reached back flipped skirt up and said, "There happy now," as it fell back in the place.
Bill said not really but it was a start.
I went back to my desk and told Dave exactly what happened. The first thing he said was, "Good girl ".
I don't know why but those words really made me feel good. I like that he called me a good girl. He asked me if I was having fun. I replied that I was. He asked if I was ready for my next dare.
I said okay. After all I was having a lot of fun. Showing off was exciting me. Being told what to do also excited me. Dave told me to pull the back of my skirt up so I was sitting on it again. He told me from now on I should always wear a skirt or dress to work and never sit on the back of it. I should always flip it up before I sat down.
I just said, "Okay."
I reached down pull the back of my skirt up. As I did it I noticed Tom looking right at me. I just smiled at him and pulled the skirt up. Tom smiled back. Now he knew that I knew he was looking. He also knew I did not mind. Again I could feel how wet my pussy was. I was actually thinking of going in the restroom and masturbating.
I told Dave I did it and that Tom watched me while I did it. Again the question came. How did I feel. I told him I was feeling sexy and hot. He asked me if I was wet. This was the first reference to my body. I hesitated, and told him I was.
Again he said, "Good girl."
Again I felt a rush of excitement when he said it.
Tom was still looking at me. I said, "Take a picture it will last longer."
He laughed and said, "I should've taken a picture when you walked out of the rest room."
" Yeah, you'd probably like it if I walked around without a skirt all day, " I replied.
He of course said he would.
Sarcastically I said, " I'm sure the rest of the office would appreciate it."
He said, "They wouldn't care. None of them will be back this afternoon."
I asked where they'd all gone and he told me. There was a meeting with our accounting firm. The tech guy was working from home and our marketing person was meeting with a vendor.
"Oh," I said, "and what do you think Bill would say?"
Bill, obviously listening to our conversation, chimed in. "I second Tom's opinion."
Tom and I both laughed at that.
I just laughed and said I don't think I should but it sounds fun. I then told Dave about the conversation. He said that it sounded like fun and told me I should do it. I responded that that was ridiculous. After all, what was I supposed to do, just stand up and take my skirt off. He then gave me a list of instructions.
Scratch my thigh the way I did before. When I caught Tom looking smile at him and say, "enjoying the view?" When he responded I was to say, "I suppose you would really like it if I were working without a skirt on."
Whatever he replied I was stand up, say, "What the hell, and let it fall to the floor.
I could not believe it. There was no way I could do that. I mean we had a flirty office but this was crossing the line. Then again, as I read what he wanted me to do admit I almost came right then and there. Chatting with Dave I put up some resistance. I didn't say no way. I said I didn't think I could do it, told him he was crazy, and said the guys would freak out. Dave said he bet they would love it.
I looked over and again saw Tom looking at me. I smiled and he smiled back. As I looked at him, I thought of Dave's instructions. My hand almost with the will of its own went down to my thigh and started scratching my leg. As Tom watched and I looked at him I swell we scratched my leg and pulled my skirt up like I did before. He kept watching and I kept looking at him.
The words came out of my mouth just as Dave told me too. "Are you enjoying the view? "
Tom's reply was. "You have great legs."
I responded, "I suppose you would really like it if I working without a skirt on."
I could not believe I said it. As I did my heart was beating a mile a minute. I could think of Dave online wanting to give me the next step. I wonder what more I could do. Then Tom replied.
He laughed and said, "You're not brave enough."
Wow, that gave me the excuse to actually do it. I don't even think I hesitated. I stood up, unzipped my skirt, and let it fall to the floor. I look at Tom and said, "Is that better?"
He was just staring at me mouth open. I looked at Bill, he was staring too. There I was standing at my desk in just my thong, top, and heels.
Before Tom could respond Bill said, That's almost perfect."
I did a little pirouette and said, "I hope you're happy now," and sat down.
I started typing to Dave telling him exactly what happened. As I was typing it I was reliving it in my mind. I felt hot as hell. I think if one of the guys wanted to fuck me I would've bent over my desk right then and there.
Dave responded that he knew I could do it. He told me he was proud of me. Having him tell me that made me feel good. Why was I enjoying the strangers approval so much.
As I was typing Bill commented that he didn't see what color my thong was. I was telling Dave all as it was happening.
Dave just responded "Well show him."
I didn't even hesitate. I just stood up, pulled the hem of my shirt up so my navel was showing, and said, "White and pink".
I could tell they did not expect that. They were both speechless.
As I stood there Bill came to his senses and said, "You have a great belly."
I was really enjoying the compliments. Tom asked me if my bra matched. I told him it did. He said he'd like to see. Teasingly I pulled my top up and exposed my bra. They both complimented me and told me I had a great body and that my bra and panties were cute.
I said, "Ok, I have work to do. I can't be parading around ½ naked all afternoon."
As I went to sit down Bill commented that since I'd shown them my bra anyways, why don't I work with my top off. I responded that they would not get any work done. They laughed. Bill replied that he was pretty caught up anyway.
I laughed, sat down, and started telling Dave everything that happened. He asked me if I was enjoying showing off. I told him. I told him exactly how I felt. After all, I really was. I always knew I liked to flirt but this was way past flirting. This was being an exhibitionist. As I thought of that word, a hot flash went from my pussy to my brain. I immediately realized that the total idea of showing off thrilled me to the bone. I was an exhibitionist.
I'd been sitting for a few minutes. The guys had gone back to their work. I was having a hard time concentrating. All I could think of is standing up, taking off my top, and showing the guys my bra. I told Dave and he said "Just do it."
What? Just stand up, take off my shirt? Just like that? What would the guys think? Could I really just do that? I typed my doubts to Dave.
His response, "You'd love it. So would they."
I could not believe I was actually considering this. The conversation had passed. If I were to do it now it would be a deliberate act not just a response to some teasing. Dave was encouraging me online. I was resisting but my resistance was getting lamer and lamer. All the while my pussy was getting wetter and wetter. Finally, my pussy won. I stood up, went to get a file. The guys eyes followed my ass as I walked. When I turned around they were both looking at me. I looked at one, then the other.
I just said, "OK," and I pulled my top off.
Here I was standing in the middle of the office in front of Bill and Tom in my bra, panties, and heels and I was loving it. They were both telling me how beautiful and sexy I was. I felt both. I saw Bill's eyes drop to my panties. The thin white material stretched over my pussy. I realized suddenly how wet I was and that they could see the wetness on my panties.
I started to blush, but also realized I wanted them to know. I could feel their eyes on me. It just made me wetter.
Bill was the first to say something. "Looks like you're enjoying this too."
He was right and we all knew it. I didn't deny it. I went back to my desk. I was about to sit and Bill joked, "Do you want to put down a towel first?"
I just laughed and asked if he wanted me to do that so he could take the towel home.
His response, "You bet."
I sat down and started telling Dave everything that happened. He responded with approval and then said, "I knew when I met you that you have a little slut streak. Don't you?"



Wow, slut? If someone had called me a slut the day before I would have scratched their eyes out. Now, I was taking it as a compliment.
I responded that I had never done anything like this before. I had had sex 4 times before with a nice guy. I just thought it was time. I did not consider myself slutty. Yet, when he called me that, I liked the way it felt. I don't know why but I told him exactly what I was feeling.
He responded "good girl".
Mmmmmmm, I thought
He told me what to say next. As I read it I knew I shouldn't but I knew I was going to. I read it right off the screen.
I looked down at my pussy and said, "Oh my god, I did not realize my panties had soaked through like that."
Both guys heads bobbed up immediately.
Bill responded. It was obvious that Bill was the quicker thinker. I think he grasped what was going on. "Yeah, they are pretty wet. Pretty Transparent. Hell it was almost like you weren't wearing that thong at all."
With my shaved pussy I knew they could see everything
Again, the words popped out of my mouth, "You'd like that wouldn't you."
Oh my god. Did I just say that? I furiously typed and told Dave what was happening.
His response, "That's my good little slut."
I responded, "Thank you."
Thank you? What was that all about? I am thanking a guy who talked me into sitting in my office in my bra and panties? Yet there I was feeling, hot, sexy, grateful, and like I'd do anything he asked. The next thing he typed made me cum. Yes, right there is my chair. I wasn't touching myself but I was rubbing my legs together and leaning forward in my seat trying to stimulate myself. He didn't say anything dirty, but his next command was to do something that changed the dynamic. Up till now I had been reacting to them. Now he was telling me to take the lead.
The words on the screen said , "Tell the guys they are right. Your panties are soaked and they are getting uncomfortable. Ask them if they'd mind if you take them off."
At that point I knew where this was going. If my panties came off I knew these guys were going to fuck me. I knew it and Dave knew I knew it. Here I was, considering fucking 2 guys in my office, 2 guys I had never even considering dating, and worse, I knew I was going to do it.
I could pretend I was doing it for Dave, but I wasn't. I wanted this. Me, sweet Tina, 1 lover in my past, was about to become a total slut, and I was thrilled by the idea. Let's face it. For me to go this far in one day, I had to admit I wanted it. I wanted to be a slut. I wanted to be told what to do. I didn't even resist. I told Dave, "OK".
It wasn't as hard as I thought. I had not looked, but the guys noticed my orgasm. They were speechless. Just staring at me. I said it. I asked if I could take my panties off. Exactly as Dave told me to. Tom just stared but Bill quick as usual said, "Come over here. I'll do it for you."
I looked at my PC. Quickly typed the interaction and saw the immediate response. "Go.".
I stood up and walked over to Bill. He was only a few feet from me, but it felt like I ran 5 miles. I was breathing heavy, flushed, and perspiring a little. Bill was staring at my panties. I looked. They were soaked through. Completely Transparent. I stood in front of Bill. Arms by my side.
He looked at my face and said, "Are you sure?"
I put my arms on his shoulders, looked him in the eye, and said, "Yes Bill, I want my panties off. Please take them off me."
That was it. I felt his hands on the waist band. He slid them off down my hips. I stepped out of them.
Bill said, "You have a gorgeous pussy." I
I had not moved. My hands were still on his shoulders. Bill looked at Tom and said, "I think that bra should come off too."
He was right. I wanted to be naked. I wanted these 2 guys to see me naked. Tom stood up and walked over. I felt Bill's hand back on my thigh. I shivered. His hand moved to my pussy. As his hand grazed my clit I came again. I was on fire. I kept my eyes on Bill and felt the clasp of my bra come undone. I turned and looked at Tom and shrugged it off my shoulders.
I actually said, "Thank you."
That was it. Bill knew who I was. He looked me in the eyes and said, "That's a good slut."
His fingers in my pussy and hearing the word out loud, I came again.
Bill didn't stop. "I've wanted to fuck you since I met you. Do you want me to fuck you?"
"Yes," I said quietly.
"What did you say?"
"Yes, I want you to fuck me."
"And are you a slut?"
"Yes," I said
"What? came the response.
"Yes, I am a slut and I want to be fucked," I said it.
Bill pushed me to my knees and told me to pull out his cock. I had not seen a lot of cocks. This one looked like the one hard one I saw. I pulled his cock out of his pants. I was now face to face with it. I knew what oral sex was. I had a good idea of what to do, but I had never done it before.
Bill said, " Suck it you slut."
My mouth was immediately on it. I wrapped my lips around it and pretended I was eating a Popsicle. I loved the way it felt. I loved the way I felt. He kept moaning and calling me a slut. Telling me to suck his cock. Telling me I was a good slutty cocksucker. Every word made me want to please him more and more.
As I sucked Bill, Tom had pulled out his cock and was stroking it. I could see him out of the corner of my eye. The fact that these 2 hard cocks were hard over me was hot. I loved it.
Bill looked at Tom and said, "Do you want some of this sluts mouth?"
Tom hesitated. I reached out and took his cock in my hand. I pulled him close and said, "Please."
He moaned as I took him in my mouth.
I felt Bill position himself behind me. I knew what doggie style was, but again, I had never done it. Bill said, "Get that slutty ass up in the air"
I grabbed Tom's hand and pulled him to the ground so I could continue to suck his cock. As I did I raised my ass. Bill rubbed his cock against my pussy. I was dripping. His cock touched my clit and I went off again.
Bill said to Tom, "This slut's cunt is dripping wet."
Cunt? Cunt? Yesterday I would have stabbed him. Today I loved the way it felt. I wanted to hear it again. I wanted to say it.
I could feel his cock against my pussy. I wanted it in me. "Please," I said. "Fuck me."
Bill had obviously done this before. His response "I'm not fucking you. I'm fucking your little slut cunt."
I came again.
His cock slid in me. I'd never felt anything like it. There was nothing special about his cock but being here, in this office, with these 2 guys, had every nerve in my body tingling. I moaned as he entered me.
"That's it slut, take my cock. Fuck me."
I started fucking him. He started fucking me. I could feel his cock sliding in and out of me. Every movement sent jolts through my pussy. I could feel the cock in my mouth. I tried to picture how I looked. I knew guys liked my ass. I was wishing I could get a picture. The thought of that made me come again.
As I came I felt Tom's cock start to stretch. He said, "Oh my god, I'm going to cum."
I started to pull my mouth away but Bill pushed my head down and said, "No, good sluts swallow. Get every drop."
I came again.
Tom started to cum. It squirted in my mouth. I swallowed and swallowed but I was not fast enough. Some dripped out on my face. I pulled off his cock and the last shot of cum hit me in the cheek. I actually felt bad. Bill had said to get it all and I couldn't.
I was relieved when Bill said, "That's a good slut. You look good with cum on your face."
Tom pulled away. Bill pushed my head to the floor pulling my ass higher. He started fucking me harder and harder. I fucked back.
"Are you ready for a cuntful of cum, slut?"
Bill said.
"Yes"
"Yes What?"
"Yes I want your cum"
"Tell me more"
I started screaming. "Fuck me. Fuck my cunt. Fill my slutty little cunt with cum. Make me a slut. Fill me up."
I could feel it. It was incredible. I had always used a condom before. After my boyfriend and I broke up I went on the pill. This was the first time I felt cum in my cunt. It was hot, I could feel it squirting in me. I could feel it flood around his cock and start dripping out of my pussy. I came so hard I went limp. Bill was holding my ass up to keep me from falling. I did not think I could do any more or that it could get any better. I was wrong.
Tom was hard again. His cock was bigger than Bill's. Not a lot, but bigger and he was hard again. Now he was into it. "
"Get that slutty little ass over here so I can fuck you."
I did as told. Again with my ass in the air I felt a cock enter me. Even though I was soaking wet and had a load of cum in me I could feel the size difference. I felt full. Tom started fucking me in earnest. Hard, Fast. All the while calling me a slut and asking me what I want.
I was glad to respond. The words were hot. "Fuck me. Fuck me like the slut I am. Fuck my cum filled cunt. Give me your load. Shoot in me."
I had no idea I could talk like that but every slutty word made me tingle.
I felt it. I felt him spasm. I felt the cum hit my pussies walls. I felt it leak out of my pussy around his still thrusting cock. It was amazing. I had an orgasm like nothing I can describe.
I was done. Exhausted, sweaty, satiated, quivering. It was almost closing time. Bill and Tom went to the restroom to clean up. I started picking up my clothes. Bill came out of the restroom. I was not sure how to act. Naked, Cum dripping out of my pussy and down my leg. I couldn't look at him. Bill walked up to me. He hugged me and kissed me on the forehead.
Very sweetly he said "Tina, you are a very special girl. We adore you."
All of a sudden I felt safe and cared for. He handed me a towel. It was clean and must have come from his gym bag. I wiped myself clean. He went and found my skirt and bought it to me. I got dressed.
Bill and Tom both hugged me before they left. They were so sweet. I sat at my desk then asked Dave if he was there. He responded so I told him what happened. He asked a lot of questions and at one point I played with myself as I recapped what happened. I came once again.
It was time to go home. I said goodbye and went to sign off.
His last words were, "Good Girl."
As I drove home I replayed the day over and over in my head. I had to admit it was the hottest thing I ever did. I also knew that I jeopardized my job. What will the guys think of me monday. What if they told others. The, told others, part scared me and excited me. Why was I feeling that? Why would I want others to know what a slut I'd been. I knew Dave was a bad influence. I resolved not to talk to him again.
I got home around 6. I could tell by the cars out front that everyone was home. The house is not that big. When Mark, my moms BF, had his kids over, his daughter slept in my room and son shared with my brother. I could see my mom cooking dinner.
Mark was on the couch watching TV with my brother Chuck. I asked where Kevin and Cindy were. Mark said Cindy was in my room and Kevin was in the basement playing video games with a friend.
All was perfectly normal. It seemed weird going from complete office slut to family girl. Nothing was different at home, but I felt different. When Mark looked at me I wondered if he could see the slut in me. I noticed how handsome my brother was. I wondered if Mark and mom had sex a lot. I thought of Chuck's girlfriend and wondered if she liked sex with him. I realized I had sex on the brain.
I said hi to my mom and went to my bedroom to change. As I walked I realized that my mom was still a beautiful woman and again wondered about her sex life with Mark. When I got to my room Cindy was in there. I said hi and we made the usual small talk. She was playing on her iPad. I imagined chatting with friends. Cindy is a pretty girl. At 18 she must've weighed 100 lbs. Guys in school didn't chase her all over but you could tell she was going to be a stunner.
I was going to change out of my office clothes. I wasn't going out, so no reason to get dressed. Sweats, yoga pants, shorts? I went through my drawers. While tossing clothes an old pair of running shorts showed up. They were at least 2 years old. I thought about how tight they'd be. I wondered if my ass would hang out. I wondered what Dave would say.
I picked up my iPad. I figured I'd check my mail. After that I logged into Facebook to catch up on my friends. As I did, Dave messaged me. I should have ignored it.
"Have a fun day."
"it was different."
"Admit you loved it."
"I shouldn't have."
"But you did."
"Yes."
Dave then asked if I were home.
I said, "Yes."
Then he asked who else was home. I told him. He asked more. He asked what they looked like, their ages, what they did. It was all pretty normal conversation. I was enjoying it. He then asked if the boys had ever seen me in my underwear.
I thought about ending the conversation. I should have, but I couldn't. I told him I'm sure my brother had seen me once or twice by accident. No big deal.
He then asked me what I was doing.
I told him I was going to change for dinner.
He asked what I was going to change to.
I told him I didn't know yet.
He then asked if he could pick. I said I did not think that was a good idea but asked what he suggested. First he asked if I had any running shorts. Tight ones. I immediately thought of the old pair I'd just seen. That was some coincidence. I said yes. He told me to put those on with a shirt that showed some belly. I said I'd think about it and that I was going to dinner.
I stood up and pulled off my work clothes. As I did Cindy turned to watch. When I was in my bra and panties she said, "You always have such pretty underwear. My mom always insists on getting me boring cotton stuff."
I told her I could take her shopping. She got all excited and I promised we'd go this weekend. I pulled on the shorts. They were tight. My ass cheeks definitely hung out. I checked myself in the mirror. I was sure mom would say something. I then found a short V neck T, also a little small. It showed off my cleavage and my belly.
I picked up my iPad. When Cindy wasn't looking I snapped a selfie and sent it to Dave.
He responded. "Not enough belly. Roll the waistband down."
I didn't even protest. I just did it. I rolled it down till you could almost see the crack in my ass and snapped another selfie and sent it. Cindy caught me doing it.
"Who's that for?" she asked.
"Just a friend." I replied
"Must be some friend."
Since she knew anyways I asked if she'd take on from behind. She jumped up and grabbed my iPad. She snapped one. Then said "That's not good, let's try again. Put your hands on your hips."
I did as I was told and she took another. "Not quite good enough," she said. "Look back at me over your shoulder."
I did as I was told and again she snapped a picture. "Perfect," she said.
I looked at the picture. I have to admit she had a great eye. I looked very hot. I sent both pictures to Dave and said, "How's this?"
"Perfect," he replied
Mom called dinner was ready. We got to the kitchen.
Mom looked at me and said, "Isn't that a little bit tight?"
Mark heard her, looked, and said, "She looks fine to me."
Mom almost never argues with Mark. She did not argue this time either.
Chuck looked at me. Normally he just looks and goes on with what he's doing. This time he definitely took a moment and checked me out. I felt a little chill in my pussy.
Kevin and his friend Peter came upstairs. As soon as they saw me they both stopped. Their mouths open but they didn't say anything. Finally Peter broke the silence
"Wow you look great," he said.
Kevin and Chuck mumbled their agreement and we all sat down for dinner. During dinner the boys paid a lot of attention to me. They asked me about my day. They asked my opinions on things. Whenever I asked for something they practically jumped all over each other to get it for me.
I admit it was a lot of fun and felt good. I could see that Cindy noticed the attention I was getting. I looked at mom to see if she had any reaction. She just carried on like nothing was different.
Peter asked me what I was doing after dinner
I said I was going to grab my iPad and watch TV in the living room.
It was my turn to do the dishes. As I stood up and started to grab them Peter and Kevin jumped up and said they'd do them.
I said thank you and went to my room to get my iPad. Cindy followed me to my room.
"Wow" she said, "I wish I could get that much attention."
I laughed and said, "Yes that was weird wasn't it."
"Who are you kidding? You look amazing." I thought they were going to kill each other for your attention. they never pay attention to me like that," she said.
"Oh, I'm pretty sure you could get lots of attention if you tried," I said.
She looked doubtful. I got online and told Dave how dinner went and about my conversation with Cindy. Dave loved it. He then told me I should help Cindy out. I told him no way.
He asked me how I felt when no one noticed me? That others got all the attention? He was right of course. Then he went a different direction.
"Imagine all those guys looking at her cute ass. Think how naughty that would be." I had to admit it would be naughty.
I asked what I should do. He told me.
I looked at Cindy and said, "I bet I can get the guys to notice you."
She asked how.
It was not unusual for us to put our pajamas before we went to watch TV. Cindy usually slept in an oversized T-shirt and panties. I pulled a T-shirt I had from my drawer and gave it to her. She took it from me, looked at it, and said "are you sure?".
I said "Try it on."
I pulled out one just like Dave described to me.
She undressed down to her bra and panties and then stopped. She looked at me.
"You don't normally sleep in a bra," I said.
Cindy took off her bra. She had the perfect perkiest tits. She looked at me shyly, as if she wanted approval.
"Mine were not that big when I was your age," I said.
Cindy smiled, grabbed, the T-shirt and put it on. It was not too tight, but it did show some curves, and came just below her ass. If she walked or bent over you would definitely see her panties. Again, she looked at me for approval.
"You look perfect," I said. "Here let me show you." I grabbed my iPad And took a couple pictures of her.
I showed her the pictures. She smiled and said, "Now what?"
I said, "Let's go watch TV. "
When we walked into the living room it was full. It seems all the boys decided to watch TV also. I asked what what they were watching.
Chuck said, "Nothing really, you can pick what you want to watch."
Just to test our power I chose a fairly girlie show. No one argued they just changed the channel. I think they then noticed Cindy behind me. The boys all turned to look at her. I thought mom was going to say something, but she always leaves Cindy's discipline to Mark.
Mark just looked at Cindy and said, "Oh hi sweetie, I did not see you there."
All the chairs were taken. Cindy and I laid down on the floor in front of the boys with our legs towards them and our heads towards the TV. I knew they were all checking out our asses. I looked over and noticed Cindy's T shirt had slid up and most of her panties were showing.
I got on my iPad and messaged Dave. I told him what was going on and sent him the pictures of Cindy.
"Nice," he said in response to Cindy's pictures. "Having fun?" he asked.
I had to admit I was.
While we were watching TV I said, to no one in particular, "I'm thirsty. "
Peter jumped up and said, "What can I get you?"
I said, "Water would be fine."
Then Cindy said, "I'd like some water to."



Kevin stood up and said, "I'll get it for you. "
Cindy looked over at me I just smiled. I mouthed the words, "Told you so." Cindy smiled.
As we watched TV I continue to chat with Dave. Nothing interesting just normal nice conversation. I did keep him up-to-date with everything that was going on. At one point I looked over and noticed that Cindy's T-shirt had pulled up so far that now all of her bikini panties were showing and you could see some skin over them. No one said a word about it. I told Dave what was happening.
Then Dave made his next suggestion. "Get up, go to the bathroom, and roll the band of your shorts far enough that your thong is showing above it."
I didn't even think twice I just got up and did what he said. I went back and lay down next to Cindy again. I could feel the eyes staring at my whale tail in the curve of my ass. I told Dave.
He told me to reach down and scratch my ass at the bottom of my shorts. He said to pull them up as I scratched and show off most of my ass.
I of course argued with him and told him I couldn't do that. I reminded him that my mother and brother were in the room.
He said, "If either of them says anything I will not ask you to do anything ever again."
I reached back and did what he said. I slowly scratched my butt pulling the leg of my shorts up as I went. My entire ass cheek was on display. No one said a thing. Dave was right.
His next suggestion was just so wrong I was embarrassed that it turned me on.
"Put your hand on Cindy's back on the skin right above her panties. Lightly rub her back pushing her shirt up a couple of inches."
Just the thought of this made me wet. Who am I kidding I was already wet, but this really made me tingle. I reached over and did what he said. No one said a thing. I don't think anyone moved.
Cindy put her head down in her arms and said, "Mmmmmm, that feels good."
As I rubbed her back, when my hands went down towards her ass, I would slide my fingers just a little under the band of her panties. Each time I did I pushed them down a bit and she would give a soft sigh.
The show ended and truthfully I was getting tired and wanted to get some sleep. I stood up and said I was going to bed. Cindy stood up and said she was too. Mark stood up and gave Cindy a hug good night. Then he turned to me and did the same. When he hugged me his hand was right at the top of the band of my panties. He could feel my exposed thong.
Cindy and I headed to bed. When we got to our room Cindy turned and hugged me.
"That was so much fun!" she gushed.
I laughed and said, "Men are so easy."
She kissed me on the cheek and slid into bed. I took off my shorts and thong and put on a pair of cotton boy short panties. I climbed into bed. I grabbed my iPad and told Dave the rest of the day.
Cindy asked, "Can we go shopping tomorrow?"
I said, "Yes."
She thanked me. By the light of my iPad I could see her hands were under her covers. I heard a quiet moan and then she fell asleep.
I turned off my iPad, closed my eyes, and did the same thing.
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I looked at my boyfriend Sean and thought how good he looked in his tuxedo. We were in the church waiting outside the hall for the bride and groom. My friend and sorority sister Becky was getting married to Mark. He was a great guy and we were all thrilled to be in the wedding and the wedding party.
I looked down the line at all the people waiting to walk. It was a pretty big wedding party, but in helping her plan we couldn't think of any way to cut it back. It had been a long time coming, but there we were. In line were:
Steve and Nancy, Becky's parents
Gary (Guy) and Lila, Mark's father and stepmother.
Joanie, Mark's mother.
Claire, Maid of honor. She was Becky's childhood friend and sorority sister.
There were 5 bridesmaids.
Tina, Becky's Sorority sister/little. 3 years younger than Becky. Becky was her sorority mentor.
Ginny, Becky's younger sister
Misty, Mark's younger sister
Me, Christy, I'm one of Becky's sorority sisters
Jen, my best friend and sorority sister
Across the hall from us were the guys.
Tom, the Best Man, Mark's older brother (Allison, Tom's Wife, was not in the wedding party)
There were also 5 Groomsmen
Kevin, Becky's younger brother
Randy, Mark's childhood friend
David, Mark's childhood friend
Greg, Mark's childhood friend
Sean, my boyfriend and Mark's college roommate.
Looking down the line I realized we were a group of good looking people. Everyone dressed up, young and pretty. The guys looked handsome. Even the bride and groom's parents were good looking people. The wedding pictures would probably come out great.
Sean smiled at me. We'd been dating for a year. Mark and Becky introduced us. It was not instant attraction, but after I got to know him I knew he was perfect. He was such a responsible guy with just the right touch of bad boy.
Our friends saw him as responsible and adventurous. He had a great marketing job with a startup company. That risk taking energy also translated to someone adventurous in other aspects in life, including in bed. He made me feel sexier than i'd ever felt before. He pushed me both in life and in bed to tackle stuff I was insecure about. Knowing he was behind me, I could do anything.
I looked at Jen. She was smiling. I worried about her. Jen was my best friend. We'd become close in the same sorority and we talked almost everyday.
Except for Mark's brother and sister and Becky's brother and sister all of us had gone to college together, we were/are sorority sisters and friends. Jen and I just had a special bond.
I was worried about how she would react to a wedding. She'd just broken up with her fiancé. He hadn't done anything wrong, she just felt he was not right for her. He was nice enough but there was something missing. But here she was smiling so the relieved some of my worry.
I had also been really worried about how she'd feel at the bachelorette party. As a group, we made the decision to hold the bachelorette party in Vegas. Since we were going to Vegas the guys decided to have their bachelor party in Vegas too. Jen and I decided to share a room to save money in Vegas.
We all decide to dress alike the whole weekend. Friday night was black dresses, Saturday by the pool was white bikinis, and Saturday night was red dresses. The dresses looked really good on Jen and I because it was our job to pick them out.
Friday night we were going to meet in the lobby and then go to a hotel bar to open presents and have a few drinks. Then we were going to go out dancing after.
Jen and I got settled in our room and started to get ready for the party. Pretty much as soon as we got to our room Jen stripped down to her bra and panties and started to get ready for the party. I'd seen her get dressed before so it was no big deal. I thought about how we were often mistaken for twins.
Jen and I were both about 5'7" and weighed about 130 pounds. We had blue eyes, natural long blonde Scandinavian hair. The biggest difference was that she was a 36D and I was a 36C. Looking so much alike we were often hit on or mistaken for the other.
I started to get dressed also. We had agreed on black dresses and black underwear. I had a cute little pair of boy shorts and the matching bra. Jen had a thong that outlined her perfect ass.
We got dressed and headed for the lobby where we were meeting. Some of the girls were already there when we got there. As usual when you get a group of girls together it was a lot of giggling and loud noise. We were almost all there just waiting for Mark's mother. The other mothers were going to meet us at the bar.
When Mark's mother came down she was wearing the same black dress as the rest of us we all stopped and stared.
She asked if it was too much, but we all told her it was fine. She flipped her dress to show off her thong and the party was on. Laughing and giggling we headed to the bar.
We had a bunch of tables in the back. We played shower games, dressed Becky in a veil and sash, drank, and opened presents. We were loud and boisterous. Generally having a great time. Shower gifts went from practical to lingerie to jokes. All fun. As you can imagine, a bunch of pretty girls, in hot dresses, waving lingerie around, attracted a lot of men. So along with our fun we had men to flirt with, lead on, and turn away. It was great.
After we planned to go dancing. We put the gifts in Becky's room, grabbed some cabs, and headed out. There was a line when we got there. We had the cabs drop us off right in front of the doorman. He took a look at a bunch of attractive girls and let us right in.
We all headed right for the dance floor. Jen and I danced together. We always danced together. We practically had routines. We were not looking for men that night, but we didn't turn down the free drinks. We'd let the guys dance with us, grind on them a bit, laugh, and dance away as they tried to touch us.
It was a fun night. Jen and I laughed and danced and when it was time to go we were exhausted. The group left together, we grabbed cabs and headed back to the hotel.
Jen and I headed to our room. Jen flopped on the bed.
"I may have drunk too much," she said.
I laughed, "No such thing."
Jen replied laughing, "Is too, you know I get horny when I drink, and I haven't had any since Ben and I broke up."
"There were tons of guys there tonight, I bet one of them would have fucked you," I teased.
"That's all I need. Some old drunk guy drooling over me," she said.
"Breaking up with Ben was the right thing to do, but I do miss the closeness," she mused. "I gotta look for a guy like Sean."
"Sean's the best," I said. "If he wasn't sharing a room with Kevin I'd probably be on my knees right now." I laughed.
"Slut," she teased.
"For Sean," I said. "You bet."
We got undressed for bed. As I said, I've seen her undressed tons of times, but this time I thought how much Sean would have loved it. Sean and I had joked about a threesome with Jen. I bet he'd die if it ever happened.
Next day was the pool. Dress code white bikinis. Jen and I bought the same one. Halter top showing a lot of cleavage and bottoms that tied on the side. Hot.
There were lots of cabanas by the pool. We linked up with Claire, Tina, and Becky, and started looking for a place we could sit. Men in cabanas kept calling us over offering to share. We picked one with a few older guys. The food and drinks flowed easily. Misty and Ginny caught up with us and joined us.
Once again, flirting, dancing, eating by the pool, we had a great day. Lots of men trying to get with us and we let them think they had a chance and then blew them off. It was lots of fun.
At the end of the day Jen and I headed to our room for a nap. We had to be ready for another night out.
"God, It's been awhile since I've had such a great time," said Jen as she flopped on her bed. "I always love doing stuff with you. Towards the end, doing stuff with Ben was just tedious. I guess, now that we're out of school and 'grown ups' these wild times are ending."
I laughed, "Well, let's take our naps so we can be wild"
We both laughed and took a nap. Before I went to sleep I texted with Sean a bit. He was teasing me saying we should sneak out and have sex in a stairwell. He was right, it was pretty frustrating being in Vegas and not being able to fuck.
Maybe after Jens asleep, I texted.
LOL, Who cares if she's asleep winky face, he replied
LOL, U wish, u perv.
Big grin face, Yes but I'm ur perv
I sent a kissy face, told him I was napping, I told him where we were going that night in case he wanted to join us. Then I closed my eyes.
The outfit for the night was red. We looked red hot. We each had on a red thong and bra under a matching red sheath dress that clung to every curve of our bodies. It was short, had short sleeves, and a very low scoop neckline. At our height we were showing a lot of leg and a lot of cleavage.
We again met in the lobby to grab cabs. We tried another club, again being dropped off outside the door. We had the same luck as we did the night before. The bouncer was going to let us right in. Just then I heard someone yell Becky's name. It was Kevin, Becky's brother, and Sean. They were in the line waiting to get in. We asked the bouncer if they could come in with us. He must have figured the girl to guy ratio was still good and let them join us.
We all got in and hit the dance floor. We were in our group but also seemed to be in smaller groups. Claire and Tina, Kevin, Misty, and Ginny, and me and Sean. It kind of left Jen out. She was dancing with the group but more by herself. I grabbed her and made her dance with us.
Usually when we're out dancing, if Sean's with us, I dance with Sean. Jen always had Ben, so Sean had never seen the Jen and Christy dirty dance thing. Tonight I was dancing with Jen as much as with Sean. After all it was a party after a great weekend. To Sean's delight we got into our little show. For fun we made Sean the center of some very sexy dancing.
As the night wore on a slower song came on. Sean grabbed me and pulled me tight. Jen started to walk away. I grabbed her hand and pulled her to us.
"You're dancing with us," I said.
"I don't want to be a third wheel," she replied.
"Why not," Sean said in his make believe sexy sleaze voice. "I loved riding my Big Wheel and it had 3 wheels." Then in a more conspiratorial voice he added, "Yup, 2 wheels looking kinda the same and one big, driving, wheel, if you catch my drift." Pausing for effect between each word. Big - driving - wheel.
Jen and I laughed. We all put our arms around each other and danced. Sean had his hand on my ass.
The night was ending, the three of us grabbed a cab back to the hotel. Climbing in the back seat it, in those red dresses, it was pretty impossible to keep from flashing Sean. caught him looking and called him on it.
"Enjoying the show?" I asked
Sean, never the one to feel bad when caught looking at another girl, replied, "You bet, double feature," and gave me a huge grin.
I fake went to hit him. He grabbed my arm and pulled me in for a kiss. We started making out.
"Oh jeez," said Jen. "Talking about being a third wheel. I'd tell you to get a room, but I know there isn't one."
Sean laughed. "Feeling left out? Which one of us do you want to kiss?" He teased.
"Don't you wish," Jen replied.
"Only since I've met you," he laughed.
"Wait," I said. "You want to kiss Jen or or you want Jen and I to kiss?"
"Yes," he laughed.
"I don't know," I said to Jen. "Do you think he's been a good boy?"
"Sean?" she laughed. "Does he know how to be a good boy?"
"No, but that's what makes him fun," I said.
"So wait," Sean jokingly jumped in. "I'm lost. Am I kissing Jen or are you?" he asked."
I looked at Jen. We'd kissed before, we were in a sorority. We had our ties. We knew how to tease boys. It was no big deal. Jen shrugged and we kissed. It was fun. It always felt nice. I thought that Sean must be loving this. I also realized I was kind of liking it.
"Happy?" I said to Sean.
Sean looked at his lap, "Getting there," he said. "But given that you're sharing a room, I don't want to get too happy," he laughed. "Or I may have to embarrass my roommate by having a happy party under my sheets."
"Ewwww," we both laughingly replied.
"Hey, not my fault you two are so hot," he protested.
"Awwww," said Jen.
"I know, that's why he gets away with this shit," I laughed.
When we got back to the hotel we decide to go back up to our room for a drink and to hang out. As soon as we got in the room I wanted to get out of my dress clothes.
"I'm going to get out of these clothes," I said.
"All of them?" Sean said.
"Pig," I teased.
Sean just shrugged his shoulders and smiled. I grabbed a T-shirt and panties and headed into the bathroom to change. I didn't need much else, after all, Sean was my boyfriend and Jen had seen me in my underwear lots of times.
When I came out of the bathroom Sean and Jen were laughing. I could tell the look, Sean was flirting, and I knew he was good at it.
"Are you flirting with my roommate?" I said in mock anger.
"You bet," he replied. "Gotta keep the skills up, but seeing you in your underwear I think I'll switch targets."
I was wearing a tank top that came to my navel and a cute pair of cotton boy short panties.
"You can flirt with me anytime," I flirted back.
"Third wheel," Jen said again.
"Big wheel," Sean smirked.
I laughed.
"Well, I'm going to get out of this dress and bra too," said Jen as she grabbed something to change too and headed for the bathroom.
"You don't have to use the other room for my sake," joked Sean.
I backhanded him on the chest. Jen laughed and said, "You'd die if I did."
"Probably, but happily," he quipped.
I didn't mind the flirting. He was a flirt when I met him, I knew that's who he was. On the other hand, I had no doubt he was faithful so I didn't worry.
Jen came out of the bathroom. I don't know what I expected, I knew she slept in panties and a T but I guess seeing her in front of Sean was not usual so I just stared. She was dressed like me, same school T shirt and a pair of boy shorts almost just like mine.
"What?" She said.
Sean jumped in, "Nothing you look fine."
I realized how much we looked alike. When we dressed like this even more alike.
Sean and I laid down on my bed, Jen on hers. Out of nowhere Jen burst into tears.
"A wedding, you guys are so happy, breaking up with Ben was the right thing to do, but I admit, I miss the closeness."
"I understand," I said. "Once you start fucking, you miss it when you're not fucking."
We all laughed.
"Yeah," said Jen. "Ben never fucked. He said, 'Let's make love.' I need a good fucking."
Without really thinking I said, "Sean's a great fuck."
"Are you offering me a ride on the big wheel," laughed Jen.
Actually, I hadn't thought that far. Sean and I had discussed threesomes before. I wasn't against it, but I really hadn't planned this. I knew Jen was kidding and I could end it with a joke, but the idea actually appealed to me. If I was going to do a threesome, who better to do it with. Sean's cool, he would not get carried away, he wasn't going to fall in love with Jen.
"Yeah, why not?" I replied.
Both Sean and Jen looked at me, mouths open. Jen spoke first. She looked at Sean, then me and said, "Sure, what the hell. It's been a wild weekend, what better way to end it."
I looked at Sean.
"I'm keepin' my mouth shut," he laughed holding his hands up.
Jen smiled at me. "What the hell," she laughed and pulled her T shirt off.
"Yeah, what the hell," I agreed and pulled my shirt off.
We both looked at Sean. "Well, I sure as hell aren't saying no," he laughed?
Jen and I pounced on him and pushed him back on the bed. She started unbuttoning his shirt. I started on his belt and pants.
"What?, not even a kiss? Just rip my clothes off?" Sean joked.
"Oh you poor baby," she said. She finished unbuttoning his shirt straddled his stomach and started making out with him. "Better?" she asked.
"Much," he said. I saw his hands go to her tits as they went back to kissing.
Meanwhile I got his shoes and socks off and pulled his pants off of him. His cock stuck straight up. I always loved his cock. Between 7-8" and thick, It always left me feeling full. I wrapped my hand around it.
Since Jen was straddling Sean and kissing him her ass was almost touching his cock. I took his cock and rubbed it against her panty covered ass.
She sat up. "Uh oh," she said in a fake little girl voice. "What's that?"
She turned to look. "Damnit Christy, you get to fuck that all the time?"
"Shhhh, don't give him a swelled head," I said. Then we all realized the unintended double entendre at the same time and laughed.
"Hmmm, I kinda like his swelled head," she said as she climbed off him and turned around to wrap her hand around his cock.
"Can you actually get your lips around this thing," she said bending her head down and licked the tip. I saw a drop of pre-cum stick to her tongue.
I watched as she took it in her mouth. She made an 'Mmmm' noise around it.
"Looks like you're doing ok," I laughed.
Just then she gave a little yelp around Sean's cock. When I looked I could see Sean's fingers had slipped into her panties and he was playing with her pussy.
I bent my head down next to Jen's and put my hand on hers around his cock. We started taking turns sucking it. Being so close to her lips I figured what the hell, I had to break the ice sometime. As we held his cock between us, I kissed her. She and I made out while Sean played with Jen's pussy and we jacked off his cock.
I saw Jen squirm a bit. I looked as she lifted her knees so Sean could remove her panties. Sean pulled her to him so she was straddling his face. She moaned and sat up as he started to lick her pussy.
With my hand still wrapped around Sean's cock I sat up with her. We kept making out as Sean ate her.
"Oh my god," she moaned in my mouth. "Ben did not know how to do it like this."
"I know," I said. Sean's tongue can easily make me cum in minutes.
"Mmmmmm, good," she moaned. "Then I wo...wo...wo..nt feel..... Oh my god....," she came. "Slutty cumming so fast." She laughed.
"You think that's good. You should see him fuck," I teased.
"Can I?" she asked.
"See him?" I teased.
"No you bitch," she laughed. "I need a good fucking."
"Well, you'll have to ask Sean," I teased.
We both looked at Sean. "How can I say no," he said.
Jen turned around and straddled his hips. My hand was still around his cock I guided it to her pussy. I could feel her wetness as she lowered herself on he cock.
"Oooohhhh," she moaned. Then she started fucking him. "Ungh... Uhn..uhn.. Ohhhhhh....," she grunted as she fucked his cock.
Sean got active. He grabbed her and pushed her to her back. He rammed his cock back into her. It sunk all the way in. I could see her wetness on his cock. Sean started pounding her pussy. She wrapped her legs around his hips as he fucked her. I then reached over, grabbed her legs and pulled them back towards her hips.



"Oh my god. I've never been fucked so deep," she moaned. "Fuck, fuck, fuck, this is so good."
"That's it baby, fuck her, show her what I get all the time," I said.
"Fuck yeah," said Sean.
"Ugh...ugh...unh.. Oh my god, yes, yes, yes," she hissed. Her whole body shuddered as she came. She flopped her arms to her sides. "It's been way too long. That was so good," she said.
Then she realized Sean was still hard.
"Wow, I guess I better take care of that," she said.
"No way," I jumped in. "It's my turn."
I pulled off my panties, pushed Sean in his back, and straddled his cock. I started riding it like there was no tomorrow.
"What do you think baby? Did you like fucking Jen. From now on she's going to be jealous every time she knows we're fucking." I said.
"Won't you?" I asked her.
"God yes," she replied. She was lying on her back next to Sean caressing her tits as she watched us fuck.
Something about the whole scene just hit me.
"Oh my god, that's it, fuck me, fuck me," I moaned as I came all over his cock.
I slipped off Sean's cock and lay down on the other side of Sean. With Sean in the middle Jen and I lay on our sides facing one another. Sean's cock was still hard. I reached for his cock and started stroking it.
I looked at Jen. "Ready to go again?" I said.
"You bet," Jen replied. "Big Wheels are fun."
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Saturday
It was Saturday morning. The sun was coming into my room. I opened my eyes and looked at the clock. 9:30. Not bad I thought. I felt rested. I looked over and Cindy was sitting up in bed playing with her iPad. She was still wearing the t shirt and panties from last night. Her shirt bunched up around her waist. She looked really cute.
She saw I was awake and immediately asked me if we could go shopping, She looked so excited.
I told her to give me time to have coffee and get dressed. Then I made a joke and said, "There's plenty of time in a day to buy you slutty underwear."
She laughed. "Slutty," she said. "That sounds so naughty and so fun at the same time."
I wondered if I was creating a monster.
I pulled out my iPad and started checking my mail. Something came over me. I told Cindy to smile, and took her picture.
She asked what that was for.
I said I wasn't sure. She just looked so cute.
She smiled, said thank you. She said she hoped when she got older she'd be as beautiful as me.
I told her probably prettier. That made her smile.
Just then a message popped up. It was Dave. It both excited and scared me. I knew I should ignore it, but I knew I wouldn't.
I said hi.
We chatted a bit about nothing and he asked my plans for the day.
What the hell. I told him I was taking Cindy out underwear shopping.
He asked if we were going to get anything good.
I answered, "That's the plan."
He asked me if he could see pictures of what we bought. He said he'd prefer them on her but just laid out would be ok.
I said, "We'll see".
He then asked what I was wearing.
I had just woken up so I was still in the little cotton boy shorts that didn't cover my ass and a V neck T that stopped above my naval. I told him. I said I was going to throw on a robe and get coffee.
He dared me to go get coffee the way I was dressed.
The minute he said it I knew I would. I could feel the tingle of excitement. I knew I shouldn't. I thought about who would be up. My mom, Mark, maybe my brother. Kevin usually slept till noon. It really didn't matter. I knew I was going to do it.
I got out of bed and told Cindy I was going to get some coffee.
"Like that," she said?
"Sure, why not, I'm covered."
"Barely," she giggled. "I'm coming with you."
I shrugged my shoulders. She looked at me and said, "Help me pick out a different top."
"Why?"
She laughed and said, "I want someone to at least notice I'm in the room."
I laughed with her and we looked in her drawers for something suitable. She was still wearing the white cotton bikini panties. We found red polo shirt of mine. It was a size or 2 too big for her and hung 1/2 way down her ass. The sides were slit just enough you could see skin above the waistband of her panties. We left the top 4 buttons undone. Even as a 32C you could tell she had something going on.
"Ready," I said?
She looked at me, smiled, shook her head no, and opened the door.
We both went into the kitchen. We were wrong. Everyone was up. Mom, Mark, Chuck, Kevin, and it seemed Peter spent the night. They all stopped and stared.
Mom was the first to say something. It wasn't angry, but it was disapproving. "Showing a bit of skin there," she said.
"Come on mom," I said. "This is what I sleep in."
Mark threw in, "Leave her alone. She looks cute."
I'm not sure mom liked that. She gave us both a dirty look. Then she saw Cindy. She was about to say something when Mark spoke up.
"Well don't you just look adorable this morning," he said to his daughter.
She gave him a kiss. He put his arm around her waist. It pulled her shirt up. Kevin and Peter's eyes nearly popped out of their heads. Cindy's panty covered ass was completely on display. He rubbed her back a bit his hands brushing her panties down a bit. Not a lot. You could start to see the swell of her ass. He saw Peter and Kevin watching and winked at them. He patted her on the butt.
To everyone in the room, and no one in particular he said, "Wow, we're lucky guys surrounded by beautiful women."
Kevin's friend Peter spoke up and just said, "I wish I lived here"
Everyone laughed except mom. Cindy and I joined the boys for breakfast and coffee. I made a point of standing on my tip toes or bending over straight legged to get stuff. Cindy watched and copied me. I'm sure the guys got some great views of my ass. I know they did of Cindy's because I got the same views.
It was fun. It also set the mood for a great breakfast. Usually we all just sit there. Today we talked. The guys paid a lot of attention to Cindy and I.
Mark asked us what our plans were for today. Kevin nearly choked when Cindy responded I was taking her out to buy cute underwear.
Mark said that he couldn't wait to see what we got. Mom gave him a dirty look.
With that Cindy and I headed off to our room to get dressed.
Dave was still online. I guess in these days of phones and tablets we always are. I told him about breakfast. He asked if the guys were checking us out. I told them they were. He asked how mom reacted. I said she wasn't thrilled but didn't freak. He asked if I had fun. I admitted I did. Then he asked if Cindy had fun.
On a whim, I asked her. Well, what I said was, "My friend Dave wants to know if you had fun going to breakfast dressed like that".
She said, "Are you talking to him now?"
"Yes"
"Well, then tell him it was funny to see the looks on the boys faces". Then she added, "Does he want to see what we wore"?
I was sure he did, but thought I'd tease him. "Cindy wants to know if you want to see what we wore?"
Dave said, "of course."
I asked if he'd been good. He said of course not.
I aimed my iPad at Cindy. She smiled at me, facing me. You could see a bit of white panty showing under the shirt. Then she bent over smiling at the camera. The shirt gaped open in the front. You could not see her nipples, but it was a great shot of her breasts.
She stopped me to look at that one. "Wow, that's hot," she said.
I agreed.
She the then said, "Take a few more," and started posing.
First she turned away from the iPad, looked over her shoulder and pulled her shirt up with one hand so you could see her panties and skin. Then she did the same thing but put her thumbs in her panties and pushed them down a bit. I kept snapping away. She didn't stop till the panties were lying in a pool by her feet.
We got together and looked through them. They were hot. We both agreed.
Cindy asked, "Are you going to send all of those to him?"
"Do you want me too?"
She thought a moment and said, "Yes."
I told Dave I had a surprise I thought he'd like, and sent the pictures.
He wrote back, "Holy fuck, she has a great ass".
This made Cindy giggle some more.
I told Dave we were going shopping
We started to get dressed for shopping. In my mind I kept wondering what Dave would want me to wear. I don't know why. Just when I looked at something, that was the standard I started using. I kept thinking if Dave would like it. I finally settled on a black pleated mini that came about 6 inches above my knee and a tight cami with string straps. No bra. I pulled off my boy shorts and put on a purple and green thong.
Cindy looked at me and said, "You look hot. what should I wear?"
She reached to the bottom of her drawer and pulled out a skirt I don't think she'd worn since she was 12. It was off white, pleated, and had an elastic waist. She pulled it on and it barely covered her ass. She then grabbed a white button down shirt just buttoning the 3 buttons in the middle. She didn't tuck it in. Nor did she wear a bra. It was not as long as the skirt and when she moved you got a glimpse of navel. She looked cute A little on the sexy side.
She started going through her underwear drawer. She looked at me and said, "We're going underwear shopping everything here is dull. Do I even need to wear any?"
In my mind I thought, wow, what a little exhibitionist. But out loud I said, "I think that skirt needs panties."
She pouted but put some on. They looked like the smallest she owned.
We both finished our outfits with a cute pair of shoes.
As we left our room to go shopping we walked past Mark in the living room. Mark said, "Wow, you girls are going to break every heart at the mall."
Then he said to Cindy, "Turn around, let me see you."
Cindy turned around so her dad could check her out. When her back was turned Mark said, "Can you even bend over in that skirt?"
"Of course I can daddy." She bent over a bit and her cotton panties came into view.
Mark looked at me and said, "you're right, she needs new panties." He pulled out his wallet, handed me a hundred, and said, "Have fun."
We said thank you, and hurried to the car. As soon as we started driving Cindy said, "Was my dad seriously checking out my panties?"
More like your ass, I thought.
We laughed and talked about boys. How silly they were. We also talked about showing off and watching their reactions. Turns out she'd been showing off at school a bit. Even got in trouble and her mother was called. Every once in awhile at her mom's house she would let Kevin catch her coming out of the shower or in her underwear. I was fascinated.
She asked me if I was a virgin. I told her no. Then she asked how many times I'd "done it".
I wasn't sure how to answer the question. There were the 4 times with my boyfriend and then the event at the office. Did I count that as 2 or 1. I decided that was 1 and told her 5 times.
She started asking what it was like. I tried to explain that it's different. It can be dull or fabulous. I didn't want to let on about the office. I let her think it was all my ex boyfriend.
I then asked her. She told me she'd fooled around a bit, but never went "all the way". She told me she came close a few times so she'd gone to planned parenthood and got herself on the pill. I told her I thought that was smart. Inside I worried about what I'd gotten myself into.
She asked where we were going.
Most people think Victoria Secret or Fredericks has the sexiest stuff, but not really. Not for younger girls. I took her to Tilly's. Usually they have a bin of panties right by the register. They're like 3 for $9. They're the sexiest ones in the store because they are usually the ones others are too embarrassed to buy.
We had $100. We each picked out 12 pair each. We got a great variety. Thongs, tiny boy shorts, string bikini, even 1 G string each, anything colorful and cute. That meant no laundry for almost 2 weeks. Then for $10 each we bought matching tops. Hers was white, mine pink. They buttoned all the way down the front, they had a bustier type look in a summer type fashion. They were light, almost see through, and had spaghetti straps over the shoulders. Definitely meant to be worn with a bra.
We were out of Mark money but I suggested we get her 3 cute bras. I offered to pay. We headed over and found 3 in cute colors that had just the right amount of push up effect for her size. We headed home very happy with our new purchases.
When we got home, most of the cars were gone. Just Mark and mom were home. We walked in with our bags.
Mark was in the Living room. "How'd the shopping go?"
We laughed and said great.
"Did you get anything good?"
Before we could answer mom came in the room. We all stopped talking and looked at her. Mom was always an attractive women, but usually at home she wore sweats and a T shirt or Jeans and a T. At just 40, 5'7" and 140lbs. She had curves, but great curves.
The reason we were staring was she was wearing a very tight pair of yoga pants. Seriously, like a 2nd skin. If she was wearing panties, and I doubt she was, they were g string or thong. She had rolled the waistband down to to point where her ass just started to curve. She was wearing a white, tight wife beater. That was cut to an inch above her navel. No bra.
She didn't say a word about it. Just, "Hi girls what did you buy?
I hesitated. My mind still hadn't kicked in. Cindy broke the trance.
"We bought a ton of panties, 2 tops, and 3 bras."
"Quite the catch," mom said.
Mark spoke up, "Do we get to see?"
Mom said "Mark!"
Cindy said, "Of course" and dumped her bag on the floor in front of her Dad.
"Wow," said Mark. "That's a lot of panties."
Cindy started prattling on about everything being on sale.
Then Cindy started picking up each item and asking her Dad what he thought. With each one he'd say things like, "Don't let your mother see that. Wow that's cute (or sexy), I bet you'd look great in that."
Cindy gushed, "You really like them?"
Mark said, "They're fantastic. Too bad most of that is underwear. I'll never get to see them."
She then looked at my mom. Her only comment was, "They're very cute."
Cindy said, "Well you can see the top. Come on Tina. Let's show them the tops we got."
She grabbed all her stuff, grabbed my hand and pulled me to my room.
As soon as we got to our room I saw a message from Dave. "How was shopping?"
I didn't have time to answer as Cindy had already thrown her shirt on the floor and was pulling on the one she just bought. It was more see through than I thought. You could definitely make out her nipples. She'd also left the top 3 buttons undone. The first fastened button was just below her breasts.
"Don't you think you need a bra with that," I said?
"Why? It's just Dad and your mom. What do they care."
She then looked at herself in the mirror. She turned around and said "ugh." She reached under her skirt pulled of her white cotton bikini panties and threw them in the trash. "Good riddance" she said.
I had to laugh. She was so dramatic. She started going through the ones she bought, holding each up and inspecting it. She got to a tiny pair of pink see through boy shorts.
I said, "those."
"You think so?"
"Yeah. They'll go cute with the outfit."
She stepped into them and pulled up her skirt to show me. In the front they barely covered her pussy. I noticed she had shaved. I never looked before. She turned. In the back 1/2 her ass cheeks were hanging out. The top showed about an inch of the crack in her ass.
"What do you think," she said?"
"Awesome," I replied. "Wanna see?"
She nodded. I grabbed my iPad and started clicking pictures. She held her skirt, and posed. She stuck out her chest for a few.
When I was done we looked at the pictures together. She was thrilled.
She then looked at me and said, "Your turn."
She grabbed my top and peeled it off me. Wow, I'd never had a girl do that before. I felt that tingle in my pussy. I ignored it. She pulled out my pink top and I pulled it on. She started doing the buttons. She left mine unbuttoned down just below the breast also. I was liking this too much.
"Are we done," I said?"
She stood back and looked at me. "Hmmmm," she said. She grabbed a red see through pair of string bikini panties from my pile. I reached out expecting her to hand them to me. Nope she reached under my skirt and pulled the thong I was wearing down. Then she got on her knees and removed them completely. She held the new ones open and I stepped into them. As she pulled them up she stood up in front of me. She was maybe 3 inches from me. Her hands under my skirt, still on the waistband of my panties. Her face was turned up towards mine. In the back of my mind there was a small desire to kiss her. I could feel the heat from her body and its fresh scent.
Instead I said, "Ready?"
Cindy opened the door and said, "Ready for the fashion show?"
Mark said, "Can't wait."
While she said that I quickly sent the pictures of her to Dave. No note, just the pictures.
I put down the iPad. Cindy grabbed my hand, and pulled me into the living room. My mom's mouth dropped open.
"Isn't that a bit rev..," She started to say.
Mark cut her off. "Wow you too look great. I think you'd give a heart attack to any man who saw you."
Cindy said, "You really like it?"
She twisted and turned. As she did her skirt flared up a bit. You could see a bit of her ass cheek.
"Love it," said Mark. "If I'd known you had such great taste in clothes I would have been giving you money a long time ago."
Cindy beamed. "What about Tina?"
Mark looked at me. I don't think he'd ever looked at me like that before. At least not that I'd noticed. The look on his face was clear. I want to fuck you.
He said to Cindy, and obviously me, "She looks good enough to eat."
Cindy laughed and said, Yeah she does."
I then looked at mom. I thought she'd be furious. She wasn't. She was just taking it all in. She finally spoke, "Those are pretty. Did you get anything else?"
Cindy said, "Just panties."
Mark said, "Yes, cute ones."
Then Cindy just reached down to the hem of her skirt and pulled it up. "These are new," she said.
Mom sputtered. Mark spoke out, "Those are cute, they make your ass look very grown up."
Cindy then said, "Tina got new ones too."
Before I could stop her she pulled up my skirt and showed Mark.
My face was turning red, but my pussy was getting very wet. Here I was being shown off by an 18 year old girl. In front of her father and my mother, and I was getting turned on.
Mark said, "With panties that cute it's a pity you have to wear skirts at all."
Mom looked at him. He flashed her a smile.
Completely unabashed, Cindy said, "We're home. It's just us. We don't."
She pushed her skirt down off her hips. It fell to the floor.
I was in a state of shock. What the hell just happened? My little step sister, all of a sudden, is standing in the living room in just a see through top and panties. Mom and Mark just stared.
I didn't move. I was kind of frozen. My mind was on lockdown. Cindy reached over to me, unzipped my skirt, and it too fell to the ground. I just stood there stunned. I say stunned, but I was fucking horny. I wanted to run to my room and jack myself off. Instead I just stood there.
Mark broke the silence. "Wow, you girls look hot. As far as I'm concerned you can just wear panties around the house anytime you want." He looked at my mother. "Right Brenda? Don't they look cute?"
Mom was speechless. She just nodded her head. I knew Mark was in charge, but I didn't realize how in charge.
I said, "I have some stuff to catch up with in my room." I turned to leave.
Mark said, "You've got a great ass Tina."
Without even thinking I wiggled it at him. I caught myself and then as normally as I could walked to my room.
Cindy followed me. "Oh my god. That was frickin' hot. Are you as wet as I am?"
We'd never spoken like this before. I was not sure how to answer. Very cautiously I lied and said I'd never done anything like that before.
Cindy said she had never been so bold, but being bold like that was a huge turn on.
I just wanted my fingers in my pussy. Actually I wanted to get fucked. I would have fucked Mark if he'd asked. I just wanted cock. I wondered briefly what my mom would do if she caught me fucking Mark. Probably kill us and then throw our bodies in the street.



I told Cindy I was tired and going to take a nap. She said she would too. I turned out the lights and got under my covers. I could hear Cindy's bed sheets rustling. Again I heard that soft sigh. I was right behind her.
When I woke up from my nap Cindy was packing the little carryall she uses to go back and forth from her mom's house.
"What's up," I asked?
"Dad's gonna drive me back to mom's house. We have a wedding to go to so I'm staying there tonight. Kevin's already there."
That's too bad I thought. I was having fun. Then followed by the thought, thank god, maybe I'll stay out of trouble.
I asked where my mom was and Cindy said she'd gone out shopping. Chuck? She didn't know hadn't seen him all day.
Cool I thought some quiet time. I could use it. Things were happening fast and I needed to process it. I knew what I was doing was wrong, but every step of the way my pussy was saying yes.
Mark called Cindy and asked if she was ready. She came over and kissed me goodbye. Not quite on the cheek, not quite on the lips. It was a bit longer than normal.
"I had fun," she said.
I heard the door close. I was alone in bed. I had thrown on a T shirt when I climbed in for my nap. My panties were soaked so I left them on the floor. My mind was racing. How could all this have started. Dave I thought. As long as I don't talk to Dave I'd be fine. This was his fault.
I picked up my iPad. First thing there was a message from Dave.
Those pictures were awesome. Thank you. How was your day?
I should have just ignored it, but, of course, I didn't. I liked the way he made me feel.
I said hi and that I was glad he liked Cindy's pics.
He then asked me about my day. I told him everything. Cindy's dad showing off her butt at breakfast. Coming home seeing mom dressed sexier. Cindy pulling off my skirt in front of her father and my mother. Everything.
He asked questions. It was fun reviewing it. I was reliving it in my head as well as telling someone how naughty I was.
At the end of it all he said, "Good girl." For some reason that made me wet all over again.
He was very curious about my mom dressing sexier. He said his guess was she was a little jealous and decided to be a little competitive. It kind of made sense.
He then asked what I was wearing. I said just a t shirt. He wanted to see. I face timed him. I was still sitting up in bed, in a t shirt, covered by my covers. What the hell.
He told me I looked great.
I laughed and replied that I just woke up.
He said, "Let me see the rest."
I panned the iPad down so he could see the covers.
He laughed and said, "That's not what I meant."
I played coy. "No, what did you mean?"
He gave me a stern look. "You tell me. What did I mean?"
I could not believe how it made me feel when he talked to me that way. Before it was all texting. This was face to face. Well, almost. It was like Bob telling me what to do in the office that day.
"You wanted to see me without the covers," I said quietly.
"I wanted to see what," he said?
"You want me to take the covers off me and show you I'm not wearing panties," I said
"Good girl," he said.
I put the iPad down and kicked the covers off me. My T shirt was wrapped around my waist. My pussy was completely exposed. I realized he'd never seen me naked. He'd just heard about it. I picked the iPad back up. I looked at his face. He pointed a finger down. Slowly I scanned the iPad down. I showed him everything. I brought it back to my face. I don't know what I was expecting. I was nervous.
He smiled and said. "You're more sexy and beautiful than I remember"
I felt a huge sigh of relief.
He asked me if I had a full length mirror in my room.
I did and told him so.
"Take off the T and go to the mirror. I want to see all of you."
I didn't even argue. I put the iPad down where he could watch me. The T shirt was long. Standing up you could see a little of my pussy and 1/2 my butt. I reached down and slowly pulled it off. He watched intently. Then I turned around so he could see my ass too.
"Beautiful," he said. "I'm going to have so much fun playing with you."
I was pretty sure I knew what he meant, but was going to ask anyway. Just then I heard the front door. I turned my head a little.
"What's that" he said?
"The front door someone came home."
"Cool," he said. "Close your screen, put that T shirt back on,and go see who it is. Take the iPad with you so I can see."
"But, that T shirt doesn't even cover my pussy," I objected.
"I know. Just pretend you didn't know anyone was home."
I think I was going to protest, but I didn't. I put the T shirt back on and walked into the kitchen. Mark was at the counter and immediately turned to see me. His face broke into a big smile.
I immediately said, "I'm sorry, I didn't know you were home. I'll go change."
"Don't go change for me," he said. "I think you look great."
I said, feeling kind of sassy, "I bet you do."
I put my hands on my hips and as I did I pulled the t shirt up a bit more. Now my entire pussy was on display.
"Turn around," he said. "Let me see that ass."
I turned around. As I did I stood the iPad up on the kitchen counter in front of me. The camera and microphone were still running. I wasn't sure how much Dave could see but I knew he could see some of it.
After I put it down I pulled my T shirt up to my waist and shook my ass at him.
"How's that," I said.
"Awesome," he said. He stepped towards me and cupped my ass cheek. I didn't move. I just held the t shirt at my waist and stood there. "Your ass is the same shape as your mom's."
He started rubbing my ass. It felt good. I let out a soft moan. "Yeah," he said. "Same shape. Yours is a little firmer, but hers is still great."
It was weird listening to him talk about my mother's ass while rubbing mine. It felt good though. I pushed my ass back a bit to encourage him. His hands slid lower. I widened my stance to give him more access. He slipped a finger into my pussy.
"Mmmmm," I said.
"Your mom likes it when I slide my fingers in her pussy too. She gets just as wet as you."
I moaned. Again hearing him talk about my mom was so wrong it was driving me crazy.
I bent forward a bit to steady myself on the counter. I looked right at my iPad. I then asked, "Where is mom?"
He now had 2 fingers in my pussy. I moaned again. I started slowly fucking his fingers.
"Oh yeah," he said. "Your mom always fucks my fingers too when I do this to her." The other day, when none of you were home, I had her bent over this counter just like this."
I came. A sharp intake of breath, but he recognized it.
"Ohhhh. So you like hearing about your mom. Well, after I finger fuck her cunt, I stick my fingers in her face and she licks them clean."
Cunt. There was that word again. What was it about that word that made me feel so dirty yet so hot. As he said it he pulled his fingers out of my cunt and held them in front of my face. I started sucking on them and licking them clean.
I knew Dave could see me doing that. While sucking on them I asked again, "where... Is...mom...?"
He slid his fingers back in my pussy and said, "She's shopping."
"Shopping?" I started seriously fucking his fingers now. I wanted to cum again.
"Yeah shopping," he said. "I've always been after her to dress sexier around the house. She always refused because she didn't want to embarrass you or Cindy. Given last night's and this morning's performance I told her to get her ass out there and get some hotter clothes."
He still had his fingers in my pussy. I was now practically stomach down on the counter. I was looking right at the iPad. A picture of my mom in a thong came to mind. I'd never seen her in anything but cotton bikinis, but the image was hot. Between that, knowing Dave was watching, and Mark's fingers in my cunt I let out another moan and came again.
Mark heard me. "I think it's time to fuck you. What do you think," he said.
"Yes," I said
"What?"
God, I loved it when they made me say it. "Yes, I want you to stick your cock in me. I want you to fuck my cunt with the same cock that fucks my mother."
I heard his pants unzip. I didn't even turn around. He just slid the tip of his cock against my pussy and drove right in. I could tell he was bigger than most. I felt stretched. Not uncomfortable but full. I groaned and came immediately.
He slowly started pumping me. "Mmmmmm...like mother, like daughter. Nice and wet. Nice and tight."
I came again.
Then he started telling me how hot I looked last night. He really liked me rubbing Cindy's back. He said he enjoyed looking at her panty covered ass and that every time my hand reached the band of her panties he was hoping I'd push them down further.
Thinking of Cindy's soft back, getting fucked, and hearing him talk about it, I came again.
"Wow," he said. "Your mother cums a lot too."
That made me come again.
He kept pumping me, and as he did he kept talking to me. The words were as much a turn on as his hard cock.
"Then, this morning, when you both showed up for breakfast in just panties and tshirts I thought I was going to lose it. Knowing your brother was watching. Kevin and Peter couldn't decide which one of you to stare at. I swear my cock was rock hard the whole time."
My mind relived the whole thing. I could see them staring at me. See their faces as they checked out Cindy's cute little ass. I came again, but this time I gushed. It was warm like pee. I was embarrassed. I thought I'd peed on him. I let out an "oh my god. I'm so sorry."
He pushed his cock deep in me. He leaned over me and said, "It's OK. it's called squirting. It's not pee. Your mother does it too. It's fucking hot."
Hearing about what my mom did made me cum again. I lost count.
I started fucking his cock. He just held on for the ride. I fucked him fast and hard till I came again. He was still hard.
"And then," he went on, "Cindy gave me that hug and I got to feel that cute little ass."
"After you all left, I was so fucking hard, I pushed your mom right up against this counter and fucked her just like I'm fucking you."
I pictured my mom bent over this counter, being fucked, sweats around her ankles. Cumming over and over like I was. That was it. I started screaming.
"Fuck me. Fuck my slutty little cunt. Fill me with your cum, just like you did my mom. Fuck me. Pretend you're fucking Cindy's little virgin cunt. Filling her with your cum. Fuck me. I bet you want Cindy to watch as you fuck me. Want mom and Chuck to watch."
That did it. He came. He filled my cunt. I could feel it hot against the walls of my pussy. I came again. I fell limply against the counter.
"You're not done yet you little slut. Get on your knees and clean me up."
I smiled into the iPad. I turned around, got down on my knees and took his now semi hard cock in mouth. It was covered with his cum, my cum, and his pants were soaked from when I squirted. I started sucking and licking up every drop. I didn't want to miss any. I did try to get some on my face. I wanted to show Dave when I was done.
As I sucked his cock he started talking again.
"I'm glad you took Cindy shopping today. Her mother is such a prude. I want to see everything she bought. On her. I'll leave that in your hands. I'm sure you can handle it."
He looked down at his cock and my face. He put his cock back is his pants and said, "You better go clean up. Can't have your mother seeing you like that." Then he added, "At least not yet."
I stood up, grabbed my iPad, and headed for my room. I held the iPad so Dave could see my cum covered face. I flipped it so I could see his face. He was smiling.
When I got to my room I just looked at him. Finally I said, "How was that?"
"That was fucking amazing," He said. "Take your top off."
I did it.
"Now put the iPad somewhere I can see your entire bed and lay down."
I did it.
Dave started telling me about the entire incident from what he saw. How he felt. What he thought was happening. My fingers dropped to my clit. I closed my eyes and let myself picture everything he said. I started cumming again.
Now what? I thought.
I'd just heard mom return from shopping. I knew Mark was home. I heard him ask what she bought. I couldn't hear her answer.
I heard him say, "How about a fashion show."
Mom said, "Come in the bedroom. Tina's home. We can have more privacy."
He said, "No, you go change and come out here. I'll sit on the couch. Don't worry about Tina."
Mom started to protest, but Mark just told her to go change. As she was changing he texted me.
"Come join me."
It wasn't really a request. It was more an order. He wanted me to see what mom bought. I told myself I didn't want to see, but I knew I was lying. I did.
What to wear was the question. I knew it should be somewhat revealing, but not crazy. I grabbed a pair of black see through string bikini panties and a tank top that just covered my ass. That should do.
I wasn't sure if Dave was online. I facetimed him, shut down my screen and brought my iPad with me.
As I walked out of my room I could see mom in front of me in the living room. She was wearing a short see through nightie with spaghetti straps and matching thong.
As I came up behind her I said, "Wow, that's hot." I held the iPad so the camera was facing her.
She jumped, tried to cover herself, started stammering an apology, and heading for her room.
Mark stopped her. "Come back here. Tina's a girl. She's seen sexy clothes before."
Mom stopped. She just stood there, looking at the floor, kind of resigned to her fate.
Mark looked at me and said, "Come in, you're just in time. Your mom is going to show me what she bought today."
I could see mom's face go red. She still did not look up.
Mark then said to me, "You look cute. Are those some of the new panties you bought today?"
I nodded.
Mom looked up. She saw what I was wearing. She didn't say a thing.
Mark went on. "With that Tank top on we can barely see them. That's not very nice."
He looked at mom, "Wouldn't you like to see what she bought?"
Mom didn't move. Mark asked her again. This time she slightly nodded.
"What," said Mark. "I didn't hear you."
"Yes," mom said. "I'd love to see what she bought"
I kind of felt bad for mom, but I was enjoying seeing her in this predicament. I put the iPad on the fireplace mantle. I hoped it had a good view. I then grabbed the hem of my tank top pulled it up to my waist, and slowly turned around.
"Do you like them" I said?
Mark said they looked great, then asked mom what she thought. She mumbled great.
Mark said, "What, I couldn't hear you."
Mom looked at him, looked, at me, looked back at him and said, "They're very pretty and sexy"
Mark was satisfied and patted the couch next to him for me to sit down. I did, adjusting my tank top to cover my panties. Mark slapped my hand playfully and pulled the shirt up to my waist.
"After all," he said. "We've already seen them we might as well enjoy them"
sat there with my panties showing. Mark's hand was on my thigh.
Mark then looked at my mom and said, "Well let's see what else you bought."
She left the room to change. Mark's fingers slid up to my pussy.
"Still wet I see"
I was, I couldn't believe this. The whole scene was so wrong. Mark's fingers in my pussy. My mom in the other room changing into something sexy to model for us. You bet I was wet.
Mom came back in the room. Mark left his hand on my thigh. I left my legs slightly spread apart. If mom knew what happened she didn't let on. This time she was in a cute pair of boy shorts and a see through cami. She looked hot. It was obvious that my mom shaved her pussy too.
"Wow," I said "That's hot."
Mom kind of smiled at me. She was happy for my approval.
Mark kept sending her to change. Sometimes he'd call her over to us and we'd feel the material. He'd compliment her on her choices. He'd ask me my opinion. Truthfully, she looked fucking hot and I said so. Once he had me feel how firm her ass was. He was right, it was firm. Whenever he could he'd keep his hand on my thigh. Whenever she left the room he'd finger me. My panties were soaked and even the top of my thighs were wet. I'm sure my mom could tell. Finally she had gone through all her outfits.
Mark said he'd like to see one again. It was a black semi transparent robe with matching thong. The robe tied with a sash. She went to change. Once again Mark had his fingers in my pussy. He pulled my legs further apart. Now there was no doubt I was wet or that she would see it.
She came out in the outfit. She looked very hot. Mark had her turn around. Then he said, "I bet it would look better without the panties."
Mom looked at me. I didn't have any idea what to do.
Mark asked me what I thought. I said either way it was sexy.
Mark told mom to take them off. She didn't move.
He looked at me and said, "Go help your mom."
She just stood there looking at me. I stood up and walked behind her. I could feel the blood rushing to my pussy. God this was so wrong. God this was so hot. I hooked my fingers in the waistband of her thong and pulled them slowly over her ass and thighs. I let them go and they dropped to the floor. Mom just stood there. I felt like my pussy was dripping down my thigh.
Mark motioned for me to sit next to him again. I did and he put his hand on my thigh. He could feel, the sticky wetness.
"Wow," he said. "You're really creaming." He licked his fingers. "You must be enjoying this."
I didn't say a thing.
He called mom over. She came to him. He undid the sash of the robe. Mom had great tits and for 2 kids a great belly. He ran his hands over her shoulders down to her breasts. She gave a sharp intake of breath. She looked at me. His fingers pulled at her nipples. They were hard. She closed her eyes briefly, sighed, and then looked at me again.
Mark's hands continued down her body. Mom continued to look at me. I had no idea what she was thinking. I didn't realize it but my hand had found my pussy. I wasn't really masturbating, but my hand was between my legs.
Mark's hands reached her hips. As he caressed her she closed her eyes and sighed again. Every time she opened them she was looking at me. Mark's hands finally slid between her legs. She parted them to give him better access. He obviously knew her body. I saw her shudder with her first orgasm. He took his fingers out of her pussy and licked them.
He looked at me and said, "You would not believe how delicious her pussy is."
She moaned. He slid his fingers back into her. He put his other hand on top of the one I had between my legs. He didn't touch my pussy. Just started moving my hand so I would do it myself. I got the message and started fingering myself. This was hot. This was wrong. This was slutty. I was fingering my cunt in front of my mom. I was not sure who was more of a slut. Her for watching or me for doing it.
He played with her pussy some more. She moaned.
Then he said, "What do you want."
She looked at me and looked back at him. He asked her again. This time she was looking me right in the eyes.
As she looked at me she said, very clearly, "I want you to Fuck me."
Mark laughed, "Here? Now?"
"Yes." again looking straight at me. "Here, now."
Mark unbuttoned and unzipped his jeans. He pulled out his cock. I had never actually seen it hard. I was right. It was bigger than most. About 7-8 inches I'd guess.
Mom climbed on the couch, knees on either side of him, and slowly lowered her pussy onto his cock. I'd seen some porn but nothing was as hot as this. As she took his cock she looked right at me. When she had it all in, she threw her head back, closed her eyes and moaned. Her body shuddered.



"That's right baby," said Mark, "Cum for me."
She looked at me again and started pushing herself up and down on his cock. She had her hands on the back of the couch to steady herself.
She looked at him and started talking. "That's it baby, make me cum. You can fuck me anytime you want. I'm your slut. Look, you're fucking me in front of my baby girl."
She looked at me. "Look at her watching me fuck your cock."
Mark looked at me.
"See," mom continued "She's watching. She can see your cock in my pussy. Now she knows what a slut her mother is. She knows I love your cock so much I'll fuck it anywhere. Look, she's got her fingers in her cunt. She's probably a slut too."
She was right. I was a slut. I was turned on. I was friggin my pussy for all it was worth. As she was talking about me. I came.
She looked back at Mark and continued. It was a steady stream of dirty talk. She did not stop.
"Did you see her cum? That was hot wasn't it? Somehow I think you've seen her cum before. I saw how wet her slutty little cunt was each time I came back in the room. You were playing with her, weren't you? Have you fucked her yet? Has she felt how good this cock fits?"
Mark didn't answer. He just groaned. I didn't know what to say. Having my mom call me a slut while she fucked her boy friend in front of me just turned me on more. I came again.
Mom saw me cum. She shuddered and came again.
"Mmmmm," she said. "Did you see my baby cum? Did you feel me cum all over your cock at the same time?" I wonder how many cocks have been in that sweet cunt."
I kept watching his cock as she pumped him in and out. I thought about what she said. As of yesterday it was one. Now it's almost 9 o'clock on Saturday and it's four and I'm watching my mother get fucked. Just the thought of it made me come again.
She started talking to him again. "I told you not to touch her unless she was ready. I guess after that performance yesterday, she's ready. Go ahead. Feel her cunt. Get your fingers in my little girl's cunt. Make her cum.
"I bet you want to fuck her. I'm your slut. If she's willing I'll hold her legs open for you."
Dammit. Hearing her say that I came again. She kept going.
"I know you. You're a pervert. I saw the way you were looking at Cindy's ass last night, how you grabbed it this morning. I bet you'd like to see her virgin pussy too. Maybe the next time she's here I'll ask her to model the rest of the panties she bought."
He groaned. It was obvious he liked that. God I thought, is everyone a pervert?
She just kept talking. "Hmmmm. You think Chuck would like to fuck Tina? Would you like to see that? Her brother's cock inside her? Maybe Kevin? Maybe both at the same time?"
He grabbed her hips and started pushing her up and down. He was fucking her hard.
"You like that," she said. "You are a pervert. What about me? Do you want to see me spread my legs for them? Take their cocks in my mouth, my pussy, my ass?"
"Oh my god," I thought. "Was mom that much a slut?"
This was so fucking hot. I kept playing with my pussy. I'd lost track of how many times I'd cum.
Mom stopped fucking him. She kissed him on the lips, climbed off the couch and took his cock in her hand.
Now she was on her knees in front of him. She looked at me. She grabbed the waist of my panties and said "fair is fair." I lifted my ass as she pulled them off me. She threw them on the floor next to hers.
Then she looked at Mark's cock. She took it in her mouth and started sucking it. He reached out and grabbed her hair. Not pulling it, but pulling her head up and down on his cock.
She looked at me. Pulled her mouth off his cock and said, "Mmmmm.. Good." Then looked at him, "Go ahead. Play with her cunt."
She started sucking him again. His hand dropped to my cunt. He slid his fingers into me. It was all too much. I just kept cumming. It was like waves after waves hit me. I just rolled my head back and moaned.
At that point Mark said, "I'm going to cum baby."
She didn't stop. In fact, she went to town on him. I saw his back arch. I could tell he was cumming. She got most in her mouth but some got on her cheeks and chin.
I thought that was it. I was wrong. She gave me a look. Then scooted over to me, brought her face up to mine, and kissed me. Not like she's ever kissed me before. Full on the lips. Open mouth. Lots of tongue. Also with a mouthful of cum. I opened my mouth and took it all.
"Swallow it," she whispered.
I did.
"Clean up my face," she said.
I started sucking and licking the cum off her face. I felt so slutty. I felt so good.
Just then we heard a car pull up outside. It had to be Chuck. Mark zipped up real fast. Mom stood up and tied the sash of her robe. I pulled my shirt down to cover my pussy.
Just in time. Chuck walked in with his girlfriend Cathy in tow.
"Hi guys," he said.
We all said hi. I saw Cathy look around. The room smelled like sex. Chuck of course was oblivious but I was pretty sure Cathy noticed.
"Hi Mrs G. Hi Tina". She said.
She had a slightly questioning sound to her voice.
She looked at mom. I think we all forgot that mom's robe was semi transparent. Chuck didn't even look, but Cathy did. Then I saw her look at the floor. I followed her gaze. We also forgot that both mine and mom's panties were in the middle of the floor. Cathy noticed. I then noticed that mom still had a bit of dry cum on her face. I looked too long. Cathy followed my gaze. She looked at me questioningly. I just smiled at her.
At that moment Chuck grabbed her hand and said, "OK, we're off. We're going downstairs to watch TV. A euphemism for "make out" I was sure.
They left. I looked at mom and said, "I better go."
I picked my panties up off the floor. As I stood up she grabbed my hand, pulled me towards her, and kissed me full on the lips.
"Slut," she said with a smile on her face.
I started to walk back to my room. Then I saw my iPad still on the mantle. I knew it had been on. I wondered how much Dave saw. If he watched at all. I grabbed it and went to my room. I switched the screen on. Dave was there immediately.
"Wow Tina. That was fucking hot. We had it up on the big screen."
"We?" I thought. "Who's we?"
As if to answer my question he turned the iPad around. There was my boss' face.
"My god Tina. That was hot!"
His face looked flushed. The camera then panned down. There was a woman on her hands and knees in front of him. Her dress was up around her waist, panties around her thighs. The camera panned up again. He was fucking her doggy style.
"Oh Tina. Meet my wife."
The camera panned down again. She turned to smile at it. The camera panned up again to my boss' face.
"She's never done anything like this before. She got so turned on watching you she begged me to fuck her. Right here, right now. It was amazing."
I then heard her voice. "Stop talking and fuck me."
The Camera panned around the room.
It landed on a woman's face. I recognized it immediately. It was Julie. The Marketing woman from work. She smiled at the camera. "Hi Tina, who knew you were such a slut. That was one of the hottest things I ever saw."
The camera panned down. Her tits came into view. She was naked from the waist up. Her tits were bouncing up and down. She was about 30 or so. I knew she was pretty. Now she looked hot. Dave panned the camera further down. She was completely naked, straddling some guys cock and fucking him.
Dave panned the camera and followed her arm. Her hand was wrapped around Dave's cock.
It panned back up to Dave's face. "Oh," he said. "Julie's husband wasn't here. So she's fucking Jimmy."
Jimmy was our tech guy.
Dave turned the Camera to Julie. "Have you ever cheated on your husband before?" he asked.
She smiled and shook her head no. Dave panned the camera back to his face. "See what you did to us? This is the most interesting sales meeting we ever had," he laughed.
I was mortified, I was turned on, I was, well... I don't know what I was.
Dave was now talking to me. "Was that Chuck who came in?"
I nodded my head.
"Who was with him," he asked.
"That was his girlfriend Cathy."
"I think she noticed something was going on" he said.
No shit, I thought. I just said, "I think so too."
"Where'd they go?" He asked.
"Downstairs to watch TV," I replied.
"Can you see them without them seeing you?"
"I guess I could try. There's a landing on the stairs," I answered.
"Let's go" he said.
First I had to put something on. I was not sure what. What if Cathy saw me. She already saw me in the tank top. Should I put on panties? I decided to go as I was. I knew if they saw me and I went down the stairs, they'd both see I wasn't wearing panties. The idea excited me. I took the iPad and tip toed down to the landing.
I could not believe it when I got there. The TV was on. Probably to cover the sound. Cathy was topless. She had come in wearing a pair of running shorts and a top. Her top and bra were on the floor. Her mouth was wrapped around Chuck's cock. She was the same age as Chuck. At 18 she had a great set of tits. Her blonde hair was swept back over one shoulder. Her face was easy to see.
She stopped and looked at him. "You didn't notice anything weird," she said.
He shook his head.
"The whole room smelled like sex. There were two pairs of panties on the floor, and you didn't notice?" she exclaimed.
He pulled her head back to his cock and said, "you're imagining things. It was probably just laundry she dropped."
She stopped again. "Chuck, your mom's robe was practically see through. I could see her nipples and ass. She wasn't wearing panties. I'm pretty sure those were on the floor."
Chuck groaned. Cathy wrapped her hand around Chuck's cock and started pumping.
"Oh?" Said Cathy. "You like the idea of your mother in a see through robe, panties on the floor?"
Chuck groaned again.
Cathy went on. "Too bad you missed it. I could clearly see her tits. She has great tits for a woman her age."
I could not believe what I was seeing. Chuck was moaning. Cathy was jacking him off and talking about mom.
She kept talking. " I could see her ass. She has a great ass. It's shaped like your sisters."
More moans from Chuck.
"So? You like your sister's ass too? Well, I'm pretty sure the other pair of panties on the floor were hers."
A light went off in Chuck's head. He told Cathy about Cindy and my little displays last night and this morning. As he told her Cathy kept sucking and jerking his cock. He told her in great detail.
Cathy stopped sucking. Her hand kept moving. "Did you think it was hot? Did it make you hard," she asked?
Chuck nodded.
Cathy kept talking. Her voice was now sexy, teasing. "So you were checking out your sister's ass, and Cindy. How old is she? Our age? And you like the thought of your mom in a see through robe? Too bad you missed it. She has a great body. I could tell she shaves her pussy. I am pretty sure she had cum on her face too. It looked like it was on her thigh as well. Tina too. Her thighs were glistening from it."
"What do you think was going on?" she continued. "Maybe a threesome? That's sick. Your mom, sister, and Mark? So sick it's kind of hot. Do you think if I came over early tomorrow your sister would come to breakfast in just a T and panties? How would you like that? I could sit next to you. Maybe my hand on your cock under the table. You could check out her ass."
Even from where I was sitting I could tell Chuck was about to blow. Cathy could tell too. She wrapped her mouth around his cock. He started to moan and spasm. She swallowed every drop. He slumped back on the couch.
Cathy licked her lips. She pulled her shirt on and grabbed her bra. "Well lover, I gotta go. See you at breakfast."
I realized she was coming. I scampered up the stairs but she caught me in the kitchen. I just stood there.
She smiled at me, walked over, slid one hand under my tank and grabbed my ass. Then she kissed me on the lips and said, "see YOU tomorrow."
Emphasis on the you. Her kiss tasted like cum. I didn't move.
I just stood there.
"Bye bye," she waved.
She gave me a knowing smile and headed out the door.
I walked stunned to my room. What the hell happened to my world?
I opened my iPad back up. Dave had obviously placed his further away. I could see everyone. Julie was on her hands and knees. She was sucking Dave's cock and being fucked from behind by my boss. My boss' wife was on the couch, her dress around her waist, her legs over Jimmy's shoulders, and his face buried between her legs.
I looked at Dave. "What the hell is going on? Is everyone a sex crazed pervert? Is everyone a slut?" I was beside myself. My head was spinning.
"Well," Dave said "I think so. I mean. I think they just need the right stimulus. Years ago I started fucking married women. I realized they would do things for me they wouldn't do for their husbands. The more I pushed, the more they did. You and your sexy body ooze sex appeal. You stimulate people."
That was it. My mind was in overload. I looked at the iPad. I shook my head. "I'm on overload. I'm going to bed." I said. I didn't wait for a response. I put down the iPad and climbed. Into bed. My head was spinning. I was bone tired. The images of the day kept playing through my head. I wasn't even thinking. My hand slid down between my legs. I barely touched my clit. I came and fell immediately asleep.
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Sunday
I woke up to the smell of coffee. I felt rested. I was feeling horny. I was still feeling uneasy, but also knew I was loving it. I heard voices in the kitchen. Two male, two female. Mark, Chuck, mom, and Cathy must have come over like she said.
I climbed out of bed. I was thinking of that coffee. Then I remembered everything from yesterday. Especially Cathy. I could replay every word in my head. I thought about what I should wear. I looked at my iPad. There was a message from Dave. I didn't even look. I knew it was still on, and he could see me if he was looking.
"What the hell," I thought. I grabbed a tiny see through white thong and pulled it on. I grabbed a T shirt. I looked at it. I took a pair of scissors and cut the bottom off. I pulled it on. You could see the bottom of my tits. I took a deep breath and opened my door. I looked back at my room. There was my iPad. I grabbed it and brought it with me. I walked into the kitchen. Everyone turned to look at me.
They were all there. Mark said, "Well good morning. Don't you look good enough to fuck."
Chuck's mouth just dropped open.
Cathy said, "Good morning sexy."
I turned to look at mom. She was standing there in a wife beater that was at least two sizes too small. Her tits and nipples were perfectly on display. It barely came down to her rib cage. She was also wearing a pair of black string bikini panties. They tied with little bows on the side. "Good morning dear," she said. "Coffee?"
I just nodded my head.
Cathy was sitting next to Chuck. You could see her hand stroking his cock through his jeans.
She stood up. She was wearing a spaghetti strap top that came down two inches above her navel and a blue skirt that zipped on the side. She walked over and gave me a short kiss on the lips and her hand slid across my ass. "How are you today?" She pulled back maybe three inches. She traced a finger up from my panties to my tits and ran it around my nipples. "You look sexy" She said.
Then she looked around the room. In a laughing voice she said, "Damn I feel overdressed."
She turned and looked at Mark. She walked up to him, turned so the hip with the skirts zipper was facing him. She put her arms in the air, looked at him and said, "Would you do the honors?"
Chuck just stared. I think he had too much sensory overload. Mark smiled. He reach out and slowly unzipped the zipper. The skirt fell to the floor. As it did her perfectly shaped ass and shaved pussy came into view. Cathy wasn't wearing panties.
Cathy put her hand over her mouth, looked innocently at us, and said, "Whoops, now I'm underdressed."
Mark laughed. I admit I smirked too. Even mom smiled.
Mark looked at my mom. "Brenda? Do you want to make our guest comfortable?"
Mom looked at him, then at me, then at Chuck. Chuck was staring at her wide eyed. Mouth open. Mom, looking at Chuck, reached down to the sides of her panties. She grabbed the strings for each of the bows, and pulled. The sides came apart and the panties fell to the floor.
Fuck I was wet. It wasn't even 10am and I wanted someone to fuck me.
Cathy took the lead again. She took my hand and walked me over to Chuck. She had me facing him, standing in front of him. I just stood there. I didn't move. No one did. It seemed this was Cathy's show.
She stood behind me. "Chuck," she said. "It seems your sister is the only one still wearing panties. Do you want to fix that or do you want me too?"
Chuck didn't move. He just stared.
Cathy again took the lead. "I guess it's up to me," she said. She put her thumbs in the waistband of my thong and started pulling it down. "Sure you don't want to do this?" She said to Chuck. He didn't move.
She slowly pushed my thong down over my hips. They fell to the floor. I stepped out of them. Cathy put her arms around me from behind. She slid them up and her hands slid under my top and cupped my tits.
"Your sister has great tits" she said.
He watched her hands as if mesmerized.
Her hands slowly slid down my body caressing me as they went. I knew where she was going. I moved my legs slightly apart. Her finger slid into my pussy.
"Mmmmmm," she said. "Nice and wet."
She pulled her finger out and licked it off. "Tasty too."
She looked around the room. No one moved. "Well, I don't know about you, but I need to be fucked." Chuck started to stand up. She pushed him back down. "Not you. There are two other pussies in this room. Pick one."
Chuck didn't say anything.
"Come on Chuck. You practically blew my mouth open with your cum last night when I talked about your mom and sister. Pick one."
Chuck looked down at the floor. "Mom," he said.
Cathy laughed. "So you want to fuck your mom? That's hot. Say it. Tell me what you want."
Chuck looked at her. "I want to fuck mom," he said.
Mom looked at Mark. Mark shrugged. She looked back at Chuck. I wasn't sure what she was going to say. I was surprised. When she said it.
"Baby, I want you to fuck me. I've always wanted you to fuck me. When you were a baby I used to dream about you growing up and fucking me. When you started getting hard ons I would masturbate thinking of you fucking me." She smiled at Cathy. "Thank you," she said.
Cathy took his hand and pulled him to a standing position. Holding his hand she walked over to my mom and took her hand. She walked them both into the living room. Mark and I followed. We wanted to see this. I put the iPad on the mantle again.
Cathy led mom to the couch. She said softly, "Get on your knees."
Mom got on her knees.
"Bend over the couch," Cathy said.
Mom lay her body over the couch. Knees on the floor her ass facing us.
Turning to face Chuck, Cathy unbuttoned and unzipped his pants. She slid to her knees and as she did she pulled his pants and underwear to the ground. His cock sprung out. It was rock hard. It looked about the same size as Marks.
Cathy took it in her mouth, sucked it a little, and said, "mmmmmm, Mrs G his cock is so hard. It tastes great too."
She pulled Chuck to his knees behind mom. She reached over and slid her fingers into mom's pussy. Mom shuddered.
"Oh my god. What a slut. Feel how wet she is."
She held her fingers up to Chuck's mouth. He licked them clean.
She grabbed Chuck's cock. Put it right against moms pussy and said, "Fuck her. Stick your cock in her hot cunt."
Mom said, "Fuck me baby, show me what I've been missing."
Chuck did not have to be told again. He jammed his cock into mom's cunt. She moaned and shuddered. Chuck started furiously fucking her. His grunts and Her moans and sighs filled the room. You could see her body being pushed forward and back as he fucked her.
Cathy then reached out for my hand. She didn't say anything. Just reached out. I held my hand out to her and let her pull me to the couch. She pushed me down on it. "You're mine now. I've been wondering what you taste like all night," she said.
With that she buried her face in my pussy. Wow. I'd been eaten before. My ex boyfriend tried. That felt good but it was nothing like this. she knew exactly what a girl needed. I came in about three seconds. I grabbed her head moaned.
"Jesus," I said. You're 18. How much have you done this?
She laughed. "Never, I just watched a lot of porn. Your brother's the only guy I've fucked. I've seen girls eat girls in porn. It looked hot. I always wanted it to be you. I've kinda always played with myself thinking of you. I've always licked my fingers after playing with myself."
"Me too," I admitted.
"And today, when I licked my fingers after playing with your moms pussy, I knew I would love it."
I grabbed her head, pulled it to my pussy and said, "Well don't stop. That's fantastic".
Her tongue flicked against my clit again. I moaned.
Looking behind her I saw Mark pulling his cock out. He got down on his knees behind her. He slid his fingers along her pussy lips. She shuddered. He lined up his cock against her pussy lips.
She turned her head and looked at him smiling. "You know I'm only 18, right" she asked.
Wow, that sounded so dirty. Mark, a 42 year old man, was about to be this 18 year old's second cock. Cathy's tongue in my pussy. Mom being fucked by my brother beside me, and that thought in my mind. I came.
"Mmmmmm, said Cathy. "That's good."
As she said it she wiggled her ass at him. He drove his cock into her up to the hilt. She moaned into my pussy.
"Yes I do" he said.
My head was spinning. This was all so hot. I looked at the iPad on the mantle. I wondered if Dave was watching all this. I wondered if he wanted to join in. So far he'd only watched. I saw him with Julie and my boss' wife. Well, I didn't see him fuck them, but he was there. I wondered if next time he was in the office, would he fuck me.
Cathy's tongue was still doing its magic. I was thinking of Dave fucking me in front of everyone at the office. I came again.
I opened my eyes. Mark was furiously fucking Cathy from behind. He saw me look at him and winked. I giggled. Every time Mark would push into her she'd moan into my pussy. The vibrations of those moans made my pussy tingle even more.
All of a sudden Cathy stopped eating my pussy. She lifted her head up and looked me in the eyes. She started talking. Not to me, but to Mark.
"Oh my god, that feels so good fuck me. That's it. Shove your cock into my 18 year old pussy. Fill it with cum. I want to have it. You'll be the second man to cum in my cunt. You'll be the first. Chuck is still a boy."
Mom, between moans, peeped in, "He doesn't feel like a boy."
I laughed. Everyone else was too lost in fucking to notice.
Cathy went on. "Come on, fill me up. Give me every drop. Fuck me. Ram that cock into me. Give me that cum."
Mark groaned. His body spasmed. I could tell he was cumming.
"Oh god," said Cathy. "That feels so good."
Mark pulled out of her and fell back on the floor. His cock deflating and covered with his cum and her pussy juice.
She started eating my cunt again. I came again.
I looked cute over. Mom and Chuck were still going at it. The couch moved every time Chuck shoved his cock in her.
I don't know why. I reached out and stroked her hair. She turned her head and smiled at me. I looked at my brother. For 19 he had a lot of stamina. I assumed that was Cathy's doing.
I started talking to him. "How does mom's pussy feel. How long have you wanted her hot little cunt. You look pretty proud of yourself. I wonder what your friends would think. I see the way they look at mom. I bet they're all jealous."
Mom groaned.
Oooooo, I thought, she likes that.
I went on. Imagine them all watching you fuck her. I bet they'd all want a turn."
Mom shuddered and groaned. Chuck started fucking her harder. I'd hit on something.
Cathy moaned into my pussy. She was obviously enjoying this too. She had reached back with one hand started playing with her pussy.
I went on. "Can you imagine, Billy, John, Chris, all come over and see mom in her new slut clothes?"
They both groaned.
"Or better, they could come over and you could undress her in front of them. Then one of you can fuck her mouth, and one could fuck her pussy."
Moan shuddered, groaned, and came again.
Chuck let out a groan and said, "Oh my god, that would be so hot."
"Yeah?" I asked "You'd like to watch mom fuck your friends. Let them know what a slut she is. Let them, know you're her stud?"
"Yes, I'd want them to know."
Mom chimed in. "If you want that. I'll do it. Just say when. I'll be the best slut they ever saw. I'll make you proud. I'll even let them fuck my ass."
Hearing this Cathy came. She stuck her wet fingers in my mouth and I licked them clean.
Mark lay on the floor watching. He was stroking his cock, but not hard. He was just watching the show.
Chuck was going wild now.
Mom started. "That's it. Cum in your mom's cunt. Fill it up. I want it in me. I want your friends cum in me. They can cum in my mouth, on my tits, in my ass, or my cunt. Anywhere they want."
That did it for Chuck. He started spasming. It must have been a huge load. I could see it pumping out of her pussy as he continued to fuck her.
Cathy came again. I think she was done. She just kind of flopped on my lap.
Chuck fell back on the floor. His semi hard cock still sticking up covered with cum.
Mom fell to the floor next to him. She looked over at his cock rolled over and started licking it clean. As she did, it started to get hard again.
Cathy looked at me. Then at my brother.
"There's another cunt here for you to fuck," she said.
Chuck looked at me and then at mom sucking his cock. "I want to fuck mom again."
I could see mom smile even with her lips wrapped around his cock. I felt a bit relieved. I'm not sure why. I would have fucked him but this felt more right. I knew I still might some day soon.
Chuck rolled mom on her back and started sucking her tits. She reached down, grabbed his cock and slid it into her pussy. They fucked slowly there on the floor.
Mark was still not hard. He just watched as my mom got fucked.
Cathy got up and sat on the couch next to me. She kissed me on the lips, smiled and said "your turn."
I'd never even considered eating a woman before. Even now I wasn't sure I could. I remembered that Mark had just fucked her. I looked at her pussy. It was a mess from her juices and his cum.
Cathy said in a sexy voice, "Come on sexy. Lick me clean."
I got on my knees in front of her and gently slid my tongue up her slit. I could taste Mark's cum and pussy. Her pussy tasted different than mine, but I liked it. I started sucking her clit and licking her. I kept thinking how I would like it done. That's what I did to her.
The whole time she was moaning and talking softly to me.
"That's it, mmmmm. I've wanted to feel this for so long. This is much better than watching porn. Don't stop, yes right there. Oh god, oh god, yes, I'm coming!"
That made me feel good. I knew I could make her cum. I felt kind of proud. I didn't stop.
Then Mark reached out and started fingering my clit. I tensed up a second. I realized he was going to fuck me. I spread my legs ready to take his cock. I really didn't want to fuck, but I also didn't want to say no. I was tired, but still feeling slutty.
I soon realized he was just lying there fingering me. He made no move to fuck me. I relaxed and started to feel the buzz that starts to come with an orgasm.
Cathy shuddered, came one more time, and stopped me from licking her. She saw what Mark was doing. She smiled at me and said, "Go ahead. Cum for me."
With those words I let myself go to Mark's fingers. I felt a wave of orgasm rush through my body. I collapsed with my head on Cathy's lap.
Behind me I could hear mom and Chuck still fucking. It was slow and quiet. There was no urgency this time. Mark just lay on the floor watching. I looked at Cathy and said, "I need a nap."
She just smiled.
I stood up and walked to my room. On the way I remembered my iPad. I grabbed it off the mantle and took it with me. There was a message from Dave. I ignored it. I climbed into bed and fell asleep.
Sometime during my nap Cathy came in my room. She was dressed. Well shirt and skirt again. She kissed me on the cheek.
"Thank you," she said. "That turned out better than I could have hoped. All I really wanted was you. You're so sexy, so special. I only let Mark fuck me because I didn't want to stop eating you. Who knew it would feel so good. And your brother, who knew he had such a thing for your mom. I think things will be interesting around here. I just wanted you to know that I think you are amazing."
I murmured she was too. She kissed my cheek and I fell back asleep.
When I woke up, another message from Dave. I ignored it. Then there was a message from Ginny. Ginny is my BFF. I tell her everything. Well up to now. I was not telling anyone about this. I realized I had not chatted with her for three days. We'd never done that before.
She asked me what I'd been doing. I told her a work project and that I was sorry to be out of it for so long. She started telling me about what was going on. Normalcy. I started to feel like me again. We chatted for a while and then she invited me over. I never said no. I liked hanging out with her. I of course said yes. I felt relieved for the return of my normal life.
I told her I'd be right over.
I got out of bed to get dressed. I saw I still had that message from Dave. I still ignored it. The iPad was still standing on my dresser. Even though I did not answer him, I still put it where he had the best view of my room. I wondered if he was watching.
Normally I would just throw on Jeans and a T shirt. After all, I was just going to Ginny's house. I go all the time. Today I stopped and thought. I looked in my closet. As I did I started thinking.
Ginny lived at home. She has a younger brother who is 18. I always catch him checking me out. He follows me around like a puppy dog. Ginny said she'd even caught her father checking me out. We always joke that I should flash them my tits and see what happens.
Ginny was gorgeous. 5' 7", 125lbs. She had dark skin and dark hair. There was some Hispanic in her. She had a high firm ass and great tits.
Just as we joked about her family checking me out. I would point out that her younger brother was always trying to peep on her. She'd just laugh and say she'd caught him looking. She even once told me she caught her father looking down her shirt. He had turned bright red and turned away.
A week ago this stuff was just funny to us. Today. In my mind, it took on a whole different meaning. I don't know why I was looking. My mind was saying jeans and T, but my pussy, which seems to have taken over all my thought processes, was not having any of that.
I grabbed a short denim skirt. It barely covered my ass. Found fitted white button down top. One of my sexiest bras. It was pink, push-up and barely covered my nipples. Last I added a cute pink thong, I wore sneakers. I wanted to look casual.
I put the outfit on. I looked hot. You could see the bra through the shirt, but that was OK in today's casual styles. If I bent over a little my ass started to come into view. I unbuttoned enough buttons so I was showing cleavage.
I grabbed my iPhone, snapped a quick pic in the mirror, and sent it to Dave with the message "going out".
He responded, "Looking hot," with a thumbs up.
I jumped in my car. I noticed as I did my skirt slid up and my panties were showing. I thought it would be fun to get stopped by a cop. Then I wondered if any of Ginny's brother or father were home. I found myself hoping they were.
Ginny's brother answered the door. At 18 he was cute. He was also awestruck. He just stood there blinking. I knew he had a crush on me, but this was adorable. Finally I said, "Can I come in."
He moved out of the way and tried to stammer something. It was funny. Ginny came down the stairs. She looked at me and then at her brother.



She laughed and said to me, "What are you trying to do, kill him?"
I laughed. Her brother told her to drop dead and ran out of the room.
Ginny looked at me again and said, "What's with the outfit?"
I replied that I'd been working all weekend and just wanted to look nice.
She laughed and said, "Well, everyone's home, so I'm sure you're going to get attention in that."
Everyone. Oops, I forgot about Ginny's mom. I mean she was cool, but I had no idea how'd she react. Then again, I'd seen her dress to go out. 5'6" maybe 140, but she was built and knew how to show it off when she wanted too.
I walked into the house. Mom and Dad were in the living room.
Dad was the first to see me. At first he just stared. Then he said, "Hi Tina, haven't seen you all weekend, how have you been."
Tina's mom turned to look at me. I answered her Dad. "I'm doing great Mr. H. I've been buried in a work project."
"Hi Mrs. H," I said.
"Hi Tina. Don't you look hot today. Whose heart are you trying to break, or catch. I pity him."
"No one special," I replied. "I've just been cooped up so long I wanted to dress up a bit."
"Well," she said, "judging from Ricky's reaction, you've succeeded."
I looked where she looked. Ginny's little brother was just standing there staring.
His face flushed, and he said, "Mommmm!!!"
I walked over to him. I'm only 5'2", he was taller. I knew when he looked at me he could look right down my cleavage.
I smiled at him and said, "It's ok Ricky. I'm flattered you think I'm pretty. Any girl would be happy with attention from someone as sweet as you."
I kissed him on the cheek. He just blushed.
Mrs H said to me, "classy." Referring to how I handled Ricky.
Ginny said, "Let's go up to my room."
I don't think anyone realized Ricky was right at the bottom of the stairs. As I followed Ginny up he was watching me. I was pretty sure he could see up my skirt. Just for fun I dropped my phone. As I bent over to get it, turned, looked at Ricky, and blew him a kiss. I'm pretty sure my entire ass was on display. I thought to myself that left him with masturbation fantasies for years to come.
Ginny and I went to her room. Nothing special. Just girl talk. After about an hour I wanted a coke. I asked Ginny if she wanted one. She said sure. So I got up to go downstairs and get them.
Mr and Mrs H were still in the living room. The couch had a view of the kitchen. A dirty thought crossed my mind. As I walked past them I said, "just getting some cokes." I went to the cabinet to get some glasses. At 5'2" I had to reach. I could feel the air on my ass as my skirt pulled up.
Then I went to get some ice. The ice maker was in the bottom freezer. I bent over to fill the glasses. I was sure they both got a good look at my ass.
I filled the glasses with coke and headed back upstairs. As I walked past them Mr H tried not to look at me, but Ginny's mom just smiled.
"Got everything you need?" she said.
"Yes thank you," I responded.
I headed back up to Ginny's room. We talked for a while longer. Mrs H asked if I wanted to stay for dinner.
We all sat at the table. Mr. H on one side of me, Ricky on the other. I knew that by looking down they could both see my panties. Mr H was about 6' and certainly got a great view of my cleavage. They both spent dinner trying to not get caught looking. I don't think Ginny noticed. I'm pretty sure Mrs. H did.
Dinner was nice. I really like Ginny's family and the added sensation of showing off just added to the fun.
After dinner Ginny and I went back up to her room. We hung out a bit more and it was getting to be time to go. We said our goodbyes and I headed downstairs to let myself out. Mrs. H was still in the living room. I said goodnight.
Mrs. H. came over to me. She took my hands and kissed me on the forehead. She'd never done that before. Then she whispered softly in my ear. "Great ass. If you got it, flaunt it." She then lightly kissed my earlobe.
I was stunned. I stammered, "Thank you."
She laughed and said, "Don't be a stranger. We'd like to see more of you. Lots more."
With that I left. I got in my car and took a deep breath. I could not believe she said that.
I saw there was still a message from Dave on the phone. I had to tell someone what just happened. I facetimed him. He answered immediately. Looked like he was in bed.
"Hey there," I said. "Whatcha doin'?"
He panned the phone down. Two girls were giving him a blow job.
"That's Kari and her sister Anna," He said. "What's up?"
I told him I was sorry to bother him and we could talk later.
"Don't be silly," he said. "We haven't chatted for a while."
I then started telling him what happened at Ginny's. He laughed.
"I told you so. A lot of people have a bit of a slut in them," He said. "We tend to surround ourselves with people like us."
"Obviously" I agreed.
We continued to talk about everything that happened since Friday. I could feel my pussy getting wet as I drove home. I pulled in front of the house. Locked the car and walked in the front door. There on the floor, all naked, were Chuck and Mark fucking the shit out of mom.
I briefly considered joining them, but I had work tomorrow. I said goodnight and went to my room. I turned the iPad on and put it where Dave could see me. I undressed and climbed into bed. I stuck my hand under my sheets and fingered myself to an orgasm.
As I drifted off to sleep I heard Dave say, "Goodnight sexy."
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Monday
My alarm went off. I went to take a shower. Normally I put a robe on when I walk across the hall. Today I just went naked. Well at least some things were now easier.
Mark was up. He said good morning and I said good morning back. I jumped in the shower and started thinking about work. Julie, jimmy, and my boss had all seen the video. I'd fucked Bill and Tom on Friday. I knew Dave had told the others that I'd fucked Bill and Tom. The only person who didn't know I was a slut was Amanda in accounting.
On the other hand, Bill and Tom did not know the others knew. This was going to be an interesting day. I got out of the shower and looked at my clothes. My work clothes were pretty tame. Pretty, but tame. I did have one outfit that was a bit sexier than most. It was a knee length black pencil skirt, with a white Oxford style blouse. I jazzed it up with a purple push up bra. Sexy but appropriate. I added a cute pair of purple string bikini panties and heels.
I looked in the mirror. Both sexy and work appropriate.
When I was done dressing I did a twirl for the iPad. I wasn't sure if Dave was watching, but from our conversation it seemed he rarely missed anything.
I drove to work. Everyone was there already. I went to my desk and got to work.
Tom smiled at me and said hello. Bill waved at me from across the room. I waved back. After about an hour my boss came by and asked if he could talk to me in his office.
I went to his office and sat down. He started telling me how hot the other night was. He described the things he loved the most and how much he liked fucking Julie and his wife in front of everyone.
He went on to tell me I was one of the sexiest women he'd ever met. I thanked him. I wasn't sure what to say.
Then he asked me if I wanted to meet some clients.
"Clients," I said? "I don't know anything about our clients."
"You don't have to," he said. "I'm sure your talents could help close sales."
Talents? I had no idea what he was talking about. Then it hit me. He wanted me to be a whore for the company. I burst into tears. All I could think was, is this what I've become? The offices were all glass enclosed. Everyone saw me start crying.
Right away he started apologizing. He told me to forget what he said. That he was wrong to have said it.
But, it was out there. That is how he saw me. Is that what others thought? I tried to stop crying and went back to my desk. I'm sure everyone thought I got chewed out for something.
Julie saw me crying, took my hand, brought me to her office, and asked what happened. I told her. As I did she got madder and madder.
"You wait here," she said.
I sat in her office. She went over to our bosses office and closed the door. Everyone could tell she was angry. She was pointing at him, walking back and forth, shaking her head. He just sat there. He looked beat up. Everyone knew he was being yelled at and he knew he was wrong.
She left his office. Closed his door and came back to me.
"Come on, let's go to the bathroom and get you cleaned up."
She took my hand and led me to the bathroom. She locked the door. She grabbed some paper towels, wet them and started wiping my eyes and cleaning my messy mascara.
"It's ok," she said. "He had no right to talk to you like that. You are a beautiful, sexy, sensual, vibrant woman. Not a whore. You have a gift of making other women feel sexy."
I was still sniffling. She kissed me on the forehead and hugged me.
"It's all right," she said. "He knows he screwed up. To make up for it you're getting a 20% raise. He's also giving you $2000 to go clothes shopping."
I kept crying. It felt like he was buying me off. I told her so.
"No. He realizes he screwed up. He is really trying to make it up to you."
My crying got down to one or two sniffles. She hugged me and told me it was alright. She did not blame me. She'd have reacted the same way at my age.
She cleaned my face, then started to fix my mascara. I was starting to feel better.
She stepped back, looked at me, and said, "There much better."
I looked in the mirror, looked back at her and smiled. All I could say was, "Thanks."
She leaned in and gave me a light kiss on the lips. I parted my lips automatically thinking there was going to be more.
She said, "Watching your video Saturday night was a life changing moment for me. You made me feel so sexy, so vibrant. My husband has been trying to get me to loosen up. He's always had a fantasy about me fucking another man. You let me realize it was OK. I can't thank you enough. When I got home and told him what happened, he dragged me to bed and fucked me for hours."
I was stunned. She told him? That was his fantasy? I realized I knew so little about people's sexual desires.
She went on. "If you want, we can take the rest of the day off and go clothes shopping."
Getting out of the office sounded perfect to me. I was so happy. I put my arms around her neck, pulled her down and kissed her. This time on the lips. She kissed back. I started to get turned on. Now we weren't kissing. We were making out and I was loving it. I was really getting turned on. I could feel my pussy getting wet.
I started to kiss down her neck. She tilted her head back to give me more access. She was wearing a button down blouse. My hands went to the buttons. I started undoing them. She didn't stop me. Instead her hand went to the zipper of my skirt. As I was pulling her bra down to suck on her nipples she was pulling my skirt down over my hips.
I stepped out of it. She pushed me up against the counter. I put my hands on it and between the two of us I was sitting on the counter. She was in front of me she grabbed my panties. I lifted my ass so she could take them off me. As she did she knelt in front of me.
She spread my legs, looked at me, and said, "Beautiful."
She buried her face in my pussy and licked my clit.
Again, the total wrongness of the scene rippled through my mind. I came immediately.
"Mmmmmm," she said. "So perfect."
I let my head fall back and just enjoyed the sensations. I must have cum 3 or 4 times.
Julie stood up, she looked at me. She had my pussy all over her mouth. We kissed. I loved the taste. Then she said,"Let's go shopping."
I laughed and agreed. We started to get dressed.
She picked up her bra and said "fuck it." Let them see. She pulled her top on. You could clearly see her tits and nipples.
"You with me," she said?
Together we unbuttoned my top and removed my bra.
"Beautiful," she said.
She caressed both my tits and sucked my nipples. I let my head fall back again. I just enjoyed the sensation.
She stopped. "If we get started we'll never get to the mall," she said.
I laughed. We finished dressing each other. We looked in the mirror. Both our tits were completely on display.
She kissed my cheek, said, "Perfect," and unlocked the bathroom door.
Holding hands we grabbed my purse. Bill, Tom and Amanda were just staring at us. We walked out the door to go shopping.
Julie and I headed to the mall. We were acting like school girls. We walked through the mall, holding hands, telling other dirty and silly things, and laughing. Men would ogle our tits and we'd wave at them and giggle as we passed.
Sales girls would see us come in and rush to help us. They'd compliment us on what we were wearing. One came in the dressing room with us and told us what great tits I had.
We went through the stores trying on clothes. We bought about 10 outfits. I admit, we went for a little naughty. Everything was just on the edge of office appropriate. Maybe a bit too short. A bit too much cleavage. Some of the materials were a little thin and if worn without a bra or slip you would see right through them if you stared.
I loved them. Julie loved them. She also bought some outfits for herself. Equally as daring. If people at the office were going to look or talk, we'd give them something to look at and talk about.
Julie dropped me back at the office around 5 o'clock. I drove home. Mom and Mark's cars were not home yet. Chucks was in front of the house
I walked in the front door. Chuck was sitting on the couch.
"Hi sis," he said.
Well that was normal, I thought.
He asked about all my bags. I told him I went shopping. Just general conversation. We made some small talk and I went around the house doing my normal stuff. I went back to my room and picked up my iPad. I hadn't talked to Dave all day. There was a message from him.
First there was one from Ginny. I texted her.
"Hey, what's up?
"What did you do to my brother yesterday. He hasn't stopped talking about you since you left."
"LOL. What can I say. He loves me. I may have to flash him one day."
"LOL Flash him? You may have to fuck him."
"He'd probably die. But, I did kinda flash him."
"LOL. You slut! Kinda?"
I told her about him looking down my shirt and then about the incident on the stairs. I told her it was so funny and cute I couldn't help it.
"LOL. you r a slut"
"hey when was the last time anyone saw your naked ass."
I knew that Ginny hadn't had a boyfriend for a year. She'd only fucked 2 guys. Him and a guy she dated at 18.
"True and I've got such a great ass. It's a pity more people don't know."
"Don't I know it."
We made some more small talk and that was it. I'd heard Mark and Mom come home. It was dinner time. I thought about what to wear. I was wearing panties. I just grabbed a comfy T and put it on. Nothing special.
Mark and Chuck were at the table. Mom was getting dinner. Except for the fact that I was in my underwear and she was wearing a pink ruffled thong and tank top, everything was normal. In fact, the rest of the night was normal.
Next day at work I wore one of my new dresses. It was yellow, came to my knees and had a button down top and collar. I wore tiny red boy shorts under it. The material was kind of thin so the boy shorts kind of showed through. It was also thin enough so that when there was light behind me my legs showed. I had it unbuttoned to just below my tits. Everything covered, but a lot of cleavage.
Julie came in wearing a new shirt dress. It was about 2" above the knee but She had it unbuttoned to about 1" below her crotch. The top was buttoned down to just before you saw her bra. She was wearing a push up bra that showed off her 34 Bs perfectly. She looked great. We both got a lot of compliments. At lunch, the guys asked us if we wanted to join them.
We all went out. Normal office talk. The rest of the day was also normal office talk.
Dave texted me. We chatted a bit. He had been watching earlier told me he liked my outfits. Other than that some normal chat.
My dad called. He had got me the job. He told me he'd heard I was fitting in great.
I bet, I thought.
We chatted a bit. Dad lives two towns over. Since school and work are in this town I usually stay with mom. They broke up about four years ago. Since then he's found a girlfriend and they live together. She's nice.
After I hung up I wondered if dad knew what a slut mom was. Then I remembered Dave telling me that married women would do things for him they'd never do for their husbands. I figured he didn't and that Mark brought that out.
After work I headed home. Ginny texted me as I walked in the door. I replied.
"Hi"
"OMG, OMG, OMG"
"What happened?"
Ginny told me that after we talked. She decided to get a coke. She told me she heard the TV downstairs. She usually sleeps in just a big oversized T. She said she'd been thinking about what I did to Ricky and that nobody'd seen her ass. So she threw on a T that just barely covered her ass. When she got downstairs Ricky was watching TV. When he saw her he couldn't stop looking. She said it made her feel kind of sexy.
She said went to the fridge. She could tell Ricky was watching her. The urge just came over her. She bent way over. To get something out of the Fridge. Her T shirt slid way up and her ass was completely showing. Then she remembered she wasn't wearing panties.
"LOL. you slut"
"I know! But it just felt so wrong and so hot. I liked it"
"LOL. yep, sounds slutty to me. I love it!"
Ginny told me she stayed like that for a second and then turned and saw Ricky staring. She thought he'd look away.
"I think he was so shocked he was mesmerized."
"LOL. wouldn't doubt it. You have a great ass. Probably the first pussy he ever saw"
"Yeah, no doubt
She went on that since he was staring she looked back at him and, still bending over a bit, put her fingers to get lips and said Shhhhhh.
She then stood up to go back upstairs.
As she walked by Ricky watched her. When she got close he said, "Ginny. You are so beautiful."
"It was so sweet. He was looking at me with these big puppy dog eyes."
She kissed him on the forehead, thanked him, and told him that was sweet.
"That was kinda sweet," I replied.
"Yeah, I thought so."
She went on. It was so sweet that when she got to the bottom of the stairs she stopped to look at him. She said "promise you won't tell?"
He promised
She pulled her T shirt up to her waist and turned around for him.
"LOL. OK, that is slutty. But sounds fun."
She told me it was. Ricky just said he loved her and she went upstairs.
"I can't believe how hot, and sweet, it was."
"Sounds it. Bet he'd die if we did it together."
She LOLed. We chatted a bit more. Then said good night
Dave was on. I told him about Ginny. He said he told me. People just need the right stimulus. I guess he was right.
I lay down, closed my eyes, fingered myself to orgasm thinking of Ginny and Ricky, and fell asleep.
Tuesday
The next day I got ready for work. Again one of my new outfits. Again Julie was dressed sexier than usual. We got the usual amount of extra compliments. The office was getting fun.
The surprise of the day was Amanda, the bookkeeper. Normally she wore some kind of Hillary Clinton pantsuit. Today she was in a skirt that was about 3" above the knee and a tight v neck top. Amanda is about 45, about 5'8, and maybe 150? Definitely a size 8 or 10. She was curvy. She looked nice though. Her hair was down instead of up. Instead of scowly, with her new look, her glasses looked nerdy cute.
She got a lot of compliments and seemed to love it. That day the guys invited her to lunch too. I think she was thrilled. From then on the office was friendlier. All that week we all had lunch together. Julie and I kept wearing our sexy outfits. Amanda kept getting a little more daring.
I got home that night. It had been a hot day. No one was home so I jumped in the shower. I opened the door, naked, drying myself, just as Chuck walked by.
"Nice," he said.
I went in my room to dress. I didn't even bother to close the door. Saw the iPad where I left it. I knew Dave was either watching or recording. My nipples were cold from the AC. I pulled on a T shirt that came to my waist. I didn't even bother with panties.
I picked up my iPad and texted Ginny.
"Hey Slut. Lol. Whatcha doing."
"You would not believe what happened."
"What?
She told me that after everyone had gone to bed last night Ricky knocked on her door. She opened it. He had this shy little kid look on his face. She asked him if everything was alright and he said yeah. Then she asked him if he needed anything.
"What did the cute little perv want?"
She told me he was looking at the ground and said, "Can I see your butt again?"
"LOL. he is a little perv."
"I know. But it was kinda cute"
"Yeah, It is. what'd ya do?"
Ginny said she kissed him on the forehead and told him to go sit on the bed. She was still dressed from the day. She told him if he promised not to tell he could watch her change.
"LOL. you are a slut. Sounds fun!"
"I know. I couldn't believe I was doing this."
"So, tell me everything. What were you wearing."
Ginny told me she was wearing a skirt and top.
"That all?"
"No, I was wearing underwear."
"I said tell me everything. Details girl. Details."
"LOL. OK OK."
She said she was wearing a lacy white thong and matching bra. She got back to her story.
He promised not to tell and sat on the bed. He had his hands folded on his lap. He looked like he was sitting in church. She realized he was trying to hide his erection.
She turned on some music and decided to tease him a bit. She stood facing him and slowly unzipped her skirt. It fell to the floor. She stepped out of it and. slowly turned around showing off her ass. She could see his hard on through his pajamas it was too big to cover with his hands.
She then pulled her top off and threw it at him. He grabbed it and used it to cover his crotch.
She reached to undo her bra. It was a front clasp one. She stopped went over to him and said , "You do it."
"OMG, he must have died."
"He just stared at me."
Finally she convinced him it was ok. He reached out, fumbled with the clasp, and finally got it undone. She had her hands over the cups so it didn't show her tits.
She stood up and said, "Ready?"
He nodded and she let the bra fall off her shoulders to the floor.
She cupped her tits with her hands and said, "Have you ever seen tits before?"
He just stammered something
"LOL. you tease"
"I know, but it was so much fun I couldn't help myself."
"I could have watched."
"Who you kidding. You wou would have undressed me."
"True. Don't stop! Then what."
Then she turned her back to him and slid her thong slowly over her ass and let them fall to the floor.
As she did he groaned and then said "oh no!"
"Oh no?"
"Yup, the poor kid came on my top. LOL"
"LOL"
He started to apologize. She told him it was OK and that sometimes girls found it flattering when boys couldn't control themselves. Here she was naked and comforting him.
She told him it was time to go. He better clean up and go to bed. He nodded and got up to leave. She picked her thong up off the floor and asked him if he wanted to take them with him. He just nodded. She handed them to him, kissed his cheek, pushed him out the door and shut it.
"OMG. that is so hot," I replied
"That is so wrong."
"LOL. I know that's what makes it hot."
We chatted and joked a bit more. Mom called me for dinner. I walked out in just my T.
Mark said, "looking good."
I smiled at him.
Mom was making dinner. She was just wearing a see through nighty. I was used to carrying my iPad with me. I took her picture.
"What's that for?" she said.
"I don't know," I answered. "You just look hot."
I sent the pic to Dave.
It was odd, here we were so exposed and it was just a normal dinner.
After dinner I went to my room to get some stuff done. When I was finished I went to the living room to watch TV. I passed Chuck's room. Again mom was on the bed being fucked by Chuck doggie style. It was kind of hot. I stayed and watched for a minute. Mom was Going Crazy.




"That's it baby. Fuck me. Fuck your mother's ass. Fill it with your cum. How does it feel to be a real motherfucker. What else are you going to do with me? Show me off? Get me fucked? Fuck your friends? Want everyone to know I'm a slut? Want people to talk about me?"
I realized it was not doggie style. He was fucking her ass. I wondered what that felt like. I wished someone was fucking my ass.
Chuck started fucking her harder and faster.
I went in the living room Mark was sitting on the couch watching TV.
"Those two are really going at it," I said.
"Yeah," he replied. "I think he's fucked her every day since Sunday. Sometimes I come home, fuck her, and I can feel how messy her cunt is."
"I can't tell if Cathy is turned on or jealous," he continued. "She came over the other day and fucked him herself. Then when your mom came home she made him fuck her while she straddled your mom's face."
"I stood in the doorway and watched a bit. Cathy was going nuts.
"That's it. Eat my pussy you slut. Letting my boyfriend, your son fuck you. How slutty is that? Chuck baby. When you cum, pull out and squirt on your mom's belly and tits. Try to get some on me. I want to feel your hot cum on my skin."
She was practically screaming he said.
"Chuck started fucking your mom like crazy. I could tell he was about to cum."
"Cathy noticed me at the door and kept talking. 'Cum on, Cum on us. Come on, give us a cum bath,'
"Chuck pulled out. I swear some of his cum hit Cathy in the face. It was huge load and landed on both of their tits and bellies.
"I pulled my cock out and started stroking it. Cathy fell off your moms face and lay next to her breathing heavy. She kept running her hands through the cum on your mom and then licking her fingers.
"Then she looked at Chuck and said 'My turn.'
"Seriously, he was already hard again. Damn to be 19 again."
I laughed.
Mark went on. "He started fucking Cathy. Cathy was moaning. Your mom turned on her side and started playing with Cathy's clit as Chuck fucked her. Then Cathy looked at me jerking off and said 'I have a mouth that's not being fucked.'
"Who could refuse that offer? I undressed climbed on the bed next to her face."
"She grabbed my cock and put the head in her mouth. Then she stopped. She said, '2nd cock to fuck, 2nd cock to suck.'
"She started sucking me again. Again she stopped? She gave me a big smile and said 'Did I mention I'm only 18?'."
"I fucked her mouth as Chuck fucked her cunt. As she came I started to cum too. I came all over her face. She licked her lips, turned to face your mom, and started kissing her. It was a fucking hot afternoon. When she left Chuck was still fucking your mom. Ahhh.. To be young again."
"Wow" I said. "he really has a thing for mom. He hasn't even tried to fuck me."
"Tell me about it," Mark said.
We both laughed.
I asked him what he was watching. It was some sitcom. He patted the couch. I put my iPad on the mantle and sat down to watch him. I put my head on the armrest and swung my feet up on his lap. He started rubbing my feet. It felt good.
I started thinking about mom, Cathy, and Chuck. The whole story made my pussy wet.
"It's kind a hot," I said.
"What," asked Mark.
"That scene you described with mom, Cathy, and Chuck," I said.
He slid his hand up to my pussy.
"I guess it is," he said.
I spread my legs for better access and closed my eyes. He fingered me to 3 orgasms.
Then he said, "Well I'm going to go fuck your mom. I bet she's got at least 3 loads of cum in her pussy." He shook his head and mumbled "Youth."
I kinda laughed to myself and headed to bed. I grabbed my iPad. Dave was on as usual.
"Wow," he said. You are really embracing your inner slut," he said. "Good girl."
Every time he said that it made me feel good. I went on to tell him about work and told him about Ginny and her brother.
"Do you think you could get her to fuck her brother?" he asked.
"These days I think I'll get anybody to fuck anybody," I said.
He just laughed and said, "Do it."
I put the iPad down. With thoughts of Ginny fucking her brother, and mom, Cathy, and Chuck. I closed my eyes, fingered myself to another orgasm and fell asleep.
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Wednesday
Next 2 days at work were busy. Julie asked me if I'd noticed Amanda's new style. I told her I had and that I kept complimenting her. Julie said she was also telling Amanda how good she looked.
Wednesday after work Cindy had called and asked me to drop a school book, she left at our house, off at her mom's house for her. I drove home, got the book, and headed to Cindy's house.
Cindy's mother had not remarried. She was nice enough, but always seemed unhappy. She and I got along, but didn't really have a relationship. Even though she wanted the divorce, she was very unhappy when Mark started dating my mom. I think she thought that he'd stay miserable too.
When I got there I knocked on the door. I prepared myself. I was still dressed from work and I was on the verge of slutty. I assumed I'd get some comment.
There was no answer. I knocked again and she opened the door. She looked like she'd been crying, I didn't want to intrude. I told her I was dropping off Cindy's book. She sniffled and thanked me. She said Cindy was at a friends.
I said thanks and started to leave. Her sniffling bothered me. I turned back and asked if she was OK? She assured me she was, thanked me for asking, and then burst into tears standing in the doorway.
I put my arm around her and guided her back in the house. We sat on the couch and she hugged me and sobbed on my shoulder. I finally got the story out of her.
She'd been dating a guy for two weeks. She'd thought it was going somewhere. This weekend she had sex with him. He'd just called and broke up with her. She told me that since her divorce, she had not had a relationship that lasted more than two weeks.
"What's wrong with me," she sobbed. "Am I that ugly?"
Actually, except for the unhappy look, she was attractive. She was about 5'6", 110, long hair, pretty face and skin. My first guess was she was a lousy lay or a pain in the ass to hang out with. I assured her she was attractive.
"Look at your daughter," I said reassuringly. "She's gorgeous and she looks like you."
She sniffled, "You really think so?"
"Absolutely," I responded.
She looked at me, thanked me, but still clung to me. I kept my arm around her. She kept sniffling. She started going through all her relationships. A lot of them ended right after she had sex with them.
L
No wonder she's upset, I thought. I don't blame her for doubting herself.
She realized what she was saying and started putting herself down.
"I must be a lousy fuck," she said. "They fuck me and leave me. How can I be so bad."
Then she burst into the tears again, and cried into my shoulder. I felt bad for her and held her reassuring her. I told her she couldn't be that bad. For most men, even if you're just there they think the sex is good. She laughed.
I assured her she was gorgeous and sweet. I did say she often looked unhappy. I asked if she thought that might have anything to do with it.
She told me she was unhappy, but mostly because she was lonely. It was hard being alone for so long. She always felt she was missing something. She said her divorce from Mark was her fault. She always felt she could not connect even though she'd tried.
She started crying again. She was sobbing that she was ugly, a lousy lay, and something was wrong with her that she couldn't connect.
For my part I held her and told her that there was nothing wrong with her. That she was pretty and had not found the right person yet. She pulled away from me, looked at me, and thanked me for being so sweet.
Then she shocked me. She said thank you and gave me a small kiss. I kissed her back and again assured her it was OK. She told me I was so sweet and gave me another small kiss. Then with no warning. She pressed into me and really kissed me. I was completely surprised and pulled back.
She started crying again. "I'm sorry," she sniffled. "I don't know what came over me. I'm such a mess."
I put my arm around her again and assured her she was OK. She turned her head to look at me. She looked so sad and so needy. This time I kissed her. She kissed back. It felt good. She had such soft lips. When I kissed Cathy it was different. Cathy's lips were covered with cum and pussy. Cindy's mother tasted different. Fresh showered. Light flowers. I liked it.
We spent some time kissing she pulled away from me and took off her top. We got back to serious kissing. As we did I reach behind her and unclasped her bra. She looked at me shyly and let it fall off. I reached out to caress her breasts. Her nipples hardened under my fingers.
I bent my head down and took her nipple in my mouth. She moaned. She tasted like freshly cleaned skin. I liked it. I stood up and pulled my dress up over my head and dropped it on the floor. I was standing there in just panties and heels. She gave me another shy smile.
I sat down and guided her hand to my breasts. She gently stroked them and sucked on my nipples. It felt wonderful and I told her so. She looked so happy.
I pushed her down on the couch. We kissed passionately. I sat up on my knees and undid her jeans. I grabbed the waist and started to pull her jeans and panties off together. She lifted her ass so I could pull them all the way off.
We went back to making out. A woman's touch is so much softer than a man's and because she was so shy and unsure it was even gentler and sweeter. My hand slid down her belly to her pussy. Her legs fell apart as she made room for my hand. My fingers traced her clit. She pushed her hips forward and moaned as I touched her. I slid them in her pussy. She kissed me passionately.
My fingers in her pussy, our lips locked, she explored my body with one hand. She caressed my breasts and nipples. Slowly her hand slid down my body. They slid into my panties. She tentatively touched my clit. I moaned into her mouth. She pulled me in and kissed me harder. Her fingers started to explore my pussy. Women like different things, but we also know basically what feels good. She knew what felt good.
With our fingers in each other, gentle need went to passionate desire. I started jumping her fingers. I thought about the fact that this was Cindy's mother. The reality was Mark and my mom weren't related made it easier. Who am I kidding. I'd probably do her Cindy and Mark at the same time. Her fingers and that thought made me cum.
She actually stopped and asked, "Did I really make you cum?"
I admitted she did. She got teary eyed, but this time there was a smile with it. Again, it was so sweet I was happy I was there.
I kissed her passionately and concentrated on her clit. She started humping my hand and moaning. Within seconds she was cumming.
"Oh my fucking God," she said. "I haven't had an orgasm like that in years. She kissed me again.
"Really?" I said. "Then you're going to love this."
I started kissing my way down her body. I really liked the way she tasted. She was perspiring a little and her skin tasted slightly salty.
"I've never done this before," she said. She added, "With a girl I mean."
"Do you want me to stop," I asked.
"You'd better not," she laughed.
My tongue reached her clit. She came again. Loud. My tongue entered her pussy. She came again. Now she was on a roll. Definitely multiorgasmic.
She stopped me and laughed, "Let me catch my breathe."
I said, "Well hurry up. It's my turn."
Again she got shy and started to say, "ummm... I never..."
I stopped her and said, "Well you're going to."
She laughed again. I laid back on the couch and slid my panties off. She moved her head down my body and tentatively licked my pussy. I moaned. As I moaned she got braver and braver. Soon her face was buried in my pussy and I was making her face all wet as I came.
We eventually got back to kissing. I could taste my pussy on her lips. She was kissing me and licking my lips trying to clean me up. We slowly got back to just cuddling.
"Tina, "she said."
"Yes?"
"Thank you so much. That was amazing. I feel much better and it wasn't just the sex. You were wonderful."
I kissed her again and told her I better get going. We both got dressed. As I left she kissed me goodbye.
A week later she told me a girl from the gym asked her out. She sounded excited. I told her to tell me how it went. Two months later I saw her. They were still dating. She looked very happy.
Thursday
The work week wasn't letting up. I chatted with Dave a bit but had tons of stuff to do. Again Amanda's new clothes were becoming the talk of the office. Everyone was wondering what was going on. She spent most of her time in her office and, although sweet, didn't really interact a lot.
When I got home Thursday Ginny wanted to know if I wanted to come over. I said OK and just drove over in my work clothes.
Today I had worn one of my sexier outfits. It was a wrap dress of a clingy material. When tied it crossed my tits and showed skin about an inch below them. I wasn't wearing a bra and you could clearly make out my nipples. The bottom of the wrap opened about 2" below my pussy. Sitting in my car it had completely fell to the sides and showed my panties and a bit of belly. I wondered what Ginny would say.
I let myself in. Ginny's mom was in the living room.
"Hi Mrs. H," I said.
She turned looked at me and said, "Hi Tina, isn't that a sexy dress."
I knew it was, but I played it off. "Just something I wear to work," I said.
"Well, it's adorable," she said. "Ginny's in her room." Then she laughed and said "Don't let Ricky see you in that dress, he'll probably have a heart attack and die."
I laughed and went up to Ginny's room.
"Some dress," she said.
"Like it," I responded.
"Yeah, I do. You'll have to let me borrow it someday."
"Your 4" taller than me. Your pussy and ass would be hanging out,"
"So?" She said.
We laughed and started talking. I was sitting on the bed. Just like in the car my dress parted and my panties were showing. Ginny noticed, called me a slut and we laughed. We spent some time hanging out. All of a sudden her brother knocks on the door.
Ginny told him to come in. He came in and was surprised to see me there. He then noticed my panties were showing. He turned red and looked away.
Ginny said, "what's up."
He stammered, "Never mind. I'll talk to you later."
Ginny said, "It's Ok, what's going on."
At this point she knew what he wanted and was just teasing him. He looked so cute. Between looking at me, being 18, and wanting to see his sister naked. It was just adorable. .
"Come on in," Ginny said. "I've got a surprise for you."
He came in the room.
I was sitting on the bed. Ginny told me to come over to her. I got up and stood near her and her brother. Next thing I knew Ginny was reaching for the tie on my dress. If she untied it, the dress would fall apart. I'd basically be naked in my panties. I could have stopped her but the idea turned me on. I let her pull the string. My dress fell open. I was standing there with my tits showing the only thing really covering me were a really small see through pair of a cross between boy shorts and bikini panties.
Ricky's mouth dropped open.
I pulled the dress back, so could see better, and put my hands on my hips. "Happy" I asked?
He nodded.
I said to Ginny, "I better be going."
I looked at Ricky standing there just afraid to move.
I said, "I've got something for you." I slowly wiggled out of my panties and handed them to him. I then tied my dress back up.
Ginny just smiled at me and mouthed, "You're such a slut."
She then scooted Ricky out of her room.
"I bet he jacks off with those for a month," she said.
"That's gross," I said. "We will have to keep bringing him new ones."
I let myself out and headed home. It was about 10 and I went to my room. I checked online for Dave. Of course he was there. I told him the whole Ricky episode.
"That is hot," he said. "Good girl."
It still made my pussy tingle when he said that. I climbed into bed. My fingers reached for my pussy. I realized that I fingered myself to sleep almost every night for a week. I think that was more than the last 6 months. I smiled, and did it again.
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Friday
Like I said, Friday at work was busy. We joked, flirted went to lunch, but had a lot to do. I was glad the weekend was here. As I drove home I thought about all the changes that happened last weekend. I was starting to get horny. I was wondering if I should fuck Mark. He was convenient. I considered it all the way home and decided I was going to.
When I got home my plans changed. Cindy, Kevin, and his friend Peter were there. I felt a bit disappointed. I went to my room. Cindy was lying in her bed playing online. She was wearing just a short T and a pair of blue string bikini panties. She wasn't supposed to be here this weekend so I asked her what was up.
She told me that since they missed a day last weekend she was getting an extra weekend with her father. She looked at my dress.
"Wow, that's what you wear to work?" she asked.
I was wearing a short blue dress that barely covered my ass.
She laughed and didn't ask anymore. It was just about dinner time. I wondered what to wear. Kevin and Peter were here, but they saw me in a T and panties last week. I'm sure they both were hoping to see some more.
I asked Cindy what she thought. She was excited. She wanted to know if we could really show off again. I told her I didn't see why not.
Then she told me she'd hidden her new panties from her mother, but wore them out. She'd flashed a boy or two at the mall. She told me how much fun it was.
I just laughed and told her she was turning into a naughty little girl.
She said, "takes one to know one," and stuck her tongue out at me.
I said, "ok what should I wear?"
She asked about mom. Was mom mad that we showed up for breakfast in our panties? I told her I thought mom was cool. She said that last week she only had the white cotton. This week she had something to show off.
She stood up. "Do you think this is Ok," she asked?
She looked sexy cute. The little string bikini panties were smaller than any bathing suit. Although not a thong they barely covered her ass. The front barely covered her pussy and must have been 4" inches below her Navel. Her top was a tight white T shirt. Her little nipples were easily showing.
I said, "you might kill the boys."
She giggled.
I heard Mark and Mom come in. They went to their room. I was wondering what Mark would make mom do.
Meanwhile, Cindy practically had her head in my underwear drawer. When she came up I think she had the sluttiest pair I own in her hands. They were a pink, tiger patterned, lace ruffled thong. Cute, but covered almost nothing.
I looked at them. What the hell I thought and pulled them on. Cindy practically squealed with excitement. She loved them. She pulled a little chemise out also. This was black, spaghetti straps, and fairly see through. I put it on.
"Trying to get me fucked," I asked?
She giggled, "Can I watch if you do?"
I swatted her ass. I heard mom call dinner was ready. We walked into the kitchen.
Mom was there in a black lace robe that barely covered her ass. It was the same one she wore the day she modeled for Mark and me. I noticed the panties were missing. She was walking around and getting dinner and as she did a bit of cheek or pussy would show.
Kevin and Peter were sitting at the table gawking. They hadn't even noticed us.
Cindy looked at me. "Wow, that's hot," she said. "What's gotten into her."
I told her that our little show last week got Mark thinking. He sent mom out shopping. There were some less strict rules around the house.
She giggled.
When she did everyone looked up at us. Kevin didn't know what to say. I was beginning to think he couldn't talk. Peter on the other hand was obviously the brave one.
"Hi Tina, Hi Cindy, wow you two look amazing," He said.
I thanked him.
Cindy did one better she did a pirouette and said, "You really like it?"
Peter assured her he did.
Mark showed up and sat down. He smiled at us, "Wow, cute panties," he said.
Cindy chimed in, "These are some of the ones I bought with Tina last week," she said.
"Well they're cute. Hopefully I'll get to see the rest of them. Maybe you can model them for me tomorrow?" He asked.
Cindy said she'd love too.
Peter complained. "Let's do it tonight! My mom is picking us early. We have a league thing in the morning."
Mark laughed. "Maybe next time." You could see the disappointment on Peter's face.
Besides that it was a normal dinner. Well, besides that and the fact I was horny as hell. Showing off was turning me on. I was looking forward to it. I was sitting here wanting to take my top off and finger myself in front of them. I don't think anyone would have minded. After all mom and my tits were pretty much on display anyway.
We finished dinner and Kevin and Peter offered to do the dishes. That was fine with us. Cindy and I went in the living room to watch TV.
Mark and mom said they were going out. They went to change. When they came out. Mark was in a nice shirt and slacks. Mom was in a black almost see through top, short skirt, and heels. She looked hot. I was sure she'd get a lot of attention.
Cindy and I went to our rooms. I went back online. Dave was there. I told him everything we'd just done. He said he saw some but would love to see more of Cindy.
I said Ok and said, "Cindy, stand up for a second."
She stood up and I took a picture.
"Is that for your friend," she asked?
I nodded. She asked if I wanted to take more. I said sure.
She started posing. Every sexy pose she could think of. A great one with her looking back over her shoulders and pulling down her panties to show her ass. I sent them all to Dave.
"Great pics," he replied.
Cindy asked if he liked them. I assured her he did.
Then Dave said, "Ready for a dare?"
Dare? Wasn't I daring enough? Now what was one going to ask? Funny thing was, I was also thinking. Yes please, I can't wait to hear it.
I said, "OK."
"I dare you to give Kevin and Peter blow jobs."
I responded, "no way."
I don't know why. I knew I was going to do it. As soon as I read it I knew I wanted too. I just thought I should at least offer some resistance.
He said, "Go."
"Both of them," I asked?
There was not an immediate response. I thought he was mad at me for hesitating. I was actually scared he was going to stop chatting with me. Stop making me do stuff.
He finally responded, "No, Cindy can do one."
"Cindy?" I said. I'm sure she's never done that in her life."
As I said it dirty thoughts came to mind. I could picture her pretty little lips wrapped around a cock. Then I thought, Peter or her brother Kevin? That thought was so dirty I felt like I would soak my panties.
"Teach her," was the response.
I looked at Cindy. What was I supposed to do? Just go up to them and say "Want blowjobs?" I was sure they'd say yes, but that seemed awkward.
Instead I said, "I wonder what the boys are doing."
Cindy practically jumped out of bed. "Let's go see," she said.
It was obvious she wanted a chance to show off more and get more compliments. We figured they must have gone downstairs to play video games or watch TV. We decided to go see. I grabbed my iPad and we went. When we got to the landing we could hear the sounds of sex. We realized the boys were watching one of Mark's porno channels.
Cindy whispered to me she'd never seen porn. We looked at the boys. Both of them had their cocks out and were jacking off.
I said let's go see, and we walked downstairs. When the boys saw us they immediately grabbed something to cover their cocks. It was pretty funny.
We played coy and asked what they were watching. They kind of stammered an answer. On the screen was a woman getting fucked from behind. She had big fake tits that barely moved.
I commented that they were fake. Peter, always the talker, asked me how I could tell. I explained that they barely moved when she did, and when she was on her back they pointed straight up. Peter asked what they should look like.
I had wanted to take my top off anyway. Here was my chance. I pulled it off, cupped my tits, and said, "See the difference. Mine move when I lift them."
This time Cindy just stared. I wasn't sure if she was jealous or shocked I did it.
I lay down on my back, my tits fell back. "See, real tits don't point straight up." Then as a joke I said, "As opposed to real cocks that stand straight up like your's were."
Kevin blushed. Peter was more bold. He took the pillow off his lap and showed us his erect cock. About 6" and fairly thick. Cindy stared at it. I realized this was the first erect cock she'd seen.
As she looked at it the scene on the TV switched to 2 women giving 2 guys blowjobs. Talk about luck.
"That's so fucking hot," said Peter.
Cindy agreed, "That is hot, but I don't know if I could get a whole cock in my mouth like they can."
I told Cindy it's called deep throat and that most women can't do it. I assured her she could give a good blowjob. She looked doubtful.
Here was my opportunity. "Let me show you I said."
I took her hand and told her to kneel down in front of Peter. I knelt in front of Kevin and pulled the pillow off his lap. His cock was a little longer than Peters but not as thick. He still didn't talk. He actually look scared. Peter was smiling.
I told Cindy to watch. I wrapped my hand around Kevin's cock. Then I took the head of it in my mouth. I stopped. Looked at Cindy and said you try. She did the same thing to Peter. I stopped and told her to pump it with her hand. I started to pump my hand to show her. Kevin groaned and squirted right away into my mouth.
I swallowed all I could. It was a huge load. Some dripped down my chin.
Cindy looked at me and said, "That's it?"
I felt bad for her, I felt bad for Kevin. I explained to Cindy that lots of times boys got so excited they couldn't control themselves. That if that happened, try again. The 2nd time went much better. Cindy smiled. I took a dab of the cum on my face and held my finger out for Cindy. She took it in her mouth and sucked it clean.
In my mind I was creaming. My cunt was so wet. She had just eaten her brothers cum.
She just said, "mmmm. I like it."
My hand was still wrapped around Kevin's cock. It started to get hard again. I thought about Mark shaking his head as he lamented his youth.
"Come on, let's try again," I said.
This time Kevin did not cum. Neither did Peter. I thought maybe he had while jacking off earlier.
I jacked Kevin's cock and fucked it with my mouth. I watched Cindy. She was doing everything I was doing. Kevin had his head back and eyes closed. Peter's eyes were wide open.
"Oh my god, this is better than I ever imagined," he said. "Cindy, you are so fucking hot."
Cindy took her mouth off his cock and said, "Thank you."
I laughed inside. She was thanking him? He's getting a blow job and she's thanking him? It was too funny.
Cindy started getting the feel for it. She was no longer watching me. She was concentrating on what she was doing. From what I could see she was doing great.
Kevin still hadn't said a thing. He barely moved. I think he was afraid this was a dream and if he moved he'd wake up. Peter on the other hand couldn't stop talking. The good thing was that Cindy was loving it.
"Cindy that feels so good. You are so sexy. I love the way your mouth feels. I can't believe I'm so lucky. You look so hot in those panties. I can't wait to see the rest."
Cindy was loving it and really trying to do her best.
I kept watching her. All of a sudden Kevin groaned again. My mouth started to fill with cum. He'd surprised me, and I let his cock pop out of my mouth. The rest of his cum landed on my face and tits.
I think that was too much for Peter. He closed his eyes and started to tense up.
I looked at Cindy and said "Here it comes. Try to swallow it all."
Peter grunted as he came. I could see Cindy working hard to swallow it all. When he was done she looked at me and smiled. A little cum dribbled down her chin. I still had it all over my face and tits.
Peter kept talking. He kept telling Cindy that was amazing. He told her he'd seen porn but she was so much better. She was loving the compliments.
I was starting to feel sticky. I looked at Cindy and said, "We better go clean up."
She stood up with me, I grabbed my top, and we started to go upstairs.
"Wait," said Peter.
We stopped and looked at him.
"Cindy," he said. "Can I see your tits?"
Cindy laughed, pulled off her top and threw it at him. We went back upstairs.
I was hot. I wanted to fuck. I thought about going back downstairs, but I wanted a good fuck. I thought of Mark but remembered they had gone out. Chuck was staying at a friends. Dammit I thought. It's my fingers again tonight.
When we got to our room. I put the iPad back in place. Cindy sighed. I asked her what was wrong.
She said nothing, but then said, "That was amazing, but what about me?"
I knew what she meant. I told her that boys usually had no idea how to please a woman. That we women had to show them how. Cindy asked what I meant. I told her that men had no idea what it felt like to have a pussy and we had to show them what felt good to us.
"Like what," she said.
I felt bad for her. I pushed her to the bed and said, "Lie down."
I knelt between her legs and pulled her panties off. She lifted her ass to help me. I was still sticky with cum, but that made me feel hotter. I threw her panties on the floor.
Then I started on her. I started kissing her neck. I worked my way down to her tits. Sucking on one nipple, caressing her tits, then sucking on the other. She moaned as I did.
I kissed my way down her belly. She smelled so good. I worked my way down to her pussy. I sucked on her clit.
As soon as I did she said, "Oh my god, that's amazing."
I stopped and told her that girls knew what girls liked, but she'd have to show a boy. I continued eating her pussy. She started squealing. It sounded so sexy. I kept at it. All of a sudden she grabbed my hair and push my face down.
"Oh my god, Oh my god, Oh my god, Oh my god."
She came all over my face.
"Oh my god, that was amazing. Thank you, thank you"
I kissed her softly on the lips and said, "I need a shower."
I stripped off my panties and headed to the bathroom. I ran into Mark in the hall. He looked me up and down. I had dried cum on my face and tits and his daughter's juices all over my lips.
"Wow. What have you been doing," he asked?
"Never mind," I said. "I need to be fucked. Now."
"Can't help you," he said. "Your mom probably already has her ass in the air waiting for my cock."
.
Dammit I thought. I headed for the shower. The shower massage was a little relief.
I climbed into bed. I glanced at the iPad. There was 1 message. "Good girl."
Saturday
I woke up to the sound of Cindy running around the room. She was naked and grabbing all the panties in the hamper. She threw on a T shirt. I don't think she even realized her ass and pussy were exposed. She ran and threw them in the laundry. Short cycle. Everyone else was still asleep.
She came in the room and sat on my bed.
She kissed me lightly on the lips. "Thank you for last night. That was amazing."
"Can I ask you something?" She continued.
Ask me something? I just blew her brother, made her swallow his friends cum, and ate her pussy. What did she think she couldn't ask me.
"Of course you can sweetie," I said. "Anything you want."
"Does fucking feel as good as you made me feel last night?"
"Sometimes," I said. "If you've got someone who knows what they're doing. Most boys don't. Older men are usually better at it."
She looked thoughtful. "How old, like my dad's age?"
"Well by that age if they don't know how, they never will, but most learn in their late 20s if you show them what feels good."
"Do you think my dad knows how to do it?"
"Yeah, he does," I said. I regretted it as soon as I said it.
"Oh my god. You've fucked him. Haven't you?"
What the hell. I admitted I did and told her the whole story. As I did she started fingering herself.
"That is hot," she said. "I hope I get fucked like that."
"Some day I'm sure you will".
"I have another question."
"Ok," I said
"On the movie last night, that guy had a huge cock. But Peter and Kevin weren't that big?"
"Men differ in size. The ones in porn are usually super big. That's not the norm, though you can run into it. Kevin and Peter were not small, they were average."
"Is my dad average?"
Whoa... This was getting kinky. I liked it. I got into it.
"Your dad's cock is bigger than normal. It makes you feel full. Plus, he knows how to use it. He's a pretty fantastic fuck."
"How many times have you fucked him?"
"Just that once," I said.
She seemed to be in thought. "Does it hurt the first time you fuck?"
"A little," I said. "You have to go slow. As you get more of it in it will hurt. When it hurts, just stop, wait a minute and start again. Once you take as much as you can, stop and wait again. In about a minute or two, it will start to feel good."
"Do you think I could take a cock as big as my dad's?"
"I'm sure you could. Your pussy stretches to fit the cock in it."
She seemed satisfied. She ran out again and threw her stuff in the dryer.
I got online. Ginny messaged me.
"You are a bad influence."
"LOL, I know. What happened."
"Well little perv came to my room last night. He looks so pathetic. I told him he could watch me change again. This time while watching me change he pulled out his cock and started jacking off. You would not believe it. He had a thick cock. I was shocked."
"Wow, that's pretty cool! I wonder how big your dads is."
"Let me finish. So I undress while he jacks off. Then I give him my panties and send him to his room. I got to admit. I was a little tempted to help him. LOL."
"Naughty Naughty!"
"Oh yeah, like little miss show him all, wouldn't be tempted."
"Tempted? Hell yeah, hey, I'd even watch you. :)"
" :). OK. anyways. You know I always sleep in a big T shirt."
"Yeah."
"Well lately I've been sleeping in shorter ones. It's fun. Ricky and dad would look at me as I went to the kitchen or something. Mom saw it yesterday and said. 'A little short isn't it?' I just told her I was comfy. She said, 'well, you do look cute'."
"That's pretty cool."
"But that's not all. So the other day I go downstairs to get something to drink. Dads in the living room. I remembered flashing Ricky and how fun it was. I said, 'hi daddy.' as I walked by. Then I went to the fridge, bent way over to put ice in my glass. I know he could see my ass and pussy."
"You are turning into a slut. I like it."
"I know. Somehow I think it's your fault, but I'm loving it. Anyway. As I'm bending over Dad says, 'Have told you lately how pretty you are?' I just stayed bent over and looked at him and said, 'no, that's so sweet of you.' I then stood and faced him. Yawned and stretched my arms over my head. My pussy was totally showing."



"OMG. What did he do?"
"He asked why a pretty girl like me didn't have a boyfriend. I went over and sat on his lap. He's in a pair of soft shorts. My bare ass was right on his lap. I hugged him and said, 'Because no one compares to you.' I could feel his cock getting hard. I wiggled my ass on it kissed him goodnight and ran to my room."
"OK that is hot. Hell. I'd sit on his lap too. We should do a sleep over."
"Totally," Ginny said.
Cindy came back with an arm full of underwear. "Ready?" she said.
"Ready for what?" I asked.
"My fashion show. Daddy said I could do it today. He is already sitting on the couch."
I laughed. She was so excited.
I put on some boy shorts and a T and walked out to the living room. Mark, was sitting on the coach in boxers and a t shirt. I sat next to him.
Cindy walked in the room. She put some music on. Obviously she'd planned this. She was wearing a tank top and a yellow boy shorts. She walked in the room, did a pirouette and then posed. Mark and I clapped.
Cindy beemed. She ran out of the room and came back in a pair of purple string bikini panties that seemed a bit too small but hot as hell. A slow turn and a pose. Her audience clapped again. We also told her in different ways how good she looked.
I dropped my hand in Mark's lap. I could feel how hard his cock was. I stroked it through his boxers.
Cindy went through this 12 times working from most coverage to smallest coverage. Her last pair was a see through tiny white g string.
I'd been stroking Mark. He had a hard on straining to get out of his boxers.
Cindy said, "That's all."
Mark and I applauded and said that we were sorry it was over, and that we thought she was pretty and sexy. She was ecstatic. She said thank you. She took a bow. She asked if we really enjoyed it and thought she was sexy.
Stroking Mark's cock, I had a super naughty idea.
"Let me show you how much," I said.
I reached into his boxers and pulled out his hard cock. It's 8" stood straight up.
"Did I do that," she said? "Is that because of me?"
"More than you know sweetie," I said.
I got up and walked behind Cindy. I grabbed her Tank top and pulled it over her head. Mark's eyes were all on Cindy, I hooked my hands in her g string and peeled it off her. She stood there naked. I led her over to her dad. I helped her up on the couch straddling his lap. I then sat next to Mark again. I grabbed his cock and put it against her pussy. I kissed her and said, "go slow."
She started to lower herself on her dad's cock. I could see her pussy lips part. She sighed.
Just then mom and Chuck walked in. She was just wearing a robe. "What's happening," she said.
Mark said, "I'm about to fuck my daughter."
"You pig," she said jokingly. "She's only 18." She turned to Chuck and said, "Let's watch."
Chuck sat on the big chair next to the couch. Mom dropped her robe. And sat on his lap facing out. She had her legs on the outside of his. She reached down and as she sat guided Chuck's cock into her.
Meanwhile I still held Mark's cock. I held Cindy and helped her lower go herself on Mark's cock. I was so turned on. I could see her pussy open as he slid into her. Her eyes were fixed on him. You could see her slide down, then stop, wait a minute, and take a little more.
"I love you daddy," she said.
"I love you too baby,." he said.
I kept watching. She finally had enough of his cock I had to move my hand. She slowly took the final 2".
She turned her head, gave me a long lingering kiss on the lips, and said, "Thank you"
As she gained confidence she started sliding up and down on his cock. Mark reclined the couch a bit. She was now almost riding him. From behind you could see his cock going in and out of her cunt. She was setting the pace. She moaned every time she buried it completely in her pussy.
Meanwhile mom was watching intently. Chuck was pumping his cock into her from behind and she was rubbing her clit.
"That is so fucking wrong," she said. "It's making me super wet."
I agreed. I sat back and watched Cindy get fucked. It was one of the hottest things I'd seen. His cock was stretching her wide. Every time she slid up I could see it covered with her juices. I stuck my finger in my panties and played with myself.
Good god I needed a good fucking. I was the only one in the room not getting fucked.
All of a sudden Cindy shuddered and cried out' "Oh my god Tina, that was amazing. I'd never felt anything like that. Thank you. Thank you."
Her first orgasm from fucking. Her dad then rolled her over. She was ready. She wrapped her legs around his waist. He started fucking her fast and furiously. She kept grunting and moaning and sighing. He fucked her harder and faster. She must have cum 3 more times.
Mark started to pull out. "I'm going to cum baby."
She pulled him in. "It's ok, I'm safe. I want your cum to fill my pussy. Give it all to me."
Mark spasmed, It seemed liked he came forever.
Cindy just kept crying, "Yes, yes yes, fill me up."
She rolled him over so she was on top again. Slowly she let his cock slide out of her. I could see his cum dripping out of her. Her pussy gaped open.
I came all over my fingers.
I looked at mom. She had I look of pure lust on her face. I could see Chuck was also filling her pussy with cum at that moment.
I came again.
It was now Saturday afternoon. Everyone was getting fucked but me. It had been over a week since I fucked Mark. I thought about how funny it was. I had gone almost a year without sex. Now I've gone a week and I want cock.
I had to get out of the house. I decided to head to the office and maybe get a little ahead on next week.
When I walked in the office something wasn't right. There was a blue dress on the floor that I immediately recognized as one of Julie's. I'd seen her wear it before. A little further down was a guys shirt. Then a pair of panties. I heard noises from the conference room.
I looked in. The big conference table had been pushed against the wall. Tom the sales guy was lying on the floor on his back, Julie was naked, straddling his cock and fucking him. Bill the other sales guy and jimmy the tech guy were standing on either side of her. She had a hand wrapped around each of their cocks and was alternating between them sucking on them. She looked sexy. Her 34B tits were bouncing up and down. Her cute nipples were hard.
She saw me at the door and said, "Get in here you little slut. I need help."
I found out later how the situation got started. The four of them came in early to work on a presentation for Monday. They were working hard all morning. They decided to take a break to "clear their heads".
Julie joked, "I need a good fuck to clear my head."
The office always joked like this. This time it was different.
Tom said, "Well if it will help I can give you that."
Bill said, "I could help too."
Jimmy said, "You already know I could help."
Bill and Tom looked and Julie. They had not known that she fucked Jimmy at that sales meeting.
Julie teased, "You guys are all talk."
Tom grabbed her and kissed her. Next thing you know they were in the position I found them.
But at this moment I was standing at the conference room door. I had no idea what was going on. Julie had just told me to get in there and help her. I had been dying to get fucked for a week now. I unzipped my skirt and pushed my skirt and panties to the floor.
"Help is on the way," I said.
I walked to the conference table stripping off my shirt. I bent naked over the table. I spread my legs.
"Who's first?"
Jimmy came over and stood behind me. He had a nice 7" cock. A little on the thick side. He placed in against my cunt.
"Just fuck me," I said. "I've been wet for a week."
He did. His cock sank easily into me on the first thrust. I had been so primed I actually came as soon as he hit bottom.
"Oh thank god," I said. "Fuck me, Fuck me hard, Slam that cock into me."
Jimmy obliged. He started fucking me like a wild man.
"Is this what you want, Want to be fucked hard like a slut while bent over a table?"
"Yes," I screamed. "Harder!"
And he did. He pounded my pussy to 2 more orgasms.
Then behind me I heard Bill say, "My turn."
Jimmy pulled out of me and Bill immediately started fucking me hard.
"Yes, use me like a slut. I don't care who fucks me. You can all fuck me. Just fuck me," I screamed.
Next thing I know Julie is in the same position as me, next to me bent over the table. Jimmy is fucking her from behind.
She smiles at me and said, "I'm one load of cum ahead of you."
I assumed that meant Tom had cum.
I laughed and said, "Does your husband know you're here?"
She said no but that gave her a great idea. She told Tom to bring her her cell phone. She grabbed the phone and pressed video call to her husband. His face came on the screen.
"Look baby, I'm getting fucked," she said.
She used the phone to show the scene around her. Her husband look startled. She looked at the screen and saw he was sitting with her parents. She had forgotten they were there.
As soon as she saw them she had a crashing orgasm. Loud and intense.
"Oh my god," She said. "Fuck me, Fuck me harder, I'm cumming, Glen (her husband) can daddy see his little girl cum?"
That did it for me. I came again. I looked at her. I whispered, "Does he know?"
She whispered back, "He does now." She came again.
Tom kept the phone going. Glen didn't cut the connection either. Julie went on.
"Oh daddy, did you know your little girl was such a slut? I was such a good girl till last week, then this slut next to me changed me."
Tom turned the camera on me. I was fucking in front of these strangers. I came again.
He turned the camera back to Julie.
"Daddy, right now I have one load of cum in my pussy and I'm being fucked by another guy. Can you see him fucking your little girl?"
Tom panned the camera down for a better view of Jimmy's cock pounding her.
Glen still had the feed on. Julie and I could see they were all watching.
"Glen, Do you think you're slutty little wife looks sexy?" she purred. I could see Glen nod his head.
"I couldn't hear you."
"Yes Julie, you look very sexy," said Glen
"Watch this daddy," she said.
She got down on the floor and stuck her ass in the air. She pulled Tom down and started sucking his cock. She wiggled her ass at Jimmy. Jimmy got back behind her and started fucking her. Tom handed the phone to Bill. Bill keep the video going. We could see Glen and both her parents watching Julie get fucked while she sucked Tom's cock.
It was awesome. I came again. This is what I needed. A good slutty fucking.
Glen's mother yelled, "Glen!"
He panned the camera down. He was stroking his hard cock, in front of their parents, watching Julie get fucked.
"Glen, Glen, I'm about to cum again, Oh my god, I'm cumming! Fuck me I'm cumming!"
Just then Jimmy pulled out of her. He started cumming. The video clearly showed his cum being sprayed on Julie's ass and back. She looked at me. I told Bill to go. Bill gave the phone to Jimmy and started fucking Julie.
"Do you see me? Glen, Daddy?" Can you see the cum on my ass and back? Can you see that I now have a new cock in my cunt? It feels so good. My back is all hot and sticky. This is the 3rd cock in my cunt today."
"Oh wait, I think Tom is about to cum. Glen, Should I let him cum on my face, or swallow it. What do you want my daddy to see his little girl do?"
"Can't decide? Well I'll take some on my face and some in my mouth."
Just then, true to her word, she got some in her mouth and some on her face.
She pushed Bill away and sat next to me on the table. She pulled Bill back between her legs and started fucking him again. She reached out, and with cum on her face and mouth kissed me. Jimmy got a close up. You could see her push the cum into my mouth.
Jimmy was hard again. He gave the phone to Tom, sat me next to Julie, and started fucking me. Julie started kissing me. As we were being fucked, she was kissing me and playing with my clit.
Every once in awhile she'd turn her head look at the camera and ask her daddy if he likes knowing his little girl is such a slut. She asked him if he ever fucked mom like a slut. He didn't answer.
Each time she'd do that I'd cum again. It was just so dirty. I wondered what my daddy would say. I wondered what it would be like to fuck him.
We slowly exhausted ourselves. I was satisfied. I'd been well fucked. It felt good. Very good.
I checked my phone and there was a text from Ginny. She wanted to know if I wanted to sleep over.
Sure I thought, we hadn't done that for a while.
I also got a text from Cathy. "Do you want to hang out some time?"
I texted them both back and said, "yes."
Cathy invited me to go swimming at her house Sunday afternoon. My plans with Ginny were for tonight so I figured I'd be free.
I told Ginny I had to go home, shower and change before I came over.
"Why do you have to shower?"
"I was at work."
"You have a desk job."
I wanted to tell her what happened. After all she is my best friend, but I had no fidea how'd she react.
"It's the weekend. The AC wasn't working."
"Ok, see you soon. Mom is gone for the weekend."
I headed home. I was wondering if there was a special reason she mentioned mom was not home.
When I got home, Mark and Cindy were fucking in his room. Mom, was doing something in the garden. Chuck was in the living room.
"Hi sis."
"Hi, I'm surprised you're not out there fucking mom."
"God, it's so hot fuckng her, she wants to be such a slut. I've been looking up stories I like online and sending them to her. Stories about moms fucking their sons and their friends. Figured it would give her ideas when I invite my friends over."
I slapped his shoulder playfully. "My god you're a pervert."
"Yeah," he said. "I'm not sure, but somehow I think you started this."
He was right, but I didn't tell him.
I stripped off my clothes and walked naked to the shower. The shower felt good. I kept the massage away from my pussy. It was too much pressure and my pussy was sore from all that fucking.
I dried off and went to my room to change and grab clothes for tonight and tomorrow. I figured I'd go right from Ginny's to Cathy's.
I decided to wear a short white sundress to Ginny's. It was a shirt dress and buttoned all the way up the front. I buttoned only the essential buttons. The dress was a gauzy material. With the light behind it, it was barely there. I put a yellow thong on under it. You could see the contrast. I grabbed a pair of tiny boy shorts panties and short tank top to sleep in.
For Sunday I took a pleated miniskirt and top. I took 2 bikinis. Both string bikinis, but one was much smaller than the other.
I jumped in my car and headed to Ginny's. I let myself in. Her dad was in the living room watching a game.. "Hi Mr H. "Where's Ginny?"
"I think she's up in her room." Then he added, "Love the dress."
"Thanks," I said. "What are you up to?"
"Watching the game with friends. Rhonda is out of town."
I looked past him. There were 2 guys sitting in the living room. They were watching the game, but right now they were looking at me and Mr. H.
That gave me an idea. I did a quick turn letting the dress flair out. "You don't think it's too sexy?" I asked. I knew he saw my panties as I spun.
"No, I don't think it's too sexy. I think most men would love to see you in that or something sexier. Hell, they'd love to see you naked."
I kissed him on the cheek and said, "Never know."
I went upstairs to find Ginny. She was In her room playing on her tablet."
We chatted like girls, and hung out. We decided to go downstairs and watch the game. .
Ginny looked at me and said, "Dad's going to love that dress."
I told her he already saw it and did love it.
She said it figured. Then she said, "Well if you're going to look so hot, I should too."
She started going through her closet. I heard her say, "perfect."
She turned around holding a white dress it looked like a long white tank top. Made out of that stretchy material the use for wife beater T shirts. She pulled her clothes off and slid the dress over her head. It did not hide anything. It clung to every curve of her body like a second skin. Her Dark nipples were clearly visible. It barely covered her ass.
"Nice," I said. "No panties?"
"No panty lines," she laughed.
She then walked up to me. She unbuttoned one button from the top and one from the bottom. The top gaped open to where it just hid my nipples. When I walked my yellow thong was clearly visible.
I reminded Ginny her Dad was downstairs and that he was watching TV with friends.
She giggled and told me they were work friends and one was about 21 and cute. I wondered how dad would feel seeing his daughter dressed like this in front of friends. I said that I'd be scared they'd try to fuck her in front of her dad.
Ginny laughed and in an exaggerated funny voice said, "Oh no, that would be horrible."
We headed down the stairs. Mr. H saw us first. "Hi girls, what's up?"
"Nothing," Ginny said. "We figured we'd come down and watch the game with you, if you guys don't mind."
"Don't mind at all," said Mr H.
I could tell he noticed how we were dressed, but he didn't say a thing. The other guys turned around to look. They kinda stared. Dad walked us in the living room and introduced us.
"Hey guys, this is my daughter Ginny and her friend Tina."
Truthfully, I don't remember the guys names.
If Mr. H. Was concerned about how we were dressed he didn't say anything. In fact he seemed kind of proud.
"They came down to watch the game with us."
The 2 friends on the couch moved over and made room for me in the middle. Mr H patted the arm of his chair and told Ginny there was enough room for both of them.
I went to sit down. I'm sure as I bent over to sit both guys saw at least 1/2 my ass. When I sat the unbuttoned dress gaped and my panties were clearly on display. I just pretended I didn't notice.
Ginny sat 1/2 on her dad's lap 1/2 on the arm of the chair leaning against her dad. That meant her ass was facing us. He put his arm around her resting on the arm of the chair. His hand landed at her thigh right at the hem of her dress. His fingers played with it.
As we watched the game I noticed he was slowly pulling the hem up bit by bit. I knew where he was sitting he couldn't see her ass. So if he was doing it on purpose it was to show his friends. The dress had ridden so high you could see 1/2 her ass.
I noticed the guys sitting on the couch with me. They weren't sure where to look. I think they forgot about the game and were only watching us.
I asked if anyone wanted a drink. All the guys said they'd have a beer. I got up to get them. Again when I got up I'm sure I flashed 1/2 my ass. When I opened the fridge, the beers were on the bottom shelf. I smiled to myself. I bent over straight legged and grabbed 3. I knew for sure my ass was completely exposed to all of them.
I brought the beers into the room. When I gave each guy their beer I bent over. They each got a very clear view of my tits down my top. I sat back down. Ginny gave me a quick wink.
Then she said to me. "You didn't get yourself anything. I'm going to get a Diet Coke. Want one?"
I said, "Sure."
Ginny climbed off the chair. She made no move to adjust her dress. It had slid 1/2 way up her ass and her pussy was exposed. Everyone looked. She pretended not to notice. Her dad was behind her and could only see her ass. She turned to him and asked him if he wanted anything else. Now, he also could see her pussy was exposed.



He just smiled at her and said, "No, I'm all set thanks."
Ginny got us 2 glasses. She reached to an upper cabinet. There were some in the lower cabinet shelf, but she stretched for the top letting her dress slide higher. She then pulled out the freezer drawer. With her legs slightly apart she bent over to get ice for the glasses. That did it. Her dress slid completely up over her ass. We could see her pussy and ass perfectly. She stood up. Back still to us, ass exposed, she put the glasses on the counter and filled them. She put the coke back in the fridge, picked up the glasses, and turned to us. Glass in each hand.
It was only then, as she walked towards us, did she pretend to notice her dress.
"Oh my god! I'm so sorry," she said.
The 2 friends mumbled something about its ok and no worries. She quickly handed me my coke and tried to readjust the dress with one hand. Her dad held out his hand. She handed him the drink and pulled her dress down. Well almost down. She still had a bit of ass showing. She climbed back up on the arm leaning into her dad. His hand went back around her to the hem of her dress. This time it was obvious he was slowly pulling it up. He didn't stop till her ass was completely exposed and the dress almost around her waist. Then he rested his hand on her ass. She leaned in and kissed him on the cheek.
He looked at her, and in a soft voice, pretending we were not supposed to hear, said, "no panties?"
She shrugged and said, "No panty lines."
I giggled.
I am not sure the guys watched the rest of the game. We kept getting up and doing stuff. They'd watch us.
When the game ended we finally went up to Ginny's room. We giggled, laughed, called each other slut, and reviewed our antics and their reactions. I commented that her dad seemed to enjoy it. Actually seemed proud of her.
"I know," she said. "I thought I was going to cum every time he pulled my dress up when I sat down. I was afraid when I stood up you'd see my pussy juice on my thighs. And his hand on my ass. Did you see that."
We giggled and chatted more. Her Dad called us for dinner. We got up to go. Ginny looked at me and said, "No way."
No way what? I thought.
She grabbed my thong and pulled it off me. I stepped out of it. "That's better," she said. We both giggled.
Mr. H was in the kitchen. He smiled when he saw us. "Well, you girls certainly impressed my friends today," he said.
We innocently asked what they'd said.
"They couldn't stop talking about how hot you are. By Monday I'm sure everyone at work will know how hot my daughter and her friend are."
"Uh oh," said Ginny, obviously worried. "Is that a bad thing?"
"Nah," said her Dad. "One's married, and no one would believe them anyway. But it's true. You girls sure are hot."
We thanked him.
He looked at me and said, " I see you lost the panties."
I giggled and told him his daughter made me. I asked if he wanted me to go put them back on.
"He laughed," and said. "No way, I love pussy." We all laughed and ate dinner.
"Where's Ricky'" I asked. The little perv was always around when I was here.
"He's at a friends house. He should back around 9-9:30," he answered.
We made small talk. Ginny and I went upstairs. Around 9 we decided to go watch TV. Ginny said lets get ready for bed first. Ginny pulled on a short T shirt that barely covered her ass. I put on my T and little boy shorts. The also barely covered anything.
We walked into the living room. Ricky and Mr H were watching TV. We asked what they were watching. Ricky's mouth dropped open. He kept looking at his dad then us. Mr H acted like nothing was going on and told what they were watching.
Ginny lay down on the floor in front of the couch. Her top pulled up and exposed her ass. I asked Ricky if I could sit on the couch with him. He nodded. I lay down on the couch and put my feet in his lap and asked if it was OK. He mumbled yes.
I think he forgot the TV was on. Between his sister's ass, my feet and panties, and his dad's non reaction. He had no idea what was going on.
I could feel his hard cock against my legs. I decided to tease him and rub my legs or feet against it every once in awhile. He got bold and started rubbing his hand up and down my leg. I couldn't believe he'd gotten so brave. He kept moving it slowly higher and higher waiting for me to react. The only reaction I made was to sigh, spread my legs a little, and place my leg on his cock so he knew I was doing it deliberately. I was wondering how far he'd go. I mean, he's 18. What could he possibly know. Then again, he was cute and has had girls he'd "gone out" with. So anything is possible. The idea that he was so young started getting me wet. Dammit, what kind of pervert am I. Then again. Kevin and Peter were 18 and I gave Kevin a blow job. I guess I am a perv.
I looked around. There was a throw on the floor near the couch. I asked Ginny if she'd throw it to me. She rolled over, grabbed it and threw it to me. When she did her pussy was completely exposed. Ricky looked at his dad to see if there was a reaction. His dad just smiled and went back to the TV. I put the throw over my hips. Ricky's hands now started going a little higher. I put my fingers in the waistband of my panties, lifted my ass, and pushed them down as far as I could.
Ricky got the idea and pulled them the rest of the way off me. Knowing they were gone, he ran his hand right up to my pussy. I spread my legs to give him access. He was kind of clumsy and rough. I took his hand in mine to guide him. He was a quick learner and was soon fingering me just the way I like. I kept playing with his cock with my feet. I could feel myself starting to cum. Again I took his hand and guided it. I came, as I did I let out a loud moan. Mr. H and Ginny turned to look at me.
Ginny giggled.
Now I wanted to return the favor. I sat up, stretched and said out loud that my side hurt. I asked him if I could put my head in his lap. He nodded, again looking at his dad for a reaction. I turned around keeping covered with the blanket. I put my head in his lap. I then pulled my top up over my tits. I took his hands and again showed him how to touch them. Once he got the hang of it. I let go of his hands and slid mine to his lap. I could feel his hard cock. Ginny was right. It was big.
As he played with my tits I rubbed his cock through his pants. It took about 3 minutes till I felt it spasm and felt his pants get wet under my face. I was surprised he lasted that long.
He looked around and said, "I better get to bed."
He walked around behind the couch keeping his back to us and went upstairs. Ginny and her dad looked at me.
"What?" I asked.
Ginny reached up and quickly pulled the throw away. I was on the couch exposed from my tits down.
Ginny just laughed and said, "You are a slut."
"You're the one who taught him," I said.
Mr. H looked at me and said, "nice tits."
Ginny looked at him and said, "She does have nice tits, doesn't she."
He said, "Yes but I'm sure you do to."
She put on a little girl face, kneeled in front of him, looked at him, and said, "Daddy, would you like to see my tits?"
I unconsciously placed one hand on my tit and the other went down to my clit. I started playing with both. I watched Ginny and her dad.
He was not shy. He reached down and pulled her shirt off her. She raised her arms to make it easy for him.
He reached out and caressed them. "I always thought they'd be beautiful," he said.
"Thought?" She asked. "Do you think about my tits a lot?"
"More than I'd like to admit."
She was still using her little girl voice. "What else does Daddy think about?" She pushed herself up so her face was in front of his. Her hands were on his thighs supporting her.
This was getting hotter and hotter. I spread my legs, lifted my knees and seriously started playing with myself.
His hands reached down and grabbed her ass. "I've always wanted to grab this sexy ass."
"Mmmmm, that feels good," she cooed.
Her hand fell to his lap. "Anything else daddy wants from his little girl?"
He just looked at her.
She started unbuttoning his pants "Anything? she said again. She starting pulling his zipper down. "Anything?" she repeated. She pulled his cock out. It was about 7". She breathed on the head, looked him in the eyes and in a husky voice said, "Anything you want."
He pushed her head down. She opened her lips and started sucking his cock. It was so sexy, so hot. I'd seen her naked before, but of course never saw her give a blow job. She was good at it. You could see her hands pumping his cock up and down and her saliva dripping down the sides.
I came. She heard me. She stopped, smiled at me and then started again. Her dad's head was back, eyes closed. His hand resting on the top of her head. She kept sucking him. All of a sudden he moaned. "Baby?" warning her he was going to cum.
She stopped for a second and said, "It's ok," and dropped her mouth back over his cock.
He started to cum. She got most of it in her mouth. Some sprayed on her tits. She turned to look at me. She smiled, opened her mouth to show me it was full of cum, and then swallowed.
I came again.
She brought her hands up to the cum on her tits, started rubbing it in, and said, again in her baby girl voice, "Look, daddy you made my tits all messy."
Then, she just stood up, announced it was bedtime, grabbed my hand and pulled me upstairs. At the bottom of the stairs she stopped. She looked at her dad sitting head back, eyes closed in his chair and said, "Night daddy."
We ran up the stairs giggling.
I climbed into bed and started checking messages and responding to texts. Ginny was in front of me, back to me, and brushing her hair. She turned to look at me, and asked what I was doing. I told her I was taking pics and kept taking them. She turned to face me, still brushing her hair.
"That better?" She said. "Who are these for?"
"A friend," I said. She didn't even question me.
I sent them to David with a note telling him there's a story to go with them and that I'd have to tell him later.
"Good girl." Came the text.
As I lay in bed I thought of the last few days. Julie, Cathy, Ginny, I wondered if every girl had a daddy fantasy.
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Sunday
I woke up before Ginny. I decided to go make coffee. I looked around to put something on but then thought, why bother. I left the room naked and started down the stairs. In a flash Ricky was behind me. He was cute. He was in his boxers. Lean and skinny.
He was real sweet and asked me how I was. I told him great and that I had fun last night.
"Me too," he said. "That was amazing."
I laughed and told him to remember what I taught him and that if he did he would make a lot of women happy as he got older. He thanked me over and over. He kept telling me how beautiful and amazing I was. I'm sure the fact that I was naked had nothing to do with the erection he was sporting under his boxers.
I told him he didn't have to thank me and that I had fun too.
I started the coffee and sat down. Ricky started asking me questions about sex. He was relating to stuff he'd seen on porn.
Porn I thought. Does every kid today watch porn on the Internet?
I answered his questions honestly as best I could. The idea of being the teacher to this cute kid was starting to turn me on. I kept looking at his erection inside his shorts. Ginny had told me he had a nice cock. I didn't see it last night. I started to wonder what it felt like, tasted like.
Dammit. What was wrong with me. Since 10 days ago all I can think of is sex. I've fucked older men, had group sex, ate a 18 year old girl, had my pussy eaten, made some boys come, one guy fuck his mother, 1 girl blow and one girl fuck her father. All of it was so wrong. Yet here I was, naked, staring at my best friend's, kid brother's cock and getting horny because being slutty was turning me on so much.
Even as I was thinking I shouldn't, I knew I was going to. I told Ricky I thought he was very sweet and he can't tell anyone about any of this.
He started swearing to me he would never do anything to hurt me. That he loved me like family. We discussed that I could never be his girlfriend. He was so sweet. He really understood that this was a gift.
I kissed him on the lips. Not a passionate kiss. A delicate one. I told him that I was a slut. He protested. I told him that I loved sex. The naughtier the better. Being with him was naughty and I loved it. I told him I would let other men have me.
He said he'd seen that kind of thing on the Internet and that he thought it was hot. He asked me if every girl was a slut. I said I didn't know, but I thought every girl could be one for the right guy.
I kissed him again and said, "As long as we're clear, I have something for you."
I slid to my knees and pulled his boxers off. Ginny was right. He did have a nice cock.
I took his cock in my hand. "Ginny was right. You do have a nice cock."
"Really, she said that."
"Yup. She did. She liked watching you jack off. She actually liked that you wanted to see her naked. She enjoyed showing off for you. She'd do it anytime you asked."
I then took the head of his cock in my mouth. It was covered with pre-cum. It tasted sweet. He moaned.
"This is what sluts do." I said. "They give blow jobs to boys just because they want to."
He watched me intently as I sucked his cock. I loved it. I made a show of it. Licking the sides and tip as well as sucking on it.
I asked him how it felt.
"Amazing, " was all he said."
It took about 2 minutes and he erupted in my mouth. I swallowed every drop and said, "Mmmmmm good."
His cock stayed hard. In the back of my mind I could hear Mark complaining about the stamina of youth. Well, if he was still hard, I was still going to blow him.
He heard someone coming down the stairs. He tried to get me to stop.
"Relax," I said. "Sluts have a lot of power."
He looked apprehensive as his dad walked in the kitchen.
Mr. H looked at us and said, "Well, that looks like fun." Then he asked Ricky, "Like it?"
Ricky stammered out a yes. I looked at him and said, "I told you so."
Mr. H stood there watching us. I started thinking how good his cock looked last night as Ginny sucked it.
I looked at Ricky and said, "Remember I'm a slut."
Mr H laughed and said, "A very sexy slut."
I wiggled my ass and said, "You could show me."
He didn't have to be told twice. He got on his knees behind me, lined his cock up against my pussy, and it slid right in.
He commented on how wet I was. He then asked Ricky if he felt how wet I was. Ricky said he did last night.
"Ahh," said Mr H. "That's what you were doing under the blanket. Good for you."
Ricky started to relax. He watched me. He watched his dad fuck me. He kept saying how hot and sexy I looked. On my part I kept telling Ricky how good his cock tasted and that it felt good being fucked while I sucked him. I felt my orgasm building. I groaned into Ricky's cock and came.
Just then Ginny walked into the room. She was also naked. She just looked at us, laughed, and said, " Slut."
At that I came again.
Ginny watched and said, "Dammit, now I'm getting horny." She started playing with her pussy.
I was starting to lose myself to being fucked. I was not doing Ricky's cock like I wanted. I looked at Ginny and said, "Get your slutty little mouth over here and help.
She laughed. She knelt beside me and took Ricky's cock in her mouth. Ricky just looked amazed. I looked at him and said, "I bet if you're good you can fuck her later."
He looked at her and she nodded.
I started to get into being fucked. "That's it Mr H. Fuck me. Shove that cock in my cunt. I saw you stick it in your daughter's mouth last night. You're going to fuck her too. Aren't you. What's Mrs H going to say when she gets home."
I don't know why, but that one did it. He pulled out and came on my ass and back. The sticky cum on my ass reminded me that no one had fucked my ass yet. I came again. We watched Ginny for 2 more minutes. Ricky started moaning and came in her mouth. She turned, kissed me, and shoved the cum in my mouth. We both had it dripping down our faces.
Ricky said, "This is much better than porn."
We all laughed.
I went up and showered. It was time to go visit Cathy.
I wasn't sure why I said I'd hang out. I didn't know Cathy well. She was 3 years younger than me. I'd only known her as Chuck's girlfriend until a few days ago when she ate my pussy, made Chuck fuck mom, and fucked Mark. None of those things showed we had anything in common. Just that we were sluts. She was pretty. She did add an electric atmosphere to a room, but I seemed to be slutty enough without her.
I headed to Cathy's. I threw on the miniskirt and top I brought with me and threw the 2 bikinis in my purse. I wondered which I'd try. I didn't bother with panties. After all, I was just changing when I got there.
When I pulled up to the house there were a ton of cars outside. I was a little peeved. I figured she was having a party and didn't tell me. I didn't want to hang out with a bunch of 18 year olds. I figured I'd make some excuse and just leave. A woman in her 30s opened the door. I found out later she was 38. She was wearing a cute bikini and had a black wrap around her..
"Oh, you just be Tina," she said.
She introduced herself as Janet, Cathy's mother, and invited me in. There were a bunch of people outside. From what I could see they were all in their 30s and 40s. Janet explained that they were her husband's pickup basketball friends from the league. There were more men than women.
Cathy came in from the back.
"Oh great, you're here, she said. She dragged me to her room.
I asked what was going on. She told me about the party and that she invited me because they were her dad's friends and she wanted someone to hang out with. I had to ask why me. She must have other friends, we didn't really know each other except through Chuck.
She said she hadn't seen or heard much from Chuck since he started fucking mom. I reminded her she started it.
She laughed and said, "I know. It was so fucking hot. I still play with myself when I think about it."
I laughed. She went on to say that she was only 18 and never expected Chuck to "be the one" but that she had always admired me and wanted to know me better. She didn't want Chuck to be our only relationship. She figured that was over, so she'd invite me over.
It was mature and sweet. I just said "Cool."
We chatted a little. For someone who did something so slutty, she was actually sweet, smart, and mature. We talked for a while about her and I got to know her better.
She also told me that she'd only done stuff with Chuck but at night she watched Internet porn. Almost everything turned her on. She said when she'd heard about what we did, our mom's reaction, and then saw Chuck's reaction when she talked about it, a scene came into her head. She was amazed it came out almost exactly as she planned. She hadn't planned on fucking Mark. It was just so dirty at the time, she let him.
We talked a bit more. I liked her. We were becoming friends.
She then asked if I wanted to go swimming. I said sure and pulled 2 bikinis out of my purse. She started undressing. I watched her as she undressed. She was pretty much a younger version of her mom. 5'7, 120 lbs, dirty blonde shoulder length hair, maybe 34c tits. Her mom was probably about 10 lbs heavier.
She turned and saw me looking at her as she undressed. She smiled and started undressing for me. It was kind of fun. She had already pulled her top off. She lowered her hands to her waist and slowly wiggled out of her shorts. She was wearing a cute matching bra and panty set. Then she reached behind her and undid her bra. Her tits came into view. She cupped them with her hands and giggled. Last she pushed her panties down over her hips. She was now naked.
"You're turn," she said. She pulled me to my feet and unzipped my skirt. It fell to the floor.
"Mmmmm, no panties. Hot," she said.
She then pulled my top off over my head. I wasn't wearing a bra either. She looked at me and said, "I love your tits."
She reached over, cupped one and lowered her head to suck on it. I moaned and put my hand on her head. She worked on the other one for a minute and then stopped. She went to her drawers and pulled out a tiny bikini. It was yellow.
I reached for mine. I picked up the more coverage one. She looked at it, then the other and handed the smaller one to me.
"Let's give the old men a thrill," she said.
I pulled my bikini on as she put hers on. It was very revealing. It barely contained her tits. Half her ass was showing. I was one to talk. Mine fit the same way. We headed out to the pool. As we walked out back, every one stopped to look at us.
Janet said nothing about the bikinis. She made no notice. She announced that I was Tina Cathy's friend. She started to introduce me around. There were 4 couples, 4 single guys, and Cathy's dad Jack.
I said the obligatory hi's and then Cathy and I swam, hung out, and talked. Every once in awhile I would notice that the men would watch us. We ignored them and just hung out. They would try and engage us every once in awhile, but it was mainly to get a better look. For the most part we kept to ourselves.
The party started to dwindle. All the couples left. It was just Jack, Janet and 4 guys. Jack had a beer in his hands and was sitting in a chair with a mellow buzz. The four guys were chatting up Janet. She was liking the attention. She'd giggle or laugh every once in awhile.
She announced she was going to go change. She was still in her bikini. The guys protested. That made her laugh.
One guy eventually said, "At least let us choose what you change to." She laughed and told him he was silly.
The guys started trying to convince her. She laughed and called to Jack for help. He held up his hands and said, "You're on your own. Leave me out of this."
Everyone laughed and Janet eventually said they could choose. She went to her room and came out with 2 summer dresses. The guys said they couldn't pick that way. She'd have to try them on. Janet said OK and went to her room.
She came out in a calf length white sundress. It was very pretty. She did a slow turn for the guys. The guys all rejected it. She then came out in another calf length dress, did the same slow turn, and looked at them. they rejected that as well.
Cathy had not noticed what was going on. I called it to her attention. We were both lying on lounges. She turned her head to watch.
Janet came out in shorts and a top. The slow turn was now standard. The guys rejected it. They told her dresses only. She looked to Jack for help. He just raised his beer and insisted that he was not a part of this. She went in and came out in a knee length dress. The guys rejected it again. She groaned, grabbed a beer and went back to try something else. This went on for a while. The dresses became more revealing. The guys started joking she was getting closer. She giggled and said they were not going to be happy till she was naked. The guys all laughed and agreed.
She looked to Jack for help again. He just held up a palm and said she was on her own.
A few more dresses. Each a bit more revealing. All rejected. She finally came out in a red sundress. It came an inch below her ass and was very low cut. It showed a lot of cleavage. It had to be worn braless. When she did her turn a bit of her ass showed from my angle. She was either wearing a thong or going commando. The guys rejected it, but she said this was it. She didn't have anything else. They grudgingly agreed.
The guys continued to talk/flirt with her. Jack just sat nursing his beer. You could see the flirting getting a little more friendly. She would touch an arm or a shoulder. They would do the same, sometimes an arm around the waist.
She went to get some snacks. One guy offered to help. I got up to use the bathroom. As I passed the kitchen she was working at the counter. The guy was like 2 inches behind her and talking softly in her ear. Every once in awhile she would giggle or laugh. Finally she picked up the tray with snacks and turned around. The guy stepped back but was looking straight down the top of her dress. Whatever he said made her giggle again. She turned to bring the snacks out. He swatted her ass. She looked at him pretending to disapprove and then walked away. He followed as she got to the door, she wiggled her ass at him and went out.
I hit the bathroom and went back outside. The group had formed around Janet again. At one point a strap fell off her shoulder. She fixed it. One of the guys pulled it down again. She protested and looked at Jack. He just shrugged. She left the strap down. The touching and laughing continued, but this time their hands were lower. Definitely touching her ass through the dress.
They made her turn around again pretending they did not get a good look at the back of her dress. One guy made a comment about the material. He grabbed the hem of her dress and pulled it up. I could see she was wearing a thong. She slapped his hand playfully, turned back to them and continued to flirt. Everyone was getting more flirty. Hands touched her lower now. Most on bare skin. Her shoulders, arms, and her thighs. Someone grabbed her ass under her dress. She slapped his hand but giggled. I watched and more more guys did it. She didn't slap their hands away as much.
I looked to see if Cathy noticed. She did. She was watching intently. She saw me looking at her and she shrugged her shoulders.
It was starting to get cold. Cathy and I got up to go change. Cathy pulled on a top and skirt. No panties. She said that if I wasn't wearing them, she wasn't. She then stepped up to me, grabbed my ass, under my skirt, and kissed me. It was a nice kiss. I kissed back. We made out for a while. We kinda laid on the bed snuggling and kissing.
We decided to get something to eat. The party had moved inside. Jack was sitting in a chair, still nursing a beer. He certainly wasn't drunk. Janet was sitting on a guys lap. It was the same guy who followed her into the kitchen earlier. The other 3 guys were standing around them.
Janet's dress was bunched up at the top of her thighs. She was not sitting on it. The guy was wearing shorts. He definitely had Janet's naked ass against his thighs.
She noticed us and asked how we were doing. We told her fine we were just getting some snacks. Cathy had seen everything I did.
When we got in the kitchen she looked at me and said in a low voice, "That is so fucking hot! Did you see the way they were touching her? Dad just watching? I wonder if he'd let them fuck her. Wouldn't that be awesome to watch?"
I told her she was a sick girl wanting to watch her mother fuck.
She replied, "Like you haven't?"
She had a point. I just laughed.
We got our snacks. As we walked back in the living room Janet was kissing the guy. She stopped as soon as she saw us. I think she wanted to think we didn't see. When we got to her room Cathy gushed.
"Did you see that? Mom was kissing that guy! Dad's just watching. That is so hot. I wonder if we can watch from the hall."
She opened her door quietly. We snuck to the end of the hall. We were as quiet as we could be. I'm not sure it would have mattered. All the attention was on Janet.
When we looked she was definitely kissing the guy. He had her dress pulled up far enough where we could see her thong. Another guy protested that it wasn't fair and where was his kiss. She gave him an impish grin, grabbed his shirt, pulled him down, and kissed him. The other guys protested. She laughed and proceeded to kiss them all.
The guy whose lap she was on used this opportunity to pull her dress up higher it was almost bunched around her waist. One shoulder strap had fallen, almost exposing one breast completely. Another slip and her nipple would be showing.
The guys wanted another round of kissing. This time they took longer. Lap guy had moved his hand around to her lap. Her legs parted slightly. His hand landed on her thong just where her pussy was. Cathy's hand slipped under my dress and she started to caress my ass.
Janet stopped. "I wonder where the kids are?" She said to no one in particular. She looked our way but we pulled back and she didn't see us. When we looked again the guys were still kissing her but they were more handsy. One guy reached for the nearly exposed tit. He pulled the dress down and caressed her nipples. Janet sighed. Lap guy was rubbing her clit through her panties.
It was a hot scene. Cathy's hand moved down my ass to my pussy. I was wet. She started playing with me.
One guy kissing Janet pulled her to her feet. Lap guy took the opportunity to reached under her dress and pull her panties down. Janet looked at Jack. Jacked just shrugged his shoulders. Janet stepped out of the panties. It did not seem like this was the norm for them. She was very tentative and shy. I guessed that nothing like this had never happened before.
Taking this as a cue. The guy standing started kissing her again. He reached down for the hem of her dress and started pulling it up. Janet stopped kissing him. As the dress came up over her hips she raised her arms so he could slip the dress off easily. She was now naked. Jack was still watching from his chair.



The guys continued taking turns kissing her. Some sucking on her tits. Their hands on her tits and ass. She sighed as they did. Watching this was really making me horny but Cathy had her fingers in my cunt and was taking care of me.
Lap guy reached around, his hand reached the top of her thigh. She took a step apart to give him better access and sighed as his fingers took advantage of it.
One of the guys now unzipped his shorts and pulled out his hard cock. Janet looked at it and reached down and grabbed it. Another guy noticed and did the same thing. She moved her hand to his. The guy who was still zipped up put his hands on Janet's shoulders. She slowly got on her knees. She gave Jack another look. I think she forgot we were even in the house. Jack just raised his beer as if to toast her.
Janet gave him a wistful smile and slowly wrapped her lips around one of the cocks.
I came on Cathy's fingers. Cathy looked at me.
"Wow, I can't believe this," she whispered. "Are they swingers?"
"I don't think so," I said. "It looks to me like it's a first."
Meanwhile all 4 guys had their cocks out. Janet was furiously trying to suck 2 of them. The guys pushed her over on her back. 2 positioned themselves on either side of her head. One got between her legs. She kept alternating between one then the other. The guy between her legs pushed his cock into her. She moaned but kept trying to suck the other 2. Jack leaned forward in his chair to watch.
Cathy as still fingering me. I came again. This time I moaned out loud.
Guy 4 looked up and caught us watching. He pointed his cock at us, and started jerking it. He looked at it and then looked at us hopefully. Cathy and I looked at each other. Cathy giggled out loud and shrugged. Her dad heard her and turned to look our way. He had a look of fear and shock on his face. Janet and the other 3 guys didn't notice.
Cathy took my hand and pulled me into the living room. Her dad watched us not sure what to do. Cathy pushed me to my knees in front of guy 4 grabbed his cock and guided it to my mouth.
Dammit I thought. Why am I doing this? What is she going to do? I knew the answer to the first question. I was doing it because I loved it. I loved sucking cock, and I especially liked seeing the look on someone's face when they weren't expecting a cute 21 year old to just start sucking their cock.
Cathy quickly answered the second question. She went over to her mom. Dropped to her knees and took one of the cocks Janet was trying to suck in her hand. As she did, she had to take it out of her mother's hand. The 3 guys fucking Janet all of a sudden realized we are there. Janet looked at Cathy with a look of fear. Cathy just smiled at her, took the guys cock, and started sucking it. Janet just moaned and went back to sucking the other guys cock. The guy fucking her started fucking her harder. You could hear her grunt with every thrust.
Meanwhile I noticed Cathy's dad had pulled his cock out and was stroking it. I'm not sure who he was more focused on. Cathy or Janet. Cathy finally looked over and saw her dad jerking off. She stopped sucking the guys cock and stood up. She pushed her skirt down over her hips. She wasn't wearing panties so that cute teenage ass and pussy were both on display. Her father watched in amazement. She then pulled her top off and threw it at him. You could hear Janet moaning from being fucked. No one else said a word.
Cathy pushed the guy she had been sucking down on the floor next to her mom. She straddled his cock and slowly lowered herself onto it. She started fucking him. Her mom looked over and saw her and moaned again.
Cathy looked at her dad and said, "You like seeing mom being a slut. Do you like watching your daughter too? Do you like watching me take a cock just like mom?"
Then she looked at the guy she was fucking "Did you know I'm only 18?"
You could see the guys eyes widen. Then his head rolled back and he came.
She looked at me and mouthed, "Three."
I laughed. It kind of came out like a cough because I had a cock in my mouth.
Cathy climbed off the guy. She got down on her knees her ass towards her dad. She leaned forward and rested her head on her mother's belly looking at her mom's face. Her mom instinctively reached out and stroked her hair. Cathy spread her legs apart a little.
With her eyes looking at her mother she said, "Daddy, she said. "Can you see the cum in my pussy? Can you see your little girl's cunt all stretched and dripping?"
It was so fucking hot. Her mom pulled the cock out of her mouth, groaned and said "Oh my god," as she came.
The guy I was sucking started to cum. I was paying so much attention to Cathy and her dad that it took me by surprise. I pulled away and got most of it on my face and shirt.
The guy fucking Cathy's mom started fucking her harder and reached over to play with Cathy's tits. Cathy reached out, took the cock her mom had been sucking in her hand, and guided it back to her mom's mouth. Cathy continued to pump it while her mom sucked it.
This was all too much for me. I needed to get fucked! I looked around the room and saw Cathy's dad still stroking his cock. I unzipped my skirt and let it drop to the floor. Then I pulled my top off over my head. Naked I walked over to her father. I climbed on the chair and straddled his cock. I said, "I need to be fucked," and lowered myself onto his cock.
He thrust up as I did. I could feel my pussy quivering against his cock. He grabbed my ass and started lifting me up and down on his cock. He barely looked at me. His eyes were focused on his wife and daughter.
I climbed off his cock and stood up. I took his hand and said, "Let's get a better look."
I got on my knees, ass in the air, with my head right at Cathy's ass. I looked at him and said, "Now come fuck me."
He got on his knees behind me and started fucking me furiously. His wife reached out her hand to him and he took her hand and held it. His other hand was on my ass. Pulling and pushing my pussy around his cock. It felt so good. I moaned into Cathy's ass.
I looked at that sexy ass in front of my face. Her legs were still spread. I could see her juices and the guys cum dripping out of her messy pussy. I stuck my tongue in her and started eating her.
Cathy started moaning. That was all the guy fucking Cathy's mom could take. As he started to cum he pulled out. His load landed on Janet's belly and Cathy's back. He closed his eyes got up and slumped in a chair.
The guy who'd cum in my mouth immediately took his place. He rammed his cock into Janet and started fucking her, hard.
Janet moaned around the cock she was sucking. I could see the guy tense up. Janet let the cock fall out of her mouth. Cathy kept jerking it. The guy came shooting his load all over Cathy's face and Janet's tits and belly.
That was all for me. I had a raging, mind shattering, orgasm. I turned over, lay on my back and positioned my face under Cathy's pussy. She lowered her pussy onto my face. I ate her for all it was worth.
Cathy, not moving, said, "Daddy, do you like seeing you baby covered with cum? Look at mom and I, look at all the cum on us."
Her dad made a sound like he was dying. He pulled his cock out of me and started to cum. It landed on Cathy's ass and my tits. Cathy came all over my face as soon as she felt the hot cum hit her ass.
We all just lay there. We were all done. The only thing left was watching Janet fuck the last guy. He'd already cum in my mouth so he had staying power.
Her mouth finally free Janet started talking. To Cathy's dad she said, "look honey. Just like we role play. But it's real. I'm covered with your friends cum." Then she got seriously into being fucked. "Fuck me. God I always wanted to have 2 cocks. Dammit this feels so good. Fuck me. God I feel so slutty. Fuck me you bastard."
The guy between her legs came.
Janet started again, "Oh honey, he's filling my cunt with cum. It's going to be all messy. Do you think you can get your cock into my messy little cunt and cum again?"
That was all. We were all done. Janet, Cathy, and I were covered in cum. Cathy looked at me and giggled. "Let's take a shower," she said.
She and I got up and got in the shower. The hot water felt good. We took turns washing each other while kissing. We got out. As we were drying off I told Cathy I needed to borrow a top. Mine had cum all over it.
She gave me the top and we walked back in the living room to retrieve my skirt. Cathy was naked. All the guys had gone. Cathy's mom and dad were in the middle of the floor fucking. Janet was talking.
"Oh my god. That was everything I hoped for. More. Can you feel my cum filled pussy? It was just like I imagined. I loved having 2 cocks. I loved having all those men want me. Did you like it? Oh my god, that orgasm was so intense. I can't believe it actually happened. I thought we'd have to plan it. I know you weren't sure. Please tell me you liked it. Will you let me do it again. Please?"
So I was right it was the first time.
She continued, "Did you see our little girl? Oh my god. What a hot little slut. Knowing she can be a slut too was such a turn on. I want to be able to watch her fuck sometime. Did that turn you on? I wish I could have seen her cum filled pussy. I bet it was hot. It turned me on knowing she was showing it to you. God I wanted to see. I know, you think I'm a pervert, well now you know I'm one, but I loved that."
So it was all Cathy's mom. Wow. Cathy shrugged. I kissed her goodbye and headed home.
I got home seemed everyone had gone to bed. I got undressed and climbed into bed.
I checked my text messages. First was Cindy. She thanked me for being such an incredible sister. She said that she loved fucking her dad. She said she couldn't wait to try fucking other men.
I replied that I understood. That I really liked to fuck.
Next was from Cathy. It was simple. "Was my dad a good fuck?"
Geesh what was it with these girls and their dads. Then I thought, but it is hot as fuck to watch.
Next was from Dave. I was to tired to tell him everything that happened today. I'd talk to him tomorrow.
I lay back and closed my eyes. My mind started thinking when the last time I saw my dad was. I thought of how good looking he was and that I should go see him. I fell asleep.
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Monday
I overslept and got to the office late. Only Julie and Amanda were there. Everyone else was out for the day. Julie said hi and that she had to tell me something but she had to make a phone call first. She went into her office. I was a little surprised at what she was wearing. It was a dress that she must have taken the lining out of. It was pretty much sheer. She had a cute thong on.
I wondered what Amanda thought. I then saw Amanda. Wow, she must have gone shopping again. She was had on a cami top and a skirt about one inch below her ass. I don't think she was wearing a bra. She said good morning.
"Wow, hot," I sad.
She blushed and said, "You really think so."
"Definitely," I said. "If the guys were here they'd be all over you."
She smiled. I took it another step. "Hell," I said. "I might have to throw you over a desk myself."
She giggled and said, "I've never been with a woman."
Ok, that was not what I expected. I didn't even know how to respond. I just said, "Well, watch yourself or it may happen."
She smiled and went to her office. I went to my desk. I wondered what she was wearing for panties. At that moment Julie appeared at my desk.
"I have to tell you what happened." She said
My mind flashed back to Saturday. I remembered the scene with her husband and parents on the phone. What was their reaction?.
She started to tell me. After our play in the conference room, they all cleaned up and finished the project. She said she was surprised it went so fast. Maybe sex really did clear your head. She left about 2 hours later. While driving home she realized her dad and mom were still at her house. She realized she'd been carried away in the moment and wondered what the consequences would be.
When she opened the door Glen, her dad, and mom were all in the living room. Her dad got up and started walking towards her. Her mom asked him what he was going to do.
"Do," he said. "I'm going to fuck the little slut."
She went on with her story. She was shocked. Her Dad didn't even wait for a response. He bent her over the back of the couch, pulled her dress up and panties down. He then pulled out his cock and started fucking her. Her mom and Glen just watched. They didn't say a thing, neither did he. He just fucked her over the couch. No one said a thing. She said she must have cum 3 times.
He finally came inside her. He just zipped up and said, "Let's have dinner." Like it never happened.
Her mom picked her panties up off the floor and put them in the laundry. Then they sat down and had a normal dinner. After that she didn't bother wearing clothes all weekend. Over the weekend he fucked her 3 more times. Always in front of mom and Glen. When he talked to her over the weekend he just called her "Slut".
"God that was hot," she said.
Sunday night her dad fucked her right before they left. Bent over the couch again. Glen immediately pulled her in the bedroom and started fucking her. He kept telling her how he loved his slut wife and how good her cunt felt filled with cum.
She looked at me and said, "What is it about you? I was never this slutty before. Now I think I'd fuck anyone who asked."
I wondered the same thing.
I sat down to work. Every time Amanda walked by I wondered what she was wearing under that skirt. Finally, I just asked her.
She smiled, pulled up the skirt to show me her bare pussy and ass, and said, "Nothing."
Now I was truly shocked. I would never have imagined Amanda shaved her pussy. I said that I thought that was a change for her. Then she floored me. She said she'd come by the office Saturday to pick something up. She heard the noise in the conference room, looked in and saw what was going on. She said she watched for 10 minutes and then, afraid of being caught, she left quietly. She said she spent the rest of the weekend horny as hell and mad at herself for not being brave enough to join us.
She knew none of the guys were in the office today, so she decided to try this out. She said she was very nervous because she wasn't as young and pretty as Julie and I. She wanted to try this out.
I assured her she looked great and that she could wear that around anyone and they'd think she was hot.
She blushed and said, "thank you."
During the day I had a chance to catch Dave up. There was so much to tell him. I told him everything that happened ending with the Amanda story.
He told me to video conference him at my desk and call Amanda over. I did it. Amanda saw who it was immediately and tried to stand off to the side so he wouldn't see her. Dave told her that I told him of our conversation and he also thought she was pretty. He wanted to see the outfit. She hesitated so I pulled her in front of the camera.
She shyly said, "Hi."
Dave told her how good she looked. Then asked if she really wasn't wearing panties.
She looked at me panicked. "You told him?"
"I tell him everything. He knows all about Saturday."
She didn't know what to say. I stood up and stepped behind her. I took the hem of her dress and started to pull it up. She knew what I was going to do. You could tell she was not sure.
I said softly, "It's OK. Think of Saturday. You don't want regrets."
I pulled the skirt up too her hips. Her pussy obviously on display.
"Beautiful," Dave said.
Amanda blushed.
I then let the skirt drop into place. Amanda gave a sigh of relief. She stiffened up again when she realized my hand went to her zipper.
Julie looked over and saw what was happening. She came out of her office. She saw Dave on the video.
"Hi Dave. Is our little slut corrupting another?" She asked.
Dave said, "We'll see in a moment."
Amanda held her breath. Julie kissed her on the cheek and said, "It's OK. Let you be you."
She sighed. Her muscles seemed to relax. She closed her eyes.
I unzipped her skirt. Pulled it off her. And let it drop to the floor.
Julie said, "Nice, you look good 1/2 naked."
She took Amanda's chin and turned her face towards her. She gave Amanda a small kiss on the lips. Amanda shyly kissed back. Then it was like a dam broke. She grabbed Julie and started kissing her aggressively. Her passion took Julie, Dave, and I by surprise.
I gently started stroking her ass. She turned her head to look at me and then went back to kissing Julie. Julie was enjoying it.
"So, there's a naughty little girl in there also," she said to Amanda.
Amanda broke the kiss and breathlessly said, "Yes."
She went back to the kiss. I'm not sure she knew what else to do.
I moved my hands lower. She moved her legs apart to allow me access. She was wet.
Julie, stepped back, unzipped her dress, and stepped out of it. Amanda just watched.
Standing there in just her panties Julie said, "Amanda, suck my tits"
Amanda did.
Standing behind her still. I grabbed Amanda's top and started to pull it over her head. She stopped, put her arms up and let me pull it over her head. She was braless so now naked. She quickly took Julie's nipple back in her mouth. Her hand on Julie's other tit.
I slid my hand between her legs. She moaned and parted them. My fingers slid into her. She was wet. She moaned.
Dave, who was still watching on video, said, "Amanda, you are beautiful."
She looked at the screen, moaned, grabbed, my hand and pushed it into her pussy.
Julie pushed Amanda back. Amanda sat down on the desk. I repositioned the camera. She saw herself legs spread on the desk above the picture of Dave watching. She looked at Julie and I not knowing what was next.
Julie said to me, "Well, which of us is going to eat our new slut."
I laughed. I got down on my knees, spread her legs and started eating. Dave watched. Amanda moaned, grabbed my head, and pushed it into her pussy. As I ate her she just moaned.
Julie started sucking on Amanda's tits. Amanda came all over my face. She slumped back.
She got off the desk and said, "That was amazing. Thank you."
She reached down to grab her clothes.
I turned her towards me and said, "You're not done yet."
She looked confused.
"My turn," I said.
I pulled off my skirt and panties and jumped on the desk. Julie pushed Amanda to her knees. I grabbed Amanda's head and pulled it between my legs. She dived right in. It felt amazing. I told Amanda that next time she did this I was going to make sure she was being fucked at the same time. She moaned into my pussy and attacked my clit with her tongue.
I came all over her face. I pulled her head away. She started to stand up.
Julie pushed her back down and said, "No you don't. My turn."
Julie jumped up on the desk. I pulled her thong off her. She spread her legs and I pushed Amanda's head between her legs. Amanda moaned again and started eating Julie.
Julie looked at me and said, "So what are you going to do with your new toy."
I laughed. I looked at Dave on the screen. "Have every guy in the office fuck her?" I asked.
Amanda moaned again, David just nodded.
I knelt down next to Amanda, I slid my hand in her pussy and said, "Next time all the men are in the office you are going to get fucked."
She moaned again. So did Julie.
My fingers played with Amanda's clit as she ate Julie's pussy.
"In fact, after that, I'm going to make sure one fucks you every day they're here. After the first time, I'm not letting your pussy be covered in the office for a month.
She groaned and came on my fingers. Julie felt that and came on Amanda's face.
Amanda leaned back on her legs and said, "Wow, that was a hot fantasy."
I kissed her on the lips. I tasted Julie's pussy and said, "It will be a better reality."
Amanda looked at Julie. Julie just nodded. Amanda blushed and said "Ok."
We all got back to work. Julie and I didn't let Amanda get dressed. We eventually let her put her top on because her nipples were cold. We only addressed her as slut all day. She hung her head when we did, but she was smiling.
When I got home Chuck was in the living room with his friends Billy, and Chris. Mom was in the kitchen. She was wearing a short skirt, top, and heels. Rather conservative for what's been going on lately. I decided to put on jean shorts and a top. Sexy but nothing out of the ordinary for a girl my age.
I joined the guys in the living room.
"What's up," I said.
The boys checked me out. They always did. Then mom came in to get something. She got it but dropped it. She had her back to the boys, she bent over at the waist. Her panty covered ass came into perfect view. They were completely sheer. The boys all gawked.
After she walked out Billy said, "Jees Chuck, you're mom is hot."
Chuck's reply almost made me laugh out loud.
"Cut it out Billy, she's my mom."
"I know," said Billy, "but she's still hot. Tell me you wouldn't like to see her naked."
Billy then remembered I was there and said, "Sorry Tina."
I laughed and said, "You're right. She's hot."
Billy smiled.
They kept watching mom. She kept finding ways to show off. One time she scratched the back of her thigh. She'd pull her skirt up so the curves of her ass showed. She'd bend over whenever she could. She'd bring snacks and let them look down her top. I was pretty impressed.
Billy couldn't take it anymore. "Mrs G, you look really nice today."
Mom stopped. "Thank you Billy. How sweet of you," she said.
She told the kids dinner was ready. We all went to eat. She got up a few times. Each time she'd bend over or stretch to get something. At one point she spilled something on the floor. She got down on her hands and knees, legs apart, ass in the air, to clean it up. Her complete ass and panties were on display. While she was down there. She turned and saw the guys looking at her.
"Everything OK," she asked.
I thought Chuck's friends would die. Chris, spilled his drink on himself.
Mom, grabbed a wet towel and said "Let me help you with that."
She started wiping his crotch. He just stared at her.
As she was wiping it she said, "Gee, I forget sometimes how grown up you boys are."
This was good. I was enjoying this. She must be creating a scene like the stories Chuck sent her.
Dinner was done and the guys went down to play video games. Mom cleaned up dinner and said she was going to do some laundry. The boys were downstairs. Probably to watch porn I thought. Mom brought down a load of delicates. I snuck to the landing to watch. When I got there I noticed the TV was off. I figured they must have shut it off as mom came down the stairs.
She threw a bunch of lingerie in the laundry. She stopped as if in thought. She reached around, Unclasped her bra, pulled it out through her sleeve, and threw it in. The boys were watching intently. She pretended she didn't notice. Then she reached under her skirt and slid her panties off. She was a bit careless and showed a little ass as she did it. The boys watched in fascination, just as she had them around her thighs she "noticed" the boys.
She stopped, panties around her thighs, and said, "I'm so sorry, I was doing some delicates and thought you guys were involved with the game. I didn't think you'd see me."
"Oh well, can't be helped now I guess," she said.
She stepped out of her panties and threw them in the wash while the boys watched. They now knew she wasn't wearing underwear.
Billy, the brave one, said, "That's ok Mrs. G. It was kind of hot."
Mom played it up. "Don't be silly, boys your age don't really think an older woman like me is hot."
Billy said, "Yes we do. We've even been talking about it all day."
Chris just nodded his head.
Mom walked over, kissed Billy on the top of the head and said, "Thank you. It's always nice to be admired."
When she did he had a clear view down her blouse.
"Well, I won't bother you boys. No one needs their friends mom hanging around. Call me if you need anything." She started for the stairs.
It was Billy who spoke up again. "You're not bothering us. We love your company, why don't you stay and hang out."
Mom protested a little but eventually said, "OK, I guess can hang out while I'm doing laundry
Billy and Chris were on the couch. Billy told Chris to move over. Mom sat between them. In the basement we have a low couch. As she sat down her skirt slid up. Most of her legs were showing. From where I was I could see the shape of her breasts and nipples clearly outlined by her top.
Billy commented again on how beautiful she was. She laughed and again protested that guys their age don't find women her age attractive. Billy assured her she was hot and said they always talk about how hot she is.
She looked at Chuck and said, "Your friends are teasing me."
Chuck chimed in that they weren't teasing. They really did tell him she was hot. She then asked him if he minded having a hot mom.
"No mom, they're right. You're very hot. I think having a hot mom is very cool."
Mom giggled and said, "Hot mom? You'd like to have a hot mom? Isn't a hot mom one of those porn terms?"
Chris laughed and said, "Yeah, I guess it is."
Mom went on, "And isn't that one that, ummmmm..., has sex with her kid's friends."
Billy was stunned, "Well we think you're hot but we didn't mean that."
Mom giggled. "Really? What do you say about me then?"
Billy stammered, "Just that we think you're pretty.?
"Pretty?" said mom. "Before you said I was hot."
"Well, we think you're hot and pretty," said Billy.
She looked at Chris. He'd barely said a word.
"What about you? What do you think? Hot or Pretty."
"Pretty Hot," he said quietly as he looked at the floor.
"Only pretty hot?" mom said sounding disappointed.
"No," he said. You are super hot.
"But not like the hot porn moms," she replied.
Billy chimed in, "You are much hotter than those fake moms in porn."
Mom looked at Chuck and said, "What do you think. Is your mom hot? Is it bad to have a hot mom."
Chuck smiled, "It's not bad at all. In fact it's cool. You are hot. I think it's great when they tell me how hot you are. Sometimes they tell me what they'd like to do to you."
Mom laughed. "Oh? What kind of things"
"They get pretty graphic," said Chuck.
She stood up in front of Billy and Chris. "So you tell Chuck you want to do dirty things to me?"
No answer.
"Come on boys, is that the way you talk about me?"
The boys, still looking down, quietly each said, "I guess."
"Chuck? What do you tell them when they talk about me that way."
"I usually just agree. You are hot. What can I say?" he answered.
Mom said, "So you'd all like me to be a hot mom?"
Billy said, "That would be awesome."
Mom looked at Chuck, "How hot?"
Chuck said, "Very hot."
Mom said to Chuck, "You sure having a hot mom is good?"
He assured her it was.
She continued, "So it's OK that your friends know I'm not wearing panties right now.?"
"It's awesome," Billy jumped in.
"I suppose you'd like to see," she went on.
This time Chris surprised us all by saying, "I wanna see."
Mom laughed. "And Chuck. How do you feel about them wanting to see."
"It's cool," he said.
"So I suppose you'd be ok if I showed them?
Chris just shrugged his shoulders.
Mom walked over to Chuck. "You Guys are full of crap." she said. "No one wants to see under my skirt. I'm too old for you."
"You're not old," said Billy.
She laughed. "Older than you guys should want, and I am sure Chuck does not want to have his mom showing she's not wearing panties in front of his friends."
She went on, "How about this Chuck. I'll call your bluff. I don't believe you'd like a hot mom. You're going to have to show them."
She turned her back to him. The zipper was on the back of her skirt.
Chuck looked at his friends. They both nodded vigorously.
Chuck unzipped the skirt. It fell to the floor. She was standing there in just 3" heels and a top.
Billy was the first to speak. "Wow, that's hot Mrs. G."
Mom did a slow turn. "Is that good? Is that what you wanted to see? Hmmmmm. What would a hot mom say. Oh. I know. Well, do you like my pussy?"
Chris and Billy both said yes.
"Chuck, How does you feel that your friends have now seen your mother's pussy. Do you still really want me to be a hot mom?" Mom said.
"Yeah," said Chuck
"So I should take off my top and let your friends see my tits?"
Billy and Chris again nodded. Chuck nodded too.
"Ok, Chuck. Billy do you want to take my top off?"
Billy jumped up. Mom raised her arms. Billy pulled the top over her head and stood there.
"Chuck, I'm naked in front of your friends. How does that feel? Do you think you still want a hot mom?"
"This is hot," said Chuck.
Mom looked at him. "I still don't believe you. I'm still think you'd hate it, I'm going to keep going till you tell me to stop."
She took Billy's hand and placed it on her tits. He took both hands and started playing with them.
"Mmmmm," moaned mom. "Oh my god, Chuck. You're not going to stop this?"



She dropped to her knees. "This is what hot moms do. Isn't it?"
No one answered. She undid Billy's zipper and looked at Chuck. She pulled out Billy's cock and started sucking it. Billy moaned. Mom started getting into it.
"Mmmmm. You guys do like a hot mom?"
She pulled off Billy's cock and said to Chuck, "Ok, I'm busy, you tell your friends what you want."
Chuck unzipped his pants and said, "Let's fuck the shit out of her."
Chris stood up not quite sure what to do.
Mom looked. "What Chris. You don't think I'm hot?"
Chris said, "No, no. You're the hottest thing I've ever seen."
Mom smiled and said, "Then get over here and fuck me."
She went back to sucking Billy. She pulled Billy to the floor and stuck her ass in the air. Chris looked at Chuck. Chuck was watching mom suck Billy and stroking his cock. Chris undressed and got behind mom. He slid his cock in.
Mom moaned. She started pushing her ass back against Chris. She continued to suck Billy.
She'd stop and say things like, "So you like me being a slut. You guys want to fuck me? Then fuck me. Make me your slut hot mom. Chuck, can you see? Your friends are fucking your hot mom."
She knew Billy was almost ready. "Where do you want to cum? In your best friend's mom's mouth? On her face? Tell me. Surprise me."
She clamped her mouth back around Billy's cock. He started to spasm. He pulled out immediately and came all over moms face.
I undid my jeans and stuck my hand down my panties.
As Billy stepped away Chuck stuck his cock in her mouth.
Chris moaned, "That's so hot." And came. You could see his cock covered with his and mom's juices as he fell back.
Billy was hard again. Youth. Mom told him to lay down. She straddled his cock and started riding him as she continued to suck Chuck. Chris was behind mom stroking his cock. He was getting hard again.
Mom looked at Chris and said, "I have one more hole."
Chris looked confused. Chuck said, "Fuck her ass."
Chris moved closer to mom and started to slide it into her ass. As he did mom started to moan. She held perfectly still till Chris got all the way in. The boys all stayed still while mom got her rhythm. Mom started fucking them all.
As she did I again imagined what it would be like to get my ass fucked and even more so to have a cock in all of my holes. I came on my fingers.
Meanwhile mom was fucking 3 guys for all she was worth. All of a sudden she stopped sucking Chuck.
"Oh my god. I'm cumming. Don't stop. I'm cumming. She had a few spasms, and then stopped moving. Looked like a hell of an orgasm. She then slowly started moving again. Getting her rhythm. Fucking them all.
Chuck, had about all he could take. Mom could tell.
"You like this Chuck? Do you like seeing your mom with a cock in her ass and one in her pussy? Did you want a hot mom like this. Maybe your friends will just come over and fuck me. Maybe when you're not home? Maybe they'll bring their friends. Now that you've made me a hot mom. They can just come in and take me."
That was it for Chuck. He came all over her face. A huge load.
"You like that Chuck? You like your cum on my face? I now have 2 loads on my face. I can feel Billy's drying and yours dripping."
Chuck just fell in a chair panting. I came on my finger.
Mom wasn't done. She still had a cock in her ass and one in her pussy.
"Billy? Chris? Do you want me to be a slut for you? Would you like to come over any time. Fuck my pussy, my ass, my mouth? What about friends. Do you think they'd like to fuck this hot mom? Come on, make my ass yours. Fill it with cum."
That was it. Chris came. As he did he pulled out you could see cum dripping down out of and down her ass.
"That's it guys. I have two loads on my face, one in my ass, one in my pussy. Billy, give me one more in my cunt. Fill me."
Billy started trembling. I thought he would explode.
Mom yelled, "Oh my god, that feels so amazing. I'm cumming. I'm cumming."
I saw both of them cum. She pulled off and the cum hit her pussy and belly. She rolled over on her back and just lay there covered with cum drying on her.
"Boys? Is that what you wanted?" she panted.
No one answered. When she looked they were stroking their cocks and getting hard again.
Mom smiled and said, "Who's next."
I snuck up the stairs, undressed, and climbed into bed. Using my fingers I came again and fell asleep.
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Tuesday
I woke up early. I was feeling good. I really liked watching mom last night. I admit it was hot and fun. The last 11 days had been wild but it seems I was accepting it. In fact, I was embracing my new life. Everywhere I looked was a new person to fuck. I could not believe the power fucking gave me over people.
I headed into work early. I had real stuff to get done. Tom, Bill, Jimmy, and Julie were there. She and I were dressed pretty slutty. We both got lots of stares and compliments. The boss came in. I had not spoken to him since that day in his office.
He came over to my desk.
"Tina, good to see you, you look beautiful. How has the office been treating you."
We made some polite small talk. He seemed appropriately contrite. I started to lighten up on him. He said his wife wanted to have me over sometime. I said I'd see what I could do. I wanted to talk to Julie first and see what she thought.
We were all there except Amanda. About 10 minutes later Amanda walked in. Everyone in the office turned. She was wearing a dress that buttoned down the front. Only one button was buttoned. I called her to my desk and told her to go wait for me in the conference room.
She went. I then told everyone else to meet me in the conference room. They all came in looking at Amanda. She just stood there exposed and looking at the floor.
They looked at me with a "what's going on" face. All except Julie. She was smiling.
I said to everyone, "I have a treat for all of you."
Eyes went back and forth between me and Amanda.
"Amanda, what did we decide yesterday."
"She looked at the ground and said, "That every guy in this office could fuck me."
They all looked shocked. I explained that Amanda had seen us Saturday.
My boss, who was not there Saturday, asked, "Saturday?"
I said I'd tell him later. I went on. "What's important is that she wanted to join us but was afraid. So we decided yesterday she was going to get her own special treatment and fuck all of you. She's going to be the office fuck toy for a month. When she gets here, her pussy will be exposed every day and open to anyone who wants it. Right Amanda?
Amanda nodded.
"Tell them," I said.
Amanda looked up. "I want to be the office fucktoy. Please, I want to fuck all of you today, now."
I reached over, unbuttoned the button on her dress, and let it fall to the floor.
"Get on your knees slut," I commanded
She got on her knees. I took Julie by the hand and we walked out of the conference room. As we did we heard zippers.
Julie and I had work to do. Every once in awhile we'd walk past the conference room and look in. It was rare that we didn't see 2 cocks in her and we could tell she had cum on her. It was fun to walk by and see a different combination each time. But, more fun was to see the huge smile on Amanda's face. Well, a big smile and cum. Each time I'd snap some pics.
About two hours later she came out naked. She was a mess. Cum on her face. Cum on her tits. Cum dripping down her legs. She walked over to me and with a huge smile on her face kissed me.
"Thank you," she said.
Now I had cum on my face. Not that I minded, I liked the feel, but we needed to clean up and get some work done. I took her hand and walked her to the restroom. All the way she gushed at me.
"God, that was amazing. I've never felt so free in my life. I feel like such a slut. I am a slut. I love being a slut. Do you think I made them happy? Do you think I was a good fuck?
I kissed her. It was dirty sweet because her face had cum all over it. I assured her, that from what I saw, she was great. We started getting her cleaned up. When we got done in the bathroom I helped her with her dress. As she walked to her desk she looked shyly at each guy she passed. Each smiled at her and gave her a compliment.
"Oh my god, you were great"
"You're so beautiful/sexy/sweet."
She loved them and went back to her desk smiling. Throughout the day one of the guys would go in her office and fuck her or get a blow job. She sent me a message.
"Oh my god. What an amazing day. Thank you so much. I love you."
The day continued like that. It was fun to see her so happy. I messaged Dave and told him about today and last night. I sent him all the pics I'd taken.
He replied, "Good girl." I loved it.
During the day I got texts from both Cathy and Ginger.
When I got home I hit Ginger up first.
"Hi." I texted.
"We've created monsters!"
"Why, what happened?"
"Well, first of all it seems that a 18 year old can stay hard all the time."
Youth, I thought.
Then she went on.
"After you left, Ricky asked if he could fuck me. By then I was so hot anyone could have fucked me. I said yes. We fucked till about 3. My pussy was sore. Dad joined in a few times too. Then we realized mom was coming home soon."
"Oh. I forgot about mom," I texted.
"Me too," She went on. "Anyway, I went upstairs and showered. As I went back to my room I could hear mom's voice so I knew she was home. I tried to decide what to wear. I pulled on a short little summer dress.
"Mom kissed me hello and says, 'dad says you took great care of him. Especially with his friends. Sometimes they're a pain. They are always gawking at me.'
"I wanted to laugh. I just said, 'Tina came over and helped.'
"Mom says, 'You and Tina waiting on all those guys? No wonder they want to come back to watch the game.' Then she says, 'Well maybe you can help me take care of them.'
"I laughed and said, 'OK."
"LOL," I texted. "That's a riot. Well we did take good care of your dad and brother."
"You slut. LOL," she replied.
"Me? You fucked your dad and brother!"
"I know," she replied. "Wasn't that fucking hot"
"Yes," I said. "It was."
"So, dad's having the guys over to watch the game. Mom's going to be here. Do you want to come hang out."
"Hang out?" I texted "Is that what they call it now?"
"LOL, see u then," was the reply.
Next I replied to Cathy
"You won't believe this," she texted
"What?"
"Mom and dad have not said a word about Sunday. Nothing. They just act like nothing happened and everything is normal."
"No way," I replied.
"No it's true!"
"Wow, that's weird," I texted.
"It's true. If you're not doing anything, come over and see. It's strange."
This piqued my curiosity so I said OK.
Last I called my dad. He only lives a few towns over. We made some small talk about the job. He said he heard great things about me. That made me laugh. I wondered what would happen if they told him why they say great things.
I mentioned we hadn't seen each other for a while. He said he was free Thursday night. We made plans.
Now I had to decide what to wear to Cathy's. They're not even talking about it but we saw her dad fuck me and her mom fuck four guys. What do you wear to that? I decided what the fuck. I'd go all out.
I found a denim skirt I hadn't worn in 3 years. It was short. I grabbed my scissors and cut 2 inches off the bottom. I pulled it on. 1/2 my ass and the front of my pussy were exposed. I pulled on a see through thong. I took a T shirt, cut it from front neck to hem. Pulled it on and tied it in a knot under my tits.
Let's see them ignore this, I thought.
I drove over to Cathy's wondering how this would go. After all, I'd fucked her dad. How does one ignore that?
I pulled in front of Cathy's house. Her next door neighbors were outside. I climbed out of my car. I'm sure I was a sight. The husband was staring at me. He was using a leaf blower to clean his yard. I gave him a wave. The wife was just scowling at the husband. She was a pretty woman. I'd say they were in their late 20s. My bad girl kicked in. I went over and introduced myself to the husband as a friend of Cathy. He fell all over himself. I then went to the wife, introduced myself and told her how pretty she was. I think that disarmed her a bit. Laughing to myself, I went back, and knocked on Cathy's door.
Jack opened the door. He looked at me and didn't say anything. He called Cathy and said I was there.
Janet came in the room and said, "Hi Tina, nice to see you again. Cathy's in her room"
Ok this was weird. Not a comment about the fact I was showing more skin than a street whore.
Cathy caught up with me in the hall as I was heading towards her room.
"Whoa," she said. "Some outfit."
"I thought maybe I could shock them into something. Nope, they acted like I was dressed to go to church."
"I know what you mean," said Cathy. "It's just not normal."
"No," I replied. "But neither is having an orgy with your 18 year old daughter."
We both laughed.
We went to her room and wondered what was going on. A little talking, a little giggling, a little cuddling, kissing and fondling. It was nice. I really liked her. Cathy's mom asked if I was staying for dinner.
Cathy looked at me and mouthed, "Please."
I told Janet I was and Cathy and I went back to messing around. We were called for dinner. I had taken off Cathy's skirt and she reached down to get it. I told her to leave it there. Cathy giggled. Me in my slut wear and her in a tiny pair of bikini panties and top, we went to dinner.
We walked into the room and sat down at the table. No reaction. Jack started a normal conversation. How was work? What had we been up to? Any plans for tonight? We answered.
Janet was wearing some khaki shorts and a top. I had an idea. As she brought something near me to put it on the table, I reached for the waistband of her shorts. I felt her stiffen, but she did not move away or try and stop me. I unbuttoned the shorts, undid the zipper, pulled them over her ass, and pushed them to the ground. She didn't say a word. She just stepped out of them and, in a beige thong and her top, kept doing what she was doing. What kind of denial was this?
Cathy and I looked at each other.
I said to Cathy, "Damn your mom has a nice ass."
"Yeah she does," said Cathy.
Now to get dad talking. "Jack? What do you think of Janet's ass?"
Jack mumbled, "Very nice."
"Janet, come here," I said.
Janet walked up to me. She was looking at the floor. Jack was looking anywhere but us as well. When she got to me, I hooked my fingers in the band of her panties and pushed them to the ground.
"Pick those up and give them to Jack please." I said
Cathy just looked on. A small smile on her face. She was beginning to realize how much power she had. Janet picked up the panties, handed them to Jack, and just looked at the floor. Jack took the panties and stared at them.
Then the doorbell rang. We all jumped. I looked at Jack.
"That's Tim returning the leaf blower," Jack said.
I remembered the neighbor with the leaf blower. "Next door?" I asked.
Jack nodded. This couldn't have worked out better I thought.
I looked at Janet and said, "Well, go answer the door."
Janet looked at me with scared eyes. She looked at Jack. He just looked at his plate. Cathy was smiling.
"Hurry up," I said. "And invite him in for desert."
Janet walked over and opened the door. She was standing behind the screen door. We could all see from where we were. It was hilarious. He didn't even notice she was naked from the waist down. He opened the door, stepped in, and looked at Janet. That's when he noticed. He stammered something about the leaf blower and tried to look anywhere but at Janet. He didn't run to leave though.
Nobody was saying anything. It was going to get even more awkward soon. Cathy got up and saved the day.
"Hi Tim. Come on in."
Tim looked at her. She was in her panties and a top. He looked very confused.
Cathy looked at Tim. "Oh come on Tim," she said. "You've been checking out mom and I for over a year. Now you get a good look and you're shy?"
"Well, I never expected this," he said. He was starting to regain his composure.
"Do you want me to make her get dressed?" Cathy kkkasked.
"No, but what's going on."
Cathy told him. "Remember the party my folks had Saturday?"
He nodded.
"Well at the end of the party it was just mom, dad, and 4 guys. Tina and I caught mom fucking the guys with dad watching."
You could see an incredulous look on Tim's face. Dad would not look at him. Mom kept looking down.
Cathy went on. "Since then they've been acting like nothing happened. So Tina and I decided to push them. First Tina came over dressed like a slut. "
I stood up turned around and took a bow.
"No one said anything," she continued "So Tina started undressing mom. Mom just let her. We got to this point and from here we were not sure what we were going to do, but we got this far and the doorbell rang. So we made her answer the door. She didn't even argue. We all knew it was you. I bet if you felt her pussy right now she'd be soaking wet."
Cathy slid her fingers in her moms pussy. Her mom moaned, and then spread her legs to give her access.
Cathy held up her wet fingers and said, "See?"
Tim just stared.
I had an idea. "Hey Janet, show Tim your tits."
Janet quickly pulled off her top and bra. She was now naked. Jack was still looking anywhere else.
"Do you like showing Tim your tits?" I asked.
Janet took a quick look at Jack, saw he was avoiding her, and nodded her head.
"See Tim," I said. "She likes you looking at her."
"Janet, have you ever fantasized about fucking Tim?" I asked.
Janet moaned and nodded.
Tim looked at Janet. He looked at me and Cathy.
"I wish I could, but I have to get back home soon."
Janet looked disappointed.
I had a great thought. "Tim, tomorrow's a playoff game. Why don't you tell your wife you're going to watch with Jack. Bring a few friends. You can all fuck the slut."
Tim looked and Janet. She looked back and nodded her head. He looked at Jack. Jack was still looking away.
Tim said, "That's a great idea. See you tomorrow. I have two friends who would love to come."
Cathy giggled
Tim said, "That too."
She giggled again.
One last thought. "Anything you want her to wear?" I asked.
"What she's got on is fine,"
Tim left.
Cathy turned to me and begged me to come over tomorrow. I told her I couldn't. I was going to Ginny's. Cathy gave me a sad look. I felt bad.
"Tell you what," I said. "Why don't you come hang out with Ginny and I this weekend. If all goes well it will be the final playoff. We can think of something to do for that."
Cathy's eyes lit up. "That would be great he said."
I was then feeling pretty contemptuous towards Jack. He'd fucked me but it seemed he did not like the idea of his wife being fucked.
"So Jack," I said. "ready to see your slut wife get fucked tomorrow?"
He didn't answer. I walk over to his chair and ran my hand down his crotch. He had a raging hard on. I looked at Cathy. She gave me a questioning glance. I nodded. She broke out in a smile.
"How about you Janet? Ready to get fucked again?" I asked.
Her reply? "God yes, thank you."
Cathy and I went to her room and schemed a bit more. I took off for home.
When I got home everyone was in bed. I walked past mom's room. Mark was fucking her missionary style in bed. Oh cool, I thought. Normalcy. Then I laughed thinking just seeing my mom fuck was normal.
I climbed into bed. Dave was online. We chatted a bit and I told him about Cathy's.
I was getting tired. I said good night. I stuck my fingers on my clit till I came. Visions of Cathy's mom being fucked in front of her dad filled my mind. I came.
Last thing I remember seeing was Dave's final reply. "Good girl."
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Wednesday
I got into the office and headed to my desk. As I did I looked in the bosses office. He was on the phone. But better than that Amanda was naked on her knees sucking his cock while he was on the phone. Amanda saw me come in and waved to me. I smiled and waved back.
While I was working Ginny texted me.
"Still coming tonight?"
"Yes."
"You'll never guess what happened last night," she texted
"What?"
"Mom and I are sitting in the kitchen reviewing snacks for tonight's game. We were just chatting when out of the blue she asks, 'If it's a game and we're serving, should we all wear something special? You know, give the guys a treat.'
"I was stunned. 'Like what?' I asked.
"'Team jerseys as dresses?' she suggested.
"I was stunned. I told her that sounded cool. She offered to go buy them. So I guess we have uniforms for tonight."
"OK," I said. "I'll grab some short running shorts to wear under it.
"Kinda what I figured too," she replied.
"OK, see you tonight."
I got back to work. Cathy texted me and said her mom is running around in a short robe, making snacks and stuff. She keeps saying she can't wait for the game.
I texted back to have fun.
I got back to work. At one point I looked up. Julie was sitting on Amanda's desk getting her pussy eaten. Well good for her, I thought.
I finished up for the day, ran home, showered and changed. I pulled on a tight short pair of running shorts, nothing underneath, and a top. I headed to Ginny's.
Mr. H was sitting in the living room looking nervous. He looked at his wife, then me and said ,"Hi Tina."
Mrs. H said hi and told me Ginny was upstairs. I asked if I could help in the kitchen. Mrs. H said she was all caught up.
Ricky heard me come in, came running downstairs and gave me a huge hug. Mrs. H raised an eyebrow and said, "Hugs? That's new."
I answered that he was kinda cute so who could resist. She laughed and agreed he was kinda cute.
"Awe mom," said Ricky and ran back upstairs.
I headed to Ginny's room. Mrs. H said she'd be right up. When I saw Ginny she was in just a robe. She looked at my shorts and said, "that looks good, I'll go with that."
We hung out and waited for Mrs. H. Soon she came upstairs. She had a bag from the sports shop with her. It had 2 jerseys in it.
She looked at me and said, "I'm glad you decided to come. Everyone enjoyed the last game here so much the invited 4 other people."
I thought back. Including Ginny's dad that's 7 guys. 8 with Ricky. The guys must have talked at work. I doubt they believed but wanted to see for themselves. I thought it was funny since Mrs. H was around, it was probably just going to be a game.
She reached in the bag and handed us each a team jersey. When she left we tried them on. She'd obviously paid attention to size. Both just, and I mean barely, covered our asses when we stood up. We were both wearing shorts so no big deal. The tops were v neck and loose. Neither of us was wearing a bra. If we bent forward you could easily see our tits.
Mrs. H came back to get us. She needed help in the kitchen. She just opened the door and called us. Then she looked at us and came in the room. We just stared wide mouthed. Mrs H's shirt covered her no more than ours covered us and it seemed she wasn't wearing shorts with it. Just a lot of leg.
"Those aren't meant to be worn with shorts," she said.
I protested. I have no idea why. I loved the idea of taking the shorts off. I just thought I should protest.
"Ummm... Mrs. H... I'm not wearing panties " I mumbled.
Mrs. H laughed. She grabbed her shirt and pulled it to her waist. She was naked from the waist down.
"Neither am I," she said.
We both looked shocked. She laughed and then started to explain. It seems they installed video surveillance last year. When she was cleaning she found a pair of panties in the couch. They weren't hers and she was pretty sure they were too small for Ginny. She went and watched the tape for the weekend and she saw us in the living room during the game. She watched us teasing the guys and thought it looked like a lot of fun, but she needed backup.
We both laughed and told her we'd back her up. After she left we both asked each other the same question. Does that mean she saw what happened after?
We stripped off our shorts and went downstairs. I admit the 3 of us looked hot. Hometown honey hot. All American girls ready to support their team.
The guys started coming in. The 4 new guys were starting to believe what they'd heard. At least the part about us being hot. We were introduced. I actually paid no attention. I didn't need to know their names.
Us girls started serving drinks. That involve a lot of bending over, the guys behind us saw a bit of ass. The guys in front of us looking down our jerseys. It was fun. The guests, even the old ones who had seen us show off, could not believe what they were seeing. Mr. H just sat there with a proud look on his face.
By this time every guy in the room had figured out we weren't wearing underwear. We were finished serving. We asked if anyone needed anything else. They said no. Mrs. H said, "Let's go watch the game."
We went in the living room. Mrs. H took the spot Ginny had before on the arm of Mr. H's chair. Her top slid up and exposed a little side of her ass. She leaned into him to give us a better look.
Ginny and I looked around. There was nowhere to sit. There was a couch and two folding chairs. All taken. There were four guys on the couch. Mrs. H suggested the guys wouldn't mind if we sat on their laps.
The guys pretty much tried to kill themselves assuring us it was OK for us to sit on their laps. We laughed and said OK. We positioned ourselves sitting on the laps of the guys on either end. We swung our legs up on the laps of the other guys. As we did our shirts pulled up. I'm sure the guys at the opposite ends of the couch could see our pussies and the guys we were leaning on could look right down our tops. I was pretty sure the guys in the chairs could see our pussies too. The whole scene was making me wet. I was almost sure I would leave a wet spot on the guys pants if I got up.
Mr. H was doing the same thing he did to Ginny to Mrs. H. He was playing with the hem of her shirt slowly pulling it up. All of a sudden, Mrs. H looked at his hand, then at him and said, "Are you trying to show off my ass?"
All eyes turned to her. Mr. H didn't say a thing. Mrs. H went on. "If you want to show off my ass there's an easier way."
She climbed off the chair, pulled her shirt to her waist. Did a slow turn. Then ass towards the rest of us said to Mr. H, "Happy?"
He didn't reply right away. "What is it?" she said. "You want them to see me naked? Do you want your wife naked in front of your friends?"
Before he can answer she asks the other guys. "Is that it? You want to see me naked?"
They all kind of looked elsewhere and mumbled.
Finally she said, "OK, if any of you want to see me naked, you're going to have to undress me."
No one moved. One guy finally stood up. She held her arms up to make it easier. He pulled the top off her. She turned to face her husband.
"Is this what you wanted?"
When she turned she had her back to the guy who pulled her shirt off. He ran his hand across her ass and cupped it. She didn't move. In fact she stuck her ass out a bit and widened her stance.
She looked at Mr. H. "Your friend here is groping my ass. His hands seem awfully near my pussy. I'm not stopping him if you're not."
The guy slid his hands between her legs. She moaned.
"You like this dear? You like knowing your friends fingers are in my pussy? I don't even think you know this guy that well. Do you?"
She looked at the guy. "How do you know my husband?"
"I never met him before today," said the guy. "I just heard from (I forget the name) that these 2 girls (pointing at us) were flashing at the last game. I didn't believe it, so he invited me."
"You hear that honey? These guys came to see your daughter flash. Do you like that honey? You like the idea of these strangers seeing your daughter's ass and pussy?"
She called Ginny over. Ginny got up and walked to her mom. Mrs. H wrapped her arms around Ginny.
"What do you think honey? Do want her naked in front of these guys? Do you want her pretty body exposed?"
She reached down to the hem of Ginny's shirt. "You haven't said no. I guess you do."
She pulled the top off of Ginny. There they stood. Some guy who Mr. H didn't know, standing behind Mrs. H with his fingers in her pussy. Mrs. H was standing behind Ginny, her arms wrapped around her naked body. I had no idea what was going to happen next. But so far this was hot.
The guy in the back pulled his fingers out of Mrs. H's pussy and put them to Ginny's mouth. Ginny licked them clean.
"Did you see that Honey? Your daughter just tasted my pussy juices from this stranger's fingers. Does that turn you on?"
Mr. H started actively rubbing his cock through his pants. So did a few of the other guys.
The guy behind Mrs.H, put himself between Mrs. H and Ginny. I saw his fingers go to her pussy. She moaned. Mrs. H put her hand over his.
"Look honey. I can feel this stranger's fingers entering your daughter's cunt. Do you like that? Now your daughters pussy is available to him. Do you think he'll fuck her?
She turned to the guy. "Would you like to fuck my daughter's cunt?"
She took Ginny over to her dad's chair. She put Ginny's hands on her dad's shoulders to steady her. Ginny was now bent over looking at her dad. Mrs. H pulled the guy over and unzipped his pants. His hard cock popped out. Mrs. H guided it to Ginny's pussy.
"Fuck her," she said.
The guy drove his cock into her. Her face was an inch from her dad's. She grunted every time he thrust. Her dad was still rubbing his cock.
The game had started but no one was watching.
Mrs. H said, "Who wants to fuck me? While he watches his daughter get fucked he might as well watch his wife get fucked too. A few guys stood up.
She got down on her hands and knees. "Two holes. No waiting," she said.
It took less than a minute for 2 guys to fill her holes.
Besides Ginny's dad there were 3 guys left. They were all looking at me.
"Oh fuck it," I said as I pulled off my shirt. "Pull out those cocks"
I climbed on one guys lap facing out. I motioned two guys by my face. I started alternating between sucking them. The smell of sex permeated the room. I loved it. I love the smell of slutty sex.
I'm going to try and describe the scene. The fact that I did not know any of the men except Ginny's dad is going to be hard. I was not sure which of them was doing what to whom.
Ginny was bent over her father being fucked from behind. Ginny started talking to her dad.
"You like this dad? Your little girl fucked from behind? Can you see my tits bounce as he fucks me? Is this what you wanted? Did you invite all these guys over to see me fuck? Do you want me to fuck all six of them? How would that look, six loads of cum dripping out of my pussy?"
The guy fucking her was also talking to Ginny's dad.
"Wow, you're wife and daughter are such sluts. I did not believe in when (forgot name) told me they were showing off, never mind that they were going to fuck. I'm going to fill your daughter cunt with cum."
Her dad was stroking his cock through his pants.
I was sitting on some guys cock trying to suck 2 others. I was enjoying the sensation in my cunt while watching Ginny and her mom. I was not doing much of the work. The guy whose lap I was on was pulling me up and down on his cock. I was giving terrible blow jobs.
Mrs. H was doing much better. She was being pounded from behind. She was sucking on a cock. Between sucking on it she would be screaming.
"Fuck me. Let my husband see what a slut I am. Fuck me in front of my daughter. Cum in me, come on me. What do you want. I'll swallow it all. Get it all over my face and tits. Fuck me. Cum in my cunt".
There was so much happening I couldn't keep track. The guy fucking Ginny came. He filled her pussy. Thankfully one of the guys I was doing a bad job fucking went over to her and started fucking her. As his cock glided in and out of her I could see the first guys cum mixed with their juices.
Ginny started telling her dad. "Did you see that? Some guy just filled my cunt with cum. I bet you don't even know his name. I know I don't. In fact, I don't know the name of the guy who's fucking me now! "
I saw the guy fucking Mrs.H's mouth start to cum. He pulled out and came on her face and tits.
She looked at her husband and said, "Look honey, a face full of cum. Do you like your wife covered with cum?"
Mr. H unzipped his pants and started jerking his cock.
Ginny started, Daddy? Are you jerking off for me or mom?"
He didn't say a word.
The guy I was now sucking left me to fuck Mrs, H's mouth. Probably because I was so busy watching everyone else I was giving a lousy blow job.
I saw a second guy cum in Ginny's cunt. As he pulled out you could see the cum dripping down her leg.
The guy fucking her mom's mouth must have decided he wanted some younger cunt. He plunged into Ginny's cum filled cunt and started fucking her.
One guy who'd already cum in Ginny stuck his cum covered cock in Mrs. H's mouth. She started cleaning him off.
I saw Ginny cum. Her knees buckled. He held her up and kept fucking her.
She started begging, "That's it. I have 2 loads. Give me another."
Meanwhile Mrs. H has the guy in her mouth hard again. The guy in her cunt was pumping her.
The guy in Ginny's cunt cums. That's 3. She came again. Her mom told the guy in her pussy to go cum in Ginny's pussy. He went over and started fucking Ginny. Ginny started talking to her dad about load number 4.
The guy fucking me got off to go fuck Ginny's mom. I didn't blame him. I was not paying attention. I was a lousy fuck.
The guy in Ginny gives her load 4. You could see it dripping down her leg.
Ginny begged the guy in Mrs H's mouth to cum give her another load. He went over agnd started fucking her. You could see the cum being pushed out of her.
All this time Ginny's face was right in front of her dad's. She was practically whispering to him. She was telling him she was working on load #5.
Her and her mom had a pattern. Her mom would get them ready to cum, then send them over to Ginny to fill her cunt. Eventually all 6 guys came in Ginny's cunt. It was a mess. Cum was running out of it dripping down her leg.
She turned. I actually went over and helped her balance her.
Ginny said, "Daddy. Can you see your daughter's cunt? 6 loads of cum. See me dripping. You invited all these guys to see me. And now they've all filled my cunt. You know what I'm going to do now?
Her dad shook his head.
"I'm going to fuck you. You get to feel what your daughter's cunt feels like with 6 loads in her."
She look at me. I helped her climb on her dad's lap. I grabbed his cock and stuck it in her. They both groaned.
Meanwhile as guys recovered they'd go back to Mrs. H and fuck her or her mouth. Whenever they were about to cum, she'd beg them to cum on her. They obliged she was soaked in at least 5 loads of cum.
It was fucking hot and slutty.
I was getting tired. I went up, took a shower, and got dressed. When I came back down Ginny's cum covered mom was riding Mr H's cock. Cum was everywhere. Ginny had someone fucking her. About that time Ricky got home. He walked in the door stunned. He looked at me stunned.
I just said, "Go fuck your sister and mom." And then went home.
Thursday
Everyone was late to work. Everyone watched the game. It was only Amanda, me, Bill, and Tom.
As soon as Bill and Tom got in they took Amanda to the reception couch to fuck her. I barely noticed.
I had a message from Cathy.
"You would not believe last night!"
"What happened?"
"LOL What didn't happen!"
She started telling me the story. Tim had arrived around 7:30. He had 5 friends in tow. Janet had met them at the door naked as requested. They turned on the TV and without a lot of conversation, just started fucking her.
"Where was your dad?" I asked.
"He was right there. They all, just pretended he wasn't there except to tell him that mom was a slut or a good fuck, or something like that."
"I don't think they talked to mom at all. They just acted like she wasn't there and was just a fuck toy. She must have cum 20 times that night. She had cum dripping out her and all over her."
"Sounds hot," I said.
"But that's not the best," she said.
"Oh?"
"Nope," she said. "Something better happened."
"What? Did you get fucked too?" I asked.
"Well of course, but that's not what I'm talking about."
Then she tells me about it. "About 9:00 there was a knock on the door. She went to answer. It was Tim's wife. She looks over and saw my mom getting fucked. Tim is not fucking her at the time but she goes ballistic.
"She's screaming at Tim, 'Is this what you want? A slut? Someone who gang fucks your friends? Is that hot?'"
"Tim did not answer.'
"She continued, 'You and your friends want a slut. I'll show you a fucking slut.'
"She started tearing off her clothes as she walked in the room. She walks around and says 'Who's first?'
"Seriously she fucked and sucked everyone in that room but her husband. She had cum dripping off her and out of her. One time she and mom are side by side on the floor. Each had a cock in her mouth and her pussy."
"Wow," I said. "I'm sorry I missed that.
Cathy said, "I kept wishing you were here."
"Ok," I said. "So who'd you fuck."
"I was naughty," she said.
I laughed, "I figured that. Naughty how?.
"When Tim's wife was on the floor next to mom getting fucked, I walked up, and stood right next to her. I started undressing and dropped my clothes on her as I did."
"That's sounds so fucking hot," I said.
"It was. I then got on my hands and knees. I put my pussy right by her face. I look at Tim and said' 'I want to get fucked.'
"He comes over gets on his knees and just as his cock fills my cunt I say to his wife, 'Did you know I'm only 18.'
"I can't wait to hear the feedback. He came almost immediately. She and mom kept fucking till 2am."
"How awesome. I really wish I was there."
"Do you want to come over tonight?" Said Cathy.
"I can't, I'm having dinner with my father."
"Lol," Cathy said. I wish I could come."
"Next time," I said.
It was about time to go and I kept thinking about dinner with my dad. I was nervous. I'd had dinner with my dad plenty of times. Nothing ever happened. Why would I be nervous?
I pictured Cindy with her dad, Cathy in front of her dad, and Ginny with her dad. I remembered my dad seeing me coming out of the shower. I remembered all the times I masturbated over that. Then back to the way Ginny's dad showed her off, or the way Cathy's dad looked at her, or Cindy doing her fashion show. The look on Cindy's face as she slid down her dad's cock.



All this went through my head. By closing time I could barely work.
Finally 5:00 came. I went to the restroom to check how I looked. I was wearing a short light blue shirtdress it buttoned all the way down the front. Buttoned it was pretty decent. It accentuated my waist and flared out over my hips. The material was slightly see through and I'd worn a black thong and push up bra under it. If you looked you could see them through the dress. I unbuttoned 2 buttons at the top to show a bit of cleavage and 2 at the bottom
It was decent but it was more than I usually wore for dinner with my father. I knew where I was going tonight. I kept wondering why I was dressed like this. I felt nervous. That nervous translated to a wet spot between my legs. I got in my car and drove to my dad's. The closer I got. The more nervous I became.
I knocked on the door. I knew my stepmother was going to be out. She was on a business trip.
Dad answered me. Before he even had a chance to look at me he took me in his arms hugged me and said he was glad to see me. He invited me in. As we went in he told me what great things he heard about me at work and how proud I made him.
I gushed at his praise. I was still his little girl and still wanted him proud of me. He finally stepped back and looked at me. He looked at the cleavage. His gaze stopped at both the bra and the thong. It ended at the hem of my dress. Right below my pussy.
"Wow," you look great. No wonder they love working with you.
I practically beamed with pride. I wanted him to approve. I also felt my pussy tingle. What the hell was that all about? Am I now completely driven by my pussy?
Them dad said, "Let's see the back of that sexy little dress."
My heart skipped a beat. Did he say sexy? Well he was right, it was, but hearing him say it made me glow.
I turned for him and stood and let him check me out. I was enjoying being looked at. I was wondering if he could see my thong. I knew it highlighted my ass. There was light in front of me. Could he see through the dress? Could he see the cheeks of my ass?
He broke the silence. "Well I better go change. I was not expecting such a stunning date. I need to look the part."
He was in jeans and a t shirt. He went in and changed to a button down shirt and sport jacket. He looked very handsome.
"Ok, now where do I take such a beautiful woman for dinner."
I smiled.
He said, "Turn around again. Let's get a good look at where you belong."
I took the hem of my skirt held it like a curtsy and slowly turned. I knew I was pulling the dress up a bit. I wondered how much I was showing. Secretly I hoped a bit of my ass showed.
"Beautiful," he said. "I have just the place."
We took his car. It was a low sports car. He held the door for me. There was no way for me to get in without flashing my panties. The idea excited me. When I sat down the seat was so low my dress slid way up. I tried to tug it down unsuccessfully.
Dad just looked and said, "It's the car. My wife complains about it all the time. I just tell her i don't see a problem. I enjoy the view."
Was he talking about me or my stepmother. As I tried to adjust it just got worse. The bottom button came undone. Basically my panties were on complete display.
He told me to stop. "Why ruin the view."
I blushed. I blushed from my head to my pussy. He was looking.
I didn't even ask where we were going. We pulled up in front of one of the nicest places in town. A valet opened the door. With my dress button undone he had a complete view of my panties. There was no way to redo the button with him watching. Dad reached out to help me out of the car. I was so low, my legs spread a bit as I stood. Dad had a good look.
I tried to pull the dress together and stand at the same time. It didn't work. I fell back in the seat dress practically to my waist. Dad laughed reached in with both hands and pulled me out. I just looked at him shyly.
He kissed my forehead and told me I was beautiful. I liked it. I forgot about my dress button. I'm sure as I walked I flashed my panties. We were given a nice private table. Dad sat in the seat next to me instead of across. I loved it. I loved the way he smelled.
As I sat down dress fell apart again. With the undone button my panties were on display. The waiter noticed my dad noticed him notice. As he walked away I reached down to fix the button.
My dad laughed, "Leave it. We'll probably get better service. He'll keep coming back to look."
Then he shocked me.
"In fact, undo another one. It will give him a story to tell."
Was my dad really telling me to flash my panties at the waiter? I loved the idea. Before he could take it back I undid the next button and looked at him.
"Beautiful", he said. We ate and chatted. Every once in awhile he would touch or pat my thigh as we chatted. It was light but electric. Almost every time he did I would automatically touch his arm, shoulder or leg in return and truthfully, encouragement.
It was a wonderful dinner. I would have forgotten my panties were exposed except that every time the waiter looked my dad pointed it out. It became a joke through dinner.
At one point dad said, "I bet if you flashed some cleavage the guy would drop something. I laughed like it was a joke but dad kept the joke going.
"Go ahead. One more button." He laughed.
I had the button above my bra line done. If I undid it my bra would show a bit. Nothing obscene but certainly show. I reached for it. I don't know why I hesitated. I wanted to undo it. I wanted to undo all of them. I realized that if anyone else asked me I probably would have just done it for fun. I was shy because it was my dad but I also really wanted to because he was my dad.
I reached up and turned towards my dad. I undid one button. My dress fell apart. I was showing the top of my push up bra and a lot of cleavage.
"You are beautiful," he said.
I blushed. Probably from head to toe. I was nervous and excited.
"Thank you," I said.
Dad was right. Next time the waiter came by he spilled his water pitcher right in my lap. I jumped up to go clean up in the rest room. My thong was soaked. I took it off to wring it out but it was all wet. I put it in my purse, buttoned my dress all the way down and went back to the table. Dad stood up and asked if I was ready to go.
He laughed and told me it worked. The restaurant had picked up the bill.
He then looked at my dress. "All buttoned up?" he asked.
I opened my purse and showed him my thong and explained it was soaked.
He laughed and said, "Not necessarily a bad image."
I blushed again. He put his arm around me and we waited for the valet. I rested my head on his arm.
When the car arrived my dad got the door for me. I stood there looking at the car. There was no way I could climb in without exposing my pussy. He already knew I was not wearing panties. He took my hand and helped me into the car. There was no way I couldn't flash him.
As I did he just said, "You're beautiful."
It was at that point I knew what I wanted. I wasn't going to jump him, but I was going to let him know it was available. As he walked around the car I undid one button. Now as I sat in the seat, I was definitely exposed. Not crazily so, but definitely.
He got in the car beside me. Looked at me and said, "I really like that dress."
I took it the next step. "I've been wearing this bra all day. Do you mind if I take it off?"
He laughed and said he'd prefer it.
I started to do the bra through the arm thing. Instead I undid 2 top buttons, unclasped the bra, slid my arms out of the dress and bra and holding the dress in place pulled the bra out. When I put my arms back in the dress I left it unbuttoned. Now it was unbuttoned below my breast bone. I was showing a lot of skin up top.
He talked to me as we drove and his hand landed on my thigh. He patted it lightly. I sighed, put my head back and let my legs spread a bit. He continued to rub my thigh. I was getting wet thinking how close he was to my pussy. I put my hand on his arm. And sighed again.
His hand slid a bit further up my leg and I parted them a bit further. Now we both knew. I knew where I wanted his hand, and he knew where I wanted it. He slid it all the way up my thigh. I spread my legs as far as the car would let me. His fingers found my pussy and started playing with it.
After about 3 seconds I came.
"I'm going to mess up your seat," I said.
"I hope so," he said
I placed my hand on his cock as we drove. He continued to play with my pussy. I came 2 more times on the way home. We both knew he was going to fuck me when we got home. No, I thought, I am going to fuck him. I thought of Ginny with her dad, Cindy with hers, and Cathy with hers. The erotic images flooded my mind. Now I understood how they felt. I loved this man. I was going to fuck my dad.
I couldn't wait to get inside. I walked to the door with my dress barely hanging from me. If the neighbors noticed I didn't care. Neither did he.
When he got me inside I pushed him against the door and kissed him. He towered over me but I was in control. I stepped back and unbuttoned the last 3 buttons on my dress. It fell open. He reached for me but I stepped away. I turned and walked into the bedroom letting the dress slide off as I went. Just before I stepped through the door I let the dress drop to the floor.
Dad entered the room. He stepped up to kiss me. I grabbed his jacket, pulled it over his shoulders, and let it drop to the floor. I then pushed him up against the wall and started unbuttoning his shirt. As I did he caressed my shoulders, neck, and breasts. Every time he touched my nipples it was like an electric shock went through me.
I finished his shirt and pulled it off his shoulders. As it fell to the floor we kissed. I loved the feeling of my naked breasts against his skin. I got down on my knees undid his belt buckle and unzipped his jeans. I grabbed his belt buckle and pulled him to the bed.
I pushed him down on the bed. As I did I tugged his jeans and boxers off. His cock sprang out. It was about 8" and thick. It reminded me of Dave's the times I saw it on video. I briefly thought of Dave but quickly got back to concentrating on dad.
I briefly took the head of his cock in my mouth and sucked it. He moaned. I stopped and continued to remove his pants, shoes and socks. The I returned to his cock.
I took it in my mouth. He moaned again. I started jacking the shaft as I sucked and licked as much as I could get in my mouth. He put his hand on the back of my head.
I stopped. "Mmmmmm, you taste so good," I said.
"Baby, I have thought of this more than I want to admit. I always pushed the thought from my mind. Well, almost always. This is better than I ever imagined. I've never loved anyone more than you. That love, and sharing it this way, is amazing."
As he said that tears came to my eyes. I wanted to be the best lover he ever had.
I stopped, looked at him and said, "I love you. I'm always yours. No matter what you want. I've wanted this since the day you caught me naked coming out of the shower. I didn't understand what I wanted, but now I know."
I went back to sucking his cock. I loved the taste of precum that swirled against my tongue. I then pushed him further up on the bed. I climbed up and straddled him. I reached back and positioned his cock against the opening of my pussy. I could feel him try to enter me.
I kissed him and whispered in his ear, "Stop, I'm in charge here."
He stopped trying to thrust but continued to caress my body, my back, neck, belly, and tits. I loved the way it felt. I slowly lowered myself on his cock. I felt the head stretch my pussy and enter me. I took my time sliding down his shaft.
When I finally had it all in I pressed myself against him and kissed him. I just lay still like that. Filled with his cock, I was content. He hugged me, kissed me, and caressed me.
Meanwhile his cock filling my pussy started to make me want to move. I pushed myself up and started riding his cock. As I did he would play with my breasts and nipples. My nipples were hard with excitement.
After a few minutes he grabbed my ass and started helping me up and down on his cock. I loved the feeling of his strong hands on my ass. I started fucking him hard. He fucked back. I came. I came hard.
"Oh daddy, I love you so much. I've wanted this for so long, I just didn't know it," I said.
"I love you too baby, " I came again.
Now it was his turn.
"Daddy fuck me. I love you. I want your cum. Fuck me anytime you want. Give me your cum. I want it in my cunt, my mouth, on my face, tits and belly. You can even fuck my ass. I am yours whenever you want."
"Having you inside me I've never felt so close to you. Fill me with your cum. Make it complete."
He moaned. I could feel him start to explode. I could feel it hot inside me. I just collapsed on top of him, my head on his chest, as he continued to cum. I lay like that, not moving, as his cock slowly deflated and slipped out of me. He softly caressed my hair.
After a while I slipped off of him and down his body. I softly took his cock in my mouth. I could taste the mixture of his cum and my pussy. I licked and sucked it clean. I didn't stop. I looked at his face smiled and continued to suck his cock.
Slowly he got hard again.
This time he rolled me on my back. He got between my legs and held my wrists down.
"Now I get to fuck you," he said. I
I was all his. Anything he wanted. He kissed me passionately. As he did, he entered me. Again I felt full. I wrapped my legs around his waist and pulled him into me. We fucked slowly. We fucked hard. He was in control. I lost myself to him. I came and came again.
"Oh daddy, I love you, I love being yours. I'm all yours. Take me. Take your daughter's pussy."
"Then I went on. I wanted him to know everything. "Daddy, for the last two weeks I've been a slut. I've fucked 4 different guys, some at the same time, a woman, even Cindy. Can you love me knowing I'm a slut."
My dad started pumping me harder. "I love you. I love the slut in you. I hope a part of you can be my slut."
"Anytime," I answered.
He came. His body shivered and collapsed on me. We rolled on our sides and cuddled.
I fell asleep in his arms.
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Friday
I woke up around 6. I looked at my dad and kissed him. Then I had a thought. I said it out loud.
"I wonder if I could seduce Karen (his wife),"
He just looked at me, "You can try."
"I will," I said.
I ran home to shower and change. Mark caught me coming in.
"Walk of shame," he laughed.
If only he knew. I ran to the shower stripping my dress off as I went. I jumped I and washed fast. Ran to my room and pulled on my little wrap dress. The one that held together with one tie. The nylon dress clung to every curve of my still damp skin. My hair was still wet. I skipped underwear, threw on heels, and jumped in my car.
As I drove to the office my phone rang. I didn't look who it was. It was Karen, my stepmother.
"Slut," she said.
Oh my god. She knew.
"You're dad told me you fucked him last night. That you were a complete total slut."
I didn't know how to respond. "I'm sorry," was all I could say.
"I don't believe you. You're not sorry I know you're a slut. Not that you fucked my husband," she said.
She was right. I loved fucking dad. I was upset because she knew.
She went on, "Listen slut. The next time I see you."
Here it comes, I thought.
"I'm going to make you eat my pussy while your dad fucks me."
What? What did she say?
She laughed. "Your dad tells me everything. He loves slut's. I know that your mom was one. I'm sure that's one of the reasons he married me. I love being a slut."
Whoa. My head was spinning.
She finished with, "Can't wait to see you naked and taste you. Talk to you soon."
She hung up. I thought about it. It actually made sense.
When I arrived at the office everyone's cars were there plus a few. I walked in and towards my desk. I stopped short. Sitting in my boss' office was Dave.
I just stopped. I did not know what to do. I couldn't move. Here is the man who started it all. I've actually never touched him. I've fucked a bunch for him, but not him. Now what?
The boss' wife came out of the rest room. She saw me.
"Oh hi Tina. You're here. We were waiting for you."
Waiting for me? For what?
As soon as she spoke all eyes were on me. Dave saw me, left the office, and came over to me. In fact everyone came over to me. I was feeling self conscious.
Dave came up to me and said, "I've been waiting to see you again. We have so much to do."
So much to do? Like what? What was he talking about? What's going on?
Julie and Amanda were on either side of me. Julie took the string of my dress and pulled it. Amanda pulled it off me. I was standing there naked. I didn't move. Julie took my hand and led me to the conference room. The floor had been covered with a soft pad covered in white sheets. Julie pushed me onto my back on the pad
"You're the guest of honor," she said.
I still had no idea what she was talking about. I looked past her and everyone was undressing. My eyes focused on Dave. As his clothes fell to the floor his cock stood straight out. 8" and thick. He knelt down between my legs and put my ankles on his shoulders. My pussy was wide open. Truthfully I was dripping. I needed no foreplay. This man was going to fuck me at last.
"Are you ready?" he said.
I knew the answer. "This slutty little cunt is ready to be fucked. I am your cumslut. You can do anything you want. I will do anything you want."
As he rammed his cock into my cunt he said, "Good girl." I came immediately.
Then it began. Tom came and stuck his cock in my mouth. I wrapped my hand around it. He was fucking my mouth in time with Dave fucking my pussy.
I looked around me. My boss had his cock in Amanda's mouth. Bill was fucking the boss' wife. Julie was sucking Jimmy's cock. The room smelled like sex. I loved it.
As he fucked me, he started retelling my last 2 weeks. He started talking about me fucking Bill and Tom that first day. He got Tom involved talking about it from his side. This was too much for Tom. He started to cum.
Dave said, "You know the rules."
Tom pulled out and came on my face and tits. Dave's cock buried in me, cum splashing on my tits and face, I came again.
Bill immediately pulled out of the boss's wife and started fucking my face. Bill started to tell what he remembered.
Dave went on to talk about Mark fucking me over the counter. I came again. I felt Dave start to cum.
I started screaming. "Give me that cum. Fill my cunt. Fill me up. I can't remember how many loads I've taken in the last two weeks. They were all for you. Give it to me."
He came in me. I came on him. I could not stop coming.
He pulled out of me. I almost cried. Jimmy took his place. Jimmy started fucking my cum filled cunt.
Dave went on to describe the scenes with Cindy in front of the TV and at breakfast. My boss was about to cum. He turned around and came all over me with Amanda jacking him off.
Jimmy saw that and came in my cunt. I came again.
Bill was fucking my mouth. He moved to my cunt. My Boss moved to my mouth.
Dave started talking about me watching Cathy and my brother. My boss's wife and Amanda were sucking Tom and Jimmy's soft cocks hard again.
I lost track. Dave kept telling the story. Jimmy, Bill, Tom, and my Boss all came on me once. Dave, Tom, Jimmy, and my boss all came in my cunt once. I was covered in cum and it was dripping out of my pussy down my ass.
Bill was hard again. So was Dave. Dave ordered me to straddle Bill's cock. I got off my back and rolled on top of him. I was sticky with cum. Julie reached down grabbed Bill's cock and guided it into my cunt.
Then Dave told Jimmy to lie down in front of me. He did. Dave told me to suck Jimmy's cock. I took it in my mouth. It tasted of cum and pussy.
Next Julie started rubbing the cum and juices that had dripped around my pussy and down my ass. She started to use them to lubricate my ass. She slid one finger in, then two. I moaned. I was feeling full. One cock in my cunt, one in my mouth, and 2 fingers in my ass. I whined when she pulled them out.
Then I felt a cock against my ass. I realized my ass was finally going to get fucked.
Dave said, "Are you ready,"
"Yes," said. "Make my ass yours."
Slowly he slid in. He took his time letting me get used to it as it filled me up. When he hit bottom, I was full. I could feel Bill's cock against Dave's inside of me.
Dave started again retelling my story.
Me and Cindy sucking the boys. My brother fucking mom. Cathy eating me. Cindy fucking her father. Ginny and I showing off at Ginny's. Ginny fucking her dad and brother. Me sucking her brother and fucking her dad.
All the images came into my head. My ass, cunt, and mouth filled with cock. Cum dripping off me, drying on my face, tits and belly.
I came, I came, I came, I think I blacked out. I kept cumming. I was out of control.
"Make me a 3 hole cum slut. Fuck me. Fill me. I am a slut. I fucked you all. I fucked Mark. I fucked my dad. I fucked my mom's boyfriend. I fucked my friend's father. I am a 3 holed cum slut."
As I said it I felt Bill's cock starting to shoot. As it started to pulse, Dave must have felt it and began to fill my ass with cum. Jimmy started to cum in my mouth. I caught some of it and let the rest drip out of my mouth. Tom and my boss were being helped by Amanda and Julie. The scene was too much for them. They both started to squirt in my hair and on my back.
We all fell in an exhausted pile on the floor. I had cum dripping out of my ass and cunt. I had it all over my tits, face, ass, and tits. I felt so alive.
Amanda, Julie, and my Boss' wife cuddled around me and started running their fingers through the cum all over me. They'd scoop it out of my cunt our off my tits and then lick their fingers.
We lay there for a while. Slowly we started to move. I was not sure what to do.
Julie got my dress and wrapped it around me. Dave led me to his car. We drove to a hotel. As we walked through the lobby people stared. I was a cum covered mess.
Dave whispered in my ear, "I'm proud to be seen with you."
Dave led me to his room. He sat me on the bed as he turned on the shower. He undressed and then undressed me. We got in the shower together. He tenderly cleaned me off.
After we dried off he kissed me. He had never done that before. Tenderly he held me. This time he made love to me. It was not a fuck. It was special.
Saturday
I woke up to my phone ringing. I didn't look who it was. It was Karen, my stepmother.
"Slut," she said. "Are you busy Sunday night?"
I had no idea. Dave was here. Did he have plans for me?
"I...uh... Don't know yet," I replied.
"Well, let me know when you figure it out. You can bring a friend if you want," she said.
She finished with, "Can't wait to see you naked and taste you. Talk to you soon."
She hung up. I thought about what she said. Did being a slut run in the family? Was I raised to be a slut?
Now I wondered where Dave went. I looked around the room as if there might be a clue. Maybe a note. Nothing. I looked at my phone. He'd sent me a text about an hour ago.
Be back before 11.
I looked at the time it was 10:40.
I jumped up and got in the shower. Washed my hair. I figured I'd go down to the desk and get a toothbrush. I poked at my dress. It was a mess. There was no way I was wearing that out the door. Now what? I supposed I could call and ask for them to send one up.a razor too. I thought a razor would be nice too.
Just then the door opened. It was Dave. He had a bag with him. I looked in the bag and squealed. A clean dress, toothbrush, toothpaste, a hairbrush, and a razor. I kissed him.
"You are amazing," I said.
"Well," he said. " I kind of like the idea of you doing the walk of shame through the lobby again, but you've been naughty enough for a day."
I laughed. "There's such a thing as naughty enough by your standards?"
He thought. "Not really, I guess I should take the dress back," he said.
I grabbed it. "Not on your life," I said laughing.
I pulled the dress out and looked at it. If it covered my ass, it would be barely. If you held it to the light it was practically see through. I remembered I didn't have any underwear.
"Some dress," I said.
"Only the best," he said.
We both laughed.
I got dressed. Brushed my teeth and hair and got ready to go. I had no idea what the plans were.
"Got anything going on today?" I asked.
"Unfortunately, I have to leave town," he said, "I'll drive you to your car."
"Ok," I said. He obviously heard the disappointment in my voice.
"Don't worry slut, I'm not sending you away without a load of cum in your cunt."
Dammit! Why did that make me smile?
He made me get on the bed on my hands and knees. With my ass at the edge of the bed. As I climbed up on the bed the short dress rode up over my ass completely exposing my ass and pussy.
"I love that sexy ass," he said.
"Just fuck me," I replied.
I heard him unzip his pants. I realized I loved the sound of a zipper being undone. Especially when I couldn't see it, but knew I was going to get fucked because of it.
He pushed his cock up against my pussy and rubbed the head up and down my slit. That was all I needed. I was wet. He just held his cock there, teasing me.
"Put that fucking thing in me," I practically growled.
He did. He slid right in all the way in. God it felt good. I just wanted to hang there, not move. Feel him in me. He held it in me for what seemed like an hour. Probably more like a minute, I started slowly rocking back and forth. Pulling him out of me and then back on his cock. He didn't move. He had his hands on my ass as I slid back and forth they moved with me.
I started rocking back and forth faster and faster. I wanted to be slammed.
Finally I said, "Goddamit, fuck me!"
He grabbed my hips and started slamming his cock into me. God it felt good. I loved knowing Dave was fucking me. All the online games and the reality is amazing. I started to cum. He could feel it.
"Come on baby," he said. "Cum all over my cock. She me how hard you cum."
I did. I soaked his cock. I could feel my juices my on legs. I felt him shudder. He was about to cum. Now it was my turn.
"That's it," I moaned. "Fill me with your cum. Give it all to me."
He shot most of it in my pussy, but pulled out and got some on my ass.
Then, cum filled and drying on my ass, he pulled my dress down to cover me and said, "Come on. Time to go."
He didn't give me time to clean up. I'm sure cum was glistening down my leg as we walked through the hotel lobby. I felt dirty sexy. I wanted to leave it there all day.
He drove me to my car. We kissed goodbye and he left. I realized I didn't ask when he'd be back. His last words were, be a good slut. I wondered what that meant.
As I drove home Cathy called. "Want to go swimming?" She asked.
It was a hot day, so I said sure. I told her I'd head home to grab a suit.
She just laughed and said, "A suit?" Why would you need a suit around here.
She was right of course, but I thought I'd get one anyway.
I headed home and walked in the front door. Cindy was on her knees in the living room. She had her panties around her thighs and her brother Kevin was furiously fucking her from behind. God that girl's ass was hot.
Laying on the floor in front of her, cock in her mouth, was some guy I didn't know she was trying to suck his cock while being pounded from behind.
For fun I walked over stood with my legs on either side of the guys face giving the guy a clear look at my ass and pussy. "Quite the little slut there, aren't you?" I said.
She pulled her head of the guys cock and grunting between her brother's thrusts said, "I..ugh...love...Mmmmfff...Fucking."
She grabbed the guys cock she was sucking and started jerking him off.
I looked at the guy under me. I didn't know him. He was looking straight up at my pussy. I got down on my knees and straddled his face.
"Make yourself useful," I said. I felt him start sucking my clit.
As he licked me I asked Cindy who he was. Cindy stopped sucking his cock. She giggled.
"I don't know," she said. "He showed up at the door. I think he works with dad and was dropping something off."
"That true?" I asked to the face smothered by my pussy.
"Mmmh Hmmmm," he tried to respond.
Cindy went on. "Kevin was fucking me when the doorbell rang. I started to get up but Kevin told me to stay put like this. I did. Kevin answered the door. There I was on my knees, ass in the air, panties around my thighs.'
"The guy just stammered he was here for dad. I told him dad wasn't here and that he could come in and wait. He kinda of stammered. I asked him if he wanted a blow job while he waited, and here we are."
"You slut," I laughed.
"You bet," she said and went back to sucking his cock.
I pressed my pussy down on the guys tongue and said, "Did you know she's only 18?"
The guy groaned into my pussy and started to cum. Cindy had obviously been practicing she swallowed it all.
She smiled at me, licked her lips, and said, "Mmmmm."
I laughed.
Kevin started really pumping her. Cindy closed her eyes and started grunting again. God she looked hot. I reached down and started playing with my clit while grinding my pussy against the guys tongue.
"That's it," moaned Cindy. "Give it to me. How long have you wanted my cunt. All those times spying on me? Now I finally let you fuck me? What's this? 5? 6 times? Are you getting tired of your sister's cunt yet?"
He moaned.
"No?" She continued. "Not tired yet? Still like fucking your sister? Still like cumming in my pussy? You're not tired of looking at my ass?"
She wiggled it at him around his cock
"Come on give it to your baby sister."
He started to cum. His whole body shuddered and he slumped against his sisters ass. As the hot cum filled her up, Cindy let out a loud moan and came. The whole scene was so hot I came all over the guys face.
I rolled off the guys face, laying on the floor next to him, pussy exposed, dress around my hips. The guy was lying there, my juices all over his face, arms out, pants around his knees, breathing hard. Kevin fell back lying on the floor behind Cindy. Cindy sat up on her thighs. Panties still around her thighs, legs spread.
She looked at me and said, "Did I do this?"
We both laughed.
Just then the door opened. Mark, Cindy's dad, walked in. He looked around.
"What'd I miss," he asked.
Cindy laughed, "Nothing, we were just fucking."
Before Mark could respond Cindy said to me, "Let's go clean up."
She stood up. Her panties fell off from around her thighs. She took my hand and pulled me to our room. As we left I heard Mark say to the guy, "You do know she's only 18."
Cindy said she needed a shower. Truthfully I did too. We headed to the bathroom undressing on the way. We jumped in the shower and took turns washing each other.
I thought how weird it was. Two weeks before I had never seen her naked. Now we were in the shower together. She was soaping my tits and pussy and I thought nothing of it.
"So," I said. "Seems like you've been having fun."
"Oh my god," Cindy said. I love to fuck. I've fucked 3 guys this week besides dad and Kevin. It was amazing. You were right though. They have to be shown what to do, but once you show them, Wow!"
"You can't fuck everyone you meet," I said.
"I can try," she said. We both laughed.
We finished showering and Cindy asked what I was doing the rest of the day. I told her that Cathy invited me to go swimming. Cindy asked if she could come too.
Laughingly I said, "Are you sure you want to come? I don't know if there'll be anyone to fuck there."
Cindy just laughed, " There's always someone to fuck."
Well this is Cathy's house, I thought. She can probably fuck everyone.
We got dressed and I told her to grab a bathing suit. I put the dress Dave bought me back on. No underwear. Just the dress. Cindy commented how hot I looked and went to her closet. She pulled out a short sleeve men's shirt. She buttoned it up the front and put a thin belt around it. With the belt it did not quite cover her ass. Maybe barely covered her pussy.
"Is this OK?" She asked.
She looked like an innocent little sex toy. I wanted to stay home and just make her eat my pussy. I should have said, "No it's indecent," but we were going to Cathy's so it was fine.
"Don't forget a bathing suit', I said.
She pulled on She grabbed something that looked like 2 strings.
"What's that," I asked.
"My bathing suit," she replied
"Let me see it," I said.
She handed it to me. I wasn't even sure how it went on, never mind what it covered.
"Where'd you get this thing?" I asked.
"Online," she giggled.
I just handed it back to her and gave her a dirty look. She smiled.
We got in the car and drove to Cathy's. As Cindy climbed in her shirt slid up and her pussy was completely exposed. For that matter, so was mine.



Cindy started telling me about every time she fucked that week. She fucked her dad a few more times that weekend. Once while her brother was watching. Her dad asked her brother if he wanted to fuck her. He said yes and she let him fuck her while she sucked her dad. After that he'd fucked her almost every day. At home he'd wait till her mom fell asleep then sneak into her room. She said she loved going to sleep every night with a pussy full of cum.
She also fucked 3 boys she knew from school, well, one she knew, two he knew. She saw one of the kids she knew from math walking down her street by himself. His name was Jimmy. The guy was cute in a geeky way. She decided to go out and say hi. She was sure he'd never kissed a girl. Let alone fucked one. She caught up with him and started walking with him. He lived around the block so she walked him home.
Jimmy had no idea what was going on, but wasn't going to say no. Cindy walked with him and invited herself in.
Cindy asked if they were home alone. Jimmy told no one would be home till dinner.
Cindy said good and kissed him. Jimmy barely reacted. She told him she'd always liked him. Then she undid his pants and got on her knees and started sucking his cock. He came almost immediately and she swallowed it all. She kept sucking his cock. It only took a minute or 2 for him to get hard again. He never said a word. She thought he was afraid if he said anything it would all disappear.
As she told me the story she started playing with her pussy. Watching her and listening to the story was making me wet and horny as well.
Cindy was wearing a skirt. She laid him down on the floor and took her panties off. She straddled his cock and started fucking him. She said it was so naughty and so cool. She was fucking a guy she'd barely ever spoke to. She came like 3 times.
After a while he couldn't stand it and he came in her. As he did she came again. Almost immediately the guy started stammering about how he'd never done anything like that before and how amazing it was. Cindy thought that was hysterical.
She kissed him and said, "Thank you. That was great. We'll have to do it again."
As she was getting ready to leave she bent over to get her panties and when she did she heard a voice behind her, "You don't need those."
Still bent over, she looked behind her. 2 older guys she didn't know were behind her staring at her ass.
She stood up and smiled. "Promise," she said.
One of the guys pulled out his cock and told her to suck it. Jimmy started to protest to protect her but she got down on her knees and started sucking the guy. Jimmy stopped protesting.
Turns out one of the guys was Jimmy's older brother. He was in college and home for the summer. The other guy pulled out his cock and also stuck it in her face. She started going back and forth between them doing the best she could to blow them both.
After a few minutes she said, "This is hard. Will one of you just fuck me?"
Jimmy's brother laughed and said, "You are a slut, aren't you?"
She said she practically came when he said it. She just said, "Yes. Fuck me."
Jimmy's brother got behind her and started fucking her from behind. As he did the other guy pulled off her top and as she sucked his cock he played with her tits.
She felt Jimmy's brother start to fuck her more urgently. He started calling her a slut and telling her he was going to fill her cunt.
She stopped sucking the other guys cock and started telling him to fuck her harder. She was loving it.
She was saying thing like, "Fuck me. Fuck my cunt. God yes. I'm a slut. Fill my slutty cunt."
He started to cum. He pulled out and came on her ass. Then the guy in front of her started cumming all over her face.
When they were done they both sat back to catch their breath. She looked at Jimmy and saw he was hard again.
She looked at him and said, "I'm still horny if you still want to fuck."
She fucked them all at least twice. She loved it.
As she finished her story we pulled up to Cathy's house. We parked and Cindy got out of the car giving me a great view of that sexy ass.
As we were getting out of the car Tim's wife was in the driveway carrying in groceries from the car. Tim was just coming out to help her. Cindy flashed them both a big smile and,with her legs spread as she got out of the car, said hi.
Cathy met us at the door. She was excited to see Cindy.
She took one look at what Cindy was wearing, pulled her close, and said, "Oh my god, you look good enough to eat."
Cindy giggled and said, "Promise?"
She went to kiss Cindy on the cheek. I'm pretty sure she was surprised when Cindy went in for a full on kiss on the lips. Surprised, but willing, as they kissed she slid her hand down to Cindy's ass and cupped it.
"Mmmmm," Cathy said. "I want to see more of this."
Cindy giggled. We all started catching up and went up to Cathy's room. Cathy and Cindy sat on the bed and kind of snuggled and kissed a bit as we caught up.
I asked Cathy if her folks had yet acknowledged the sex stuff.
Cindy looked at me and asked, "What sex stuff?"
Cathy and I told her about the pool party and the game. Cindy asked for a lot of details. The retelling of the stories was making me horny.
At the end Cindy looked at me and said, "Is everyone you know a slut?"
I had to admit it seemed that way.
Cathy's mom and dad were downstairs. Cindy said she wanted to see for herself. We all went downstairs. Cathy's mom and dad didn't even blink at our skimpy outfits. They just greeted us normally. We introduced them to Cindy and they said polite stuff.
Cindy looked at Cathy and said, "You're mom's hot." Neither Cathy's mom or dad said a thing.
Cindy decided to press it. She looked at Cathy's dad and said, ,Don't you think she's hot?"
He just nodded. Cindy gave us a mischievous smile. She sat on the couch. Her dress slid up enough to expose her pussy.
"Come here." She said to Cathy's mom.
Cathy's mom walked over to Cindy. Cindy spread her legs and said, "Eat me."
Janet didn't say a thing. She got down on her knees between Cindy's legs. Cindy just looked at us in amazement, grabbed Janet's head and pulled it into her pussy. She moaned as Janet started licking her. Cindy threw her legs over Janet's shoulders and with her hands entangled in Janet's hair moaned again.
"Mmmmm. That's it. Eat my pussy. God yes. That feels so good. Don't stop,"
I was getting hot watching it. Between Dave fucking me this morning and watching Cindy be a slut I wanted some release. My hand went to my clit.
Cathy saw me and said, "Let me do that."
She pushed me down on the couch next to Cindy, pushed , my dress up, and licked my clit. I tingled all over. I knew how wet I was.
Cathy looked up at me. "Mmmmm. Delicious."
I moaned. Cathy buried her head between my legs and sucked my pussy lips lightly. It felt so good. The sight of Cathy, kneeling next to her mother, both eating pussy was more than I could take. I came. As I did I grabbed Cindy's hand and squeezed it.
Cindy must of been on the same wavelength. She groaned, "Oh my god, I'm cumming." She shuddered and smiled at me.
Cathy's tongue didn't stop. I could feel how wet I was. I was sure her face was soaked. I looked over to where her dad was sitting. He hadn't said a thing this whole time, but he had his cock in his hand and was jerking it.
Cathy ran her tongue up my slit to my clit. She lightly took my clit between her teeth, then sucked on it. I came again. This time squirting all over her face. She pulled away from me and smiled. ,
"Mmmmm," she said.
She then stood up, leaned over the couched, and started kissing Cindy. Cindy tensed up as she came again. She lightly pushed Janet's head away.
"God that felt good," she said.
Cathy plopped herself on the couch between us. We all snuggled together. At the same time Cindy and I reached for Cathy's pussy. We each pulled a leg apart and our fingers played with her clit as one of us plunged our fingers into her. Cindy gave me an evil grin.
Janet was still kneeling in front of us. Cindy grabbed Janet's hair and pulled her face into Cathy's pussy. I moved my fingers to Cathy's clit. I could feel Janet's tongue in her daughter's pussy.
As Janet stuck her face in Cathy's pussy I heard Cathy's dad moan. I looked over and saw him cum all over his hand.
Janet continued to lick Cathy's pussy while Cindy and I played with her clit. We'd stick our fingers in Cathy's pussy and then make Janet lick them clean. Cindy was loving it.
"That's it you slut," she said to Janet. "What kind of woman eats her daughter's cunt? A slut. You don't have to talk about it, but we all know your a slut."
Janet moaned. Her fingers slid into her jeans to her pussy as she continued to eat her daughter.
"That's it slut. Make your daughter cum. Eat that pussy. I'm going to have to find some guys to fuck you," Cindy continued.
Janet moaned again. I could see her fingers rubbing her clit.
"Oh, you like that," said Cindy. "you want us to find some guys to fuck your slutty little pussy? I'm sure we can."
I was speechless. Was I hearing this out of Cindy's mouth? I gave her a questioning look.
She obviously knew what I was thinking. She smiled at me and mouthed the word, "Porn."
I giggled.
Cathy started moaning. She pulled her mother's head into her pussy as she pressed furiously against our fingers. She kept out a loud gasp and then just went limp.
Her mother stopped licking Cathy but kept rubbing her own clit. She moaned loudly as she came.
We all just laid there for a moment.
"That was intense," said Cathy.
Cindy and I giggled.
We got up to go back to Cathy's room. Her mom just sat there, kneeling on the floor. Her dad did not move or say anything. We went to Cathy's room. We were all exhausted. We laid down on her bed, snuggled up and fell asleep.
We woke up to Cathy's mom asking calling us and asking if we are staying for dinner. Cindy looked at Cathy. I knew what she was thinking. That was one of the kinkiest things she'd ever done and now Cathy's mom was acting like nothing happened.
We said we were staying and then started talking about what we should do that night. Cindy suggested we have a small pool party. We asked who she'd invite. She suggested Jimmy's brothers might come.
Cathy asked who Jimmy was. We told Cathy the story. She was pulling on her nipples as she listened. After the story Cathy looked at me.
"Sounds fun to me," she said.
I knew if these guys came over they were going to want to fuck us. Truthfully, by now I was horny as hell and willing. I said, "Sure, what the hell."
Cindy made a phone call. The guys said they had promised to hang out with some friends and asked if they could come too. Cindy gave us an evil grin and invited them. My pussy was tingling knowing I was going to get fucked that night.
Cathy suggested a dip in the pool. Cindy and I had left our bathing suits in the car. Thinking back I have no idea why we needed our bathing suits. Everyone in the house had seen us naked. I guess it's just habit. We went to get them. Cathy came with us.
As we walked down the driveway, Pam, The next door neighbor Tim's wife, was getting out of her car. Cathy let out a cheerful, "Hi Pam."
Pam responded, "Oh, it's the slut. How are you and your slutty mom."
It was weird how she said it. It wasn't really mean, snide, or with disdain. It was kind of matter of fact.
Cathy laughed and said, "Slutty as ever." She introduced Cindy and I. Pam was very polite, again like everything was matter of fact between her and Cathy. The difference being she called Cathy slut.
Cindy must have been thinking about the story of game night and Pam fucking the guys next to Cathy's mom.
"Hey Pam, we're having some friends over to go swimming tonight. Why don't you come join us," she asked.
Pam looked at her house. Tim must have been inside. A little smirk formed on her face. She looked back at us and said, "Maybe I will. I'm sure it will be a hot night."
The double entendre was not lost on any of us.
We went back in and put our suits on. Cathy's and mine were skimpy. Cindy's was, well, I'm not even sure it was a suit. It barely covered her nipples and clit. You could see lots of camel toe. A string went up her ass.
Cathy laughed, "Why are you even wearing anything."
Then it struck all of us. We could swim nude. We took off our suits and went swimming.
Cathy's mom called us to dinner. I pulled on one of Cathy's T shirts, my nipples were cold. I didn't bother with bottoms. Cindy put on her barely there shirt dress and Cathy threw on a long tank top that almost, but not quite, covered her ass and pussy.
We sat down for dinner. Neither Cathy's mom or dad mentioned the scene earlier. The conversation was what you'd expect at any family table. My job, how's the family, that kind of thing. The one funny moment came when Cathy's mom asked if Cindy had done anything interesting this summer.
Cindy answered, "I learned to fuck."
Cathy's mom responded, "Well that's nice," and changed the subject.
She asked us our plans for the evening. We told her some friends were coming over to go swimming. Her eyes perked up.
"Oh, do I know these friends?" She asked.
"No," said Cathy. "They're some college guys that Cindy knows."
Cindy said, "Why don't you join us, and while you're at it wear your skimpiest bathing suit."
Janet looked at the ground, a small smile on her face, "OK," she said.
The guys would be there in a little while. We went to Cathy's room to change.
Cathy and I had little string bikinis. They looked a lot alike and tied on the side. The tops were halter styles that tied around or backs and necks. We helped each other tie the tops. We both tied them pretty loose for the other.
I pulled on a short T shirt. Lots of belly showing. Cathy added a shirt she tied under her breasts.
Cindy again put on that thing that masqueraded for a bathing suit. That was all.
We went to the living room. Cathy's mom was there. She was wearing a neon pink thong with a bandeau top. It was hot.
Just then the doorbell rang. We thought it was the guys. Janet looked at us.
"Answer it," Cindy said to Janet.
It struck me how much Cindy had taken control of everything. It was kind of weird considering she was the youngest, but it was kind of hot watching this innocent girl go from quiet virgin to domineering slut.
Janet opened the door. It was Pam, not the guys.
She looked at Janet and said, "Gee, don't you look slutty."
Janet just looked down, but she had a little smile on her face.
Pam greeted us and said, "A swim sounded fun."
She was wearing a tiny bikini under a sheer cover up. As she came in she gave Cathy's dad, Jack, a cursory greeting. We debated whether we should wait for the boys or go enjoy the pool a bit. We opted for the pool. We went out back. Cindy, Cathy, and I dived in, Pam sat on the edge dangling her legs. Janet sat down next to her.
Considering we all pretty much knew what was going to happen no one was nervous or tense. We just chatted like normal people. It was nice. Pam was really sweet. Except for her calling Cathy and Janet sluts, the conversation was not unusual.
The doorbell rang. We all looked at Janet. She got up to answer the door. We could see her from the pool. As she welcomed them in she introduced herself as Cathy's mom. 8 guys walked in. You could see them checking out Janet's naked ass as they did.
Cindy elbowed me and told me that one of the guys was Jimmy. She pointed him out. He was cute.
As Janet came through the living room she introduced her husband. He was sitting watching TV. The guys all looked confused. It was pretty funny.
Janet walked the guys out back. Cindy climbed out of the pool. The guys all stared at her barely there suit. Cindy kissed Jimmy on the cheek and then introduced each of us to the guys. The guys were polite but you could see there confusion when introduced to Pam and Janet. I'm sure, given what they'd heard about Cindy, they were expecting sex with wild girls. The two older women, and Jack in the living room, were not in their plan. Add that to the fact that Janet was wearing a wet neon pink thong that was clinging to every curve and showing off her nipples. They were confused.
Jimmy's older brother introduced all the guys. Truthfully they were all kind of cute.
Cindy invited them to jump in the pool. The guys stripped off their shirts. They were all wearing the popular board short type bathing suits. I watched as they took their shirts off. I realized that these guys were actually hot. Flat stomachs, a few six packs, nice shoulders.
I was not the only one to notice. I could see Pam studying them. They jumped in the pool and came over to make conversation with Cathy and I. Cindy immediately paired off with Jimmy. It seemed they were really chatting.
Cathy and I started flirting. Water started splashing and playful grabbing, dunking, and chasing started. The mood in the pool went from 'not sure' to 'let's play'. With Cindy and Jimmy kind of in their own world, it was just Me, Cathy, and 7 guys. As they would grab us and throw us more than one hand grabbed a handful of tit, ass, or pussy.
Then as one guy went to throw me Pam jumped in the pool and dunked him. It took the guys a moment to figure out that Pam had joined the play, but once they did, she was as much a target as us. The boys would chase us, we'd splash at them and squeal when they grabbed us.
After a while we were all out of breath and went to towel off and sit for a moment. Cathy's mom asked if anyone wanted snacks. The boys all turned to look at her. I think they'd forgotten she was there. Now in her pink thong she was the center of attention.
Cathy decided to shift the mood. She asked one of the guys what he thought of Janet's suit. Jimmy's brother spoke up and said he thought it was kind of hot.
Pam asked, "Sexy hot or slutty hot?"
I don't think he was prepared for the question.
Pam followed up, "I think she looks like she's trying to get fucked." She turned to the guy next to her. "Don't you?"
He looked at Jimmy's brother for the answer.
Jimmy's brother laughed and said, "Is that bad?"
We all laughed.
Janet not commenting said, "Why don't you guys come in and I'll get you something to drink."
One of the guys said, "Our suits are wet. We don't want to mess up your furniture."
Without missing a beat Janet turned, walked into the house, and said, "Take them off."
The guys all looked at each other. Obviously not sure what to do. Pam was the first to move. She stood up, took off her top and dropped it on the deck. She walked to the house. When she got to the door she put her thumbs in her bikini bottoms, pushed them down her hips, and stepped out of them.
"Sounds good to me," she said and stepped into the house.
The guys looked at Cathy and me. We stood up. We each had the same thought at the same time. I reached for the strings of her top. She reached for mine. We took our tops off each other. Then we reached for the bottoms. We pulled the strings and they dropped to the deck.
We walked to the house. Cathy looked over her shoulder, wiggled her ass, and said, "Coming?"
We heard them undressing behind us. They came In the house and all stopped when they realized Jack was sitting there. Jack hadn't said a word.
"Sit down, please," Cathy's mom called from the kitchen.
The guys all sat. Either on the couch or the floor. I noticed that Cindy had taken Jimmy's hand and headed for the bedrooms. It was funny all these guys sitting here, expectantly, some trying to hide the hardons they were sporting. They still weren't quite sure what to do.



Before Janet could bring drinks Pam went in the kitchen, grabbed her hand, and brought her back in the living room. Janet stood there.
"Everyone is naked but Janet. Any of you boys want to fix that?" Pam asked.
The boys were getting the clue. 2 stood up. They came over to Janet and removed her top.
"Go ahead, suck those tits," said Pam.
Each of the guys took one nipple in their mouth and sucked on it. Janet grabbed their heads pulled them to her tits and moaned.
Pam got behind Janet and pushed her bikini bottoms to the floor. Now Janet was naked, having her tits sucked.
By this time I couldn't take it anymore. I climbed on one guys lap, straddled his legs and said, "Yes."
"Yes?" He asked.
"Yeah," I replied. "That's informed consent." I looked around the room. "That's for all of you, for all of us."
I stuck my tits in his face. He started sucking them. Pam got on her knees and started sucking one of the guys on the couch. She reached over and started jerking the cock next to him.
Cathy pushed one of the guys on the floor down on his back and straddled his face. She looked at one of the other guys and licked her lips. He stood up and stuck his cock in her mouth.
The 2 guys sucking on Janet's tits pushed her to her knees. She took one cock in her mouth as she jerked the other one. She alternated between them.
Pam looked at the guy she was jerking and said, "Why isn't this thing in my cunt."
He didn't need to be told again. He got behind her and started fucking her. She moaned as his cock slid into her.
I lifted my ass off the guy who was sucking my tits. "What do you want?" I whispered in his ear. "Want to fuck me? Want a blow job?" Want to fuck my ass? Want to fuck someone else? What do you want?"
He reached down, grabbed his cock, and lined it up with my pussy. I slid down on it slowly. Damn it felt good. I moaned as it filled me. He continued to suck my tits as I raised and lowered myself on his cock.
Pam was next to me, on the floor, on her knees. She was sucking one cock and being fucked from behind. I could see her shoved forward on the guys cock each time the other guys cock was shoved into her pussy.
Cathy was moaning on a guy's face as he ate her. She was trying to suck another cock but was really just holding onto it as she rode the guys face to her first orgasm. Janet was on her back being fucked while the other guy was on his knees by her head stuffing his cock in her mouth.
I wanted to see more. I was loving this. I pulled off the guys cock and stood up. He gave an audible moan.
"Hold on lover," I said. I stood up, turned with my back to him and lowered myself back on his cock. "Play with my tits."
He reached around and started pulling on my nipples. I guided his hands so he played with my tits just the way I liked it. I was tingling all over. I watched Pam fuck. The view of the guys cock going in and out of her pussy was making the cock in my pussy feel even better. I could see her juices along the shaft of his cock every time he pulled out of her
I felt it start to build up. It started at the center of my pussy and radiated out. "Oh my god. I'm going to come. Play with my tits. Fuck me. Make me cum!"
He pushed me forward so his cock had a better angle.
"That's it. Fuck me. Fuck me hard."
Then he pulled out of me. I moaned in protest. He picked me up and positioned me bending over the dining room table. He then got behind me and rammed his cock back into me. I moaned. He started pumping me hard and fast. I could feel his hips slap against my ass as he drove his cock into me.
"God yes," I groaned. "Don't stop. Fuck me. Fuck me." I came. The release felt amazing. I had been so horny all day this was just what I wanted. All of a sudden I wondered what this guys name was. I came again. This time he felt my pussy gush on his cock. It was too much for him. With a wild grunt I could feel his cum shoot into me. I came again. I just love the feeling of cum squirting in me. It almost always makes me cum.
He pulled out and sat down on the floor. I kneeled next to him and took his cock in my mouth. I sucked it clean. The taste of my juices and his cum made me want to fuck again. I looked around the room. Cathy was still coming on a guys face while trying to suck the other guys cock.
I walked over. The guy eating her had a hard cock sticking straight up. I straddled it and lowered myself on it. The guy moaned into Cathy's pussy. She turned to look at me.
"Slut," she said.
"God yes," I said feeling full of cock, "and loving it."
She laughed. She looked over at her mom.
"Suck this," she said. She climbed off the guy I was fucking's face and pushed the guy whose cock she was sucking towards me. I immediately grabbed his cock and started sucking it.
She left the room. She was back in 2 minutes. She looked at me. "Cindy is fucking Jimmy in my parents bed," she said.
She went over to where her mom was.
"Get on your back," she said to the guy fucking her.
The guy did what she said.
She grabbed her mom's hand. "Get on top of him," she said.
Her mom straddled the guy and lowered herself on his cock. Cathy showed us what she went to get. It was a bottle of lube. She squirted it on her mom's ass. Then she reached down and rubbed into her ass. Watching Cathy's fingers disappear into her mother's ass was just too much.
"Oh my god. That is so fucking hot. So wrong. So ...unnnnhhhh," I came. Hard. I think I blacked out for a second. I had collapsed on the guy I was fucking. My mouth was near his ear. I whispered, "Cum in me. Please. Now. I want it now."
I felt him shudder and start to cum. My second load, but still hot against my pussy walls. I came again.
I looked up just in time to hear Cathy say, "Fuck my mom's ass." Writing it, it's funny. Who'd have ever thought they'd hear that line.
About then I remembered Cathy's father was in the room. I looked over and he was jerking his cock. Seriously the guy creeped me out. Kind of gave me the oogies I once fucked him.
I felt the cock in me deflate. As it did I watched Janet take a cock up her ass. She was still straddling the other guy. She now had 2 cocks in her. I actually was jealous. I looked at Pam. I could see the guy who she'd been sucking was now fucking her. She had cum all over her ass. She was groaning with every stroke.
I'd lost track of who was doing what. Someone pushed me on my back and started fucking me. I just came and came. I could hear the sound of fucking all around me. I was not sure who was saying what. It was all just incredibly dirty. I felt a cock in my mouth, I started sucking it. After a while I felt hot cum on my face. I scooped it up with my fingers and licked it off.
Someone pulled me on top of them and started fucking me. I just laid on his chest. I felt someone's fingers in my ass. It was Cathy, she was lubing my ass. I felt someone's cock enter my ass. I felt so full. I just kept moaning. I lost track of time. Every nerve in my body was on edge, I have no idea how many times I came or how many times I was fucked. I just kept fucking. I could feel cum dripping out of my pussy and ass. It was on my face, tits, and belly.
I lay on my back panting. Cindy was back in the room. Jimmy was fucking Pam. Cindy was urging him on. Pam's face and tits had cum on them.
"That's it Jimmy. I'm your girl. You want to fuck someone, I'll get her for you. I'm your slut. Fuck her. I'll eat your cum out of her cunt."
Cathy was on the couch. Her mother was between her legs eating her pussy. There was cum all over both of them. One of the guys was fucking Janet from behind. As she sucked Cathy's pussy.
Other guys were just laying around. Their cocks deflated. I had no idea how much they'd cum. I just knew we were all a mess.
I closed my eyes. When I opened them again it was quiet. Cathy was asleep on the couch. Her mom was cuddle up with her. Pam and Cindy were making out on the couch. I had a pillow under my head and someone had thrown a blanket over me.
I fell back asleep.
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Ok, I last wrote in March and I left off with Lisa having the baby in April. She had the baby the second week of April. Almost up to the last week Lisa was sucking Kyle's cock. We saw them 2 times before the baby was due. Both times she begged Kyle to cum on her. He'd cum all over her face, tits, or pregnant belly. She'd scoop it up with her fingers and lick them clean or rub it into her skin.
Later we found out it was John who kept trying to get together and not Lisa. Although Lisa wanted to also, she wanted to let John decide how far they'd go now that he'd had his fantasy. She definitely wanted to continue, but only if John did.
Kyle and I also saw Lisa and John in May after the baby was born. As usual with a girl 25 her body started to snap back into shape pretty quickly. Both times Lisa spent time sucking Kyle's cock or eating my pussy.
During this time we often tried verbally testing her and John's limits. How far would they go? What ideas turned them on. My turn on, in these situations, is always seeing how far a woman will go. I felt the same way about Lisa. How slutty would she let us push her. When would John say no. The possibilities made me wet.
I would also send them cuckolding stories. Whenever I found a good,one that I thought they could relate too, I sent it. Afterwards I would ask Lisa how the stories made her and John feel. I started to get a real sense of what turned them on. I knew Lisa was getting ideas too.
Kyle and I would sometimes fuck imagining the different scenarios for John and Lisa. One idea we kept putting out there was having Lisa fuck John's best friend Jim.
Why Jim? Well, John wanted Lisa to cuckold him. Sure she fucked Kyle, but that's not really being cuckolded. No one really knew. That was more wife sharing than cuckolding. To a real cuckold there's an element of shame as well as excitement.
It was June when Lisa was ready to fuck again. Lisa told John that Kyle was going to fuck her first. John didn't protest. In fact he seemed excited. The second weekend of June we went and stayed at their place. Lisa threw her arms around Kyle as soon as he walked in the door.
"God, I'm so fucking horny," she said as she kissed him.
"Well, why are you still dressed then," I asked.
Lisa quickly got out of her clothes. The four of us went into the bedroom. Lisa laid down on the bed as Kyle undressed. Lisa started playing with her pussy.
,
"Oh my god. I can't wait. Get that gorgeous cock inside of me."
Kyle got between her legs. His cock slid right into her and he started fucking her.
"Nice," said Kyle. "Your hot little cunt is soaked."
"Am I still tight enough?" she asked. She was honestly worried.
"You feel very tight," said Kyle.
Then he turned to John. "Get undressed. Come fuck your wife and I'll fuck her mouth." To us it is always important to keep a couple connected. By including John, Kyle made it about them, not just him.
Kyle pulled his cock out. I could see it glistening with her juices. I wanted to suck it clean, but I knew that today that was someone else's job.
As John got undressed Kyle stuck his cock in Lisa's mouth. "That's it baby, suck me dry," he said.
Lisa greedily sucked Kyle's cock. She moaned as John entered her. John started to fuck her hard and fast. It had been almost 2 months since they'd fucked. He came in about 3 minutes. Lisa practically whimpered in disappointment as his cock pulled out of her.
Kyle immediately pulled out of her mouth and stuck his cock in her pussy again. As soon as he thrust in she came. Kyle kept fucking her cum filled cunt
I couldn't take it. I pulled off my clothes, got on the bed, and straddled her face. Her tongue licked my clit as she ate my pussy. I could feel each of Kyle's thrusts as her face pushed against my pussy.
She came again and moaned into my pussy. Feeling her body shudder, I came too with a mind blowing orgasm. I no longer had the strength to straddle her face. I lay on the bed next to her and fingered my clit while I watched Kyle fuck her. John sat on a chair stroking his cock as he watched his wife get fucked.
Kyle fucked her to 2 more orgasms before pulling out and cumming all over her tits and belly. Watching the ropes of cum it her tits and drip off her nipples, I came again. It was fucking hot.
As she always did, Lisa scooped the cum off her tits and licked it off her fingers. I heard John moan and when I looked he had cum all over his hand.
Kyle stuck his cock in my mouth to be licked clean. I loved the way he tasted, I loved the taste of cum filled pussy and cock. I sucked him clean.
We spent the night with Kyle fucking me and Lisa and if Kyle was fucking me, I'd eat Lisa's pussy. Lisa would eat mine when I was sucking Kyle's cock. It was a wild night. The next day we left. As we left we ran into John's friend Jim who was just coming over. We met Jim twice before. One time we had dinner with him. He was a both a good looking guy and fun to hang out with. He once asked how we met John and Lisa, Lisa told him that she and I met on Pinterest and became online friends.
We said our pleasantries and as we left Kyle whispered to John, "Lisa's going to fuck him."
Jim turned and looked them. "What?" he asked. It seemed like he didn't quite hear them and was asking what they were talking about.
"Nothing," said John. "Just something he forgot to tell me."
We were not quite sure if he heard or not. If he did he made no comment about it.
One of the things we made Lisa do is start dressing sexier in front Jim. John and Jim had known each other since high school and Lisa and John saw him 2-3 times a week. He'd often come over their house to play video games or watch a movie.
When Lisa knew he was coming over she'd call and we'd tell her what to wear and how to present herself. We always did this on speaker phone so John could hear. Sometimes we'd ask John to pick out what she should wear. He always picked out clothes that were extremely revealing.
When Jim was coming over we'd have Lisa wearing short dresses or skirts and tank tops. Never a bra. If he came over early we'd have her coming out of the shower wrapped in just a towel to say hi. After each of these experiences we'd ask both Lisa and John how they felt.
It was especially fun when she was pregnant and wearing shorts or skirt that showed her still sexy ass.
Lisa would make a point to flirt with Jim, often telling us how he reacted. She started kissing him on the lips hello and goodbye. She touched him every chance she got. She'd make sexual innuendos that implied she wanted him and that John didn't mind.
We finally made plans to visit and insisted they invite Jim. Lisa quickly agreed. On the way to their house Kylr and I discussed the possibilities.
When we got there you could feel the tension before Jim arrived. John knew there was a possibility Jim was going to fuck Lisa and learn he was a cuckold. You could tell he was both appalled and excited by the idea.
Lisa was oozing sexuality. She was wearing a white nylon chemise that dipped low between her breasts and hung low on her nipples. With that she wore a schoolgirl type skirt that didn't quite cover her ass when she moved.
Jim arrived for dinner and Lisa opened the door to greet him. She gave him a kiss on the lips as usual.
"Wow Lisa you look great tonight," Jim said.
"You like it?" she asked. "You don't think it's too revealing."
She did a quick swirl. When she did her ass and cute little boy short panties came into view.
"Nothing could be too revealing on you," he replied.
"Nothing?" she asked. "You don't think it would be too revealing if I was wearing nothing?"
"Well it might be revealing," said Jim. "But it sure would be hot."
"Well we'll have to see what we can do," she flirted back.
Then Jim noticed us sitting there.
"Hey guys, I didn't know you were visiting," he said.
"Yeah," we quipped. " Lisa's been looking so hot since she had the baby we had to come up and check it out in person again."
Jim laughed.
"Lisa, are you fitting into all your old clothes?" I asked.
"Yes," said to Lisa. "Everything is fitting now. "
"I don't know," I said. "That skirt looks awfully short to me."
I liked that the skirt was short but I wanted to call attention to it so that we were all talking about her short skirt and her ass."
"Do you think it's too short?" she pouted.
"Oh no," I replied. "On the contrary I love looking at your ass."
There it was, the topic of conversation now. We could talk about her ass as if it was a normal conversation.
"Jim?" I asked. "You don't think it's too short to you? I mean she has a sexy ass doesn't she?"
"I've always thought she had a sexy ass," said Jim.
I called Lisa over to me. She walked over and stood in front of me. I told her to turn around her ass was facing me. I lifted up the back of her skirt where only I could see it and said, "Wow that is a cute ass."
Everyone laughed. Jim was taking this all very well. Jim didn't seem to think anything was off. I thought back to that day Kyle told John that Lisa was going to fuck Jim. I wondered if he'd heard.
He laughed, "Don't we get to see?"
"I don't know," I said. "We'd have to ask John." Then I turned to John. "Do you mind if Jim sees your wife's ass?"
John looked around. I think he knew this was really the first step. Would he stop, or go the next step? You could see the thrill and fear in his eyes. Like he was looking at a roller coaster for the first time.
"Hell, he's been checking out her ass forever. What the hell," he said in a joking voice.
Kyle called Lisa over. She turned and faced him. I could see the anticipation in her eyes.
"Ready John?" Kyle asked. John nodded.
Jim noticed John giving permission. Kyle grabbed the hem of her skirt. As he did she looked me in the eyes. There was a wild look, a look of abandon. She knew what he was going to do and couldn't wait.
As he lifted the back of Lisa's skirt I watched Jim and John's faces. John had a look of pure lust as her panty covered ass came into view. Jim had a look of amusement.
When Kyle had the back of her skirt up to her waist, I asked Jim, "What do you think?"
"I always knew she had a great ass," he replied.
"See John," Kyle said while letting the skirt fall back into place. "I told you he'd like her ass."
Now, Jim definitely knew we were discussing him and Lisa's ass. You could see the wheels turning.
"What guy wouldn't?" he asked. "Which one of you thought I wouldn't?"
"Well," Kyle said. "I don't think the question was whether or not you'd like to see it. It was more if you'd freak out if you did see it."
"Nahh, I'm not freaking. Hell, I'd like to see more of it."
Kyle laughed, "Well, I suppose that since you've seen it there's no real reason not to see it again. What do you think John? After all. He is your best friend, isn't he?"
Jim looked at John. He was probably wondering why he was dealing with Kyle, but John wasn't protesting. So Jim continued to talk to Kyle.
"You bet," Jim answered before John could. "The closest of friends."
"Hmmmm," Kyle said. Then to Lisa, "Are they really close?"
Lisa nodded, "Yes, very close."
"Has Jim been good?" Kyle teased.
"Very good," she responded.
"Well then," Kyle said to her, "Do you think John would mind me showing your ass off to Jim again?"
Lisa looked at John. She could see how turned on he was. She smiled at Jim and said, "Probably not."
Kyle said, "Ok," and then started pulling the back of her skirt up again. This time he held it at her waist. He started talking to Jim.
"It is a sexy ass, isn't it?" Kyle asked.
"Very sexy," said Jim. "Cute panties too."
"True," said Kyle. He put his hands on her ass on top of her panties. Jim glanced at John. John didn't move. He was just watching intently.
Kyle's hands reached to the band of her little boy shorts. "I think she'd look better without the panties. How about you John?"
We all turned to look at John. Was he going to say yes?
Instead Lisa spoke up, She looked at John. "Honey, you want me to get them off, don't you?" she asked.
That was hot. It was no longer just me and Kyle cuckolding John. Lisa was taking an active part.
John gave a nod. A small one but definitely a nod as he looked to the floor.
"Take them off," she said.
I watched Jim as Kyle grabbed the band of her panties and pulled them down. As he pulled them down the short skirt dropped into place to cover her ass. Lisa's panties fell to the floor and pooled at her feet. She stepped out of them.
"What do you think Jim? Is that better?" I asked.
Jim obviously now had an idea where this was going. I don't think he knew yet, for sure, he could fuck Lisa, but he knew he'd see her naked. He responded with confidence.
"No dammit," he laughed. "The damn skirt blocked the view."
I stood up and walked over to Lisa. "We can't have that now, can we?" I said.
I reached for the skirts zipper and pulled it down. The skirt fell to the floor and joined her panties. She stepped out of it and kicked it away.
"That better?" I asked.
Lisa was standing there in only her chemise, ass and beautiful shaven pussy on display.
"Much," Jim replied.
"I think so too," I replied. I placed a hand on her ass and kissed her. "She does have a great ass," I said.
"Do you feel good," I asked Lisa.
"Yes," she said
"Yes what? Do you like being half naked in front of your husband's best friend?" I pushed.
"Yes," she replied.
I figured that was the time to bring Jim up to speed.
"We didn't really meet on Pinterest," I explained. "I write erotic stories and they contacted me telling me how much they enjoyed my cuckold stories.
"We're helping them explore their fantasies," I continued. "Isn't that right John?"
John mumbled, "Yes."
Lisa started to gain confidence with the situation. "Oh honey," she said. "Don't be so shy. You know you've love those stories. A slut wife cuckolding her adoring husband. Don't you?"
John nodded again.
"You like your little wife being slutty and standing here with my pussy and ass exposed in front of your best friend, don't you?"
"Yes," John almost whispered.
Lisa walked over to Jim and took his hand. He started to get up.
"Come on baby," she said.
Jim looked around at all of us and then, holding Lisa's hand, followed her down the hall to the bedroom.
Just before she entered the room she stopped and turned to kiss him. His hands dropped to her naked ass as we watched her passionately kiss him.
When she was done she turned to John and said, "Be back in a few.
They disappeared into the room.
I went over to Kyle and sat on his lap. "God, that's fucking hot," I said as I kissed him deeply.
Not looking at John I wanted to tease him.
"John, can you believe it? Your wife is in your bedroom, probably about to fuck your best friend. Do you think she's on her knees? Do you think he's got his cock in her mouth? Don't you wonder what's happening?"
"Baby, that feels good," we heard Jim's voice.
"Hmmmm. Sounds like he's enjoying himself," I said.
I saw Johns hands fall to his lap. He was trying to rub his cock without us noticing it.
"It's ok," I said. "Pull it out. You can jack off in front of us."
John looked at me shyly.
"Pull it out," I almost ordered. "I've seen it before. I've seen you jack off to your wife being fucked. Pull it out."
Sheepishly he unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. He was rock hard. He started stroking it. I fueled the fire.
"You like that. You like knowing your wife is going to fuck him. She may be fucking him right now. What do you think? Is he on top of her? Is he fucking her from behind?"
John moaned. Truthfully I was getting turned on too.
Then from the bedroom we heard Lisa, "Oh my god! Yes! Give it to me."
We all looked to the hall.
"Sounds like she's getting it," I said.
We heard more moaning.
About two minutes later Lisa showed up at the door naked. "Jim said he'd fuck me out here if you two are fucking too," she said.
"Fuck yes," I replied. "This is getting me horny as hell."
Lisa led Jim out of the bedroom. His shirt was unbuttoned and his pants unzipped. She got him in front of the couch and started kissing him. He seemed unsure. He was not sure where to put his hands and he kept looking at us. Lisa had her hands in his pants and was playing with his cock.
I stood up. "God you guys are hot," I said as I unzipped my skirt and pushed my skirt and panties to the ground. I pulled my top up over my head. My bra followed. Jim watched me as I undressed.
"Go ahead," I said. "Fuck the little slut. Fuck her in front of her husband. Look at him. He's turned on. He's jacking off."
Lisa got down on her hands and knees. I got down on my knees, undid Kyle's pants and pulled his cock out. I started sucking it.
Lisa looked at Jim. "Come on baby. Fuck me. John wants you to, I want you to. Fuck me."
Jim got on his knees behind Lisa and pulled his cock out. He was obviously bigger than John. Maybe even bigger than Kyle. He put the head of his cock against her pussy.
"Ready honey?" She said to John. "Your best friend is going to fuck me right in front of you. He knows I'm a slut. He knows your a cuckold."
I needed a cock in me. I sat myself on Kyle's lap facing outward so I could watch. I reached down and guided his cock into me.
"Mmmmmm," I sighed as he entered me.
Lisa started moaning, "Oh my god John. This feels so good. He's bigger than you. I can't believe I'm fucking your best friend. Look John, just like you wanted. My legs are spread for another man. I know I fucked Kyle, but this time you know him. It's your best friend." She let out a couple of grunts as Jim thrust his cock into her.
"God yes," she moaned. "Fuck my pussy. Take me. Fuck me in front of my cuckold husband. Fuck me."
The scene was hot I was soaking Kyle's cock. John was jacking off harder.
"That's it," I said. "Fuck the slut. You've imagined this before. You've fantasized about fucking her. Did you ever think it would be in front of her cuckold husband? Your best friend."
John moaned.
Lisa started grunting as Jim's cock thrust into her. "Yes, unnnhh, yes, unghhh, don't stop. Yes, make me your slut."
Lisa started to cum. "Yes, yes. Oh my god, I'm cumming. John, I'm cumming, ughh unghhh yes."
As she came her arms gave out and she put her head to the floor pushing her ass up higher and giving us a great view of Jim's cock sliding in and out of her.
At the same time I heard John moan. His cock started spurting cum it was all over his hand, shirt, and pants.
All of this was too much for me. "Unnnnnghhhh," I moaned as I came on Kyle's cock. I lay back against his chest his cock still inside of me.
That was Jim's end. I saw him stiffen up.
"Mmmmm," said Lisa. I love hot cum. John, your best friend is cumming inside me. Filling your wife with cum."
Jim fell backward, obviously spent. Some cum was leaking out of Lisa's pussy. She reached back rubbed her pussy, then brought her fingers to her mouth.
"Mmmm, I love the taste of my cum filled cunt," she sighed.
"Lisa," I said. "You know you're not done."
She smiled at me, turned around and started sucking him clean. As she did, I said to no one in particular, "I wonder if Jim has any friends at work."
Lisa and John both moaned.
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It was the end of May and I was preparing the house for Timmy's arrival. I was excited. This was his first year at school. He goes to school in another state and I missed him.
After his father left us six years ago, I dedicated my life to him. I tried to diffuse his anger. Not diffuse, acknowledge it but move on. He had a right to be angry, but it wasn't helping him in school or socially.
I think we did ok. By the time he graduated we could talk about his father without explosive rage and he was again doing well in school and had friends. So when he went to school the house became empty. He was what I did. He was who I talked to. It had been lonely since he left.
I worked a great job and I did ok in the divorce. We weren't wanting for anything, but work did not leave me a lot of time for other things. At least that's what I told myself. I think it gave me a reason to stay home and feel bad for myself. Let's face it. I had weekends and weeknights free. If I'd tried I'm sure I could have found something that interested me.
A few friends set me up on dates. I really wasn't interested. I went. They were nice guys but nothing that made me say wow. Looking back, I'm pretty sure I wasn't capable of being wowed. Timmy had been my life. Even Timmy tried to get me to go out. Yeah, I'd have lunch with a close friend or two but besides that I was kind of numb.
Except for Timmy. Timmy made me happy. Every success he had, good grades, a place on the swim team, even the few dates he went on. They made me happy, they were my successes as well as his.
Who knows, maybe it was true. Maybe he would not have been as successful if I hadn't dedicated myself to him. The divorce was hard on us. Dad left us for a woman 6 years older than Timmy. Both of us were devastated. With his dad deserting him, I felt I needed to be an anchor, the person he could count on, the person that would always be there. I put his life first. I was always home when he was and at his beck and call if he wanted to talk. Maybe I over did it? I don't know. All I can say is he was my life.
We still fought, clean your room, pick up after yourself, do your chores or you can't go out. Sometimes his anger was intense. I was told that they often take out their anger on the stable parent, the one they know will still be there after they were mad. I was stable, and I was there.
Then he went to school. All of a sudden I had time to focus on me. I wasn't going to see him till Christmas. Three and a half months and then again in May.
I was lost. I really just rattled around in my house. I knew that wasn't healthy, so I decided to join a gym. I started hitting the gym five or six days a week. I didn't over do it. One day aerobics, one day spinning, one day light weights. I wasn't looking for muscle mass. At 40 I was happy that I was defining my curves. I was 5'3 130 lbs. I had a tight ass and 36c breasts. I could rock a bikini. I was proud of my body.
Women at work complimented me. I caught a few guys checking me out, but of course they couldn't say anything for fear of sexual harassment laws.
So I settled into my routine, work, gym, check calendar for when Timmy was coming home, work, gym, repeat. The highlights of my week were those times Timmy and I face timed and chatted. The nice part of technology is that through Instagram, text, FaceTime, and email, we could stay in touch easily.
During the school year I did two things that, looking back, may have hinted at what was to come.
One day we were face timing. I was getting ready for bed and was in a tank top and panties. Little cotton string bikinis. Don't be so surprised. Sure I was a mom, but I grew up in the late '90s. Pretty underwear was the norm then and what I was still comfortable in. It didn't matter. After all, all Timmy could see was my face. So who cared what I was wearing.
We chatted for 15 minutes and we're just about to say good night when Timmy said, "By the way mom nice ass."
"Timmy!" I scolded.
"Look behind you," he said.
I turned my head and realized I was sitting in front of a mirror. I could feel my face turn red.
"Why didn't you tell me? You just let me sit there?" I was a little peeved.
"Well, didn't really think about it a lot, and when I did look, you looked good, so why bother," he replied.
In a softer laughing voice I said, "You're a jerk. Goodnight."
"I'm your jerk," he replied. "Night mom."
I had a hard time sleeping that night. Not really thinking about it I had my fingers between my legs. I dreamed about being in public in my underwear. It wasn't in a bad way.
The second thing that happened was over Christmas break. I'd been looking forward to the break for weeks. I imagined all the things we would do. Go to the city, go to the beach, car ride down the coast.
When Timmy got home we spent the first night together talking and catching up. The rest of Christmas break he was barely home. He was always off with friends. I was disappointed. I'd hoped we'd have all this time together, but he was too busy. One day I got home from work. I walked in the front door and stepped out of my heals. I then headed up to my room to change. No one is ever home so I usually started undressing on the way. Absentmindedly I undid my skirt and stepped out of it. Then I looked up, there was Timmy and his friend Dave sitting in the kitchen and me there holding my skirt and standing in a blouse and cotton thong.
We all just stared kind of shell shocked. Then I shrieked and held my skirt in front of me to cover myself.
"Oh my god," I said. "I'm sorry, I didn't see you there."
"We were just grabbing a snack," said Timmy.
Neither of them took their eyes off my skirt. No one said anything else.
Finally I broke the silence. "Well, I better get dressed," I said and started to head for my room.
Not really paying attention I headed up the stairs. All of a sudden I realized my ass was exposed. Part of me said run. Part of me thought I should just continue walking and maintain a bit of dignity. I chose the latter.
Break went on as usual and the kids eventually returned to school. Life went on. One disturbing thing. Sometimes, when I masturbated, the image of me standing in front of them, in my thong, came to mind. I would cum almost immediately.
The semester passed. Nothing special happened. As we approached summer break I looked forward to Timmy coming home. Then I get the phone call.
"Hi mom."
"Hi sweetie," I responded. "How are you? One more week and you'll be home."
"I can't wait mom, but that's what I called about."
"Oh?" I asked. In my mind I started going through possibilities. The most likely was that he found a job elsewhere and would not come home.
"Remember the girl Ally I told you about when I was home?" he continued.
I thought back. He'd mentioned her a few times. They were dating, and he spoke well of her.
"Yes, I remember you telling me about her " I said.
"Do you mind if she came and visited for a few weeks this summer? Maybe the beginning of break?" he asked.
A thousand thoughts were going through my head. I wanted his time to myself. How serious was he with this girl? Was there anything else I should know? What did she look like? Was there a reason he wanted her home? And yes, I admit, a twinge of jealousy.
I brushed that all aside. "Of course I don't mind," I said.
Timmy must have felt my hesitation.
"Are you sure?" he asked. If it's an imposition we can do something different."
Different? What different I thought. Quickly I answered. "It's no imposition at all, and I'd like to meet her if you think so highly of her" I said.
Then I thought quickly. "You won't be sharing a room," I said. "I know you can do what you want at school, but this is my house and I'm not comfortable with my son having sex under my roof," I went on.
There was a pause like Timmy was going to argue, but in the end he agreed.
We chatted a bit more about school and his visit and then hung up. I sat quietly running through my thoughts. A girl, I didn't expect a girl. Not now at least. He's only 19. I also chided myself for being silly. It's just a girl. It's perfectly normal for a 19 year old to have a girlfriend. I knew my son. I couldn't imagine he would be with a girl who wasn't nice. On the other hand, I couldn't imagine her being good enough for my son.
Finally the day arrived. I heard the car pull into the driveway. I went to the door to greet them. Her door was on my side. She opened the car door. She was adorable. About 5' tall she must've weighed nothing. She had a cute dancer/cheerleader figure. I later found out she was a cheerleader in high school and a dancer. She had adorable blonde hair that bounced as she walked, She had a cute round face and blue eyes. She was the perfect girl next door. I could see why Timmy found her attractive.
Timmy got out his side and walked Ally to me.
"Mom, this is Ally," he said
"Hi Mrs. Lasson," she smiled. "Timmy told me so much about you," she continued. "He never told me how beautiful you were."
"Why thank you," I replied.
Before I could go on she continued.
"I mean, he told me you were pretty but he really didn't say this pretty."
I would have thought she was just flattering me but the way she spoke, added to a bit of an open mouth stare, led me to believe she was being honest.
"You're so sweet," I replied. "And not so bad yourself," I added, giving her the once over.
After a short awkward silence Timmy spoke up.
"Well, Why don't we go inside," he said.
"Of course," I said. "Where are my manners and please, call me Beverly."
We went inside and I showed Ally to her room. "You'd probably like to get settled," I said.
"Do you mind if I take a shower?" she asked.
"Of course not," I replied. I showed her where everything was and left her to herself.
I went to see Timmy. He was standing in his room with his shirt off putting his stuff away. I was taken aback by how broad his shoulders were and how much he'd become a man.
Timmy turned. "Oh hi mom. What's up?"
He kind of snapped me out of my daze. "Um uh...," I stuttered. "Ally is in the shower. Dinner should be ready around 6:30," I said.
"Sounds great," he said. "I'm going to take a short nap then. Can I leave Ally to you?"
"Of course," I replied, not feeling sure at all.
"Thanks," said Timmy. He flopped down on the bed. Arms above his head accentuating his no longer boyish abs.
I shook my head and headed to the kitchen. Shortly after Ally came to join me. She was wearing a light pink short sundress. It was sleeveless and hung loosely on her body. Even so, you could see the lithe curves moving under the material. I'm pretty sure she wasn't wearing a bra. Her hair was loosely tied back and she was barefoot. She reminded me of some kind of fairy nymph.
"Hi Beverly," she said. "Can I help with anything?"
"I'm all set," I responded. I started asking questions about her. The conversation flowed smoothly. She was sweet, intelligent, and obviously adored Timmy.
I found myself liking her. There was a part of me that didn't want to like her. I could feel it. I imagine all women feel that way about the woman who may take their son. However I had to admit if some girl were to have him, this was a good one. While talking a tear rolled down my cheek. I wiped it away hoping she didn't notice.
Timmy finally joined us. We all had dinner, great conversation, and obvious love flowed. I kept feeling bittersweet. I hoped it wouldn't show on my face.
After dinner I decided to leave the kids the living room and I headed to my room I could hear the TV going. Eventually I got thirsty and decided to head downstairs for a drink. As I reached the top of the stairs I heard her voice.
"Wow, you're mom is amazing," she said. "Not only is she sweet, she's hot as hell."
I was about to head down the stairs and say hi, when I noticed her movements. I thought it through. My son was on the couch on his back. She seemed to be straddling him. She was obscured by the couch. He had his eyes closed. Another more direct look I saw my final clue, a little white pair of lacy panties on the floor. The little slut was fucking my son in my living room.
I know, harsh, but that's where my mind went. I should have left, but I didn't. I moved back into the shadows and watched. I couldn't believe they were doing it in my house. Who did she think she was? I had told Timmy no sex in the house. I wanted to go down there and give them hell.
Then I heard her go on. "Your mom's hot. No wonder Bobby is always talking about her."
Bobby was one of Timmy's friends. They went to the same school. Wow, Bobby thought I was hot? What else.
"And that body. I wish I had that body. Those hips," she laughed. "I bet she's fighting guys off left and right."
I wish, I thought. I watch as she rolled her hips. I couldn't see anything. Her dress covered them completely. There was a part of me that wanted to see more. I knew it was wrong. My mind wandered. I wondered what his cock looked like. It had been so long since I'd been fucked I was imaging what a cock would feel like. My hand touched my breast. As it did I let out a soft sigh.
As quiet as it was, she heard me. She didn't look at me, but she heard me. She .knew I was there. She picked up her pace. I could see her hips rise and fall. I could picture a cock entering a pussy. I wanted to see theirs as much as the idea repulsed me.
As she picked up her pace she started speaking. "God yes baby. Fuck me. Oh my god that big cock feels so good. I wonder if your dad had this big a cock. Did your mother get this? She's so hot. I hope I'm that hot at her age, God I wish I was that hot now.
I heard him moan.
"Oh baby, you like that," she said. "You like talking about your mom?"
Timmy moaned again.
Ally leaned in and whispered something in his ear. He let out a loud moan and started to cum. I could see his body tense up then shudder.
"That's it baby, fill me up. I love your cum," she said.
Then, she shocked me. "Even if it was me talking about your mom that made you cum." As she said it she looked towards me. I thought I was far enough in the shade that she couldn't see me but I wasn't sure.
As soon as she looked away I headed for my room. I could not get the picture of her small body rising and falling over Timmy. My fingers found my pussy. And what was that about, her talking about me? Thinking about it brought me closer to the edge, then finally, fingers rubbing frantically, I came. The last picture in my head was my son's cock. I hadn't seen it yet, but I imagined it. I fell asleep.
I headed down to breakfast. I was in pajamas and a robe. Timmy and Ally were already there. Timmy was in a pair of gym shorts and a t shirt. Ally was wearing a t shirt that was fitted and barely covered her ass. There was no sign she was wearing underwear
"Hi Beverly," she said. "Did you sleep well?"
She had a knowing look on her face.
"Yes I did," I responded. "Thank you for asking. What are your plans for the day?" I said trying to normalize the tension I felt.
Timmy spoke up. "We were just planning to hang by the pool. Why don't you join us?"
I didn't want to intrude, but part of me didn't want to leave Ally alone with Timmy.
"That sounds fun," I said.
I went around doing some housework and small phone errands. As I did Ally and Timmy came down to go to the pool. Timmy was in a swimsuit. Ally was in the smallest string bikini she could wear and still be decent. Well, why not I thought. She is 18 and has a perfect body. If I could I'd wear that bathing suit, but I didn't like that she was.
I finished my tasks and went to put on a suit. I opened my drawer. The suits I wore were on top. A one piece, a full coverage bikini. I was almost mad they were there. I pushed them aside. Then there, at the bottom of my drawer, was the suit. I hadn't worn it for years. 10 if not more, but I knew I could get into it.
It was a bright pink string bikini that tied on each side. The top tied around my neck and around the back. I pulled it on and fumbled with the strings. These things were easier to put on lying down. I finally got it adjusted and stood in front of the mirror. I had not been this exposed in years, it was both scary and exhilarating.
Half my ass was hanging out and the top showed both the bottoms and the tops of my breasts. Even so, I had to admit, all that body work had been worth it. I looked good. I went to join the kids at the pool. Ally saw me first.
"Wow Beverly. You look amazing," she said. "That suit looks great on you. You look hot." She then turned to Timmy. "Doesn't your mom look hot?"
Timmy was not sure what to say. It was obvious he wanted to look but was embarrassed to. Ally urged him again.
"C'mon," she said. "You don't think she's hot?"
Timmy reluctantly agreed. "Yeah, she looks hot," he mumbled.
"Oh come on," said Ally. "Really?"
This time Timmy looked at me. He gave me the once over like he would any other woman. It made me tingle inside.
"Yeah, you do look hot," he said confidently.
"Why thank you," I said. "I haven't worn this suit for years, but just lying in the backyard I figured what the hell."
Ally looked at me. I was over explaining myself. She knew it. Over explaining usually meant you were hiding something. She didn't challenge me.
I laid down on a chase and we talked. I kept catching Timmy checking me out. I could feel myself getting hot and a little wet between my legs. Luckily the conversation was normal as were the quiet periods.
After a while I reached for the suntan lotion. I did my arms, legs, and belly. Ally offered to do my back. She took the lotion and straddled my legs. Slowly she started at my neck and moved down. When she encountered the strings too my top she just untied them and kept going. Her hands felt good. As she reached the bottom of my bikini she pushed the top of it down to 'get everywhere'. I could feel her fingers lightly touch the crack of my ass. She got to the sides where the string ties held the bottoms on. I wondered what I'd do if she untied them. I wondered what Timmy would think. Luckily it didn't happen.
She moved to my thighs. I instinctively spread my legs to give her more access. She spread the lotion down my calves and then back up my thighs. Her fingers brushed the crotch of my suit. I had to resist the urge to lift my ass and allow her more access.
She was finally done. My pussy was wet and my heart was beating. Thankfully the conversation returned to normal.
We sat out for a while. Tommy said they were going to visit friends. They showered and changed. Ally came down in a pair of those white lacy shorts girls are wearing today. The curve of her ass barely peaked out from under them. With it she wore a white tank top knotted at the belly to show her navel. She looked again like an innocent nymph unaware of her sexuality. They headed out.
I went up to change. I looked through my closet. Nothing made me happy. Clothes I'd been wearing for years suddenly made me feel frumpy. I went to my drawers. There was a pair of shorts, again, not worn in years. They zippered up the front and had wide legs with cuffs. The cuffs started at my crotch and hung down an inch. I had a yellow button down shirt with a collar. I put it on and buttoned the middle 3 buttons. I tied the bottom to show some skin and left the top buttons undone to show some cleavage. I looked hot. I went about my day wondering what time the kids would be home. Would they notice? Would they say anything? I felt in a constant state of alert, or was it arousal.



The kids got home a little before dinner. No one said anything. Just normal conversation but I was more and more aware of Timmy checking me out.
Ally finally said she was going to change for bed. Timmy too. They went upstairs. I didn't know what to do so up I did nothing, I didn't want Ally or Timmy to see me in my frumpy pajamas.
When Ally returned she was wearing a t shirt and little boy short panties. She was covered, but it seemed wrong. I didn't say anything. Timmy came down in his usual gym shorts and T.
I didn't want to go to bed. I didn't want a repeat of last night, but I was tired so I finally gave in.
"Good night kids," I said. Then I added, "And don't forget the rules."
I went and put on my pjs. Then snuck into the hallway. I am not sure if I wanted to catch them or didn't. Either way they were just sitting in each other's arms watching tv. I went back to bed.
I heard the tv go off and the kids go upstairs. They kissed good night and went to their separate rooms. It was no more than ten minutes I heard a door open. I quietly looked out my door. Ally was sneaking into Timmy's room. She had left the door open a bit. Quietly as I could I snuck down the hall and peered through the crack. Ally was on her knees pulling Timmy's shorts off.
She took his cock in her hand. It looked huge against her small hands. In reality it was big. Not huge. About 8" long and 2-3" thick. I stared as she dropped her head and took it in her mouth. I saw her glance my way. I pulled back enough I was sure she couldn't see me.
Ally stood up and shimmied out of her panties. Then pulled her top up over her head. Timmy's feet were facing the door. Ally straddle his cock. She placed the head against her pussy and, leaning forward, slowly lowered herself on it. I was behind her and had a perfect view. I could see his big cock stretch her pussy as he entered her. I was surprised she could take the whole thing. She started to rise and fall on his cock. With each stroke I could see her juices glistening along the shaft. My hand unconsciously went to my nipples. I started pulling lightly on them.
Then she started talking. "God Timmy, I love your cock. You feel so good. You fill me up." Then she took a turn. "Wow, you're mom looked hot today. Why doesn't she have a boyfriend? Hell, I'd do her. Ooooo, someone liked that."
She was obviously reacting to something he did.
"You'd like to watch me and your mom? Would you like to watch me suck on her gorgeous tits? Lick her pussy." Timmy moaned. "Would you want to kiss me after I ate her?" she went on.
I could see Timmy pick up his pace. My fingers had found my clit.
"Naughty boy," she said. "Did you like watching me put lotion on her? She felt so good. I wanted to untie her bottoms and keep rubbing.
"Would you like her to see that big cock of yours. I bet it would fill her up, just like you fill me up."
With that Timmy grunted. I saw his body spasm. Ally kept riding his cock. I could see the juices flowing around the shaft now mixed with Timmy's cum. I stood mesmerized. Just then, Ally turned and looked at the door. She gave me a big smile and blew me a kiss.
She knew. She'd known the whole time. I didn't know what to do. I slowly went to my room.
About 10 minutes later Ally opened the door. She walked up to me and kissed my forehead. "It's ok Beverly," she whispered. "Timmy loves you. He has plenty of love for both of us."
I slept fitfully that night. Not really sure what the next day would bring. What it brought me was breakfast in bed. Ally brought me coffee, some fruit, and rolls.
"Where's Timmy," I asked.
"Still sleeping," she said.
I didn't know what to say. I just sat there. I looked at Ally. She was wearing a men's shirt that, if it were buttoned, might have covered everything. As it was she only had 3 buttons buttoned. Depending on how she moved I could see her ass, pussy, or tits.
"I saw you watching last night," she started.
I started to protest, she stopped me.
"It's ok," she said. "I liked it. It was sexy being watched. I liked it. A lot. And did you see how your son reacted to me talking about you? I don't blame him. I wish I were as hot as you."
I started to protest, but she went on.
"It's ok, I'm not jealous. There's plenty of love to go around. Timmy told me about all the sacrifices you made for him. He loves you for them."
I started to say something. I'm not sure what. I certainly couldn't yell at them for having sex in the house. All that came out was "Thank you."
"Eat your breakfast," She concluded.
She'd brought enough for both of us. I ate my breakfast silently as I watched her eat hers. I had no idea what to say. I felt like this 18 year old girl was in control and I was just a spectator caught in the tide. She babbled on. The more she talked the more I could tell how much she loved Timmy and what a sweet girl she was.
Ally finished her breakfast and went downstairs. I finished mine, threw on a robe and also headed downstairs. Ally was down there still in the mostly unbuttoned men's shirt. She was kissing Timmy and was grabbing his ass with her hands down the back of the shorts he slept in.
As soon as Timmy saw me he pulled away. "Mom," he stammered. "I, uh..."
Ally stepped in. "It's ok Timmy. Your mom and I talked. She's ok with us. Aren't you Beverly."
I shouldn't have been. Ally was half naked in my kitchen with her hands on Timmy's ass but the reality was they were kinda cute, sexy as a couple, and I was kind of turned on. I felt ashamed and excited. To say conflicted was an understatement.
"You're fine," I said.
"Told you," said Ally. "Now kiss me." She threw her arms around Timmy's neck and kissed him. Her shirt pulled up and exposed her pretty much perfect ass. His hands landed on it and then pulled away. Very shortly he gave in to the kiss and his hands grabbed her ass and pulled her in.
I couldn't stop watching. I was jealous she was kissing him because he was my son but I was also jealous as I wanted someone grabbing my ass.
She broke the kiss. "See Timmy, everything's fine," she said.
He gave me one more look and I nodded my head.
The kids were going out with friends. This time she was wearing a little skirt with a pullover tank. Once again I'm sure she wasn't wearing a bra.
I went about my normal day. I couldn't get the images of her pussy stretched around his cock out of my head. About 3:00 I locked myself into my room and gave in to my urges.
The kids were home for dinner. I was feeling like a slob in my jeans and T next to Ally in her little skirt. Dinner conversation was nice. She had a kind of enthusiasm that made you happy to be with her and feel good about yourself. After dinner I asked if the kids had plans.
"No," said Ally. "We wanted to spend time with you."
"Oh come on," I said. "There must be something better to do."
"There's always something else to do," said Ally. "But there's nothing we want to do more. We figured we could put on our jammies and watch a movie?
jammies? That made me nervous, what did she consider jammies? They disappeared upstairs, I headed to my room. As I was about to go in Ally came out of her room. She came over to me and said, "Wear something cute."
Cute? What was she talking about. I pulled out my normal pajamas and started to undress. As I did I couldn't get her words out of my head. 'Wear something cute'.
When was the last time I wore 'cute' jammies? Did I even own cute Jammies?
I started looking through my drawers. I did have lingerie, it hadn't seen light in almost 8 years. There was nothing 'cute' in there, there was 'fuck me' in there. I looked again. Well by my standards it said 'fuck me' but by other standards....
My eyes settled on one piece. It was a deep dark purple nighty. It had spaghetti straps and a low cut front. It had little pink bows at the point of the cleavage and where the shoulder straps connected in front. I remembered it was short.
I took off the rest of my clothes and slipped it on. It fell about 2 inches below my ass. I looked cute in it. I took it off, put it on the bed, and decided to shower. When I came out I grabbed my other pjs. As I held them I looked again at the nightie now lying on the bed. I thought about what Ally might be wearing. A twinge of jealousy that Timmy would only pay attention to her sparked through my brain. I pushed it away.
I picked up the nightie and put it on again. I looked good. I was covered. It was cute. I decided to go with it. It came with a little pair of string bikini panties. I put those on too.
I opened my door. I could hear the tv on and them downstairs. The couch faced away from the stairs. Timmy was sitting up. Ally was straddling his lap and kissing him. I just stood there, from my position I couldn't tell if they were fucking or just kissing. Again, a bit of jealously and an urge to see.
Ally saw me.
"Oh my god," she said. "You look amazing. Timmy, check out your mom."
Timmy turned to look.
"Doesn't she look great?" Ally asked.
Timmy nodded his head. I think he was kind of shocked. He didn't take his eyes off me.
"Well tell her," demanded Ally
"You look amazing," said Timmy. I could tell by his tone he meant it.
"Thank you," was all I could say.
Ally climbed off Timmy and pulled me to the couch. Well, they hadn't been fucking.
"You're so pretty," Ally told me. "Come sit." She sat me next to Timmy on the couch.
Timmy was in his usual gym shorts and t shirt. Ally was in a white ribbed long t shirt that clung to every curve of her body. It was obvious she was not wearing underwear. In fact sitting down, with her standing in front of me, I could see a bit of her shaved pussy lips. I knew she was shaved from when I watched Timmy fuck her. A picture of his big cock stretching her pussy again came to mind.
Seeing her bare pussy lips made me glad I'd shaved mine in the shower. I'd never done it before, but for some reason I did it tonight.
Ally sat on the other side of Timmy. She snuggled up to him and asked what I wanted to watch.
"Oh, anything is ok with me," I said.
"Cool," said Ally. "Porn it is."
"Porn?" I repeated not quite comprehending.
"Sure," said Ally. "You said anything, we haven't watched a lot of porn, and you have pay per view. Why not?"
My mind wasn't really focusing. I had no response. I should have, but I admit, I hadn't seen porn before. Part of me was curious. Part of me appalled. Both parts kept their mouths shut.
I just sat there, Timmy next to me, Ally on the other side with the remote. She settled on a movie. I didn't catch the name. A girl, looking much like Ally was on the screen. Dressed in a cliche schoolgirl outfit she was waiting for her boyfriend. If there was more plot I missed it. The boy friend showed up and she immediately dropped to her knees, undid the guys pants and started sucking his cock.
The scene was turning me on. I'd never really seen porn before and I admit it was sexy. I glanced down, I could see it was also turning Timmy on. His cock was starting to grow under his shorts.
Ally looked at me. "That looks like fun, doesn't it?" she asked.
I wasn't sure how to to respond. I hadn't given a blow job in almost 8 years. When I knew my marriage was in trouble. I was giving blow jobs in a desperate attempt to save it. They weren't fun. They were desperate.
I had to admit the girl on the screen looked like she was loving it. She was making it look fun.
"Well she looks like she's having fun," I answered.
Timmy laughed, "He looks like he's having fun too."
We all laughed. That kind of relaxed me. I started to feel comfortable watching the movie with them. Then a second woman walked in. She was older.
"Hi mom," the guy on the screen said.
Hi mom? Mom? What was she going to do. She looked at the boy and girl, got down on her knees and said, "Let me help."
Ok now mom and girl were sucking this guys cock. My mind was racing. I couldn't help it. My eyes glanced at Timmy's cock. When I looked Ally had her hand on it over his shorts. It was hard. I could see the outline of it through his shorts. Ally started rubbing it.
"Ally!" Timmy said. "My mom!"
"It's ok," she replied. "Isn't it," she said looking at me.
"Did you know the last two nights your mom watched us fooling around?" She explained. "Didn't you Beverly?"
Timmy turned to look at me. My skin felt hot. I must have been beat red.
"Beverly?" Ally repeated
I nodded my head. Timmy looked amazed.
"You liked watching, didn't you?" She pushed.
I felt caught, trapped. I wanted to deny it. On the screen the girl had taken her clothes off. She was holding the guys cock while his mother sucked it.
I nodded my head again.
Ally started stroking Timmy's cock through his shorts. I could see the outline strain against the material.
"Your son has an amazing cock," she said.
I just watched.
"Look how long and thick it is," she continued.
She was right. It was both.
"What was the best part of watching," she asked.
I didn't answer.
"C''mon. What was your favorite part?"
I don't know why I answered, it might have been because the girl on the screen had straddled the boy's cock and the mom was guiding it into the girl's pussy. I could see her pussy lips stretching around it. Between the movie, how lonely I'd been, seeing Ally and Timmy fuck, seeing what a man Timmy had become, some kind of dam burst.
"That," I said. "How much he stretched you."
Timmy looked shocked.
Ally still had control of the situation. She pulled Timmy's cock out.
"It's big," she said. "But not too big."
She stroked it while she talked. I couldn't take my eyes off it. I hadn't seen a cock in over six years. His looked perfect.
Ally reached for my hand and pulled it towards Timmy's cock. I didn't resist. Using her hand she guided mine up and down the shaft. The smooth skin felt warm and soft in my hand. Timmy let out a soft moan.
"You like that baby? Your mom and I stroking your big fat cock?" she said in a sexy voice.
"Uh huh," said Timmy.
"Then you're going to love this," she said and bent over and took his cock in her mouth. As she did the shirt she was wearing slipped up to her hips and revealed that sexy ass.
I continued to stroke it as her lips wrapped around the tip.
"Mmmmm....," was all Timmy said.
I could feel her saliva drop down the shaft as I continued to stroke him.
She stopped and looked at me. "Your turn," she said.
She wanted me to suck my son's cock? Was I really doing this? Did I want to cross this line? I looked at the screen. Mom was on her knees licking the guys shaft as he pumped it in and out of the girl. I slid to my knees on the floor. Cock still in hand I guided it to my mouth.
It felt good. I felt good. I felt slutty. Not in a bad way. In a way that made me feel wanton, sexy. I got as much in my mouth as possible. I slid my lips up and down the shaft as I pumped his shaft. It felt wonderful. Timmy's hand went to my head. He moaned. I could feel the pressure of his hand holding me on his cock. Not hard, I could move, but enough so I felt he had control. Every time he moaned I could feel my pussy get wetter and wetter.
"I've gotta get fucked," Ally said.
She started to straddle Timmy's legs. I moved my head but kept my hand on the shaft of his cock. In a second her gorgeous ass was in my face. She leaned forward and exposed her pussy to me. I pointed the head of his cock against her pussy and rubbed it up and down to lubricate it. Then I watched her pussy lips spread open as the head of his cock started to enter her. God that was hot. I didn't let go of the shaft. She would slide down it till she hit my hand and then slide back up. Her pussy looked stretched in a wide 'O' around his cock. It was hot.
I glanced at the screen. Mom was on her back being fucked by the guy and the girl was straddling mom's face. Mom was furiously eating her pussy. I'd never been with a girl. I wondered what Ally's pussy tasted like. I placed my face next to my hand, let go of the shaft, and stuck my tongue out.
She tasted tangy sweet. I liked it. I continued to lick it as much as I could as she fucked him. In a moment I felt her body shudder. Timmy's cock became slicker with her Juices.
She climbed off him and I once again took his whole cock in my mouth. This time it tasted of Ally and him. Ally got off the couch and pulled me to my feet. I stood there in front of Timmy, the juices from his cock and her pussy all over my face. Ally was behind me. I felt her hands go to my panties. She slid them off my hips. Then she pulled the straps of my nighty down off my shoulders. I lowered my arms. The nighty slipped over my body and pooled at my feet with the panties. I was naked in front of my son.
"Do it baby," I heard Ally say.
Timmy reached out his arms and took my hands.
"I love you mom," he said as he pulled me onto the couch straddling his legs.
I felt Ally line up his cock with my pussy.
"I love you too," I said as I lowered myself onto his cock.
I felt full. I glanced at the tv. The guy was on his back, his mom straddling his cock and fucking the hell out of him. I could hear her in the background.
"Oh baby, fuck me, fuck your mother, give me that cock, fuck me. Oh god, fuck me, oh my god, I love your cock."
On it went. I hadn't been fucked in years. Here I was fucking my son, while some woman was doing the same on tv. I let it all out. I started fucking Timmy like crazy.
"Oh my god baby. I love you. This feels so good. Fuck me. Oh my god, fuck me. Your cock feels so good. Oh my god, yes, yes,yes. Fuck me. Oh my god, I can't believe I'm fucking you. God yes, fuck me."
I felt it start in my pussy and radiate out. I'd had orgasms over the last few years, but all self induced. This was different. This was my whole body and mind. Wave after wave hit my body. In the end I was drained, exhausted.
It was then that the enormity of what I'd done hit me. I'd fucked my son. What kind of mother fucks her son. I started sobbing uncontrollably. His cock was still hard deep inside of me.
"I'm sorry. I'm sorry. What have I done. I'm sorry," I kept repeating through tears.
Even as I said it I started riding his cock again. I didn't even realize I was doing it. I kept riding his cock and saying I was sorry. As I came closer and closer to my orgasm I was sobbing harder and riding him harder.
"I'm sorry," I kept saying as a second orgasm washed over me.
I felt Ally's hand on my cheek. She wiped away some tears. I felt the heat of her body. When did she undress? Then she kissed my face, my tears, and finally my mouth, soft and tender.
"Don't be sorry. We're not," she said softly.
"I love you mom," said Timmy. "You've always been there for me. Nothing will ever come between us."
"That was beautiful," Ally chimed in. "There is so much love to go around. Timmy loves you with all his heart. We've only just met, but just based on what Timmy has said, and what I've seen. I love you too. You are one of the most giving people I've ever met. I wanted you to know that you can have anything Timmy gives to me, but you will always have something I won't."
All this time I still had Timmy's cock inside me. Even as we spoke I started rolling my hips again. I couldn't help myself. It had been so long since I'd been fucked and it felt so good.
My sobbing slowed down to a sniffle. Ally noticed that I'd started riding Timmy's cock again. She had one hand on my hip and the other on my thigh. She was kneeling next to Timmy, naked, with her lips near mine.
"That's it," she whispered. "Fuck him. Take his cock. Take his cum. You deserve to be loved. He loves you. He wants to give you everything. Anything he can."



"I do too," she said.
She kissed me. I kissed back. I was no longer crying. Again I let myself go to the feeling. His cock felt so good. I felt the pleasure start to wash over me.
"He feels so good," I sighed to Ally.
"I know," she said. "Enjoy it. Fuck him. Cum all over his cock. I want to see you happy. You're making both of us happy."
I closed my eyes and sighed. I rolled my hips and started fucking him. My head back I started breathing heavy. I felt another orgasm rising. I had a hand on Ally's shoulder and my other on Timmy's. I was using them to help me fuck.
I felt my orgasm rise.
"I'm going to cum," I said to no one in particular
Ally leaned into Timmy. She lightly bit his ear. "Go ahead baby. Cum with her. Give it to her."
I started to cum. "Oh my god, I'm cumming. Fuck me. Fuck me."
The orgasm hit me. As it did I felt Timmy stiffen up.
"I love you mom," he said as I felt the first burst of hot cum shoot against the walls of my pussy.
"I love you too," I sighed as the orgasm washed over me. I slumped into Ally's arms as jet after jet of hot cum filled my pussy.
"That's so good," I moaned as I fell into her arms.
We stayed in that position until both our orgasms subsided.
Leaning against Ally's chest I again started to feel remorse. "Now what? I asked.
Ally leaned me back and kissed my lips passionately. I kissed back.
"Now what?" she echoed. "Now we go to bed."
------------------------------------------
As always, your votes, feedback, and comments are appreciated.
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It was Labor Day weekend. As usual we had our annual Labor Day bbq. Jim would start slow cooking the ribs the night before. His ribs were the hit of the neighborhood. Usually we ran about 50-60 guests. Neighborhood, old friends, work friends, and family.
We had a nice neighborhood. Mostly up and coming young families. The neighborhood was reasonably new and was built to handle the growth of high tech families in the area.
This was our fifth party and it was always fun. Today was no different. Good food, lots of beer, a lot of laughter. The kids and some adults were in the pool. Small groups of people laughing and eating. It was nice to see the different groups actually intermingling and talking.
I was having a blast. I was wearing my mom bikini. Not too sexy, but it showed off my body.
As a 36 yr old mother of an 8 and 10 year old I was proud of my body. I worked hard for it. At 5'3, 115 lbs, and 36c. I filled out my suit nicely. Both Jim and I were proud of my body. I had my blonde ok hair tied up in a pony tail.
There was an unspoken competition among the moms in the neighborhood. We all worked on our shape. None of us had on slutty suits, well maybe Sue, but the rest of us were wearing tasteful suits that showed off our figures. We were proud of them. We worked hard, but I had to admit, Sue was getting a lot of attention and I was feeling a little jealous.
Sue was wearing a little string bikini that showed a lot of skin and was getting a lot of attention. As usual at these parties there was light flirting going on. Nothing obscene. A few off color jokes, a pat on the ass when a guy could get away with it. Just enough to let you know you still had it. Sue was getting more than her share.
I pouted in my mind. I had a suit just like it. In fact, I had one that showed more, but I would never wear it in front of the other neighborhood moms. Not that Jim would mind. He loved when I showed a little skin. He'd always tell me if his friends mentioned me or how I looked. I know he's shown off some pictures of me in those bathing suits. Still, the kids were here and we were moms.
Sue wasn't the only one in a small suit. Two of the girls I work with were looking pretty hot, but they were young, so among the men we knew well, Sue got all the attention.
It was around 8 that the party was winding down. Moms had to get their kids to sleep and neighborhood dads had to go help. My kids wanted to sleep over a friends house. We swapped kids all the time, so it was no big deal, I said yes.
After 8 the crowd was a bit different. Jim's and my work friends, old friends we knew before the neighborhood, and one divorced dad from the neighborhood whose kids were at their mom's. The party, and drinking, went on till about 10 when the wives decided it was time to drive their husbands, who had too much to drink, home. No one was sloppy drunk, but, sober wives drove to be on the safe side.
In the end there were 5 guys left and Jim and I. Again, none were sloppy drunk, but better safe than sorry, we insisted they spend the night. With the kids gone we had two extra rooms, and two couches. They'd figure it out.
Jim was getting tired.
"Ok guys," he said. "I'm off to bed. See you all in the morning."
"I'll be right in," I told Jim. "I just want to make sure everyone is all set."
"Ok," said Jim and he headed down the hall to our room.
I chatted with the guys showing them where the sheets, blankets, and bedrooms were.
"Ok guys," I asked. "Everyone got everything they need?"
"Well," flirted Steve. "I could use someone to sleep with."
Steve was Jim's oldest friend. We'd known each other forever.
"Oh sure," I chided laughingly. "Now you wanna flirt with me. Why don't you go try and sleep over Sue's."
I was used to Steve's teasing. He was always a bit smug. He gave as good as he got but I knew it was all in fun.
"Hmmmm..., you think her husband would mind?" he teased.
"Oh sure," I retorted. "A chance at Sue and you'd just toss me aside."
"Well of course," he said. He put his arm around my waist. I was still in my bikini. "We all know we don't stand a chance with you. Besides, we saw a lot more of Sue today than you."
"You've seen me in bikinis tinier than that " I replied. He had. I'd known him since I met Jim. We'd been to the beach plenty of times before Jim and I had kids. "So you're saying Sue looks better in a bikini than I do?"
"I don't know," he teased again. "I haven't seen that much of your skin in 10 years."
"Uh huh," I said pushing him lightly away. "And it's that kind of talk that will keep you from seeing more." I teased back.
"Like you'd show us more," he dared.
Us? I almost forgot the other guys were there. I was so used to bantering with Steve, I forgot they were listening. Staying over were two guys I worked with, two of Jim's workmates, and Steve.
"You'll never know," I teased. "You and your friends prefer Sue."
Bill chimed in. Bill was a co-worker of Jim's "No way, don't listen to Steve. Sue needed the bikini to get attention. You are beautiful no matter what."
"Why thank you Bill," I said. Then I turned to Steve. "See Steve.That's how you talk a woman out of her clothes," I laughed. "Maybe I should go try on my other bathing suit for him?"
I kissed Bill on the cheek. "Thank you Bill." Then I waved at the guys and said goodnight.
I headed to my room. I may have wiggled my ass a bit more than usual as I walked down the hall. I admit I felt a little tingling in my pussy. It was nice to have men trying to get you undressed. Let's face it, as a mom and wife it doesn't happen often. Even my husband just gets to see me naked. He doesn't have to do anything special.
When I got to my room Jim was in bed.
"So, ya going to show him?" He said.
"Who," I asked. Truly not following the question.
"Bill," he said. "Are you going to show Bill how you look in your other bathing suit"
"You're kidding right?" I asked.
He just shrugged his shoulders.
"What, you want me to just put on that bikini and walk out there? Parading in front of people we work with?"
I could see him thinking.
"I know," he said. "Put on the bikini and call Bill here. Stand just inside the door where only he can see you."
"You're crazy," I said, but I have to admit there was something about the idea that appealed to me. Like I said, I worked hard on my body. I didn't mind the idea of showing it off.
"Oh come on," he went on. "Give him a thrill."
I tried another protest. I admit this one was weaker.
"Really? You want Bill to see me in my string bikini. Just show it to him? What's he going to think?"
'He'll think he's very lucky," he responded.
I went to my drawers and pulled out the bathing suit.
"Really? This one?"
"Not that one," he said.
I was shocked. The one he wanted was one I hadn't worn for years. I wore it in Vegas once. That was 10 lbs ago and it barely covered anything then. I pulled it out.
"This one?" I asked.
He nodded.
"You know this one barely covers my tits and ass," I reminded him.
He smiled at me and said, "Fuck yeah."
I didn't have any other arguments. He wanted me too. I wanted to show off. What the hell.
I took off the bikini I was wearing and stepped into the bottoms. The little string bikini barely covered half my ass.
I looked at my husband. "Like this?" I asked.
"You look perfect," he said. "I dare you."
I then realized what he meant. I still hadn't put the top on. All I was wearing was the skimpy bottoms. I decided to call his bluff.
"You don't think I would, do you?" I challenged.
He just smiled and shrugged. I walked to the door and grabbed the doorknob. I looked at Jim giving him one more chance to back out. He was just grinning.
"I opened the door and said in a loud voice, "Hey Bill, can you come here a second?"
"Be right there," he said.
I watched him come down the hall. I was standing behind the door looking around it. As he saw my face I put my fingers to my lips and shushed him. Then I opened the door and let him see me. I shushed him again and did a turn. I felt a fire in my pussy. My nipples were standing out. When he had a good look I made a motion to scoot him away and closed the door.
I leaned against the door. My heart was beating a mile a minute. My face was flushed. My pussy was wet. I looked at Jim. He had the covers pushed down. He was lying in bed naked holding his hard cock in his hand.
I was just about to go take it in my mouth when there was a knock at the door.
I don't know why I just didn't call through it. Instead I opened it a crack and peered around it. It was Steve with a huge grin on his face.
"You show a stranger but not your husband's best friend?" He teased.
"Well, he deserved it. You didn't," I pouted laughingly.
"Oh sure, and what about the three other guys? Was that fair to them?" he went on.
"What? So you want me to walk out there topless and just show everyone?" I asked. "What do you think my husband would say?"
Steve looked past me to Jim on the bed. Jim hadn't covered up.
"Looks like he's enjoying it," he said.
I looked over. Jim still had his cock in his hand. I sighed.
"Go to bed," I said and closed the door.
I closed the door and looked at Jim. He was still stroking his cock. Showing off and knowing a bunch of guys wanted to see my body was turning me on. The hell with the blow job. I wanted to get fucked. I walked to the bed, climbed on and straddled Jim's cock. I was so wet he sunk right into me. I moaned.
"So showing off turned you on," he said. "You're fucking wet."
"Shut up," I replied.
He was right of course, but I wasn't ready to admit it to him. It's not like he didn't know. Showing off, me having a threesome, fucking a stranger, they were all bedroom games we played, but this time it was real. I continued to ride his cock.
"That was a little slutty, showing off like that. I didn't think you'd take my dare."
I moaned again. Just thinking about the conflict in my mind, the rush of taking the dare was turning me on even more. It was slutty. I liked feeling a little slutty. Most of the time I was a mom.
Guys had seen me naked before. I'm not a prude. I'd had lovers before Jim. Hell, Steve had seen me naked, we'd gone skinny dipping before and once played strip poker, but that was 2 kids and a wedding ago.
"Just fuck me," I said.
Jim grabbed my ass and started fucking me. Just then there was a knock on the door and it swung open. I shrieked, jumped off Jim, and scrambled under the covers. Steve was standing in the doorway in his boxers with a huge smirk on his face.
"What do you want?" I said in an exasperated voice.
"Umm.. What Jim's getting?" he quipped.
"Fuck you Steve. What do you want?" I was getting a little annoyed.
"We need more blankets," he said with a contrite voice.
"I never really stayed mad at Steve, and it was nice to know someone wanted me. Actually the idea that he'd seen me fucking was turning me on.
With him being contrite I let up on him. "They're in the closet," I said.
As I said it I sat up a bit. The sheet I was holding barely covered me. I was showing side boob and my hard nipples poked through the sheets.
"We looked," he pouted.
"Ok, I'll be right there," I answered.
Steve just stood there smirking.
I grabbed a pillow and threw it at him. "Get out so I can put on some clothes."
Steve ducked out the door and said, "Don't have to for our sake." Then he closed the door.
I looked at Jim. He was grinning and just shrugged his shoulders.
"Oh," I said raising my eyebrows. "You're enjoying this?"
"Kinda," he said and tried to pull me to him and kiss me.
I playfully pushed him away. "Pig," I mocked. "I have to get blankets," I said as I climbed out of bed.
I pulled on a short pink robe, went to my dresser, and pulled out a pair of panties. Blue cotton bikini.
"Ewwww," I heard Jim say.
"What? You don't like the panties?"
"You're wearing a robe. Do you need panties?"
I'd just been fucking, between that and the situation I was pretty wet. I wanted panties.
"We were just fucking. Of course I'm putting on panties."
"Do they have to be those?" he asked
"What do you want me to wear? My best lingerie? Wait, don't answer that," I joked.
"How about these?" I asked holding up a white ruffled thong. "No one's going to see them any way. Will they make you happy?"
"Much better," he replied.
I stepped into the thong and closed my robe. "Be right back," I said.
I opened the door and headed for the living room closet. The blankets were on the top shelf. When I got there the guys were all sitting there in their boxers or boxer briefs smiling.
"Jerks," I teased.
"Aw, don't be mean," Steve pouted.
I opened the closet door and pointed to the top shelf. "They're right there." I pointed.
"Ohhhhhh," said Steve. "Could you get them for us?"
"Jesus guys, you really that eager to look at my ass?" I asked in an exasperated voice.
They all just smiled.
"Fine," I said. Actually, I was kind of getting into it. I've always had that exhibitionist streak.
I turned and reached up for the blankets. I felt the robe slip up over my ass. I heard someone do a sharp intake of breath. Someone else said "whoa," and someone said, "nice."
I got the blankets down. As I turned around I realized that because I was holding the blankets my robe did not fall back into place. The top gapped open and though my nipples weren't showing the robe had opened quite a bit.
Greg, one of my coworkers was gawking at me.
"Here, make yourself useful," I said and dropped them in his lap.
My robe was pulled up over my panties and gapped open to the sash.
"Ok, I'm off to bed," I said as I turned my exposed ass faced them. My skin felt hot.
"Wait," said Steve.
"What?" I said looking over my shoulder at Steve. Still keeping my exposed ass facing them. I hadn't adjusted my robe. I was enjoying this.
"Don't we at least get to see what Bill saw?" he asked.
"You can see my ass. Now you want to see my tits? What have you done to deserve that?" I teased.
"What did Bill do?" Steve protested.
"He was nice," I said
"Pleeeeeeeese," said Steve in his nicest voice.
I laughed. "If I show you my tits will you all go to sleep?"
They all nodded.
"Fine," I said I turned to face them. I actually wanted to show them my tits. I would have walked out there without the robe except I was still bound by some sort of convention. The convention was quickly slipping away as the idea of flashing these guys was making me hotter and hotter. I thought about Jim in our room. I wondered what he was doing. What he would say. I wondered what he'd say when I told him.
I undid the sash of my robe and grabbed the sides. I figured I'd give them a quick flash and then go back and fuck the hell out of Jim.
I opened my robe. As I did I watched the faces of the guys. Two of them I worked with. How naughty was that? My coworkers looking at my tits. It felt so dirty and was turning me on.
I said, "There," and went to close the robe. As I did I felt a set of arms encircling my waist from behind.
"Now what are you up to babe?" I heard Jim say. His arms were holding my robe open leaving my tits on display.
"She was just showing us her tits," laughed Steve.
"She was, was she?" replied Jim. Then to me, "Were you flashing your tits?"
I didn't say anything. I was still exposed and it was making me hot.
Then he said to Greg. "Do you think she should be showing her tits off to her coworkers? Or to mine?"
For someone who was protesting he still wasn't letting me close my robe.
"Well, now that you've seen them what do you think?" asked Jim.
Greg said "nice." Ryan, my other coworker, was more vocal, "She has great tits," he said.
Why was that turning me on so much. My pussy was soaked. Showing off in front of my coworkers was so wrong. I reached my arms up and put them around Jim's neck stretching my body. I pressed back against him. I could feel his cock hard in his boxers.
He was getting as turned on as I was.
"C'mon honey. Let's go to bed," I said and wiggled my ass against his cock.
Steve, always the instigator, said, "Before you leave, how about letting us see the rest?"
Jim hesitated. I laid it out. "If you really want me naked in front of people I work with, people you work with, and your best friend, you're going to have to be the one to take my panties off."
The reality is I wanted him to do it. I was feeling wild and being exposed like this was making me super horny. Knowing it was making Jim hard was turning me on like crazy. Laying it out like that was so dirty.
I felt his hands on the band of my thong.
I didn't stop, "Really babe? You want to show them my pussy? Remember, we were just fucking. My lips are probably still wet. Remember, I shaved my pussy today for my bathing suit. They'd see how wet I get."
The guys were just staring. Jim's hands were applying a little downward pressure to the band of my thong. You could feel the tension in the room. The tension was making me want to be naked and want to fuck.
"Well Jim? You want to show off your wife's pussy?" I continued. "I work with Greg and Ryan. You work with Paul and Bill, do you think you should be showing off your wife's pussy like some slut?"
I couldn't stop. I was so turned on. "What's next. Are you going to let them touch me? Would you like that, your coworker's touching your wife's tits? What about my coworkers? I'll go to work Monday knowing they've seen my pussy. Maybe even touched me."
God that sounded so hot to me. I could imagine sitting at my desk. Greg and Ryan watching me every time I walked by. Imagining me naked. My mind was screaming to Jim to take them off.
"Do you think if they saw me naked they'd want to touch me? Maybe they'd want to fuck me? Can you imagine Paul and Bill at the office imagining fucking your wife? Having their cocks in my pussy? Actually, I guess if they fucked me it would be a cunt. Sluts have cunts. (Jim loved it when I said things like 'Fuck my slutty cunt'). Do you think they'd like to fuck me like a slut?
The guys were quiet. Jim pulled the thong a little down my hips.
"You better be sure Jim. I can't promise what will happen once my thong hits the floor, but if you want it off, you're going to have to take it off."
Jim pushed down. My thong fell to the floor. My robe was still on but my body was completely exposed. Steve stood up and stood in front of me. He slid his hands up to my tits. My nipples were rock hard. Nobody else had touched my tits since I started dating my husband. I loved it.
"Jim, your best friend is playing with my tits. In front of people you and I work with. They must think I'm a slut. Do you like knowing they probably think your wife is a slut?
Steve was still playing with my tits. Jim's cock was rock hard pushing against my ass. I looked around. I could see all the guys with hard cocks pressing against their boxers. Greg and Paul were stroking their cocks through their boxers.
It was all too much. My hand dropped to Steve's cock. I could feel it through his boxers. "Oh my god Jim. Steve's cock is so hard."
That's it. I hadn't touched another man's cock in 13 years and now I was stroking Steve's in front of four men and my husband.
I reached into Steve's boxers and pulled his cock out. I continued to stroke it. It was nothing special except for the fact it was a new cock. Even dirtier it was my husband's best friend's.



"Mmmmm," I said. "Nice cock."
"Suck it," Steve said.
I slipped to my knees. I held it in front of my face.
"Jim, do you want me to suck this cock? I'm naked in front of five guys. If I suck this they might all want a blow job. Can you imagine your slutty little wife sucking five cocks? You haven't stopped me. Do you want me to suck him? Do want these guys to see me suck your friend's cock?"
I was pretty sure I knew the answer but wasn't positive. We'd talked about threesomes in bed, but never anything like this.
Behind me I heard Jim say, "Suck it slut."
I wrapped my lips around Steve's cock.
God it was hot. I was sucking a cock with five guys, one my husband watching. There was something emancipating about giving in to my inner slut. Once I surrendered myself to it, I could do anything.
Next thing I know there's another cock in my face. Paul had stripped off his boxers and stuck his hard dick in front of me.
"Suck this too," he said.
I wrapped my hand around it and started stroking it. I was stroking one cock and sucking another. I left my hand wrapped around Steve's cock and moved my mouth to Paul's. As I sucked it I felt fingers enter my pussy from behind.
I stopped sucking cock for a minute. "Oh baby, that feels so good," I said to Jim.
"Yeah baby? You like having Greg's fingers in your cunt?"
I looked. Jim had moved. Sure enough my coworker, Greg, was behind me with his fingers in my pussy. I moaned and spread my legs a bit. I leaned forward and arched my back to give him better access. It felt so good.
I went back to sucking cock switching between Steve and Paul. My pussy was getting wetter and wetter.
I stopped to take a breath. "Oh my god, that feels so good," I moaned as Greg slid his fingers against my clit. He pulled his hand away. "Please," I moaned. "Don't stop."
In a moment I felt him touch me again. It took a moment to realize it was his cock not his fingers. I was about to be fucked in front of my husband by my coworker. Not to mention the other guys.
"God yes," I breathed. "Fuck me."
I took a sharp breath as his cock entered my pussy. It felt thicker than Jim's.
I moaned around the cock I was sucking as Greg started fucking me. I forgot whose cock I had in my mouth, It didn't matter. I just kept sucking one then the other. I got a rhythm. With each stroke of Greg's cock he drove my mouth into the cock I was sucking. I was so wet I felt the juices running down my leg.
A voice said, "I wanna fuck her." I realized it was Bill. I felt Greg pull out. I whimpered in disappointment as he did. Then I felt another cock against the opening of my pussy. I knew it was Bill. I pushed back. I wanted my pussy filled again.
"Ohhhh," I exclaimed.
I never looked but now I knew Bill had a big cock. I could feel the lips of my pussy stretching to take him in.
"Unghhhhh," I grunted around the cock I was sucking. It felt so fucking good.
I pushed back till he was as deep as I could take him. I'd never felt so full. As he fucked me I felt the cock in my hand start to stiffen. I knew he was about to cum. I forgot which cock was which. I looked quickly and realized it was Paul just as the first spurt hit me in the face. I quickly wrapped my mouth around it and swallowed as much as I could. I little bit escaped my mouth and dribbled down my chin.
I could feel the first spurt that hit my face dripping down my cheek. I returned to sucking Steve's cock. Another cock appeared in front of my face. It was Ryan, the other guy I worked with.
"Oh," I teased. "I suppose you want your cock sucked too?" It was hard to say as I had to take a breath between each stroke of Bill's cock.
I took my mouth off Steve's cock and took Ryan in my mouth. I got into my rhythm, fucking Bill while alternating sucking two cocks. It felt so good.
Steve pulled out of my mouth. I concentrated on Ryan's cock. Steve started stroking his cock. I didn't realize he was so close to cummng. I felt the first jet hit me in the face. It got in my hair, on my shoulders, in my mouth. Some landed on Ryan's cock and I just licked it off.
As the cum hit me I felt that familiar feeling in my pussy. I started to cum. My orgasm rippled through my body.
Bill must have felt it. As I came I felt his cock quiver in my pussy. I felt the hot jets of cum against the walls of my pussy. I came again.
I felt Bill pull out of me. "I stopped sucking Ryan's cock and just said, "More."
I felt my leg being pulled. Greg was lying on the floor next to me and pulling me on top of himself. I straddled him and lowered myself onto his cock. With a pussy full of cum, and being stretched by Bill's cock, he slipped right in. I pulled Ryan's cock back to my mouth and started sucking him again as I rode Greg.
Another orgasm washed over my body. I stopped sucking Ryan's cock.
"Oh god Jim, fuck yes. Do you like seeing your slutty little wife cum? Fuck me. God yes fuck me. How about you Ryan?" I looked at him with cum drying on my face. "Do you want to add your cum to my face? Go ahead, see if you can hit my mouth." I opened my mouth wide and stroked his cock. Every once in awhile sucking it and then aiming it at my mouth and stroking it again.
"Come on Ryan. Every day at work, you'll be able to imagine me with your cum all over my face. Cum for me."
That was it. I felt his cock start to spasm. I had lousy aim. It's hard while you're being fucked. I got some in my mouth, on my nose, in my hair, on my cheeks, and chin.
As his cum hit my face I came again.
"Fuck yes. Paint my face. Give it to me. Oh my god I'm cumming. Fuck yes, fuck me, cum on me, cum in me. Just fuck me."
"God, I love being a slut," I almost screamed.
As Ryan sat down on the couch, Bill stuck his semi hard cock in my face. It was covered with drying cum and my pussy juices. I wrapped my hand around it. I could barely get the tip in my mouth. I jerked it with my hand, sucked the tip and licked it clean as I felt it harden in my hand.
I started riding Greg harder. "Cum for me Greg," I panted. "Think about Monday at work. You'll know you had your cum in my cunt, I'll know it. I bet I'll be soaking my panties just thinking about it."
As I said it I could feel him start to cum. As his cum shot into my pussy another orgasm rolled over me.
"Oh god yes, so good, so good," I moaned.
As Greg's softening click slid out of me I told Bill to lie down.
"I want to ride this fucking cock," I said.
I straddled him and slowly lowered myself on his shaft. As I took it I came again. I felt full.
I licked my cum covered lips. Paul was sitting on the couch stroking his now semi hard cock.
"Bring that here," I said. "I want to suck it again."
Paul did what he was told, I started sucking his cock.
Then I felt a finger on my ass. I realized someone was playing with my asshole. I looked, it was Steve. I just smiled at him with my cum covered face. First one finger, then too. Next thing I know he's got the tip of his cock against my ass. I'd been fucked in the ass before, and liked it, but never with a cock in my pussy.
Bill stopped fucking me and with his cock deep inside me held me still. He used his hands to spread my ass cheeks for Steve. As the tip of Steve's cock slipped passed the ring of my asshole I came. Everyone stopped moving as the orgasm hit me. I couldn't breath. I just let out a gasp, "oh god."
As the rest of Steve's cock slid into me, he and Bill got a rhythm. I never felt so full. It was amazing. Paul's cock was still in front of me. I started sucking it.
Between sucking it I spoke to Jim. "Oh my god baby. Did you know your wife was such a three holed slut? I've got a huge cock in my cunt, one in my ass, and one in my mouth. I never felt so full."
"Monday you're going to have to face Bill and Paul knowing they fucked your wife. You can picture their cocks in me every time you see them. Oh my god, that's so fucking hot."
I wiggled on Bill's cock. "This one's so good, I'm going to have to fuck him again," I said.
I felt another orgasm growing. "Oh my fucking god. Fuck me. I'm going to cum again, fuck me, harder." Both Bill and Steve picked up their speed. I kept sucking Paul's cock.
I felt the orgasm rising. I looked and while Bill fucked my cunt, Steve fucked my ass, and Paul fucked my mouth, Ryan And Greg were jacking off beside me.
That was it. A dam broke. I'd never cum like this. I soaked Bill's cock. Bill felt me cum and I think that set off his orgasm. His cock spasmed inside me coating my cunt with another load of hot cum. I'm sure Steve felt it because he started to cum too. I could feel hot cum filling my ass.
All that must have been too much for Paul. Jet after jet of hot cum filled my mouth. I couldn't take it all, but I swallowed most of it.
Last Ryan and Greg obviously turned on by the site jacked themselves to orgasm and came all over my back, ass, neck and hair.
As the last spasm of orgasm washed over me I felt the last shot of cum land on my ass. I just rolled off of Bill And onto my back on the floor.
Jim stood over me. He was stroking his cock.
"You're covered in cum," he said. "You look like a slut." He was still stroking his cock.
I stuck my finger in a glob of cum dripping down my face, scooped it up, and licked it clean. I watched as he stroked his cock.
"What baby," I said. "You think I'm a bad girl because I just let our coworkers and your best friend turn me into a three hole cumslut?"
He smiled at me. As I said those words he started to cum. Standing over me his cum landed on my tits and belly.
As his hot cum hit me he smiled at me and said,, "Yes baby. You're a three holed cumslut, and I love you."
I smiled at him, looked around the room, and said, "who's next."
*****
As always, your votes, feedback, and comments are appreciated.



        The Wedding Party: Wedding Jitters

        Bride finds a man to cure her wedding jitters.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-wedding-party-wedding-jitters

Title: The Wedding Party: Wedding Jitters

Author: Imstillfun

Category: Romance

Description: Bride finds a man to cure her wedding jitters.

Tags: groom, wedding, romantic, bachelorette party, romance, bride

Series: The Wedding Party


Author's note: This story is the last of a series called 'The wedding party'. The stories can be read in any order and are vignettes involving different members of the wedding party. However I suggest you read at least one other before you read this one.
As always I look forward to your comments and feedback. Please keep on favoriting the stories and me as an author. Keep voting, leaving feedback, and emailing me. I love it.
*****
I was walking down the hall. I could hear my wedding dress rustle with every step. My mom and Dad were walking with me. Claire had already joined the line to wait for me. My thoughts were ahead, to the wedding night. Being alone with my husband, actually married, man and wife.
I thought about him undressing me or would I undress for him. It's not like we hadn't had sex before. We had been sleeping together for two years, but this was different. This time we'd be married.
I thought about what I was wearing under my dress. I hoped he'd like it. It was lingerie I got at my wedding shower. I wasn't wearing a bra. I had a bustier type gown with built in support. I was wearing a pair of pink and white satiny string bikini panties and matching garter belt and stockings. I felt sexy. I couldn't wait for Mark to see.
Mark was waiting for me. Down that aisle. It seemed like I'd waited years for this day. I had no wedding day jitters. I knew this was right. A month ago I might not have said that.
A month ago it was bachelorette party weekend. My friends decided we were doing it in vegas. Since we were doing Vegas the guys decided to do the bachelor party in Vegas too.
The plan was to do the Bachelorette party Friday night and then go dancing. Saturday we would spend the day by the pool. Saturday night out dancing again. I loved my girls, but I'd been dating Mark for two years and I had not done that much partying since then.
There was a dress code for the weekend. Black dresses on Friday, white bikinis Saturday, and red dresses Saturday night. I had everything I needed. Since the guys were doing their own thing Mark and I had separate rooms.
The party was going to be held in the hotel bar. The girls and I were meeting in the Lobby. My mom, and Mark's stepmother were going to meet us in the lounge.
As I got dressed I started thinking about Mark. I'd met him two years ago. I was just out of school. We met at a mutual friend's party. We immediately hit it off. Not sparks flying, but definitely having fun. He asked me out for the next weekend.
We quickly became a thing. Everyone loved Mark. He was easygoing and dependable. A great guy.
People were surprised when we first got together. I had the reputation of dating the wild ones. The ones you had great fun, great sex with, but you knew you'd never settle down with. At 5'5", 105 I was pretty enough to get any guy I wanted. I kept my blonde hair in a short cut and looked like the girl next door, but even looking like that I liked the bad boys.
However everyone loved Mark. He was very good to me and over time I grew to love him too. Eventually he asked me to marry him. I said yes.
Now we were here, in Vegas, the wedding a month away. Things were becoming real.
We met in the lobby. Mark's mom was the last to join us. When Mark's mom stepped off the elevator we all just stared. She was wearing a dress that matched our required uniform dress. We all knew Mark's mom was a knockout but we did not expect this. She was in her early 40s but looked around 30. She looked hot.
"What?" she said as she joined us. "Too much?"
That knocked us out of our trance. .
"God no," I said. "You can totally rock that dress." She looked great.
We all agreed. The girls, laughing and giggling dressed me up in typical bachelorette accessories. Tiara, feather boa, a white garter on one leg, and a veil. Everyone was laughing and having fun.
As we started to head off Clair said to know one in particular, "Do you think she's wearing the whole outfit?
We all turned to look at Mark's mom. She just laughed. She turned away from us, flipped up her skirt, and showed us the matching thong. We all laughed, made the Woo noise, and started shouting at each other. We headed to the bar.
The bar was fun. Lots of gag gifts, dildos, vibrators, along with lingerie and household stuff. I was a little embarrassed opening them in front of my mom, Mark's mom and stepmother. Imagine holding up a dildo, for your in laws to see. However it was funny and we all laughed.
There were lots of guys in the bar. Seeing a group of hot girls holding up dildos and lingerie, attracted them over. I was sitting in the far corner, so they couldn't get to me, but they were flirting with my friends and they were flirting back. If the moms hadn't been there I probably would have joined in the flirting but given that they were, I sat back and watched. I was actually a little jealous I did not get to join in the flirting fun.
Eventually the party wound down and we were ready to go out. We scooped up the gifts and ran them up to my room then headed back to the lobby to catch cabs and go out.
The cabs dropped is right in front of the nightclub doors. There was a long line waiting to get in. I guess the bouncer felt that ten hot girls all dressed alike were good for business. Even if one was wearing a tiara and sash that said bride. Pretty girls drive business.
We got in and immediately hit the dance floor. You'd assume, that because I was engaged, guys would avoid me. Not so. I probably had more guys hitting on me than any of the other girls. I was loving it. I shook my ass and flirted like I was readily available. I took numbers and tossed them aside. I didn't do anything too inappropriate just a bit of grinding, but I had a blast.
At some point I saw Claire, my maid of honor, push some guy to the floor. Not sure why, but I'd seen her do it before. It was time to leave.
We ran out of the club, grabbed some cabs, and headed back to the hotel. We must've driven the cab driver nuts with all our giggling and 'Woooo'ing.
We got the the hotel and I headed to my room. It was quiet, I'd been having too much fun. I hadn't had fun like that since before Mak and I met. I felt a little bad about that. I shook it off. Mark was a great guy. Did I really want this party lifestyle? No, I wanted family and children, but there was a part of this I'd miss. A part of the game. Playing with the bad boy, letting him try to reel you in.
Most of the time they'd lose. But every once in awhile the right one would come along and we'd have a hot passionate relationship for a week to 3 months and then burn out. The sex would be amazing. Mark was not that hot passion. I'm not sure how he'd feel if he knew all the positions I'd been fucked in. I mean, he and I did do missionary, doggy, me on top, but that's it. He was not, kitchen table, elevator, window sill above the city sex.
I stripped naked and climbed into bed. I wondered if Mark knew that I actually slept naked all the time? What would he think. Usually I was naked, or half naked because of sex. That was usual for us, but I'm not sure he knows it was my go to.
I woke up refreshed. Two of my bridesmaids came knocking at the door. Today was white bikini day. I had mine on already. A white modest bikini.
The girls looked at and said, "Is that the best you brought?"
Well, no, it wasn't. I also brought a little string bikini that I'd worn last time I was in Vegas, pre Mark. I pulled it out of my suitcase.
"This better?" I asked.
They giggled. "Now that's a bikini," said one.
I pulled on the bikini. I admit, it felt good to be that exposed. I liked my body and didn't mind showing it off a bit. I was ready to go but the girls laughed. They made me put on the veil, sash, and white garter.
"I looked like some bridal, miss america, wet dream," I joked.
"You do look hot," said one. "Let's go."
We headed to the pool. I got more than my share of looks as we headed to meet the other girls. When we caught up with them I was greeted with "Whoa, Woooos, and go girls." I was feeling good about how I looked.
We walked among the cabanas trying to find a place to hang out. We knew that pretty girls in bikinis would find a place pretty fast. We got lots of offers. We chose one with some older guys who may have thought there was a chance they could get with one of us. They bought us drinks and food all day.
We spent the day eating, dancing by the pool, teasing the guys or boys who walked by, sunning, and drinking. I got a lot of attention because of my tiara and sash. I loved the flirting and attention. I'd let a guy touch a little and then twirl away.
All the time I thought of Mark. Mark wasn't a flirt. He was steadfast and dependable. There was a spark, and I definitely loved him, but I knew that these days of feeling the fire would be gone. I was ok with that. I didn't think married couples did that anyways.
After the pool we all decided to meet in the lobby to head out that night. The uniform for night was red. I looked red hot in my red dress. Again we headed out to the club. This time a different one. We had the cabs drop us off right in front again. Just as the bouncer was letting us in we heard someone call us from the line. It was my brother Kevin and Sean, Mark's College roommate. We asked the bouncer if they could join us. He agreed and we all went in.
Again a night of dancing and flirting. I wasn't cheating on Mark. No one even got a kiss but it was fun to watch them try.
As the evening wound down I was sad to see it go. I doubted I would ever have one like it again. Soon I'd be married and into a more quiet life.
We grabbed cabs back to the hotel. At the lobby we said our goodbyes and headed for our rooms. On my way I decided I wanted a Diet Coke. I stopped in a bar to order one. I was still in my red dress, sash, veil, tiara, and garter.
As I ordered a man walked in and stood next to me. "Nice outfit," he said.
I turned to look at him. He was kind of tall like I liked them. He was wearing a casual button down shirt and grey khakis. He had that look that looked like he thought he'd score.
"It's what all the brides to be are wearing these days," I said.
"Oh, going to hit a chapel tonight?" he joked.
"No, I'm getting married next month," I replied.
"Cool. So you're still single" he said.
"Well, I guess technically," I laughed, "but I'm pretty sure my fiancé wouldn't see it that way."
"Well, I don't see him," he said.
I laughed, "I'm sure he's around here somewhere."
I was enjoying this, flirting in the bar. No talk of wedding plans, no talk of jobs. Just me being hit on by a handsome man.
I had intended to go right up to my room. I lost track of time talking to him. He was flirty a little reckless.
"So, are you wearing red under the dress too?" He asked at one point.
"Wouldn't you like to know," I replied. I actually had the urge to show him right then and there, but resisted.
I felt his hand on my knee. Actually on my thigh. Mark never put his hands on my thigh in public, but I let him. It felt brazen. I liked it.
He talked me into a drink, and then to a back table. I had nowhere to go. What the heck. The conversation flowed lightly. Lots of flirting, innuendo. His hand was on my thigh again. This time at the hem of my dress. I didn't remove it.
This was the kind of flirting I was missing. He was aggressive yet polite, off color but funny. He reminded me of the Billy Joel lyrics "I told you dirty jokes until you smiled." I was having fun.
As we chatted I felt his hand slide up my leg. Under the hem of my pretty short dress.
"You are," he said
"I am what?" I asked ignoring his hand for the moment.
"Wearing red panties," he smiled.
I looked down. The high top table we were at had bar style stools. While sitting on the stool the hem of my dress had slid up and you could see the crotch of my panties. I tried to adjust it, while sitting but wasn't having any luck. I stood up, pulled the dress back into place and sat back down.
"Bad boy," I pouted. "How long were you going to let me sit like that?"
He laughed, "You kidding. I was trying to figure out how to see more of them. His hand fell back to my thigh just under the hem where he'd left it. Even though we were in public I didn't stop him.
"Oh," I said. "You like a girl who would show off her underwear in public?"
"Of course," he replied. "Who wouldn't."
"I'm not sure my fiancé would," I countered.
"Well. He obviously does not know what he is missing," he said.
We chatted and had a few more drinks. I was not drunk, but I was feeling sexy. I felt his hand slide up my thigh a bit more. I didn't pull away. Instead I asked, "What do you think you're doing?"
Not batting an eye he said, "Seeing if I can get those panties off you."
"In public?" I said in mock horror.
"Public, private, on TV, wherever," he shrugged.
"I'm pretty sure my fiancé would not like it if I let someone take off my panties in public," I responded.
"Hmmm... You didn't say you wouldn't like it."
I thought for a moment. "No, no I didn't." I agreed.
Hi hand slide further up my dress. By this time he knew I had a thong on. He said so.
"Mmmmm... Red thong, nice. has your fiancé seen these?" He asked
"Actually, no" I said. "I bought them for this trip."
His hand moved to the waistband of my thong. "Then he definitely hasn't taken them off you. Has he?" he grinned.
It wasn't an evil grin. It was that cute grin of a bad boy who had just been caught doing something he's not supposed to.
I still didn't move his hand. "What? You want to take them off me here? In a bar? What kind of girl do you think would let you do that?"
"One that wants to fuck my brains out tonight," he replied.
He was right, if they came off, I was going to fuck him. By now I knew I was probably going to fuck him anyway. The question was how would he feel about me if I let him take them off in a bar? What kind of a slut would he think I was. Well, I actually was the type who would let him. I just didn't know if I wanted him to know.
"Well," I said jumping off the bar stool and effectively removing his hand. "If I'm going to fuck your brains out we'd best get started." I headed to the elevator.
He pushed the button for the elevator. As he did he pushed me against the wall and kissed me. He took both my hands in his and pinned me against the wall. I felt completely under his control. And I liked it. He kissed me hard and I kissed back. The elevator door opened and we practically fell in. I giggled.
He grabbed my ass and picked me up. I wrapped my legs around him and kissed him. My tongue found his. I felt the heat of his breath on my mouth, lips, chin, and neck. He pushed the button for my floor.
As I straddled his waist he pulled my dress up over my hips and placed his hands on my naked ass to hold me in place. I loved it. I felt sexy, wild.
The elevator stopped at my floor. Before he put me down he pulled my panties down to my thighs.
When my feet hit the floor I said, "What, you think you can just take my panties off me anywhere you want?"
Instead of answering me he kissed me and pushed them to the floor. As the elevator door was closing, someone yelled, "hold that door."
We did. We saw them and realized the woman he was with noticed the panties around my ankles just as the door closed. I stepped out of them.
"Are you going to pick those up, or should I?" I asked.
"Leave them," he said. "Maybe your fiancé will find them."
"Pig," I said. "He wouldn't know their mine. He's never seen them."
"Well, maybe he'll be jealous someone got lucky tonight." He laughed.
I turned and walked towards my room. As I did I unzipped my dress.
"Oh? You think someone's going to get lucky tonight, do you?" I said as the dress started to slip off my shoulders.
I reached for the hem of my dress and pulled it up over my head. I dropped the dress on the floor. Now naked except for my heels I continued to head for my door. Only 5 more to go. I wiggled my ass as I walked to my door. He picked up my dress.
I reached my room, opened the door, ducked in and then closed it. He knocked
"Who is it?" I asked in a mock tone.
"Security ma'am. We found this dress on the floor down the hall and we were wondering if it belonged to you."
"Hmmm, what color did you say it was?" I asked playfully.
"I didn't ma'am. Did you lose a dress?" My playmate said imitating a bad movie cop.
"I may have," I replied. "I often lose dresses. So many men, you know."
"Well ma'am, you'll have to let me in so I can see if it fits," he went on.
"I can't let you in, I'm naked," I said.
"I'm specially trained to handle naked women," he answered.
That made me laugh. I opened the door. Before I could get, 'Well in that case,' out of my mouth he'd scooped me up in his arms and was passionately kissing me.
He pushed me back on the bed and pinning my arms down by the wrists and kissed me. I gave in. I felt both powerful and overwhelmed. He kissed my neck, moving up to my ears he whispered.
"What will your fiancé say if you walked naked down the hallway with him?" he asked.
"Maybe I'll try it and see," I replied.
"You liked it, didn't you," he pushed.
"I loved it," I said.
He slid down my body and took a nipple in his mouth. It was hard and dying for his touch. His hand went to my other nipple. I moaned loudly.
He continued to kiss his way down my body. He lightly breathed hot air on the skin stretch between my thighs and my hip. Then he'd go back and kiss his way down
He was slowly moving to my pussy. I just wanted to grab his head and shove it between my legs. I put my hand to his head.
"What do you want?" he teased.
"You know what I want," I said.
"Tell me," he said. "Tell me,".
"Please," I said.
"No," he said, kissing anywhere but my pussy. "Tell me. You took me to your room. Tell me what you want."
I broke. I never talked this way with my fiancé. "Eat me. Eat my pussy. Please," I sighed.
His tongue found my clit. I sighed, grabbing his head pushed it between my legs. My fiancé had eaten my pussy, the same way, but that was usually just to get to the sex. This situation, being eaten just to make cum made it so much better. I came. I rarely cum from being eaten.
"Oh my god, don't stop," I moaned.
Finally he stopped. "Time to fuck you," he said.
The way he said it, matter of factly, like it was a forgone conclusion made it even hotter.
He pulled me to my feet and kissed me. He turned me away from him and put my hands against the window. We were thirty stories up and no one could see us, but I still felt completely exposed. I couldn't believe how much I liked the feeling.
I felt him rustling behind me. Since he was still fully dressed I imagined he was pulling out his cock. He came up behind me and pulled my hips toward him. With my ass upturned his cock readily entered my pussy. His cock was about the same size as Mark's but up against the window, looking at the world, it felt amazing. I came after a few strokes.
"Oh my God, that feels amazing. Please don't stop."
"Please don't stop what?" he asked
"Please don't stop fucking me," I pleaded. I never used that kind of language, and certainly not during sex. But here I was using obscenities and begging to be fucked.
"You like being fucked open to the world? Completely exposed. Acting like a little slut. Have you ever acted this way with your fiancé? Now will you?"
"If he wants me to act like a slut with him, I will," I replied.
"What would you ask him to do?" he asked
"Fuck me, Fuck me hard," I said. I came again.
He pulled me from the window and pushed me to my knees in front of him.



"You know what to do," he said.
Silently I undid his zipper.
"What are you going to do?" he wanted me to say it.
"I'm going to suck your cock."
I wrapped my lips around it. I had given my fiancé blowjobs before but they were kind of just a preliminary to sex also. They were a means to get somewhere. This time all I concentrated on was the blowjob not what might be coming next. I thought maybe he would cum in my mouth. My fiancé never came in my mouth. Given the way I was being treated I almost hoped he would cum in my mouth.
Before I met my fiancé I had let guys cum in my mouth and liked it. My fiancé never tried and I wasn't sure what he would think of me if I asked him to.
While giving him a blowjob he removed his shirt and stepped out of his shoes. I helped him out of his socks. He grabbed my hair and pulled me to the bed. He lost his pants and boxers on the way.
He pushed me face down and stuffed two pillows under my hips. I'd never tried this position. My ass was tipped up in the air at just a perfect angle for him to enter my ass or pussy. My fiancé never fucked my ass. Right now it was open to be fucked.
"Are you going to fuck my ass?" I asked. I was almost pleading, certainly not rejecting.
"Do you want your ass fucked?" he responded.
Luckily he didn't wait for an answer. I really didn't have an answer.
He straddled my legs holding them closed. He aimed his cock at my pussy lips and slipped right in. With my legs together, bent in that position, I could feel my thighs pushed against his cock as he fucked me. The position was stimulating my clit with my thighs and his cock. I had a tremendous orgasm. In this position he pounded me to orgasm. I grunted after each thrust. It felt amazing. I forgot how many times I came.
"You like being fucked from behind? Like feeling my cock?" He said.
"God yes, fuck me anyway you want, just don't stop, fuck my pussy fuck my cunt!" I'd never used that language with my fiancé. "Cum in me, fill me up, make my pussy, my body, yours."
I felt his cock stiffen. Jet after hot jet of cum hit my pussy walls and filled me up. I came again. A massive orgasm that wracked my whole body. I lay over the pillows like a limp doll.
"Oh my god," I whimpered as I fell asleep.
I woke up early. He was still in my bed. My movement must have woken him. He opened his eyes.
"That was amazing," I said.
"I'm glad," he replied with a smirk.
"I'm engaged'" I smiled.
"I know," he responded.
"Where did you learn to fuck like that?" I asked.
"I always knew. I just didn't know if it was appropriate with the woman I was going to marry."
"Oh Mark," I said kissing him. "You can fuck me anyway you want. That was amazing. I will be your wife and your slut. I am yours to fuck."
I kissed my fiancé. Any wedding worries I had, were gone.
*****
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It was my last meeting of the day. I was really done with the day. It had been busy and I just wanted to head home to my kids. My boyfriend was making us dinner.
The meeting was with a new client. At least the project sounded interesting. Some kind of contract negotiations between an electronics company, the Israeli, and US governments.
The client arrived on time and was shown into my waiting room. I finished up some paperwork and went to greet him. I have admit, when I first saw him I paused unprofessionally. He was hot. My type of hot.
He was 6'3" lean and strong. He looked middle eastern and about 40. He had a dark five o'clock shadow. Dark swarthy skin from generations of living in the desert. He was obviously Israeli. He still looked hard like a soldier. I felt myself start to sweat a little.
I quickly composed myself. His name was David and we sat and talked about the contract. I actually already knew most of what we talked about. I just had to confirm the information I had. It was a routine meeting. Routine except for the fact my mind kept wandering. A few times when I was lost in mild fantasy he'd ask me if everything was ok. Everything was fine, better than fine.
As the meeting came to a close he asked me if I had dinner plans. I almost said no. Even though my children Melissa and Adam were home and probably had dinner ready. I quickly came to my senses and insisted I had to go home to my family. I hoped I sounded convincing.
David said he understood and asked me to meet for lunch in a few days. I rationalized we'd have business to discuss and agreed.
I headed home on the drive I kept thinking about David. He was about 6'3" wide shoulders and a flat stomach. He was dressed in a crisp suit, white shirt, and tie. Nothing wrong with a fantasy or two, we all do it.
It's not like my boyfriend didn't have it going on. 6'2, 220, and handsome. I guess we just all like to think of a stranger once in awhile.
I arrived home and was actually relieved to see my family. My boyfriend Casey was also there. This was what my life was and was supposed to be. I tried to push every thought of David out of my mind and for the most part succeeded. Dinner was great, normal, and enjoyable.
Casey and I sat down in the den to watch tv we both got online to answer emails. I had one from David. I felt guilty just seeing it in my in box. No reason to. Everything was strictly business so far, but I felt guilty.
It was a simple pleasure to meet you and confirmation of what we discussed. Except the last line. "Looking forward to seeing you and working with you on this project." With that line I felt a tingle in my stomach. A little guilt. A little excitement.
That night I practically attacked Casey. He didn't complain. We had a very rich sex life. Part of that sex life included various sexual fantasies we introduced into our bedroom play. This time Casey brought it up.
"God you are so sexy," he said.
"To you," I replied.
"Any guy would love to fuck you," he continued.
David immediately came to mind. I moaned.
"I've seen guys looking at you," he went on. "Think how it would feel to feel another cock in you. I bet you'd look sexy. I'd love to be able to see how sexy you look with a cock in you."
This was a fantasy we played before, but today I had a guy in mind.
"God yes," I moaned. "You can watch me. Another cock ramming in and out of my pussy. You could watch it slide between my lips."
"Mmmmm, watch you cum all over his cock." Casey said.
That was it. With pictures of fucking David in my mind I came with a loud," God yes, fuck me."
Casey's orgasm immediately followed mine. We snuggled for a while. As we did he whispered in my ear. "You'd look hot being fucked."
I sighed snuggled into him and fell asleep.
I arrived in the office the next morning. My partner was there with David. As soon as I saw him I started reviewing what I'd worn to the office and how I looked.
I'm not a raving beauty, but at 42 I hold my own. I was wearing a dress that contoured my 140 lb body with a jacket to give it a professional look. Without the jacket I'd worn the dress for a fancy night out. It wasn't too short but showed enough leg to be interesting. At 5'10 that was more leg than most people showed. I didn't have a lots curves, but with my, past the shoulder, blonde hair, I showed off well.
Assured that I looked ok, I turned to the business at hand. It seems some issues came up from the Israeli end over night that needed to be worked out. I had stuff to do but nothing pressing. I agreed to work on the issue now.
David and I entered the conference room. I took a seat and David sat right next to me. He wanted to review the copy of the contract I had so we were only making changes in one place. Sitting next to me I could smell him. He smelled like I'd imagine a clear desert wind would smell. With his big shoulders it wasn't uncommon for our bodies or legs to touch. I could feel the heat from his body.
Sometimes we would reach to point to the same passage and our hands would touch. Each time I felt a jolt through my body. I actually blushed. I know he noticed me blushing. I think he purposely started touching me just to see me blush. I didn't stop him. In fact I'd play with my hair, brush it back over my ear, and smile at him.
At one point he placed his hand over mine and suggested we take a break. I didn't pull away and agreed. We headed to Starbucks and chatted. I admit there was some flirting going on. More from his side, but I didn't stop it.
"It's a pleasure to work with you Maggie," he said. "Most of the lawyers I meet are nowhere near as attractive as you."
"Oh, so you only want me for my body?" I teased.
"Well, it doesn't hurt," he replied.
"I have a boyfriend you know," I said.
"Oh, will he mind my flirting with his beautiful girl?" he asked.
I thought about it. I should have answered differently. I said, "Probably not."
Looking back, even though I shouldn't have said it, I'm glad I did.
"Well then," he. Smiled. "Allow me to kick it up a notch."
"Oh now I'm just another notch?" I teased.
"Would you like to be?" He replied.
"How many notches are there?" I countered.
We went on like this for an hour, laughing and teasing, and I admit, building sexual tension. I think he or I was touching the other somewhere the whole time. Once, his hand touched the bare skin of my thigh. I wanted to pull my dress up and give him more access. When I finally realized how much time had passed I insisted we get back to the office.
We progressed from coffee to dinner. I didn't lie to Casey. I told him I was going out with a client. Casey asked lots of questions.
The ones he asked the most were about David. Was he attractive? What did he look like? What was he like?
After that Casey started to incorporate David into our fantasy life. In bed he would say things like. Can you imagine fucking David? Fucking a client? What do you think his cock tastes like? I bet you'd look hot with his cock in your mouth. The talk of David almost always made me cum.
I was on a feedback loop. David would flirt with me, I'd go home and Casey would keep David on my mind. Casey would stay at my place twice a week. Other nights we talked on the phone. Casey would always ask about David. I'd see David the next day and think about what Casey said.
I'd have dinner with David twice a week. After about 4 dinners he walked me to my car. As he got there I turned to thank him. He took me in his arms and kissed me. I admit, I kissed back. His hands slid to my ass. I let them roam for a minute and then broke the kiss.
"I have to get home," I said.
As I drove home I replayed the moment in my head. We'd been leading up to this. It was my fault more than his. I'm the one who should have stopped him. What do I tell Casey? Should I tell Casey?
When I got home Casey was there. The kids were upstairs. I kissed Casey hello. He asked me how dinner was. I started crying. I told Casey everything. Not just the kiss. The flirting, what including him in our bedroom play did, the guilt I felt, but also the excitement.
Casey comforted me.
"It's ok Maggie, I'm not mad. Tell me more."
He asked me a lot of questions. How David looked? How did I feel in his arms? What did I picture when I fantasized about him? Was he, Casey, part of any of the fantasies?
I answered all truthfully, even the last one. I did fantasize about Casey watching me as David fucked me. Casey wasn't mad, he wanted more details. I gave them. Eventually Casey made me feel ok with what was happening. That night again , as we had sex, Casey incorporated David.
"I bet he wanted to slide his hand under that dress and feel your sexy ass," he started.
I moaned.
"Imagine him turning you around and pulling up your dress so your exposed ass was pressed up against him," Casey continued.
"His hands sliding around your waist and down to your pussy. Can you imagine him playing with your pussy. You sandwiched between him and your car so no one could see?"
I could imagine it. I came.
One day David expressed interest in meeting my family, We'd been working together enough that my kids had heard his name. I figured I'd invite him for dinner. I invited Casey too. Casey suggested that he might make David uncomfortable and bowed out. I invited David.
I have to admit, the night David was coming over I was nervous. I left work early to prepare dinner and get myself ready. David had only seen me in work clothes. What should I wear at home? Something casual that showed off my figure? What did I have that the kids wouldn't raise their eyebrows about?
Melissa and Adam were old enough to behave properly. There was nothing to worry about there. Melissa was 19 and a slightly smaller version of me. Well she was about 2" shorter and had a curvier ass, but it was obvious she was my daughter. Adm was handsome and about 6'1. He had a great smile and that nice body 18 year olds have. I suggested that this was a work contact and they might want to dress up a bit.
I had dinner prepped and cooking and headed upstairs to shower and dress. I got out of the shower and looked at my clothes. The first thing I chose were bra and panties. There was a zero percent chance David would see them, yet I want for my sexy stuff. I put in a matching lace thong and push-up bra. I laughed at myself and told myself that pretty underwear made me feel confident. I then looked at what I had. I chose a black pencil skirt that had a slit up the side. The skirt came about 2" above the knee and the slit another 4". I added a button down shirt, tucked in. I unbuttoned it to just above the bra line.
I checked myself in the mirror. I looked good. The outfit showed off what curves I had without showing too much.
I headed downstairs to finish dinner. The kids were both there. Adam was wearing a button down shirt and jeans. Perfectly appropriate. Melissa was in a short little casual dress. Again perfectly appropriate, but it showed off her cute figure and long legs a bit more than I wanted. I'd seen this dress before and never cared. Tonight I realized, as proud as I was about how beautiful my daughter was, I did not want David's attention on her.
David arrived about ten minutes later. He looked great and smelled as good. I could tell by the look on Melissa's face that she thought so too. David was friendly and charming as usual. He paid a bit too much attention to Melissa for my tastes but not to the extent anyone not paying attention would think was unusual.
I noticed as Melissa talked to him she was playing with her hair just like I did when I was flirting. The few times he complimented her she blushed. Like, well, like the schoolgirl she was.
Dinner was wonderful. The conversation was thoughtful and flirty. He directed it not just at me, but Melissa too. At one point he said to Adam, "You are very lucky to live with two such beautiful women."
"They're not bad," Adam replied.
"Come on," said David. "I bet your friends are always telling you what a hot mom and sister you have."
"Some," said Adam.
"Just some?" David asked.
Adam laughed. "Ok, ok, they always tell me how hot they are."
"And what do you say?' Asked David
"The truth. They are hot."
David pushed one step further, "Do your friends ever think about fucking them?"
Oh my god, did he just ask that? I should've said something. I didn't. Neither did Melissa. I guess we both wanted to know the answer.
"Yeah, all the time," Adam answered.
"Can't blame them," said David.
"Nope, ya can't," said Adam.
They went on talking about Melissa and I for a few minutes. Kind of like we weren't there. It was making me uncomfortable and horny being talked about like an object.
Melissa, on the other hand, jumped in. "Oh? Your friends think I'm cute? What do they say? She even asked David what he liked about her. She was obviously flirting hard.
Everything went well. After, I offered to walk David out to his car. When we got to his car he swept me up in his arms and kissed me. I liked being scooped up. Casey was tall and so was David. I liked the feeling of strong arms that could handle a girl my size. The kiss was passionate. Funny thing, I thought about what Casey what think if he saw me. That just made me feel more excited. We stood that way, arms around each other, kissing for what seemed like a very long time. I doubt it was a minute.
I pushed David away. Smiling at him I said, "You better go or one of us will be in trouble."
"One of us?" He responded?
I pushed him into his car, kissed him on the cheek, and said, "Good night."
I turned and headed for the house just in time to see Melissa moving away from the window and letting the curtain fall into place. She'd seen me kissing David. What would she think? I had no idea what to say so I did not bring it up, neither did she.
Casey could not wait for details. He called me around 9:30. I was already in bed reliving the evening in my mind. I told Casey all about the evening. He was very interested in David flirting with Melissa and asked a lot of questions, especially about how it made me feel.
Jealous and proud was my honest answer. She was my daughter and I was proud she was attractive and articulate. Jealous that she took attention from me.
Last I told Casey about the kiss. I apologized.
"I'm so sorry," I said. It just happened.
"It's ok," he replied. "Tell me about it."
I started to tell him about how it happened. He wanted to know what I was feeling. I told him how I felt in David's arms. I told him that I thought of him watching me kiss David.
As I told him my fingers slid down to my pussy. This was turning me on. I described the feeling of David's chest against mine. How much I thought he would enjoy watching David and I kiss. Then I told him Melissa saw me. He gave a sharp intake of breath. Something clicked in my head.
"Are you jerking off?" I asked. I wasn't mad, just curious.
"Yes," he admitted.
"Me too," I replied.
We'd had phone sex before. That admission moved the conversation to a different level. Casey took over. Describing a scene where David took me on the hood of his car. Bent me over and entered me from behind. How he had unzipped my skirt and with one movement, pushed it and my panties down to mid thigh. I pictured the cool night air against my ass and thighs. The skirt and panties around my thighs holding my legs so I couldn't spread them further. His cock finding my wet pussy and sliding in.
Then he described him driving up. Realizing what was going on, stopping and watching from a distance. I felt my orgasm start to build. He finished with Melissa watching me from the window.
"Oh fuck yes," I moaned as I came with the thought of being watched by the both of them flashing through my brain.
"You're a fucking pervert," I said jokingly as I caught my breath.
"Me." he teased back. "Who just had her fingers jammed in her pussy?"
"True," I laughed. "I need sleep now. I love you," I said as I hung up the phone.
I laid my head back and again replayed the kiss
My fingers again found my pussy. This time I was bent over the car facing the window. I could see Casey and Melissa looking right at me. Our eyes met. I came, and fell to sleep.
Friday Casey and I had a lunch date. Casey suggested I invite David. I asked David, he seemed excited by the idea.
We met at the restaurant and David and Casey shook hands. They were practically the same size. David's body was harder and skin much darker, but having two handsome men at my disposal was fun.
Lunch started with normal conversation. It was nice. Slowly the conversation turned to me.
"It's great working with such a smart and attractive lawyer," David said to Casey.
"She's the best," Casey replied.
"The best at what?" David asked.
There was innuendo in his voice. Casey heard the double entendre. He could have left it professional, but didn't.
"She's the best at everything," he replIed with the same innuendo.
"I'd love to find out," David said resting his hand on my thigh.
Casey replied, "Never know." Not even mentioning David's hand on my thigh.
The conversation stayed flirty and fun and. I was feeling the heat of these two men talking about me. Not to mention David's hand lightly stroking the bare skin of my thigh. As lunch ended Casey suggested we all have dinner at my house that weekend. We all agreed.
Casey spent Friday night at my place. When the kids weren't around we fuvked like rabbits. Over the kitchen table, on the couch, on the stairs. Each time the conversation would turn to David.
Do you think he'd fuck you on the stairs? Can you imagine his cock sliding into your cunt? I bet you'd be really wet for him. Can you imagine him bending you over this table, exposing your ass and pussy, and fucking you from behind while I watch.
The thought of David fucking me over the table made me cum. What Casey didn't know is a few times it was both he and Melissa I pictured watching. I even pictured Adam and Melissa walking in just as I was about to cum all over David's cock.
Saturday morning I was downstairs in my robe. I saw Melissa as she was heading out the door.
"Oh," I said. "I forgot to mention, David's coming for dinner tonight."
"I know," she replied and turned to leave.
"Wait, you know?" I stammered. "How..what?"
"Oh, he and I texted a few times after dinner the other night," she said.
I started to reply. Before I could, she bounced out the door with a "Bye."
I went back to my room to tell Casey that Melissa was texting David. Casey grabbed me and pulled me to the bed. He got all excited and pulled me on top of him. I guided his cock into my wet pussy.
"Oh," said Casey. "You think he wants to fuck Melissa too?"
"He's not thinking of fucking anyone," I replied, even though as I said it a picture of David, naked, fucking Melissa flashed through my mind.
I felt a wave of heat flush through my body. Casey felt my reaction.
"Oh? You can imagine it. Can't you?" he said. "What a naughty girl you are, picturing your daughter, on her back, fucking a man you work with."
As he said it he pulled my chest towards him, arched his hips, and started fucking me harder. He must have realized this line of fantasy was ok with me. Probably from the fact that I moaned and started grinding on his cock.



"I bet he's thought of fucking you and Melissa," Casey continued. "I saw his hand on your thigh. You liked it. I bet he'd fuck you in front of Melissa if he could. I would"
What? Had Casey said he'd fuck me in front of my daughter? Why did the sound of that send blood rushing straight to my pussy.
Then I asked something I'd never thought about. "Would you fuck Melissa?" I asked.
He hesitated. I knew what the answer was. I started teasing him. I sat up taking his cock all the way in me. I slowly rolled my hips around it.
"So, you've thought about fucking my daughter? Naughty boy. You like the idea of David fucking her? Fucking both of us? Maybe I'll let him fuck me and you can watch. You could watch him fuck both of us.
That was it for Casey. Jet after jet of hot cum filled my pussy. I moaned and came as he filled me up.
The rest of the day went pretty normal. I cleaned house and got ready for dinner. Casey was off running errands. Adam was around. I thought about what Adam had said about us being attractive. It made me feel attractive and want to be attractive to him. Getting dressed I pulled out a pair of tight running shorts. They exposed the curve of my ass as I moved. I threw on a contoured t shirt no bra and set about my work. Adam definitely checked me out when he saw me. It made me feel naughty and sexy.
The day passed and it was time to get ready for dinner. Melissa came home and headed to her room. I went to my room to get dressed. What to wear? Something that shows me off, that I could wear in front of my kids.
I pulled out a beige sheath dress. It clung to my every curve and showed a lot of leg. Not too much cleavage. I pulled on a thong under it. Panty lines. I decided to go without. A push up bra and I was done. I headed to the kitchen.
Melissa was already there. When I saw her I was surprised. She was wearing a very short skirt. I didn't know she owned one that short. With it she wore a top that showed off her belly and over the knee socks. She looked a little on the slutty side.
"I'm not sure that's appropriate," I said.
"Really?" she replied. "I saw you kissing David. I don't think he'll mind this outfit."
Having kissing David thrown in my face left me speechless. I wasn't sure what to say or do. I just went back to cooking.
Adam came downstairs.
"Whoa sis, whose heart are you trying to break. If I weren't your brother, I'd...," he said.
"Thank you Adam. Mom seems to think I look slutty," she said.
"Well, I think you look great," he responded.
They went on talking.
Casey showed up a few minutes later. He never knocked so he just walked in. The first thing he saw was Melissa.
"Wow," he said. "Looking hot. Nice."
Then to me, "I like the dress." He kissed me and patted my ass. "Mmmm, no panties," he said.
I realized it was loud enough for Adam and Melissa to hear. They both looked at me. I blushed.
"Well, said Casey. "All this eye candy for David. No one ever dresses up for us, do they Adam?"
Adam shook his head, "No, but I like it."
"Me too," said Casey.
Just then the doorbell rang. Melissa ran to open it. It was David. He looked great, nice jeans and a button down shirt. Then Melissa shocked me. She gave him a light kiss on the lips.
She could see the look of confusion on our faces. She laughed.
"Sorry," she said. "I couldn't resist. David and I got to know each other online after we met and have seen each other twice since then." She proclaimed.
Again I had no idea what to say. He was twice her age. I should go nuts but he was my client and I was afraid if I said anything they'd know I had feelings for him and I'd sound jealous. I kept my mouth shut.
David shook hands with Adam and with Casey. To Casey he said, "Good at everything?" he joked.
Casey replied, "Good looker, good cooker," and laughed.
"Good kisser?" David responded.
Good kisser? He'd just kissed my daughter. He'd kissed me before and Casey and Melissa knew it. What was he doing? Now was he implying he wanted to kiss me now? I didn't respond. I wasn't sure how. I'd kissed him before but now that he'd kissed Melissa did he expect to kiss me? What would Melissa say.
All this was going through my head when he took me in one strong arm, said, Hi," and kissed me. Not just a peck. No tongue or anything, but it was a kiss. In front of Casey, Melissa, and Adam. I kissed back.
"Yup, good kisser," he said.
I was shocked. Again I didn't know what to say. Adam was just looking at me with his mouth open. Casey had a smile on his face. I'm not sure what was going on with Melissa but she looked amused.
"Dinner's ready," I stammered.
I was too shocked to talk during dinner. Casey, Dave, and Melissa talked. They'd ask me a question, or talk about me but other than that I didn't participate. Adam seemed to be paying attention but only chimed in when spoken too. Dave actually drove the conversation.
"Well Casey, I can tell you that they are both good kissers," he said.
"Hey," said Melissa. "But who's better?"
"Well," said David. "I've really only kissed her twice and we've done so much more, so it's hard to compare."
So much more? Was he fucking Melissa? How'd that happen? I felt a pang of jealousy. I also realized I wondered how he looked fucking her. I wondered what she looked like being fucked.
Melissa looked at Casey.
"Don't look at me. You're on your own," he said. I've only kissed your mom and I'm pretty sure Adam hasn't kissed either of you."
Adam? What was Adam thinking?
David looked at Melissa. "Kiss Casey so he can compare."
What? He's telling her to kiss my boyfriend? Why would she do that? I thought of the times Casey and I included her in our bedroom talk. Was this some kind of punishment?
Melissa got up and walked over to Casey. I must have had a shocked expression on my face.
"Oh come on mom. Enjoy it," she said. It's not like you two never talked about it."
Oh my god. She'd heard us. How much had she heard. Her room and ours shared a wall. Our headboards were on opposite sides of the wall. Could she hear everything?
Melissa raised her lips to Casey. She put her arms around his neck and kissed him. The kiss lasted a good 30 seconds. I was sure an hour had passed. When she was done she turned to me and said "Mmmmm, not bad mom."
I was speechless. Watching her kiss him was a shock. Even more of a shock is how horny and competitive I was feeling. I wanted to prove I was the better kisser.
I walked over to Casey and kissed him. A very passionate kiss. I could feel his cock getting hard as I pressed against him. That made me happy. Then I walked over to David. I put my arms around his neck. He pulled me in. As we kissed his hands slid down to my ass. He pulled me into him. I could feel his hard cock against me as well.
When we finished our kiss I started to pull away. David held me to his side and kept exploring my ass. There was no hiding it. My kids were watching this handsome man grope my ass in front of my boyfriend. What were they thinking?
"Well, they're both very good," said David. He looked at Adam. "You want to try?" He asked.
"That's my mom and sister," he replied.
What was this? Kissing my kid like that? Why wasn't I protesting. I realized that as much as I was repulsed by the thought I wondered if Melissa would do it. I think I actually wanted her to.
"What," teased Melissa. "You don't think your baby sister is cute enough to kiss?" She said as she walked to him.
I realized that David was driving this and Melissa was letting him. Had they discussed this? Was this a fantasy of his? Or her's. how far did that fantasy go. I know some of this was Casey's and my fantasy. Did she hear us and get turned on by us?
Melissa put her lips to Adam's. Adam wasn't saying no. I felt David's hand slide under the hem of my dress.
"Mmmmm..no panties," he said out loud.
Casey looked and saw David's hand under my dress. Melissa broke her kiss, looked at me, and smiled.
"Your turn," she said.
My turn? I was supposed to kiss my son? Adam just looked at me. He had a look of anticipation on his face and I started to feel a wetness in my pussy.
"Come on mom," Melissa took my hand and pulled me to him. "Kiss him, I did."
I was right in front of him. Inches from his face. He put his arms around me. I sighed, leaned in, and kissed him. It felt so good. I realized that one of the faceless young men I fantasized about was Adam. I let myself go to the kiss. I felt that tingling in my pussy. Out of the corner of my eye I saw David pull Melissa in front of him. She stood with her back towards him. His hands slid down under hem of her skirt.
"Why are you wearing panties and your mom isn't?" he asked.
"You can fix that," she replied.
David's hands reappeared from under her skirt pushing her thong down to the floor she stepped out of it. "Better?" she asked.
"Better," he said. Then he told me to come to him. I let go of Adam and did what he said. I realized that I wanted this. I had fantasized about Casey, Adam, and Melissa watching David and me, now I was letting it happen.
David reached out and pulled me into his strong arms. He kissed me again. This time he pulled the hem of my dress up so that Adam, Melissa, and Casey could see my naked ass. I could feel all eyes on me. I sighed.
The hem of my dress rose as he went to pull it over my head. I raised my arms to help him. He pushed me to my knees. With my children and boyfriend watching I undid his belt and zipper and pulled out his cock. It was darker than Casey's about the same size with a thick head.
I took it in my mouth. As I did David undid my bra. I was now naked in the room and everyone else was dressed. Well, Melissa wasn't wearing panties. I was cuckolding my boyfriend with this handsome man while he and my children watched. The whole scene had my pussy dripping.
David reach out a hand to Melissa. She came and knelt beside me. She grabbed his cock and rubbed it all over my face. A bit of precum smeared on my cheek. Then she took his cock in her mouth. After a few moments she let it go and fed it back to me. I eagerly sucked on it. I wanted to prove I could suck cock better than Melissa.
David finally stopped me. He got behind me and got down on his knees. He pushed my head and shoulders to the carpet. Melissa was right beside him. I felt his cock lining up with my pussy. I spread my legs a bit wider so he could easily enter me. I felt the cock head rubbing up and down my slit. I then realized that David had both his hands on my ass. It must have been Melissa rubbing his cock on me. She'd slide the tip from my clit to my virgin ass and smear my juices all over. I was wet and she was using his cock to make me wetter.
I moaned. I looked at Casey and Adam. Casey was just watching, a look of excitement on his face. Adam was unconsciously rubbing the front of his pants.
I felt Melissa place the head against the opening of my pussy. I was hot, I wanted a cock inside me. I pushed back. Melissa teased me by pulling his cock back too. I moaned, I wanted it. "Please," I pleaded.
I felt David thrust forward. I was so wet his cock sank all the way to the bottom with one thrust. "Oooooooo," I moaned. I thought about Casey, Melissa, and Adam watching me. "Oh my god," I said as David started fucking me.
David spoke as he thrust his cock into me. "You like it don't you. Melissa heard you and Casey at night. Fantasizing about me fucking you. Thinking about being fucked as your children watched. As your boyfriend watched. What kind of a slut wants to be watched by her children as she cuckolds her boyfriend?"
'Me," I whispered.
"Me what?" he pressed.
"Me, I wanted them to see you fuck me. I'm the slut."
It felt so good saying that. I felt it from my head to my pussy.
"Give me that pussy," he said.
He started to pull my ass into him harder and faster. I felt my orgasm rising.
"So my little slut, are you going to cum in front of them? In front of your kids and boyfriend?"
"Yes," I hissed.
"Cum for me. Cum all over my cock. Show them how a good slut cums."
And I did. I came with a loud moan. My body shuddered and I slumped forward. It felt amazing. David turned me over and laid me on my back. He pulled my legs up to his shoulders and positioned his cock at the entrance of my pussy. I was open and waiting for his cock.
Then Melissa said, "Hey it's my turn"
David laughed. "Casey you're going to have to fuck this slut. I have to fuck her daughter."
With that Melissa pushed David to the floor and straddled his cock. Her skirt hid the view but it was obvious she was fuvking him.
I felt my legs being lifted and looked to see Casey, dressed but with his cock out, position between my legs. With one thrust he entered my wet pussy. I moaned as his cock entered me.
I heard Melissa moan. I moaned in response.
"God yes," I said.
Melissa got vocal. "Yes, fuck me. What do you think mom, like watching me get fucked? Oh god, feels so good. Fuck me, yes, fuck me."
I felt in competition.
"Fuck me, oh god Casey, I love your cock. Fuck my pussy. God yes."
All of a sudden I remembered Adam. I looked and saw that Adam had pulled out his cock and had started jacking off. The sight of that set off another orgasm.
"Oh god, yes!" I cried as the orgasm washed over me.
Melissa also noticed Adam. "Come here big brother," she said holding out her hand.
He walked over to her and she grabbed his cock.
"Mmmmm, you really are my big brother," she said.
She started jacking his cock. The sight of that set me off again. I came all over Casey's cock with a loud moan.
Melissa started humping David. "Fuck yes, I'm coming, fuck me. Fuck yes," she screamed as she came.
As she came so did Adam. He came with spurt after spurt all over her hand and fingers. She brought her fingers to her lips to lick them clean. As she did I felt Casey cum. His body tensed up and hot jets of cum filled my pussy. I came again.
Then Melissa said, "Mmmm, look how fast my big brother got hard again." She was still riding David's cock.
I looked. Sure enough Adan was hard again.
David looked at me and said, "looks like you have another cock to fuck."
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I was standing outside the house. I'd never been there before. There was nothing special about it. Just a house, but it changed everything.
I was here because Gary's co worker, Tom, was getting married. Tonight was the bachelor party. Well, I guess one of the bachelor parties. This was all co workers. Gary worked as road crew construction for the state. These guys all worked with him. Most of the guys were not invited to the wedding but they wanted to party. Gary was Tom's closest friend at work, not super close, I'd never met him, but close enough that Gary and I were invited to the wedding. In fact the only one invited.
Since Gary was closest to Tom, the guys insisted Gary arrange the bachelor party. Gary had only been to one before and wasn't even sure where to start.
"What do I know about bachelor parties," he said to me.
Gary didn't have one, I told him I wouldn't allow it. I'd heard what goes on at those parties and didn't want Gary to be a part of it. Instead we had a Jack 'n Jill party. It was a fun night.
So Gary was right. He had no idea what to do.
At first I was upset that Gary was going and on top of that, in charge. After all, I hadn't changed my mind about parties, but this was Gary's coworkers and they were insisting on having the party. Gary really couldn't refuse and lose the respect of his coworkers. So I offered to help. Truthfully, I didn't know what to do either, but with the help of the Internet, anything is possible.
I also thought it would be like a wedding shower, funny games, gag gifts, but I soon realized they were different. We started researching bachelor parties. I wasn't happy with what I'd found. Porn and strippers seemed to be a common thread. In many of the stories we read, the strippers would end up having sex with the groom and/or guys at the party. I certainly didn't want Gary having sex with any stripper.
I was not happy about that part. Gary assured me that those were just stories.
"No one has sex at bachelor parties," he said. "That's just in stories. Do you really think the groom would risk his marriage on one night of cheep sex?"
I wasn't convinced but we started planning the party. There would be 10 people there. The agenda wasn't hard, drinks, poker, porn, stripper. Pretty straight forward. The party was going to be held at one of the other coworker's house.
I arranged to have food delivered from a local Deli and Sandwich shop. We also arranged to have a ½ keg delivered. Gary brought hard liquor, tequila, whiskey, bourbon. Gary had checked. The guy had a kitchen and dining room table. They could sit 5 at each table for poker.
We also went online and bought some porn. Gary picked them out.
Last it came down to a stripper. I really was not happy with this. I'd never met any of his coworkers and didn't trust them. Although Gary insisted the stories weren't true I was not convinced.
"There are too many of these stories for them all to be fake," I said.
"Well, what do I do then?" he asked.
Truthfully we went back and forth on this a few nights in a row. Then out of the blue it hit me. It seemed like a great idea at the time.
"I'll do it," I said.
"You?" Gary said in disbelief.
I should probably interject here that Gary had always been proud of me and my looks. He liked me to wear short skirts and small bikinis. He'd often get excited when he noticed guys checking me out and would always point it out. For my part I didn't mind. I was 27, I still liked the attention from guys. At 5'2", 115, curvy, and 34C. I attracted my share of looks. I have dark eyes, dark thick hair down to shoulder blades.
Sometimes during sex we'd role play that some guy saw me naked in a dressing room, or I lost my top at the beach.
"Why not," I said. "I know how to dance, took that stripercize class, and none of the guys know me."
"But," he responded, "you wouldn't want all those guys to see you naked."
"They wouldn't," I replied. "You can't dance naked in bars in this state. Strippers have to wear a bottom and pasties. I could manage that. Besides, it might give you a thrill," I teased.
We went round and round on it. I knew I would not have sex with anyone. No one knew me. He could have a bit of fantasy. The guys would get their stripper. Everyone would be happy.
At first Gary was not convinced, but I think the idea of me stripping in front of people turned him on. We had great sex that night. The next day we discussed it again. I went through my reasoning again. Reluctantly he agreed.
So here I was, standing outside his coworkers house. I admit I was nervous, what seemed like a great idea in the safety of my own home was certainly felt different now.
I took inventory. I was wearing a trench coat and gloves. I tried to look like a business woman so I kept my make up light. My outfit consisted of a dark pencil skirt that ended a little above my knees and a white tucked in button down top buttoned up to the very top. I had a little black scarf around the collar like a tie. Under that I had a black push up bra, matching ruffled thong, dark stockings, and a black garter belt. I put my hair up, so I could shake it down, and high heels completed the outfit. Last I had pasties that covered my nipples and more. They were 3" in diameter and covered a lot.
My outfit was designed to let me strip through 6 songs. We had figured about 20-30 minutes. I had worked out my routine. I knew what came off at which point of each song. As I had worked on the routine I thought about the guys watching me strip. The idea had started to turn me on. I would dance as I fantasized about getting them all worked up. At night I would attack Gary envisioning him watching me as men lusted for me.
I had refused to let Gary see the outfit or routine. I wanted him to enjoy it as well. Since it was a mixed age group I wanted music that most people would recognize. So I had songs from the 80s through this year and things I thought everyone would know.
I rang the doorbell.
The door opened. It was some guy I didn't know. "Come on in," he said and then yelled, "Hey Gary, I think the stripper's here.
I looked through the door. There were 5 guys sitting at the dining table. I could see more in the kitchen through the passthrough. All the guys looked at me. There was a big screen tv with porn playing on it. Some rock soundtrack with two girls giving a guy with a big cock a blow job. Gary looked up saw me and came over to me.
"Gentlemen, this is Candy," he said.
I was nervous. I had butterflies in my stomach. I also felt another tingling. This was going to be harder than I thought. I looked around. I didn't know any of the guys, they ranged from their 20s to their 50s. All average looking. No one stood out. Some had small beer guts. No one was gross.
I entered the room. "Hi guys, I hear we're here to party?" I said. "Who's the poor boy?"
They pointed and some called out his name. I walked over to him.
I'm 5'2" and all these guys were bigger than me. I grabbed his shirt and pulled his face down to mine. Then I put my lips close enough to his so he could feel my breath. "Think we can make his last chance to party something he'll remember?" I asked. I kissed him on the cheek a little close to his mouth.
Some of the guys laughed, some clapped, I liked that I had their attention. I had been worried. I planned this all out, but what if they hated me? This early approval gave me some confidence.
I told one of the guys to get a chair. He grabbed one from the dining room. I pulled the groom by the shirt and pushed him down in the chair. I walked around and adjusted the lights. I wanted a soft glow. Then I put my phone and speakers down on the table and started my play list. The guys gathered round, some on the couch, some grabbed chairs, some standing.
I looked around the group as the first song started, Beyoncé's Dance for you. I strutted around the the circle once. "Good boys," I said. "One rule, no touching. You all good with that?"
They all said yes or nodded. I smiled. "Good," I said. "Let's have some fun.
I strutted around the group slowly pulling off one glove. I ran it across the groom's face and then dropped it on his lap. I continued strutting, removing the other glove. I picked another guy. I bent down and put my face close to his l again so he could feel my breath and lightly trailed his face, from chin to temple, with the glove. "Hold this," I said, kissed him on the forehead, and draped it over his head.
He grabbed the glove and waved it over his head. I laughed and continued. I undid the sash of my coat and started to unbutton it. When it was unbuttoned I stood still and cocking my hips said, "Is there a gentleman to help a lady off with her coat?"
3-4 guys stood up. One helped me. I took the coat from him and draped it over his head then I kissed him on his chin. As I did I noticed the TV behind him was still playing porn. Some guy was fucking a girl in a really weird position. He was sitting on the couch kind of leaning to the side. She was facing outward kind of squatting on his cock. I giggled a bit thinking how uncomfortable that would be, but I realized it was to give viewers the best view.
I danced a little and shook my hair down as the first song ended. Next song was Don't cha (wish your girlfriend was hot like me) by the pussycat dolls. Now that the coat was off I was wearing an outfit that showed off my figure. Now I could actually bring some sexuality to my moves. I strutted around the room. I'd stop, raise my hands above my head and undulate. I'd grind my hips. I'd shake my ass. I knew how to dance. I got a few whistles, applause and, yeahs.
I was loving the attention. I have to admit, the whole thing was kind of turning me on. My tie came off and I draped it over Gary's head. I'd shimmy and show off the tops of my stockings. I unbuttoned my shirt down to my bra line. I continued to dance. The song ended and I noticed I got less appreciation than the last song. I was dancing my heart out and was kind of disappointed. I noticed some guys looking at the TV. On the screen there was a girl licking another girls pussy.
Something about the scene was hot. I faltered for a moment. I'd kissed a girl before, but never anything like that. The sight turned me on.
I danced over to one of the guys watching the TV. I put my high heeled foot on his knee. That got his attention. My skirt slid up and my stockings and garters were showing. I was sure he could see up my skirt to my panties. Good. I wanted all eyes on me.
I had a plan, I was going to be in just my thong and pasties for my finale. I realized that as I danced without taking something off I was losing their attention. I saw a woman on the screen being fucked while sitting on a guys lap. I realized I could do lap dances. I pulled up my skirt so my stockings and garters showed and shook my ass in the face of one of the guys sitting and then shook it over his lap. I realized that at one point he was looking at the TV over my shoulder.
What the fuck? I'm hot, I thought. What's going on. I needed to turn up the heat. Way ahead of my schedule I unzipped my skirt and let it fall to the floor. That got their attention. Now I was in panties bra, shirt, stockings and garters. I started dancing again and attention started drifting. I started with my buttons. Slowly I undid my shirt and took it off. Again that got attention. I was loving the attention. It was making me horny. I could feel my pussy getting wet.
I threw the shirt at a guy watching the TV. He looked at me with interest. I started giving a guy a lap dance. A couple now paid attention but I still saw eyes wandering to the TV. I put one leg on a guys lap. I unsnapped my garter and said. "Take it off."
That got all eyes on me. The guy pulled the stocking down my leg. The feeling was electric. I could feel his fingers against my skin as the stocking came down. I loved the feeling. He held my foot as he removed my shoe and stocking. I then slipped my naked foot back in my heel and kissed him on the cheek. I danced over to someone else and did the same thing with the other leg. It felt so hot.
I draped the stocking over his head. I turned my back to another man and told him to undo the garter belt. I felt his fingers fumbling against my skin. It felt good. I draped the garter belt on Gary's lap. I was still on my second song.
My third song came on. Pour some sugar on me. I saw on the screen a woman giving a blow job. Got down on my knees and crawled to a guy. I pretended to put my head in his lap I noticed the bulge in his pants. The idea that he was hard because of me turned me on.
Dancing in my panties and bra I started giving guys lap dances. This time actually grinding in their laps. I could feel their hard cocks sliding against my ass and in the crack of my thong. Every time I'd give a guy a dance I'd kiss him on the cheek. The guys started getting a little handsy. I guess they thought that because I was grinding on them they must of thought it was ok. As I'd grind on their cocks they'd grab my hips or waist. I didn't stop them. The more I felt hard cocks the more I liked it. I liked the feeling of being lusted after.
Then I sat on one of the older guys laps. I felt this large lump. I ground myself against it. It felt huge. As I was grinding. I looked at the TV. A woman was being fuck from behind by a huge cock. It must have been 9". I coułd see her pussy stretched around his cock. I ground against the cock under me again. I wondered if it would stretch me.
I got up and danced away. I played with the side of my thong. Acting as if I was going to pull it down. I gave some other guys lap dances but I kept returning to the guy with the large cock.
I could still see attention on the TV. When I was not right on top of them their eyes would turn to the TV. I hated it.
Then one of the guys said, "Come on. Get to the good stuff." Another guy laughed. I was only 3 songs in. Another guy agreed, "Yeah show us those tits." Again a laugh. I was feeling like a failure. I was embarrassed.
Again I needed to step up my game. I danced over to the guy with the big cock and sat on his lap. I moved my hair out of the way, thinking I was offering for him to unhook my bra. instead he put his arms around me and kissed the back of my neck. The feeling of his lips on my skin went right through me to my pussy which I rubbed against the bulge in his pants. I felt myself getting wet through my skimpy thong and wondered if I was getting his pants wet
I turned my head to tell him to stop. But he grabbed it and pulled me in for a kiss. I should have pulled away but when I thought I was trying I really wasn't. I was melting into the kiss.
I finally broke the kiss. I went to stand up, but he grabbed me by the bra. Pulled me back into his lap and unhooked my bra. I should have said something, but the feeling of being manhandled was turning me on. He undid my bra and I held it up and danced away. Now I had their attention.
Holding my bra I went to another guy, and bent over to shake my tits, still covered by my bra in his face. I guess he saw the other guy kiss me because he grabbed my neck, pulled me in, and kissed me. I wasn't expecting it. I should not have let him, but I did, and I kissed back.
As I did I felt a hand on my ass. It felt good and I kind of raised it and pushed back a bit to encourage it. It started to slide towards my pussy. Part of me wanted to let it but the part that was more sensible stood up.
Omg, then I remembered Gary. I looked at him. He smiled at me. Thank god he wasn't mad, but, why wasn't he? If he loved me shouldn't he be jealous? I thought I'd push him a bit.
I danced my way around the circle sticking my ass or tits in the guys faces. Most of them copped a feel of my ass or dragged me in for a kiss. The hands on my ass were making me wet. I was afraid my panties would start to show. Especially since as I danced the thong would slide up into my slit.
Gary didn't move. I danced back over to big cock. As I did he pulled me in for a kiss again. As he kissed me he grabbed my bra and tossed it aside. I was only on my fourth song, sweet dreams are made of these. The guys whooped as they saw my bra get tossed aside.
I covered my tits with my hands and danced away from him. I danced for a minute covering my tits and then uncovered them. I heard a groan from the guys. I was wearing 3" pasties. They really couldn't see much.
I heard a lot of disappointment from the crowd.
"That sucks, show us your tits, this is lame."
I was actually embarrassed my nipples weren't showing. I could see on the tv a girl being fucked from behind by that giant cock while sucking another one. I was feeling inadequate. Like I'd let them and Gary down. I kind of just stopped mid song.
Big cock guy stood up and walked to me.
"This is stupid," he said.
Holding me by the ass and pulling me to him he reached up and peeled my pasties off. I meekly tried to cover my tits but I really didn't want to. Even as I tried I stuck my chest out to show off my tits. I knew I shouldn't but I wanted it. I thought of Gary. I couldn't even look at him. I heard the guys shouting encouragement and asking for more.
Big cock turned me around, facing away from him. His hands cupped my tits and held them up. I moaned. Taking that as encouragement he reached up and played with my nipples. The idea of having my nipples played with in front of all these guys made me moan again. I could feel big cock pressing against my ass through his pants. I wiggled my ass against him.
He whispered in my ear, "That's it baby, show them what you got. Let's get this party started."
I looked at the screen. One woman was on her back. There was a guy in her pussy, one in her mouth, and two stroking their ccks beside her. I wondered why Gary picked this movie.
As big cock whispered in my ear I moaned. He turned me to face him and placed my hand on his cock. I unconsciously started tracing the lines of it with my hand. He kissed me.
"Take it out," he said.
I heard him. I wanted to say no. I could stop this now and go home but my hands betrayed me. I wanted to see a cock this big. I was no virgin. I'd seen plenty of cocks, but none this size. My hands went to his belt buckle.
As I undid the buckle his hands grabbed my ass. They felt rough and strong. Big cock was about 5'10 and had big shoulders and a little beer belly. I was not attracted to him, but being watched,and being controlled was turning me on.
I reached into his pants and grabbed his cock. I could not close my fingers around it. I let my hand slide up and down the shaft. I thought back to the girl being stretched on the screen. I wondered how big cock would stretch me.
I unzipped his pants and his cock sprung free. It was at least 9" and as thick as a can of Red Bull. I'd never seen one like it. I was fascinated.
"Take a better look," he said as he pushed my hips downward.
I slowly, as if mesmerized, got down in my knees in front of him. His cock looked even bigger. I used both hands to stroke it. It felt soft and strong. Rock hard.
He put his hand on my head and urged me towards it. I could see a drop of precum on the tip. I had the urge to stick my tongue out and lick it off. Something in my mind was holding me back.
I could hear the guys start chanting. "Suck it, Suck it, Suck it, Suck it".
I wanted to make them happy. I wanted to taste this cock. I threw caution to the wind and took it in my mouth and licked the precum off the tip. Mmmm, I loved it. I could barely get the head of it in my mouth. I wanted to do more, I didn't want this cock to beat me, but it was too big. I slowly jerked it with my hands as I sucked and licked the head.



"That's it baby, ever have one this big before?" he asked.
I shook my head no.
"Do you have a boyfriend?" he asked.
My eyes darted to Gary. In my position big cock could not see my eyes. Gary was just staring with his mouth open. I knew he couldn't say anything or he'd give away that I was his girlfriend.
I nodded.
"Is my cock better than his?" he continued.
I didn't want to hurt Gary but I wanted to please big cock, and truthfully, it was better. I pulled my mouth off his cock.
"Yes," I said.
Big cock sat down and pulled my mouth with him.
"Suck it slut," he said.
I lowered my mouth back on his cock and started stroking it with both hands. I could hear the guys cheer me on. I was loving the attention. I wanted them all to see what a good job I could do.
Then big cock said, "someone get that thong off this slut."
I felt hands at my waist. As they pulled my thong down I raised my knees so they could take it off me. Now I was naked and on my knees. I felt hot, slutty, sexy.
I looked around. Some of the guys had pulled their cocks out and were stroking them. Big cock pulled his cock out of my mouth, I whispered as he did. I wanted that cock. He grabbed me by the waist and position my over his cock. I could feel the big head at the opening of my pussy. It was rubbing against my clit.
"Oh my god," I said. "That feels so good."
"He looked me in the eye and said, "You do it."
"Oh my god," I said. Then as I lowered myself on his cock, I moaned, then, thinking of Gary I moaned, "I'm so sorry."
I looked over at Gary. He had his cock out and was stroking it. I felt the big cock stretch my pussy. Watching Gary stroke. I came.
"Oh my god, yes," I moaned. I'd never felt anything like it. I never felt so full, in some ways it hurt, but it was a satisfying pain. I can't explain it. I just loved it. I loved this cock.
"What do you want," big cock said.
"I want you to fuck me," I replied.
"What will you do for me?" he asked.
"Anything," I whispered.
With that he lifted me off his cock. As he popped out of me I moaned.
"Please," I begged.
He put me in the carpet in my hands and knees.
"Trust me," he said. "You're going to get fucked."
I felt him again position that big cock against the opening of my pussy. I pushed back. With one strong stroke he impaled me with that monster. It hurt, it felt amazing. I came again.
"God yes," I cried.
I again noticed all the hard cocks around me. No one was paying attention to the screen. There were 2 women and eight men. They were taking turns with the women's pussies and mouths.
When I focused I saw a cock in front of my mouth. I tentatively reached out and touched it.
"Suck it slut," said big cock.
He pulled his cock back so just the tip was at my opening. I wanted it to fill me again. I moaned.
"Suck it," he repeated.
I guided the cock to my mouth. As I wrapped my lips around it big cock stuffed that thing back in me. I came with a whimper. I started sucking on the cock in my mouth as big cock fucked me. Each thrust pushed me into the cock in my mouth. Big cock kept pounding me.
"I'm going to cum," said cock in my mouth.
"Cum in her mouth," said big cock. Then to me, "Swallow it."
I'd never let Gary cum in my mouth. I stroked the guy in my mouth and felt him tense up. Jet after jet of cum filled my mouth. I swallowed as fast as I could but I couldn't swallow all of it. Some dropped down my chin. I licked him clean.
As soon as he pulled out another cock was in front of my face. I took it in my mouth. I realized that as long as I had big cock in my pussy. I wanted one in my mouth too. I wanted to show these guys I was sexier than the porn on the screen.
As I sucked this guys cock, I felt big cock pull out. I practically whimpered.
"Who wants to fuck the sluts cunt," he said.
I immediately felt another cock at my pussy. It slid in easily after being stretched by big cock. He tentatively took a few strokes. I wanted it harder.
"Harder," I said. "Fuck me!"
The guy started pounding me hard and fast. I was having trouble sucking on the cock in my mouth. The guy in my pussy didn't last long. He started to pmp furiously. I felt the hot cum shoot into my pussy.
"God yes," I moaned
I guess the guy cumming set off the cock in my mouth. I hadn't been paying attention. I had let the cock fall out of my mouth. Still holding it in my hand it was aimed at my face. The first jet hit my on the nose and cheek. The second landed on my tits. The hot cum on my skin felt good. It felt slutty. I felt slutty. I liked it.
I was flipped over on my back. Two other cocks were above me. One drove into my cumfilled pussy. One started to fuck my mouth. I could see Gary stroking his cock as the cocks ravished me.
There was a guy kneeling next to me. I reached out and started stroking his hard cock. He must have been jacking off because he didn't last a minute. He sprayed me with it cum on my tits and belly.
"That's it, paint the slut," I heard big cock say. I felt another cock start to cum in my already messy pussy. I came again.
A guy raised my legs and plunged his cock into me. I could feel the cum squishing out of my pussy as he thrust. It was dripping down the crack of my ass. The guy in my mouth started to cum. He pulled his cock out and came on my face and tits. I came again.
"Roll her over and get under her," I heard big cock say. I loved the way he took control. Gary never took control.
I was pulled on top of a guy. Now riding his cock I could look around the room. Some cocks were deflated. Obviously guys I fucked. A few were still hard including Gary's.
I felt myself being pushed forward. My chest now to the chest of the guy fucking me. I giggled inwardly that I was messing up his shirt with the cum all over my chest and belly.
I felt a set of fingers taking the cum on my ass and using it to lube up my ass. One finger, then two, then three. I grunted with each intrusion. Then the fingers were removed. I pushed my ass back trying to get them back. Something larger pressed against my ass. I realized big cock was trying to fuck my ass while I rode this guy's cock.
I'd never had anal sex before, but in my lust filled state I wanted it. I leaned all, the way forward to give him better access. I tried to totally relax. I felt the head of his cock spreading my asshole. I felt the tip pass the rim. That was the hard part. A few more strokes and he was buried in my ass.
The cock in my pussy and big cock started to pick up a rhythm. It wasn't long before I was grunting with every stroke. I felt the cock in my pussy start to tense up.
"I'm going to cum," he said.
"Cum in me," I said. "Give it to me."
Even with two loads of cum already in my pussy, I could feel his load inside me. The feeling of a third load of cum in my pussy made me cum again. Big cock started picking up speed on my ass.
"Ummmph... ," I grunted. "That's it, fuck me, fuck my ass, give it to me."
Big cock stopped moving. I felt him empty his balls into my ass. As he pulled out I felt the cum leak out and drip down my ass.
The rest of the night was a blur of cum, in my pussy, in my ass, in my mouth, on my face and tits. I fucked every guy there till they were exhausted. Except Gary. I was exhausted, but had never felt more alive and sexually satisfied in my life. I would have stayed there fucking until I passed out.
When they were done with me they turned to Gary.
"Good choice," big cock said to Gary. "This slut was really hot."
Gary gathered up my clothes and helped me to my feet. Wordlessly he walked me to the door.
"I'm going to help her home," Gary told the guys in the room. He got a bunch of hoots and hollers like he was taking me home to fuck me.
We drove home silently. Halfway home I said, "I'm so sorry." He didn't respond.
When we got home I didn't know what to expect. I thought he'd throw me out. I'd understand it. He helped me inside, and helped me in the shower. He then undressed and got in with me. He started to scrub the cum off of me.
Again I said, "I'm so sorry."
"Shhhhh," he said and kissed me.
After we dried off, he took me to bed and made love to me. Every time I tried to bring up the other night he shushed me and told me it wasn't important. I let it drop.
The day of the wedding came. I didn't want to go. Gary insisted. As we were entering we ran into big cock. Gary introduced me as his wife, and big cock as his boss. I was humiliated and scared. I hope his boss would not recognize me.
My hopes were dashed. "Nice to put a name to the face," he said.
"We're having a poker game next week.why don't you come?" He said to me.
I wanted to say no, but I knew I wouldn't. I liked the way he treated me. I loved being a slut. "Ok," I responded.
"Gary, you should come too," he continued.
""We'd love to," said Gary.
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I was looking forward to the weekend. It had been a hard week at school. Finals week was hard enough, but in the middle of the week I caught my boyfriend Roy making out with another girl. I decided to meet him after one of his finals and as I headed to the building I saw him pressed up against some chick. I was angry, very angry.
I walked up behind him, "Having fun?"
He spun so fast he knocked the chick to the ground.
"Michelle," he said. "What are you doing here?"
"Well," I replied. "I was coming to surprise you, but I guess you surprised me. Asshole." I turned and walked away.
"Wait, Michelle," he yelled as I walked away.
As I left I heard the girl yelling at him, "You fucking asshole. You have a girlfriend?"
I didn't turn around. I just kept walking. I was mad, I was hurt, and I was crying. It was time to leave school and head home. I couldn't wait. I had two more finals and then I was done.
My boyfriend called like 20 times the next day, ex, boyfriend. He tried to catch up with me. Once walking through campus he grabbed my arm. I pulled away and told him next time he touched me I'd call the cops. The calls stopped after that.
I struggled through my last two finals trying to focus on that and not Roy. I'd finally finished and was on my way home for the summer. I knew mom and dad were gone for two weeks. They had planned a vacation. Initially I was going to visit with Roy and his family and then head home but now that that was out but they'd still had plans.
My brother Barry was going to be home. His college break started a week before. At 19 he was a year older than me. He was a great guy and a great brother. I was kind of glad he'd be there. He'd be sympathetic about Roy.
The drive home was four hours. Not bad but still boring. It gave me time to think about Roy and me. I met Roy my first week at school. He was handsome and confident. Within a month we were dating. By six weeks I was no longer a virgin. He could be a bit arrogant. Thinking more about it, I realized there were times he was missing when he shouldn't have been. Could he have been seeing someone else then?
Then there was the self doubt. Was she prettier than me? I knew I was cute. Everyone said so. At 5'2", 130lbs, I wasn't a skinny minnie, but I looked nice in jeans. With my brown hair in a pixie cut people would say I looked like some kind of fairy. I spent the drive home between seething mad and crying.
When I got home my brother's car was in the driveway and there was another car in front of the house. I wasn't in the mood to face anyone. I knew my eyes were red from crying. I snuffled up and tried to compose myself, then I went in.
The first thing I saw was my brother. He and a friend were playing a video game. He paused it and jumped up.
"Hey sis, I was wondering what time you'd get home."
He saw the bag I was carrying. He took it from me, put it on the floor and gave me a big hug. It felt good to be wrapped in the arms of someone who I knew loved me. I just leaned against him.
"Is there more stuff in the car?" he asked.
I nodded.
"Cool, let me help," he said.
As he headed out the door, his friend Jim stood up and said, "I'll help too."
I'd always liked Jim. He was Barry's best friend. In reality I liked all my brothers friends. Barry was a great guy and hung around with nice people. The two of them helped me bring all my stuff in.
It wasn't till we were done that Barry noticed my face.
"Have you been crying?" he asked with concern in his voice. Jim looked on with the same look of concern.
"I'm sorry," I said. Does it show?
"What happened?" Barry asked.
"It's stupid," I replied.
"If it made you cry, it's not stupid," he answered.
I took a deep breath. "I saw Roy kissing another girl," I said, and then burst into tears again.
Barry had never met Roy. He scooped me in his arms and hugged me. "I'm sorry sis," he said. "What an ass."
I leaned my head against his chest and cried. As I did he stroked my hair and told me the guy was crazy and that he didn't deserve me. I was comforted by his strong arms. Barry was 6' about 180. He hit the gym 2-3 times a week. He wasn't crazy but he had strong arms and a muscled chest. I felt protected.
Jim, for his part, also tried to comfort me with words.
"Geese, what a jerk. He has the perfect girl and he wants someone else? What kind of moron is he? It's like having the Mona Lisa and trading it in for dogs playing poker."
That made me laugh. I snuffled a bit more and said I was going upstairs to clean up and change. Barry kissed the top of my head and said, "Ok, we'll be here."
He walked me to the stairs. "Jim was going to spend the weekend, but if you'd rather he didn't we'd understand," he said quietly.
That was sweet, but I liked Jim. Jim and Barry had been friends forever and he was like another brother to me. Once, I was on a date and the guy was pushing too hard. I called Barry to come get me but Barry was too far away. Instead, Jim showed up in minutes. When I was younger Jim would help me with my homework. He was a great guy. Besides, I really didn't want to be alone so having company would be nice. I told my brother it was fine and headed up the stairs.
As I headed up the stairs Barry asked if I'd eaten. I told him I hadn't.
"Would you like anything?" he asked.
"Ice cream," I quipped, followed by "Whatever is ok with me." I continued upstairs.
I got to my room and sat on my bed. I wasn't really sad about losing Roy, I was more mad at myself for being fooled. I also again started worrying about if I was pretty. I started to cry again.
I started to undress. I pulled my top off and then my jeans. I stood in front of the mirror. I wasn't a skinny flat bellied, rib cage showing, girl. I was a 34c and size 5. I had curves, but i still doubted myself, I knew plenty of size 0s and 2s. I resolved to lose weight and run more than my current 2-3 times a week. I pulled off my bra and panties and now, mad at my body, climbed in the shower.
After my shower I pulled on a pair of yoga pants and a long loose tank top. I didn't bother with underwear. I finally headed downstairs. When I got there the boys were in the kitchen sitting at the table. They had chocolate ice cream, pizza, and diet soda. All my resolve from 10 minutes ago flew out the window. I kissed Barry on the head and said thank you.
"Hey," said Jim.
I laughed and walked over to him and kissed him on the head. "Better," I laughed.
"Well of course," he said. "A kiss from a pretty girl makes everything better."
That deserved another kiss. I placed one on his head and sat down to eat.
I took a slice of pizza. The great thing about Barry and Jim is there was no forced conversation. Everything flowed smoothly. We talked about Roy, about school, about my summer plans. The guys made me the center of attention and soon I'd forgotten all my troubles and was just happy to be home.
After we ate the guys cleaned up and asked me if I wanted to watch tv with them. I didn't want to interrupt their video game and told them so.
"We were almost done anyway," Jim said.
"Just cause I was kicking your ass," quipped Barry.
"Well, we'll never know now," laughed Jim.
We sat on the couch with me between them and snuggled into Barry. We picked a movie and settled in. Barry put his arm around my shoulder. I leaned my head on his shoulder. I felt safe and loved. We watched the movie.
After the movie I was exhausted and decided to head to bed. I thanked the guys for being so sweet and told them I'd see them in the morning.
They both responded with how nice it was to see me and that they were sorry I was going through what I was and said if I needed them to wake them.
I thanked them and headed to bed. I stripped off my yoga pants and climbed into bed. After 2 semesters of school there's always something comforting about being in your own bed. I thought a bit more about Roy. This time I was more angry than sad. As I started drifting off, my mind shifted to the pleasant thought of being cuddled and comforted in my brother's strong arms. I fell asleep.
I woke up about 2am and decided to go to the kitchen for some water. I headed down the stairs to the kitchen and got a glass out of the upper cabinet. I'm 5'2" so I had to stretch to reach them. I started pouring myself some water when I heard Jim.
"Everything OK?" he asked.
He startled me and I gave a small yelp. I'd forgotten he'd be sleeping on the couch.
"Yeah, I'm fine. Just needed a drink," I responded.
I could now see his face. He was smiling at me. All of a sudden I realized that his head was low to the ground, I'd stretched to reach the glasses, and I wasn't wearing underwear.
I started to blush. I turned my head, looked at the cabinet, the. Looked back at him. I realized he must have seen my entire ass as I reached for a glass.
"Oh my god," I said, tugging down on the hem of my tank top. "I'm so sorry. I didn't realize you were there.
"Why are you sorry? It didn't bother me. Of course at first I thought I was having an amazing dream. Then, when I realized I was awake, well, it was even more amazing." He laughed.
"Pig," I said jokingly. "Why didn't you warn me?"
"By the time I realized what was happening it was already over. So I thought why embarrass you," he replied.
Well, that made sense. I relaxed. We chatted a bit while I drank my water.
"Well, back to bed," I said.
"Goodnight," he replied. Then he added, "By the way, you've got a great ass."
I blushed again and said, "Pig," but I wasn't mad. Actually there was a part of me that liked the compliment and felt a little naughty that he'd seen my ass. I walked up the stairs wondering if, from his position, he could see up my tank top.
I woke up in the morning, threw on some shorts, and headed downstairs for something to eat. The boys were awake and making pancakes. Barry knew I loved pancakes. I sat down to eat.
Barry, being a big brother, decided to tease me.
"Hmmm, sis, I heard you put on a little show last night."
I blushed. "Shut up," I said. "It was an accident and I don't want to talk about it."
"Me either," said Barry, "but him," he indicated Jim. "He couldn't shut up about it. He says my baby sister isn't a baby anymore."
"Well, you tell your friend," who was sitting right there, "that gentlemen don't tell," I said laughingly.
We all laughed and changed the subject. They asked what I was doing for the day. I hadn't really thought about it. I thought maybe a run and then hit the pool.
They thought that sounded great and said that if I wanted company, they'd go with me.
I agreed. We cleaned up breakfast and got ready for our run.
It was a gorgeous day and the run helped clear my head. I appreciated the guys going with me and also how nice they were being. They were making me feel better, about Roy and about myself. My mind went to flashing my ass at Jim. I smiled a naughty smile. It felt a little naughty that he'd seen my ass. I don't go around showing it to everyone. In fact, Roy was the only guy who'd ever really seen it. I could feel a bit of warmth between my legs as I wondered how Jim felt about seeing my ass.
We returned home and headed upstairs to get our bathing suits on. As with any girl with a pool in her yard, I had several bathing suits. I grabbed my one piece and looked at it. At the top of my drawer was a tiny string bikini. It was my 'going to the beach where there'll be other girls' suit. It covered what needed to be covered and not much else. I'd been to the beach with both the guys. I decided to wear that one.
The guys were already in the pool. Jim whistled when he saw me. "Damn, she has grown up," he said.
"Shut up," said Barry with a laugh in his voice. Then to me he said, "Looking good sis."
I thanked them. Then I picked up a ball, bounced it off of Jim's head and said, "Except for you pig."
He laughed, jumped out of the pool, and came after me. I shrieked and dived in the pool with him right behind me. He grabbed me, picked me up and threw me. I landed near Barry and splashed into the water. Barry picked me up and threw me back. I was surprised at how effortlessly they launched me in the air. Their hands and arms felt so strong on my body. As we roughhoused in the water I kept grabbing at my bikini trying to make sure it wouldn't fall off.
I kept it on, but often exposed the crack of my ass or the underside of my boobs. I didn't dwell on it. I was having fun. Plus I figured I was giving Jim a bit of a thrill. The thought made me tingle.
After a while we got out of the pool. I went upstairs and pulled on a sundress and some panties. When I was done the boys were downstairs playing a video game. I grabbed my iPad and headed down. They were on the couch, I curled up in the chair by the tv and started reading. Every once I awhile I'd shift positions in the chair. I'm not sure when, but at some point I noticed Jim watching me when I shifted positions. I realized I was wearing a pretty short dress and was probably giving a little show each time I moved. The thought kind of pleased me. From then on, every time I moved, I snuck a glance at Jim to see if he was looking. He was.
I was enjoying being able to distract him. I started rearranging myself a bit more but as I did I would rarely rearrange my dress. I knew I was showing a lot of leg and probably flashing my panties. I also saw that Jim started doing worse on the video game. That made me smirk. I pretended it was something I read.
Showing off was making me feel warm and tingly. Then, while rearranging myself once more I realized that Barry was also looking. For a moment I was embarrassed. Then I realized I enjoyed it. I rearranged myself a few more times and sure enough, they were both checking me out.
I thought about how naughty I was being but I didn't want to stop. In fact I got bolder. I let my dress slide up almost to my lap. I curled up in the chair showing leg almost to my panties. As I caught them looking I started getting even more bold. I pulled my knees up to my chest letting my dress fall up into my lap. I was showing my entire legs and I knew they could see my panties between my legs. I was wondering if they could tell I was getting wet.
All of a sudden Jim said, "I'm going to hit the pool again." He headed upstairs to change into a suit.
Barry said, "I'll go with you," and also headed up the stairs.
I decided to go too and went upstairs. As I walked to my room I passed Barry's room.
"Dammit bro, you're sister is killing me."
"Don't I know it," said Barry. "She's killing me and I'm her brother."
I headed into my room quickly before they caught me listening. I admit, that brought a smile to my face. I was enjoying being bad. I'd always been the good little girl, and the attention was stroking my beat up ego. I was having fun. I was also getting a little horny.
I decided to join them swimming. Well, at least sit in the back yard while they swam. I pulled on my bikini bottoms. The top was still wet and cold so instead I just pulled on a t shirt. It was red and came down to my naval. It wasn't super tight. Just a t shirt.
I went out and sat by the side of the pool. The guys were in the water. I sat dangling my feet and chatting. I noticed how handsome my brother was. He'd had a girlfriend before the school year, but they broke up shortly after he went to school. Jim was a bit of a ladies man. He dated a lot. I actually knew some girls he'd dated. No one ever complained about him. They all told me he was a nice guy.
As we chatted Jim kept getting closer and closer. All of a sudden he grabbed my legs and pulled me into the pool. I shrieked as I went under. The water wasn't deep. Sputtering I got my footing and stood up. Both boys just stopped moving and stared at me. I looked down. My top was stuck to me like a second skin. My breasts were perfectly outlined and my nipples stood out. I should have been embarrassed. I wasn't, I was excited.
"Dammit," I said. "Look what you did." Yeah, I made them look at me. "I'm practically naked."
I didn't make any effort to cover up. Instead, I jumped on Jim's head and dunked him. The wrestling started again. I was loving it. This time when the guys grabbed at me I squirmed. I didn't worry about my suit or top. More than once they ended up with a handful of breast or my ass. Every time they did they would not know what to do and pull away. That gave me an advantage that I used to get back at them and dunk them. I was laughing and loving it.
We played until I was exhausted. Panting, I finally said that I gave up, and climbed out of the pool. The guys made pouty noises, but were laughing at me. As I headed through the door I impulsively pulled my top off over my head and threw it at them. They couldn't see anything, I was behind the door, but they hooted after me anyway. Laughing I went upstairs to change.
They didn't realize it but I could hear them through the window.
"Wow," said Jim. "When did your little sister get so hot?"
"I don't know," Barry responded. "But she's still my sister."
"Too bad for you," laughed Jim. "If she were my sister, I'm not sure I'd care."
"Don't I know it," Barry said.
Don't I know it? What did that mean? That certainly wasn't the response I expected to hear.
All this teasing and playing was doing my ego good. It was nice to have two handsome men fawning over me.
Barry knocked on my door.
"Hey sis, how'd you like two hansome guys to take you to dinner?" he asked.
"I'd love it," I answered. "Know any?"
He laughed. "No, but you can come out with us instead."
"Cool, I'd like that," I said.
I headed to my room to get dressed. I found a cute shirt dress that buttoned all the way down the front. It came to mid thigh. I put on a lacy pink thong and bra set. I buttoned the dress so the top showed a bit of what I had for cleavage and the bottom button was about 2" below my pussy. I checked myself in the mirror. I looked good.
As I came downstairs the guys were waiting for me.
"Wow, you look great," said Jim.
I looked at Barry.
"Were lucky guys," he said to Jim. Then to me he laughed, "If you weren't my sister."
I kissed them both on the cheek and we headed out. We went to a local shop/hang out area for dinner. We spent some time walking up and down the walkways looking at menus and deciding what we wanted. I'd pretty much forgotten about Roy. As we walked I noticed guys checking me out. I felt pretty and being with two handsome men I felt like people were a bit envious of me. I felt good.
We had a great dinner, fun, laughter, food, and a few drinks. We were not drunk. We headed home around 9:00 pm. When we got home the guys said they were going to change and play some video games. I wanted to make a cup of tea and read.
As I drank my tea the boys came downstairs in sweats and T shirts. They sat on the couch, grabbed their controllers and got engrossed in their game. I finished my tea and grabbed my book.
"Hey, make room for me," I pouted.
The guys each moved making room for me in the middle. I sat down and started reading. Eventually I got uncomfortable and leaned up against Jim. My feet towards Barry. With my knees bent and resting the book on my knees I continued to read. I then noticed that Barry kept stealing glances in my direction. I realized how I was sitting he could see right up my dress. The thought gave me goosebumps.
I set my book down and with a "Do you mind," to Jim, laid my head in his lap. I put my feet on Barry's lap with my knees still slightly bent. When I laid down my dress slid up a bit more I noticed my panties were showing. I pretended not to notice.



"Let's watch tv," Barry suggested.
The guys put down their game and turned on the tv. Barry started absent mindedly rubbing my feet. I let out a soft moan as it felt good. As he maneuvered my feet, my dress slid up a bit more. I realized my entire thong was showing. I just closed my eyes and enjoyed the feeling. Anytime I opened my eyes I could catch Jim or Barry staring at my panties.
I couldn't believe how naughty I was being. This was totally out of character for me, I didn't realize how much I loved the attention. I'd been dating Roy for seven months and really hadn't paid attention to any other guys. I could feel a growing warmth between my legs.
I moved my head a bit, all of a sudden I was aware of something hard under my head. It took me a second to realize it was Jim's cock. I was really only familiar with Roy's cock and feeling this new one I almost felt a sense of wonderment. Without thinking I turned on my side facing the tv. I could see the bulge of his cock right in front of my face. As I turned I move my legs. My dress sort of fell away and I realized a great deal of my ass was exposed. As I moved my feet rearranged themselves in Barry's lap. I became aware that his cock was hard too.
I wondered what their cocks looked like. After all, I'd only really seen Roy's. I'd seen pictures of cocks. I knew they were all different. I giggled inwardly at these thoughts.
Eventually it was time to go to bed. I got up and smoothed my dress. I kissed each of the boys on the cheek and headed to my room. I stood in my room
thinking about the day. I unbuttoned my dress. As I did I thought about showing off. The guys had seen my panties and pretty much seen my boobs. The feeling made me wet. I took of off my bra and panties and climbed into bed.
I thought about my red shirt sticking to my skin. As I did my hand lightly caressed my breast. I felt my nipple harden under my touch. I sighed quietly and played with my nipple. I thought about showing off my panties. My other hand slid down to my pussy. As I touched my clit I recalled how their hard cocks felt against my head and feet. I again wondered what they looked like. I played with my pussy until I came. I giggled a bit. I couldn't remember the last time I masturbated. I fell asleep.
I woke up the next morning feeling great. I looked at the clock. I'd slept till10 and I smelled coffee downstairs. I realized I was naked and had to put something on. I remembered I owned a cute pink sleep set. It was a pink ribbed tank that stopped about 2 inches above my navel and a pair of wide legged short shorts with lace trim around the legs. I put it on. I hadn't worn it for a year and it was a bit tight, but I looked good so I headed downstairs.
Both guys were there in sweats and t shirts. Neither had shaved yet. Coffee was on and Jim was making breakfast. I walked in the kitchen and Jim put his arm around my shoulder and pulled me to him.
"Hey there sleepy. Want some eggs?" he asked.
Pulled into his side he felt warm and I liked his arm strong around my shoulder. Plus, he smelled good.
I thanked him and went to sit down. As I turned he gave me a light swat on the butt.
"Cute butt," he said.
"Ow," I said and rubbed my butt. It didn't hurt, but he startled me.
"Hey, that's my sister," Barry said in mock anger.
"I know," said Jim. "But you have to admit she has a cute butt."
"Yeah, she does," admitted Barry.
"Hey," I joked swatting at Barry. "I'm still in the room."
"Makes the room a better place," said Jim. "Especially with that cute butt."
I laughed, wiggled my ass, and sat down at the table. We had a nice breakfast, laughing and talking. The guys asked me what I was doing. I told them I had made plans with a friend for the day.
After breakfast I helped clean up. Barry put an arm around my shoulder.
"I'm glad you're home," he said.
"Me too," I replied. "You guys have been great. I have barely thought about stupid Roy."
"The hell with Roy," said Jim. "He didn't realize what he had. Besides, you have two guys who love you right here."
That made me start to cry.
"I'm sorry," said Jim. "I didn't mean to make you cry."
I put my arms around his waist and kissed his chin. "It's ok, you guys have just been so sweet to me. You make me very happy."
I headed to my room to change. As I headed downstairs again I heard the boys in Barry's room.
"Slapping my sister's ass?" I heard Barry ask, not in a bad way.
"I couldn't help it. Did you see that ass?" Jim replied. "Admit it, you wanted to slap it too."
"Yeah, I admit it's a hot ass," Barry admitted.
"Damn I wanted to just drag those bottoms off her and bite it," Jim responded.
Barry laughed, "I know what you mean. I can't blame you."
I smiled to myself as I headed out the door.
My friend and I spent the day at her house, we hung out sunning in the back yard, and then went out to grab dinner. We talked as girls do. I bitched about Roy. She told me about her current BF. It was pretty much a normal girl day. At dinner we flirted with the cute waiter and laughed until about 8:00.
At 8:00 I received a text from Roy.
I'm really sorry. I was a jerk. Can I come see you.
Roy lived two hours away. I was doing so well this weekend. I hadn't cried in two days. I didn't respond to the text, but I started crying. My friend was extremely sympathetic and encouraged me to ignore the text. I did.
I'd had enough for the night. I headed home. When I got there the guys were out. I was disappointed they weren't there, I needed some love and encouragement. I went upstairs to change. I was wearing a dress and little boy short panties. I left the panties on and pulled on an oversized shirt. I grabbed the ice cream out of the freezer, sat on the couch, turned on the tv, and stuffed my face as I cried.
The guys arrived about 30 minutes later.
"What's wrong," asked Jim.
I told him about the text. I started blubbering about how stupid I felt and how mad I was. The guys sat on either side of me, put their arms around me and comforted me. It felt so good to be in their strong arms. I'd had so much support from, and fun with, the guys this weekend, I was just overwhelmed.
As I sat on the couch between them, their arms around me, I was just overwhelmed with gratitude. I twisted, set my hand on my brother's leg, and kissed him on the cheek. Then I turned, placed my other hand on Jim's leg, and kissed Jim on the cheek. I kissed him again on the cheek, then I kissed his lips. A slow tender exploratory kiss. He kissed back. All of a sudden I knew what I wanted.
"Ummm... " said my brother as he started to get up.
"Sit down," I told him. He sat back down.
With my hand still on my brother's leg I turned my head back to Jim. He leaned into me and kissed me. I dropped my hand to his lap. I could feel his hard cock through his jeans.
I then turned my head back to my brother. He had a dazed look on his face. I told him that I loved him, and kissed his cheek. I told him he was the best brother in the world, and kissed him softly on his lips. Then I kissed him again, then again. He started to kiss back.
I heard Jim say, "you are so beautiful."
I turned my head back to kiss Jim as I did I dropped my hand into Barry's lap. I could feel his cock getting hard underneath my hand. My other hand was still on Jim's cock.
Barry again started to say something. I turned back to him and said, "Shut up," and kissed him again. He kissed back. I could feel his cock getting harder under my fingers.
"Hold on," I said. I stood up in front of them.
"I'm not really good at this but...," I slid my hands to my waist under my shirt. I hooked my thumbs in the waistband of my panties and pushed them to the ground. Then I got lost. I wasn't sure what to do next. I'd opened myself up completely, offered everything I had, I was feeling extremely vulnerable. I don't know what I would have done if they rejected me. I figured I'd put it back on them.
I looked at them both and said, "Ok guys, I want this, but it's up to you. I don't have a lot of experience and that's as much as I know how to do."
Standing there, vulnerable, unsure, and scared had my pussy dripping wet.
Jim laughed stood up took me in his arms and said, "You're doing great," then kissed me.
He stopped and we both looked at Barry. I wasn't sure what my brother would do. Barry stood up and stepped to me. His hands went to the hem of my shirt. He pulled it up and over my head. I was now naked in front of them. Barry took me in his arms and kissed me.
As he kissed me I saw Jim take off his shirt. Then Barry turned me back to Jim as I kissed Jim, Barry started to undress. They kissed me back and forth until we were all naked.
I loved feeling their naked bodies against mine. I felt so safe and warm in their arms. As Jim kissed me I felt his hand slide to my breast. He played with my nipple. Barry was behind me. I could feel his hard cock pressed up against my ass as he kissed my neck and his hand played with my other breast. I could feel my pussy dripping.
I moaned softly as Jim's lips left mine and he started lightly sucking on my breasts. I reached down and took his cock in my hand. The only cock I'd ever touched was Roy's. Jim's was heavier and thicker. I reached back with my other hand to stroke my brother's cock. It was also longer and thicker than Roy's. I wondered how different they would feel inside me.
Barry's hand slid down my body and over my stomach. I held my breath in anticipation as it slid lower. I gave a sharp intake of breath as his fingers slid over my clit. He slid past my clit to my dripping pussy and rubbing his fingers against my slit got them wet and lubricated. His wet fingers then circled around my clit and then entered me. I moaned.
Jim reached down, put both hands under my ass, and lifted me up. I wrapped my legs around his hips. He put me down on the couch with my pussy just at the edge of the couch. He kissed me as he did. Slowly he kissed his way down my body, taking his time at my neck, breasts, and belly.
Then with my legs on his shoulders his tongue lightly touched my clit. I moaned. After that his talented tongue and lips made me do more than moan. I'd been licked there before. Roy tried, but this was different. I grabbed hold of Jim's hair and pulled his head into my pussy. Within 30 seconds I realized the difference between having your pussy licked and someone who knows what they're doing.
"Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god," I moaned.
I felt my orgasm building. I'd never cum with someone else before. Only myself.
The orgasm washed over my body. It felt amazing. I saw Barry watching. I reached out and started stroking his cock.
"Come'ere," I said and pulled him up on the couch and his cock to my mouth. I'd given Roy bjs before. He came in like a minute. I'd make him warn me so he wouldn't cum in my mouth or on me. I'd point his cock back at him and he'd cum on himself. I didn't care where Barry came. I just wanted to be good at it.
I was surprised when Barry didn't cum right away, maybe because I was having a hard time concentrating with Jim's tongue in my pussy. I came two more times.
Jim again picked me up. This time he put me on my knees facing the couch. My head was in my brother's lap. I again started sucking his cock again.
'Geesh sis," Barry said. "You are so good."
"Well, you're only the second person I've done this for, so I wouldn't know," I teased.
"Trust me," he said.
As I sucked his cock I felt the tip of Jim's cock against the opening of my pussy.
I pulled my mouth of Barry's cock. "Do it," I said.
Jim didn't have to be asked again. My pussy as so wet his cock slid right in. I grunted as t filled me.
"Oh my god, I've never felt so full," I groaned.
Jim started pumping his cock in and out of me.
"You're little sister has the tightest pussy I ever fucked," said Jim.
I started to get the hang of sucking Barry's cock while getting fucked. Not only was I on fire, I was proud of myself. As Jim's cock pumped my pussy I felt my body start to cum again.
"Oh my god, I'm cumming," I practically squealed.
My orgasm hit and I collapsed with my face in Barry's lap. Jim pulled out of me. I whimpered as he did.
"Barry, you gotta try her pussy," he said.
Wow, my brother's best friend just fucked me and was telling my brother he should fuck me. My body was on fire. It was so naughty, but, right there, right then, after Jim had fucked me, I would have fucked anyone. I wanted a cock in me.
I looked at my brother's face. ""Fuck me," I pleaded.
My brother laid down on the floor and pulled me in top of him. He aimed his cock at my dripping wet pussy. I lowered myself onto it, slowly, I wanted to feel every inch.
"God yes," I moaned as his cock completely filled me.
I started raising and lowering myself on his cock. I thought about the fact that I was fucking my own brother. That thought made me cum with a loud, " Yes."
Jim sat on the couch stroking his cock. "Fuck Barry, that's the hottest thing I ever saw."
"Oh, you like watching me fuck my brother?" I responded.
"Fuck yes," said Jim. "It's so hot and you look amazingly sexy."
"You think?" I gave him a shy smile. "Watch this."
I was feeling sexy and feeling bold. I sat up straight and I started grinding on my brother's cock. I moved my body like a stripper and brought my hands up to play with my tits and pull on my nipples. I kept eye contact with Jim.
"Is this sexy?" I asked in a coquettish voice.
"Fuck" he responded and kept stroking his cock.
I kept playing with my tits with one hand, and I slid the other down to my clit and started fingering myself. The feeling sent shockwaves through my body.
"How about this?" I breathed.
"You are so fucking hot," Jim responded.
"I'm going to cum," Barry said.
I leaned down and kissed him on the lips. "Cum in me." I whispered.
I sat back up and ground myself hard on his cock. I felt his cum spurt inside of me. Even as wet as I was I could feel him fill me up. I threw my head back and came.
"Fuck yes, oh my god that feels so good," I said breathily.
Then I looked at Jim, "Was that good?" I asked.
"Fuck yes," he said. He stood up off the couch and started jacking his cock harder.
"Are you going to cum for me?" I asked with a shy smile.
"I'm going to cum all over you," he replied.
As he said it the first rope of cum squirted out and splashed on my chest. It was hot and sticky. I'd always hated it when Roy got cum on me. This time I brought my hands up and rubbed it on my tits as string after string hit my tits and belly. I even rubbed some on my clit. This made me cum again.
"That was fucking amazing," Barry said.
"Oh? So you liked fucking your sister?" I replied laughingly. I could feel his cock start to get hard inside of me again. I wiggled my ass on him. "I guess so," I added.
"It's my turn," said Jim.
He lightly pushed me off my brother and onto my back on the floor. He knelt between my legs and pushed them so they were straight up in the air. His cock was hard again. He placed it against my pussy and entered me with one thrust. He pushed my legs forward. I had my knees practically to my chest. My pussy was completely stretched around him.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck," I grunted with every thrust.
Barry sat on the couch stroking his cock.
"That's it Jim, fuck my sister. God Michelle, you look amazing." Then he added. "Hottest girl I ever saw you fuck."
"Wait," I said. "You've watched before?"
Jim laughed, "We may have shared a girl before but no one as hot as you."
That was news, but I didn't care, I just wanted to fuck.
Soon Jim's cock brought me to another orgasm.
"Oh my god, fuck, I'm going to cum again," I moaned.
As I came, I felt Jim tense up.
"Yes baby, cum with me."
Even with my pussy a mess I could feel him cum in me. I came again.
Barry was still stroking his cock. Jim fell back on the floor.
"That was amazing," I sighed.
"Yeah," said Jim. Then he added, "Michelle, how would you feel about continuing?"
"If you want to fuck again, we can," I answered.
"No," said Jim. "I mean dating, see where it takes us."
My mind was kind of a mess. He wanted to date me? After seeing me act like a total slut? After watching me fuck my brother? I didn't really get it.
"Dating?" I responded.
"Yeah," he said. "I've always loved you. I thought like a sister but I realize it's more."
"But, what about this?" I said with a bit of fear in my voice.
"This? Hell your brother's my best friend. You can fuck him anytime you want. In fact, I think he needs help now." He indicated my brother stroking his hard cock on the couch.
"Kiss me, then suck him dry," he said.
And I did.
*****
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We were heading up to our cabin. My husband and I were avid boarders (snowboards) and had a cabin in ski country. We tried to get there at least once a month during snow season. We left the kids with grandma and grandpa and left the day after Christmas. We were going to come back the day after New Years.
I was looking forward to the break. My husband Conner and I were 35 and 32 respectively. Between kids and our busy careers we barely had time to breath. We were both looking forward to some reconnecting time. Don't get me wrong. We love each other dearly, but sometimes schedules don't leave you enough time to be a couple. This was our time to ourselves to get back to 'dating' each other.
The cabin is fairly secluded, about 8 miles from town. We pass one other cabin on the road up. We've met the couple who owned it. They were in their late forties and great people. Often, if we knew the other was there, and we were running into town, we'd call each other and ask if the other needed anything. As we drove by we saw 3 cars in the driveway. They must have had company.
We got to our cabin and settled in. Turned on the heat, unloaded the food, turned on the water. All the things you normally do when you arrive. During the winter we kept the freezer stocked with meat and lots of canned goods around that way all I had to bring up was fresh fruit and produce. It made it easier to come as often as we wanted.
The cabin was small. Two bedrooms and a great room. One bath and a deck, the deck had an overhang to keep the snow off it and a hot tub. Inside we had mostly electric appliances and heat. It was more expensive, but that's how we bought it and we couldn't really afford to convert right now.
The cabin did have a big wood stove though that could heat the entire cabin. We kept two cords of wood on hand to heat the cabin when we were there.
We lit a fire, ate dinner, opened a bottle of wine, and snuggled up on the couch. After a few minutes of cuddling I wanted to get comfortable. I was wearing jeans and a big sweater. I looked cute. I'm 5'5" 145lbs. I have nice curves and can still rock a bikini but I'm no flat bellied college girl. My long brown hair comes down to the small of my back. I can wear most clothes and look good.
I stood up and removed my jeans. Basically wearing the sweater as an extremely short dress. I knew I looked cute. I knew my husband always loved that look, he loved my legs and ass. I snuggled up next to him. He wrapped his arm around me with his hand landing on my ass. It felt good. I love that after eight years and two kids he still wanted to grab my ass.
"Mmmmm," I purred.
"I love your ass," he said. "It's a shame you have to keep it covered. Everyone should see it.
I love being his lover. Sometimes a lover, sometimes a slut, I can let him see all sides of me. I snuggled in closer.
"All yours baby, all yours," I replied.
He turned to kiss me. I love his kisses. We made out for a while. His hands under my sweater. Sliding from my ass to my shoulders. Finally he pulled my sweater up over my head and dropped it on the floor. My bra followed.
He pushed me back on the couch and kissed his way down my body stopping at my breasts and playing with my nipples. I was getting wetter by the minute. He continued down my body. His hands hooked in the waistband of my panties and dragged them down over my hips as his kisses reached my pussy. I spread my legs a bit more for him.
With his head between my legs he lightly sucked on my clit. Then rolled his tongue around it. I shuddered from the pleasure. As his tongue probed my pussy and clit I started moaning. I wanted him inside me. I pushed him away and started helping him out of his clothes. When he was naked I laid back and pulled him on top of me. I reached down and slid his cock into me. It felt so good.
"Fuck me," I said. "Fuck me hard."
He started fucking me, hard and fast. I loved it. I pulled my knees back to my chest so he could drive deep inside me.
"Unghh, unghh, unghh...," I grunted with every thrust.
I felt my orgasm wash over me, "Yes, yes, I love you, yes."
I felt him pull out of me. It was his turn now. I pushed him on his back and took his hard cock in my hand. I then wrapped my lips around it.
I'm no deep threat porn queen, but I give a pretty good blow job, if I don't say so myself. I swirled my tongue around his cock lightly sucking it clean. I could taste my pussy on his cock. I loved the way it tasted. It was not long before his body stiffened up. I clamped my lips around his cock as he exploded in my mouth. Jet after jet of hot cum filled my mouth. I swallowed as fast as I could. What I couldn't swallow dripped down my chin. I wiped it away with my fingers and licked my fingers clean.
We headed to bed. There was supposed to be light snow the next day, but not so bad we couldn't hit the slopes. We snuggled off to sleep.
I woke up early and looked out the window. It was just daylight and everything was white. The ground was white, the houses were white, the sky was white. While we'd been snuggling the storm had upgraded itself. Snow was coming down. Our car was snowed in. There was no way we were going boarding.
That's ok, we had tv, videos, plenty of books, and games to keep us busy. Since we were just staying in, I threw on one of Conner's T shirts and nothing else. I made breakfast and we settled in to wait out the storm.
About 10am we lost power. It was fine, we had plenty of wood for the fireplace and wood stove, we had 2 propane camp stoves, and plenty of battery powered lanterns and batteries. We just relaxed.
Around 1 in the afternoon there was a knock on our door. It startled us. We had no idea there was anyone around. We looked out the window. There were four very bundled up people on our doorstep.
Conner opened the door.
"We're sorry to bother you," one said. It was a girl in her early 20s. "We are staying at my uncle's cabin down the road. We were leaving today but we are snowed in. We don't have power or heat or food. We were wondering if you could help us."
"Of course," said Conner. "Come in, get out of those heavy clothes."
It was a group of four kids in their early 20s. One girl and three boys. Her name was Cindy. Theirs were Mark, Bobby, and Rick. Cindy and Rick were a couple.
Conner turned to introduce me. "We are Conner and Alicia."
All of a sudden I remembered that all I was wearing was a T shirt and not a very long one at that.
I greeted everyone and then said, "Well, if we're going to have company, I better put on some clothes."
I headed to the bedroom to change. As luck would have it, when I turned I tripped over a shoe and fell forward. I caught myself but my T shirt did not stay in place. My entire ass was on display and to adjust my shirt I'd have to get up and my pussy would be on display. There was no helping it. As I realized what was happening I had a strange thought. Thank god I just shaved my pussy was the thought.
I normally shave it, but sometimes I'm lazy and let it go too long and it looks awful.
My husband and one of the guys ran to my side to help me up. They were holding my arms so I couldn't adjust my T shirt. Finally I stood up and assuring them I was ok, pulled my arms away and pulled down my shirt.
"I'm so sorry," I apologized for flashing myself.
Everyone assured me everything was ok and they were only concerned for me. I assured them I was ok and headed to my room to change. I was breathing heavy and shaking. I couldn't get the thought that I'd exposed my pussy and ass to these strangers. You'd think I would be horrified, but I wasn't. Frighteningly, I realized I was kind of turned on.
I pulled on a pair of yoga pants under my T shirt. I didn't bother with underwear. I headed back out to the main room. Everyone had taken off their heavy coats and were sitting chatting with Conner. I offered drinks, and they all accepted.
I noticed when I came in that Cindy had her arm around Conner's arm and was talking quietly with him.
After I served diet cokes and beer, I joined the group. Conversation came easy. They were hometown friends and decided to spend Christmas boarding. The snowstorm caught them by surprise and, since it wasn't their cabin, they had no supplies.
My mind couldn't help but occasionally wander to the fact I'd flashed these people. I spent some time just checking them out. Cindy was sat next to Conner. She was 21 and a tiny thing. 5'1" maybe 100 lbs with long blond hair. When she talked she'd pat his arm or often touch his thigh.
The guys were long and lean, about Conner's height, 5'11", but much thinner in that way boys in their early 20s are. I wondered if they enjoyed seeing my ass. No one but Conner had seen my ass in ten years. I wondered if these young guys enjoyed it, or was I too old.
Eventually it was dinner time. The snow had not let up and we asked the kids if they wanted to stay. They were grateful, especially because they didn't have any food left. I told them we had plenty. Cindy offered to help in the kitchen.
As we started dinner I again apologized for earlier.
"Don't be silly. Probably the thrill of those boys lifetimes," she joked quietly. "Plus, Conner didn't seem to mind. Besides, with a body like that you have nothing to be ashamed of. You're pretty damn hot.," she added.
Whoa, that was pretty out there, I wasn't sure what to do with it, so I just said, "thank you." Then I thought, wait? Conner didn't seem to mind? He liked that my ass was on display?
My mind kind of raced. I realized I liked the idea of three young men and this cute girl thinking I was hot. In fact, it kind of turned me on. Second, the openness with which she said it kind of made me nervous, but also excited me.
I was surprised when she went on.
"Those yoga pants don't hurt either. I hope I can keep my figure like you have after I have kid."
"Good genes," I quipped.
"Then I'm screwed," she quipped.
We both laughed and went about cooking dinner. When it was done, we all sat to eat. Again the conversation flowed easily.
After dinner the kids offered to head back to their cabin. There was still no power and it was still snowing, we told them they could stay with us till we got power back.
"Thank god," said Bobby.
"Thank god?" I asked
"Yeah, it's cold and dark there, and we didn't really want to go, but thought it'd be polite to leave," he laughed.
"Well, you guys can stay as long as we're here," I offered. "After all, there's no way to drive out anyways."
They all thanked us profusely. Since there was still no power we decided to play a game. There aren't a lot of games for six players. We ended up playing Cards against humanity. Along with a few bottles of wine, we had a blast. We all got to know each other and spent the evening laughing. I noticed Cindy sat next to Conner and they bantered back and forth. Me flashing my ass came up more than once.
It was finally bed time. The kids again offered to go back to their cabin. We insisted they stay with us. Rick and Cindy would take the spare bedroom, Mark and Bobby the pullout couch. Cindy suggested that they go back to their cabin and get some stuff to wear. . I told them I could find stuff for tonight it was still snowing and too cold to go back. They all thanked me.
I rummaged around in my room and came up with some gym shorts for the boys and one of Conner's T-shirts for Cindy. I brought them out and handed them to the kids. Cindy went to the bathroom to change. The boys just started undressing right in the living room in front of me. I don't think they meant anything by it but they just weren't thinking.
I watch them take off their shirts. They were all long and lean with hard abs. I found myself admiring their bodies. All of a sudden I caught myself, excused myself, and went into my bedroom to change.
Connor was already in the bedroom in a pair of gym shorts to sleep in. Normally we slept naked. I grabbed one of Conner's T shirts for me to sleep in.
Once I'd changed I went to check if anyone needed anything. Cindy was there. The T shirt fit her like a dress. The boys looked really hot in just gym shorts. The shorts were kind of sagging on them as Conner is a bit bigger than the boys. I tried not to stare. I thought back to me flashing my ass earlier. I inwardly laughed thinking I could freak them out by flashing it again.
I asked if anyone needed anything. They all responded they were fine. Cindy came up to me and hugged me.
"Thank you so much," she said. "I'm not sure what we would have done without you." Then in a low voice just to me she added. "I wonder if the boys are hoping you'll fall again."
I was kind of shocked, but, maybe it was the wine, and since I'd been thinking the same thing, not too shocked.
I whispered back, "I doubt they want to see my ass again."
"You kidding," she said. "Even I wouldn't mind seeing it again."
I laughed, let her go from the hug and said goodnight. I stepped into my bedroom door. I was about to close it when I realized only Cindy could see me. A funny thought came to mind. When she looked at me, I pulled my T shirt up, turned around, and wiggled my ass at her. Then I closed the door. I could hear her laughing in the other room.
My husband saw the whole thing.
"What was that about?" he asked. He didn't seem concerned. I told him about the conversation with Cindy and that I was flashing her my ass.
He asked, "Are you sure the guys didn't see!"
"I'm sure," I replied.
His response shocked me. "Too bad, I bet they're sorry they missed it."
I asked what he meant.
"Well, I'm sure Cindy told them what happened by now and they're all sorry they didn't see."
I kind of liked the idea. I surprised myself how much I enjoyed the idea. Between that, the wine, thinking about showing my ass off, I attacked my husband.
About 2am I woke up and had to use the bathroom. I got up and walked out of the bedroom. Of course I completely forgot we had company and didn't bother trying to put clothes on. As I came out of the bathroom I heard a movement in the living room. I looked and saw both Mark and Bobby looking at me.
I shrieked and ran into my room. My shriek woke Conner.
"What's wrong," he asked.
"Stupid me," I replied. "I forgot the kids were in the living room and went to the bathroom naked."
"Did they see you?" he asked.
"Uh huh, when I came out they were both looking at me."
"Well, lucky them," he joked and kissed me.
"I'm so embarrassed. How will I face them in the morning," I was not happy.
"Who you kidding, they won't complain. Trust me, it's the best thing that's happened to them in years," he said.
With that he kissed me again. I realized his cock was hard. The reality was that the idea of me being caught and the fact my husband seemed turned on by it, turned me on as well.
Conner pushed me to the bed.
"It's kinda hot. Was there a part where you felt turned on? Maybe a bit?" he asked.
I could feel myself getting wet as he talked about it.
"Shut up and fuck me," I said.
I got up in the morning. Conner was already up. I could smell coffee and hear people moving around. I didn't have much sleepwear at the cabin. I pulled on one of Conner's T shirts. It just covered my ass. I started to change but a voice in my head said to leave it. I did. Wearing just the T shirt I went into the main room. Everyone else was awake and as I poured a cup of coffee Cindy went right for it.
"I hear you put on quite a show last night," she laughed.
Oh my god," I said. "I am so embarrassed. I forgot you guys were here."
"It's OK," said Cindy. "I'm just sorry I missed it." She laughed.
I blushed a little but the conversation moved on. The snow had slowed down but we still didn't have power. The kids were making plans to go back to their cabin and get clean clothes. David had our giant pot on the wood stove heating water to wash up in.
As I drank my coffee the guys stripped off their shirts and washed up with the hot water. I admit I watched more than I should. Cindy caught me staring at least twice. She just smiled at me.
Finally all the boys were washed and it was Cindy's turn. I was shocked when Cindy just whipped off her T shirt and started washing, she stood there in a tiny pair of boy shorts like it was no big deal. In fact, it seemed it was no big deal. The guys, except Conner, barely noticed. I marveled at what a great body she had. Great firm tits and curved ass.
When she was done she held her T shirt in front of her covering her tits and said,"all yours," to me. Why she held her T shirt in front of her while standing there but didn't care while washing didn't make a lot of sense. Maybe one seemed exhibitionists one seemed necessary.
"I better go put on some pants," I said. I was naked under my shirt.
"What for?" asked Cindy.
"I'm not wearing an underwear," I replied kind of shyly.
"So what," said Cindy. "We've all seen your ass." Then she added with a laugh in her voice, "some of us twice."
I looked around. All eyes were on me. Even my husband seemed to be watching with anticipation.
What the hell I thought. I walked up to the pot. A strange sense of excitement came over me. I was going to be naked in front of all these people. Four strangers and my husband, and he didn't seem to care. I realized as I stood there that I wanted them to see me. I reached the bottom of my T shirt and slowly started to peel it off. I did the whole arms over my head stretch type of pulling it off. Then I dropped it to the floor. I just stood there for a moment letting them look at me.
I felt my heart beating fast and my breathing speed up. I went about washing up I noticed that all the guys were looking at me. So was Cindy, and my husband. I washed up as slowly as I could without making a scene. I was enjoying being the center of attention.
When I was done I bent down to pick up my shirt. I could have done it by crouching, Instead I bent over, legs straight, ass out and up, and picked up my shirt.
"Shows over," I said as I stood up. I walked to my room naked carrying my T shirt.
I got dressed thinking about what I just did. I could feel the wetness between my legs. Conner came in the room, swept me in his arms, and kissed me.
"That was so fucking hot," he said.
"What, me naked in front of all those people?" I asked.
"Yeah," he said and kissed me again.
"I suppose you'd like it if I went naked all day?" I chided. He kissed me again. Passionately.
"Pervert," I giggled and pushed him away. "Let me get dressed."
He left the room and I stood there deciding what to wear. I pulled on a pair of yoga pants, a thong, and a T shirt. The T shirt showed a bit of belly. Not what I'd normally wear in front of company but given the circumstances, what the hell. I was enjoying being looked at, my husband was enjoying it too. I left the bedroom to join the others. .
As I joined the others Conner and the boys were all bundled up.
"We're going to head over the other cabin and get the guys clothes," Conner explained.
"We'll stay here," Cindy chimed in.
The guys left, as soon as they left Cindy turned to me and said, "That was hot."
I was kind of taken aback. "What was?" I asked.
Who are you kidding. Seeing you naked in front of everyone. That was hot. I wanted to wash up again just so I could take off my panties.
I wasn't sure what to say. She was still in a T shirt and panties from last night. The guys were getting her clothes. She looked at me.
"You look cute,but hold on," she said.
She reached to me and rolled down the waist of my yoga pants. I don't know why, but I didn't stop her. She stepped back looked and then rolled them down a bit more. They were now really low on my hips. The sides of my thong were showing. She had me turn around and adjusted the back so I could feel my thong and a small bit of my ass crack exposed.



"That's better," she said.
Just about them the guys came back. They had four suitcases full of clean clothes. As try came in they all checked me out. It made my heart race knowing I was being checked out.
"You look great," Conner said when he saw me.
The kids all started opening their suitcases and pulling out clothes for the day. Cindy took her suitcase from Conner and did the same. They all started to undress.
I went in the bedroom so the guys would have some privacy changing. Not before I saw a muscled butt or two. Conner followed me int the bedroom. He took me in his arms and kissed me. His hands slid down the back of my yoga pants and he grabbed my ass.
"I love you," he said
When we returned to the main room, the guys were in jeans and T shirts. Cindy was dressed like me. Yoga pants rolled down to show a bit of ass and a crop top T that came an inch below her tits. Conner noticed. He also noticed the guys checking me out.
We still had cell service. Setting up a phone as a hot spot we got online and Checked out what was going on. They would probably have the electric back later that day and roads plowed within two days. Since we had food we invited our guests to stay or at least join us for meals. The guys all decided to go out, clear the driveways, and brush off the cars. That left Cindy and I alone.
"Did you see the boys checking you out?" she asked as soon as they left.
"Umm... yes?" I replied tentatively.
"It was kinda cool. You have an amazing ass," she said. "You should show it off more. Wait. I know."
Wait? I thought. For what? I wondered. She again reached for the waistband of my yoga pants and rolled it down again. This time I swear a third of my ass was showing. I don't know why I let her. The idea of being seen like that was making me wet. I wondered what Conner would say.
I went about my day like everything was normal. I kept looking at the door wondering when the guys would be back. I whipped up some hot chocolate so the guys would have some when they came in from the cold.
It wasn't too long before the guys came back in. They took a moment getting out of their heavy clothes. I then offered hot chocolate, all eyes turned to me.
"Thank you," they all said.
Conner added, "Wow honey, you look great."
Mark, commented, "Great thong, Alicia."
I blushed. Conner said, "It's really pretty, you look great."
"Isn't it?" said Cindy "plus she's got a great ass."
"True," said Conner.
Bobby commented, "We're lucky guys to be trapped with such beautiful women."
"You guys just like that she's showing some ass," Cindy commented.
Being talked about like that was making my mind race. I knew I should stop them and pull up the pants but I was loving it.
Cindy came up and turned me ass towards the guys. She looked at Conner. "You don't mind her showing off her ass do you? After all we've all already seen it."
I couldn't see Conner's face but Cindy smiled, "Good, then you won't mind this," she said.
She reached out and put her hands on the waist of my yoga pants. Looking me in the eye she pulled them down over my ass. I was surprised Conner didn't say anything. Cindy continued pulling them down. When they were around my ankles I stepped out of them. She threw them to Conner.
"That's better," she said. "Don't you think?"
All the guys, including Conner agreed. Here I was, in my thong and T shirt, standing there in front of these guys. Three I hardly knew. I could feel my pussy getting wet. Not only that, Conner was cool with it.
I just stood there for a moment. Then I got nervous. "I should get dressed," I said.
I reached for my pants but Conner pulled them away. "You look great," he said.
Not knowing what else to do I proclaimed I was going to read, sat down and pulled out my iPad. I just sat there in my thong and shirt checking mail and facebooking. Cindy sat next to Conner and was talking with him.
I got up and went to the bathroom. When I came back Cindy was still sitting next to Conner.
"That thong barely covers anything, does she even need it?" she asked.
Wow, they were talking about me like I had no choice. The part that surprised me is I liked it. I stopped, stood in front of them looking, but didn't say anything. I should have protested, but I didn't.
Conner looked at her, then at me.
"Go ahead," she coaxed. "You know you want to."
I looked at the other guys, they were looking on with interest. No one seemed surprised.
Cindy made herself clearer. "If you want to show off her pussy, you're going to have to do it."
Oh my god, everyone looking at me. All I could think was, I wonder if they'd see how wet I was.
Then Cindy looked at me, "You're not stopping him, are you?"
She wanted me to admit it and to be honest, she was right. I was just waiting for it to happen. My breathing was a bit quicker. I shook my head slightly.
"See," she said to Conner, "she wants it."
Conner looked at me, then looked at Cindy. Then, as if he'd decided, reached out and pulled my thong over my ass and down my legs. When it was on the floor I stepped out of it.
"Much better," Cindy said. Then to her friends, "isn't that better?"
They all agreed. Rick spoke first. You were right Cindy. Alicia wants to show off, and Conner wants to watch. Don't you Conner?"
Conner looked at Rick and nodded.
Mark jumped in, "Well, she's pretty hot. I want to see her tits again."
"Yeah," said Bobby. "Show us your tits."
Cindy placed her hand on Conner's lap. "Tell her, Conner."
Conner looked at her, then said to me, "Show us your tits."
I looked at Cindy's hand on Connor's lap, then at the other guys.
I felt like I was under some type of spell. I so wanted to be naked in front of all these people. I know I shouldn't have but I wanted to.
I crossed my arms, grabbed the hem of my top, and pulled it off over my head. I was naked. Everyone looking at me. My pussy was tingling, I wanted to touch myself. Just then the lights came back on and broke the spell.
"I better get dressed," I said and quickly headed to my room.
When I got there I put my hands on the dresser to support myself and took deep breathes. My whole body was tingling. My heart beating. I felt alive. I felt naughty. I felt sexy.
Conner followed me in. He came up behind me and put his arms around me.
"You are so fucking sexy," he said.
He pressed up against me and I could feel his hard cock through his jeans. I moaned. He pushed my chest down towards the dresser. I heard rustling and realized he was undoing his jeans. I felt his hard cock against my naked ass. I spread my legs to make it easier for him. I was so wet he sunk right in.
"Yes," I moaned.
"Yes, yes, yes, oh fuck, yes," I moaned as he pounded my pussy. It didn't even cross my mind that they could hear me in the other room.
"Dammit yes, give me that cock, fuck me, God yes, fuck my pussy, fuck me,"
I felt my orgasm building. "I'm going to cum," I screamed. "Fuck me, give me your cum."
My orgasm overtook me. I shook from head to toe. My knees buckled but Conner just used the dresser to support me. I felt him stiffen up.
"Fuck baby, I'm cumming," he said as jet after jet of hot cum filled my pussy. I came again.
He turned me around and kissed me. "Fuck baby, you're so hot," he said.
I felt hot, I felt sexy, I loved the feeling of my cum filled pussy. I pushed him away.
"Now let me get dressed," I pouted.
"Do you have to?" He asked
What he wanted me to stay naked? Cum dripping doesn't my leg? I admit the idea appealed to me, but I wasn't ready to do that.
"Stop it," I said as he zipped his jeans up.
As he left the room I tried to decide what to wear. I found a cute pair of boyshort panties and a T shirt that barely covered my ass. I put them on and reached for my jeans. I looked in the mirror. I looked hot. My naughty side took control. Fuck the jeans, I thought. I left them in the closet and went to join the others in just a T and panties.
I saw Conner's eyes light up as I entered the room. Cindy and the guys all told me I looked great. I was coy.
"It's just a T shirt," I said.
"But you fill it so well," said Cindy.
I thanked her. Now that the power was back on I decided to take a shower. I went to the bathroom, turned on the water, and got in the shower. I heard a knock on the door.
"Yes," I answered.
"Can I come in?" I heard Cindy ask.
Thinking she had to use the bathroom I said yes. I didn't pay attention. Next thing I knew she was naked and stepping into the shower.
"Umm...," I said.
"Shhhh," she said. "You have. A fucking amazing body. She took me in her arms, stretched up and kissed me. I kissed back. I felt her hands go to my breasts. It belt good as she played with my nipples. She lowered her mouth to my tits and took my nipple between her lips.
I held her head to my breast as her tongue swirled around my nipple. Hot water cascading over me I moaned. Her hand slid down over my belly to my pussy. I felt her fingers play with my clit I moaned again. She slid two fingers into me.
"Oh my god," she said. "Your pussy feels so sloppy. Is that his cum inside you? That's fucking hot."
It was hot. It was nasty. Her fingers in my pussy covered with my juices and my husband's cum. I threw my head back and came with a loud, "Oh my god."
We finished washing each other and got out. I put on my T and panties again. She, wrapped in a towel went into the bedroom to dress. I went back in the main room. I started checking the food in the fridge and freezer.
I really didn't pay attention. I bent over and reached for stuff. I am sure the guys saw my panties a ton of times. I only realized when Cindy came in and said, "Nice panties."
"Oh stop it," I responded. I wasn't mad, I liked that she called attention to them and everyone looked, but I didn't want to admit it.
"They'd look cuter on the floor," she said.
I didn't know how to answer. "What?" was what came out.
I turned my head. She was fully dressed in jeans and a T shirt.
"They'd look better on the floor," she repeated.
As she did she lifted my T shirt and pushed my panties down over my ass onto the floor. I didn't stop her. I just stood there. She held my shirt up over my ass and asked the guys if that was better. They all agreed including Conner.
"I take it you all want me standing here showing off my ass," I said to know one in particular.
"Yep," was the consensus.
"Fine," I said and went ahead checking the food.
I kept bending over. I knew I was showing off my ass and pussy and I was loving it. All of a sudden one of the guys got up. He walked over to me while I was bent over and grabbed my ass.
"Man," he said to my husband. "Your wife has been showing off all day. Mind if I fuck her?"
Mind if I fuck her? Wait, this guy is asking my husband if he can fuck me? I stayed bent over. I don't know why. I should have protested, but I didn't. I just stood there, bent over, his hand on my ass.
"Go ahead," I heard.
My mind was spinning. I didn't move. Go ahead? He was telling someone to fuck me. Fuck me. Not touch, kiss, look at, he said fuck me. Worst of all, I wasn't moving. I was going to let it happen. Just like that, just standing there. I didn't even look to see who it was. I was frozen in spot. The one thing I knew, my pussy was wet.
I heard the zipper behind me. I could've looked. I didn't. Something about not looking made me feel even dirtier. I stayed bent over waiting for his cock to enter me. I was going to be fucked. The first new cock in ten years. My husband watching. And I was letting it happen. Not only letting, I was dripping wet. I wanted it to happen. I spread my legs a bit giving him easier access and permission.
I felt the tip of his cock enter me. I hung onto the counter, I bent over as far as I could laying my chest on the counter. The rest of his cock filled me up. He was thicker than Conner. I felt my pussy stretch to fit him. He started pumping my pussy slowly.
"That's it Alicia. Take my cock. You like being fucked with everyone watching don't you?" he said as he started fucking me.
"Mmmmm...," I moaned in response.
"Your husband is watching me fuck you. I can see his face. He is loving it. I bet Mark and Bobby are going to want to fuck you too."
So it was Rick fucking me. I thought he was Cindy's boyfriend.
I heard Cindy, "That's it babe. Fuck her good." Then to Conner, "Your wife looks pretty hot and slutty."
Slutty? I liked the way that sounded.
I couldn't hold back. "Yes fuck me. Fuck me like a slut. Show my husband how much I like to be fucked."
It felt amazing. "Yes, yes,yes," I cried as his cock thrust into me. "Fuck me. Fuck me. Let them watch. Fuck my pussy, yes, yes, yes."
This was the second time today I was bent over something and fucked from behind. I was loving it. All of a sudden he pulled out. I let out a moan of protest. He turned me around and pushed me to my knees. His cock in front of my face. I opened my mouth and took him in. He tasted of precum and my pussy. I loved it.
Now, on my knees, I was facing the others. Cindys hand was in Conner's lap. She was whispering to him. The other guys were watching, they had their cocks out and were stroking them.
I wanted to put on a good show. I wrapped my hand around the shaft and licked it like an ice cream cone. Then I took it in my mouth and sucked lightly on it helping him fuck my lips. I pulled his cock out and rubbed it on my cheeks and lips then went back to sucking it making Mmmmmm sounds as I did.
I could tell he was about to blow. "Where do you want it," he asked.
My answer just came out. I kind of shocked myself. I rarely let Conner do this. "On my face," I said.
He pulled out of my mouth with a pop. The first jet hit me on the cheek and nose. The next on my lips and chin. I opened my mouth. Whatever didn't get on my face and hair went into my mouth. I swallowed everything I could.
With a cum covered face I looked at Conner and said, "How does your wife look now?"
"Hot," he said. "Fucking hot."
I took Rick's cock back in my mouth and sucked it clean. As I did Cindy got up and came over to me. She got down on her knees. She pulled my face off of Rick's cock and kissed me. She got the cum from my lips and cheeks all over her face. She used her fingers to scoop it up and licked her fingers clean.
She then pulled me to my feet. "Take off your T shirt," she said. I didn't hesitate and pulled it up over my head. Then she led me to where Bobby and Mark were sitting stroking their cocks. She pushed me to my knees again.
"Use the slut," she said and sat down next to Conner again.
"Let me see it," she said to Conner.
He unzipped his pants and pulled out his rock hard cock.
"Jerk it," she almost commanded.
He started jerking it.
Meanwhile Mark had stuck his cock in my mouth. I was trying to give him the best blowjob I could. Bobby positioned himself behind me and positioned his cock against my soaking wet pussy. As he thrust in he pushed me onto Mark's cock to the point I gagged a bit. As he continued to fuck me I got my rhythm.
There I was sucking a Mark and fucking Bobby while my husband watched. I felt so slutty, so hot, so sexy. I felt my orgasm start to grow. It felt like a fire in my pussy spreading through my fingers.
I let go of Mark's cock.
"Yes, fuck, I'm cumming, baby, watch me cum. Watch your slutty wife cum. God, fill me up, give me that cum, fuck, fuck, fuck.
I felt jet after jet of hot cum fill my pussy. I came again.
As soon as Bobby pulled out Mark took his place. I was so wet from my own juices and a pussy full of cum he slid in easily. With my heightened senses and feeling so dirty slutty I felt my orgasm building again. This time it built in waves. They washed over me one after the other.
As I came, I started moaning. "Cum in me. Fill my pussy. Make me a messy slut, fuck me. Give me your cum."
That did it Mark shot his load into my pussy. Even as messy as I was I could feel it. I came again. As mark pulled out I moaned. I wanted more.
Rick stuck his semi hard cock in front of my face. I took him in my mouth and started sucking him again. I felt his cock come to life between my lips. When he was hard he got behind me. Instead of fucking me he stuck his fingers in my messy pussy. He then started spreading the juices all over the crack of my ass and asshole.
All of a sudden I realized what he was doing. I'd never been ass fucked before. I'd always told my husband no. Now I was about to be fucked up the ass by a guy who was almost a stranger.
"Oh my god Conner, he's going to fuck my ass. No one's ever fucked my ass. He's going to fuck it. I know you've wanted to, but he's going to do it."
Conner sat there and moaned stroking his cock.
I felt the tip of Rick's chick at the opening of my ass. I tried to relax. He went very slow. It hurt but in a good way. I felt the tip of his cock finally penetrate the ring of my ass. After that he slid in pretty easily. It hurt at first but he took his time. Eventually the pain turned into pleasure.
"Look Conner. He's fucking my ass. He's buried inside me. It feels so good."
Then to Rick. "That's it, fuck my ass, no one's ever fucked my ass. My husband's asked but I always said no. Fuck it, make me a three holed slut."
I was all loosened up now. Rick started to pound my ass.
"Ungh, ungh, ungh," I grunted with each thrust. "Fuck me, fuck that ass, fuck me."
This orgasm was totally different. It sucked the wind out of me. My knees. Started shaking. "God yes," I screamed. "Cum in my ass. Fill me up, cum in me."
All of a sudden I felt my ass flooded with cum. It felt hot inside me. I came again. As he pulled his cock out cum leaked out of my ass down to my pussy.
I was drained. My knees gave way and I rolled over onto my back. I lay there, cum on my face and cum leaking out my pussy and ass.
Cindy was still sitting next to Conner. Conner was still stroking his cock. "Want to fuck her messy pussy?" She asked. "You know you do. You've been watching just like you told me."
What? He told her he wanted me to have a messy pussy? When did that start. I didn't care.
"Come here baby," I said. "Fuck your wife's messy pussy."
He climbed between my legs, I was so messy I barely felt him but I loved the fact that he was fucking me. As we fucked I encouraged him, "That's it, add your cum to my pussy. Rick has had my ass, do you want to be second?"
I'm not sure what it was. I couldn't really feel him, but the idea of being as slutty as I was really turned me on.
Conner came and rolled off me.
"You are so hot," he said.
"How long have you wanted me to be a slut?" I asked
"Since I met you," he answered.
"Well, now you have your slut. I loved it, and want to do it some more."
The boys and Cindy spent the night again. They took turns fucking me. I watched as Cindy fucked Rick. Conner took my ass. I lived up to the slut I'd become. When we got home I didn't stop. I've fucked all of Conner's friends and some coworkers of his and mine. I once came home from work with three loads of cum in my pussy.
I'm now a complete slut.
*****
Author's note: Thank you to all my fans. Your votes, comments, and feedback keep me writing. I read all the comments and answer any feedback I can.
Please don't forget to vote on this and feel free to check out my other stories and vote.
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It was the week between Christmas and New Years. I was both looking forward to it and nervous about it. My family, well my husband's family, had rented a cabin in Tahoe. We'd never done that before, we'd never spent four days together, just the six of us anywhere, never mind a cabin in the woods. To make it worse my husband's sister Julie was bringing her boyfriend, a man we'd never met.
So it would be me, my husband, his mother Betty, his father Lou, his sister, and her boyfriend. I tried to think of the positive. Tahoe was beautiful this time of year. My husband and I both skied, the house came with two snowmobiles, and was on the tram route to the mountain. There was also plenty to do in Tahoe, so we could be out of the house if it got to be too much, but I was also looking forward to doing nothing if I could.
My husband and I were the last to arrive. Betty was in the kitchen, Lou was in the living room. Julie's boyfriend was sitting with Lou. I'm not sure where Julie was.
I focused on Julie's boyfriend. It was hard not to. The man was gorgeous. Julie was 22 and I knew this man was three years older. That made him my age at 25. He had dark brown hair and beautiful grey eyes. He was sitting but as we came in, and Lou made introductions, he stood up. His name was Cameron. Of course I knew that. He was 6'2 and built. Big shoulders and a great smile. His arms filled his shirt as he moved. I was sure he had a six pack going on.
Somewhere I heard Lou say, "and this is my son Peter and his wife Maggie," but I was so busy checking Cameron out I didn't respond.
My husband nudged me.
"So nice to meet you," I said. "I've heard a lot about you."
"Any of it good?" He asked laughing.
"Some," I replied, going along with the joke.
"Well, I hope I live up to that part, although, the naughty parts are always fun too," he quipped.
The joke was a bit inappropriate for someone I'd just met, and in front of my husband and my in laws, but from him it didn't seem so bad.
Lou laughed and said, "Well, so far he's been good."
We all laughed.
Just then my sister Julie bounced into the room. I had not seen her for a few months. She was transforming from a college girl to a working woman. She looked beautiful. At 5'5" and 130lbs she had an amazing body. Her blonde hair was shorter with a more professional cut, but she could still wear it in a pony tail. She was wearing yoga pants and a tank top that pretty much showed off every curve she had.
"What are you all laughing at," she said, eager to join the conversation.
"Oh, we were just trying to decide if Cameron here is good or bad," I quipped.
"Well, all I can say is he's very good when he's very bad," she laughed.
Lou covered his ears. "I don't need to know this," he said with a smile.
Julie kissed him on the cheek. "Sorry daddy. Try not to think about your little girl all grown up," she teased.
Lou just shook his head. We all sat down and made small talk. The conversation flowed smoothly. Cameron made a good living flipping houses. He had a degree in architecture but he and his brother had been flipping houses since he was 18. They also owned a few rental properties.
I was impressed with him and happy for my sister. He seemed wonderful. He made us laugh, as well as respect him. It was obvious he loved Julie just from the way he talked about her and the way he looked a her.
He was also a flirt. He was good at making me feel good about myself. I didn't mind. He made me laugh, and, having a handsome man flirt with me didn't suck either. At 5'6 and 140 lbs with a 36c chest, I knew I held my own, but he had a way of confirming it with sincerity and humor.
He flirted with my mother in law too. She was eating it up. Julie got her good looks from Betty. She was an older version of Julie. At 45 she had kept her figure and still turned heads. They were often mistaken as sisters.
The conversation was fun, the flirting was all light hearted and nothing Lou or Peter objected too. We chatted through dinner. After dinner we played cards. Finally Julie declared she was tired.
"I'm getting tired," she said. Then looking at Cameron she said,"and if I hope to be bad before I fall asleep we'd better head to bed now."
Lou covered his ears again smiling. "La la la la la la," he said.
We all laughed.
"Duty calls," said Cameron. "Good night all. See you in the morning."
Everyone laughed as they left the room.
The rest of us decided to play a few more hands. Truthfully, I was having a hard time keeping my mind on the game. My mind wandered to Cameron and Julie having sex upstairs. I was having trouble concentrating on the game. In my mind's eye I could imagine Cameron taking off his shirt. I pictured what his muscles must be like. I wondered how it would feel to be scooped up in those strong arms.
After a little while I said, "I need a sweater." I stood up to go get one from my room. I really didn't want a sweater. I knew what I wanted. I walked up the stairs wondering if they were still having sex. I didn't have to wonder for long. As I entered the hall I heard them.
"Oh god, fuck me, fuck me,"
I could hear Julie's voice.
"God I love your cock. I'm so yours. I'm your lover, your slut, fuck me, God yes, yes, fuck me.
I stood there listening. Thinking about that hot man fucking Julie made my heart beat faster. I knew I should have left, but I stood there listening.
"Give me that sexy pussy baby," I heard Cameron say. "Come on baby, show me you want my cock."
"God I want it," I heard. Then I heard rhythmic grunting. "Mmmmph, mmmph, mmmph, I could tell he was jamming his cock in her.
"God yes," Julie moaned. "Anything you want you can have."
"You know what I want," he replied.
"Yes, mmmph, what can I mmmmph do," she panted between grunts.
"Just be my slut ," he replied.
They continued to fuck. I felt flushed and warm. I headed back downstairs. As I I wondered what he wanted. It seemed she'd do anything for him.
I joined the others
"Couldn't find your sweater?" asked Betty.
Dammit, I'd forgotten why I went up there. "No, I decided, I didn't need it after all" I replied.
We played a few more hands and all headed to bed. By the quiet in the hall it was obvious Julie and Cameron had finished.
When we got to bed I was horny. I rolled over and gave Peter a passionate kiss. He kissed back. I slid my hand down to his cock, he stopped me.
"I'm not having sex with my mom in the same house," he said.
"There're at the other end of the hall," I complained.
"Night Maggie," he said. He kissed me, rolled over, and closed his eyes. He was asleep in minutes.
I couldn't sleep. I could feel a need between my legs. I tossed and turned. About 1:00 I got up to use the bathroom. As soon as I stepped in the hall I heard them again.
"Yes, yes. Fuck me, fuck my pussy, fuck me harder. Give me that fat cock. God I love it, I love how it fills me up."
Julie's room was right next to my in laws it was obvious she did not have the same concerns Peter did. I stopped to listen for a minute. I could feel the wetness forming between my legs.
I went to the bathroom then hurried back to my room. I looked at Peter sleeping. What the hell, I thought. I pushed off my pajama bottoms and climbed into bed. I bent my knees and spread my legs. Dropping my hand to my pussy, thoughts of Cameron's hot body running through my head, I masterbated myself to an orgasm. Peter slept right through it. I finally fell asleep.
The next morning I woke up to sounds of Betty already in the kitchen. I pulled on my bottoms and went downstairs. Betty was in a short robe starting breakfast. For some reason I noticed what great legs she had.
"Morning dear, did you sleep well?" she asked.
I assured her we did and we made some small talk. Julie wandered into the kitchen. She was wearing a short tank top and a pair of skimpy boy short panties.
"Morning dear," Betty said as she said to me, then added, "Did you sleep at all last night?" She teased. She didn't mention that Julie looked practically naked.
Julie smiled, "I know, I'm a bit noisy, but I can't help it. He is such a good fuck. You would not believe his cock."
I was shocked that she was talking like that to her mother. Betty just said, "Well, it certainly seems to make you happy.
Lou came in next. "Well, you look rested," he said to Julie. He looked at her. "New pajamas?"
"Yeah, Cameron prefers me looking like this," Julie said.
"Well, I guess we can't blame him," Betty threw in.
Cameron came in wearing boxers and a t shirt. "Smells good," he said.
I almost said, "So do you." He smelled of sex, wood, and leather. It was intoxicating.
I couldn't help but look at his boxers. You could tell there was more than usual in there. When I looked up I realized he'd caught me looking. I blushed. He just smiled and went on like nothing happened.
Peter was the last to join us. He looked at his sister and then at me. It was obvious he had no idea what to say. I just smiled inwardly.
We had breakfast, and after Cameron said, "I'm going to go shower."
"I'll go with him," Julie said.
Betty and I watched her run off. The bathroom was right at the top of the stairs. Cameron got in first. Julie knocked on the door. Cameron opened it. He'd already removed his shirt. He stood there blocking the doorway. I couldn't tell if he still had his boxers on. He said something to Julie. She stripped her panties off and dropped them in the hall. He let her in.
I looked at Betty. She just shrugged. "What would you do for a man who looked like that," she said.
I couldn't help but imagine them fucking in the shower. I looked at Peter. I was getting really horny.
The rest of the day Julie,me, and Peter decided to go explore Tahoe. Lou, Betty, and Cameron were going to do some shopping. We all met for dinner. During dinner Cameron kept the conversation flowing easily although somewhat flirty on the pg-13 side. Nothing too bad. Well almost nothing. There were two things he said that were a bit too much, but, being Cameron, no one seemed to mind.
At one point he'd commented on Betty's legs. Lou agreed Betty had great legs. Somehow that led to Cameron making the comment, "I bet those legs feel great wrapped around you."
To which Lou responded, "They do."
Another conversation about me was even bolder and led to Cameron saying, "I'd like to see her on her knees."
The statement should have outraged me and Peter. Instead I just blushed. Peter said, "I bet."
That surprised me. Peter rarely wanted blow jobs. He was pretty vanilla when it came to sex. Pretty much missionary or me on top. That was it.
The rest of the day continued in a great mood. Cameron was flirty and Betty and I gave as good as we got.
Julie recommended we all hit the hot tub. It sounded like a great idea. We all went to put on suits. I had a one piece that I thought was appropriate for Peter's mother to see me in. When we got to the hot tub, Julie was already in. She was wearing a skimpy little thong that barely hid anything. Cameron was wearing swim trunks. His hard body in full view. Again my eyes drifted to his crotch. Again he caught me and smiled. Betty and Lou showed up. Betty was wearing a string bikini I'd be embarrassed to wear. It barely covered more than Julie's thong. The sad part is she looked great in it. Peter often asked me to wear something like that. I was too embarrassed to show that much skin. We all climbed in and chatted. Finally it was bed time. We all went up at the same time.
This time I got into bed naked.
"What are you doing?" asked Peter.
"I'm horny," I said. I'm sure I shocked him. I never used that language.
"Come on Maggie," he answered." Quit fooling around. My mother is just two bedrooms away."
I was frustrated and a little peeved. I pulled on a top and got into bed. Peter fell asleep pretty quickly. I was left to toss and turn. I wasn't happy. After about an hour I decided to go get some water. As soon as I entered the hallway there was the unmistakable sound of sex. Julie was obviously quite verbal.
"Fuck me, give me that cock, mmmph, that's right, fuck me hard. I love fucking you, fuck you slut, fuck me."
Then I realized I also heard voices from Betty and Lou's room.
"Mmmm, yes, that's it, mmmmmm," I heard Betty's voice.
"You like that?" said Lou. "Are you thinking of me or of Cameron's hard body?"
She moaned.
"Oh, so you are thinking of him. Does listening to him fuck Julie turn you on? Are you wondering how big his cock really is?
She moaned again. "Just fuck me asshole," she said. Then, "Yes, that's it, give it to me."
I'd heard enough. Everyone was getting fucked but me. And why were the women in Peter's family so verbal and into sex yet Peter so reserved?
I went back to bed. Pictures of Cameron fucking Julie went through my head as I started to play with my pussy. God it felt good. Why wouldn't Peter fuck me like that. I imagined what it would feel like riding Cameron's cock. I wondered how big it was. I imagined my pussy being stretched. At some point I pictured Betty being fucked by Cameron. Her on her knees taking his big cock from behind. That was it. With that picture in my mind I came, then fell to sleep.
Friday morning I got up and dressed. Peter, Julie, and I were going to go skiing. Cameron wanted to stay in and get some paperwork done. Lou and Betty were just going to chill. We all went our separate ways. Peter, Julie, and I jumped on the tram to the slopes.
The skiing was great but I was getting tired. Peter and Julie wanted to ski more. We agreed to meet back at the house. I grabbed my stuff jumped on the tram and headed for the house.
When I walked in the house I heard the unmistakable sound of sex. Betty and Lou were obviously having sex in the kitchen.
I heard Betty. "God yes, oh god, I love that cock, fuck me, fuck fuck fuck, it feels so good, fuck, mmmmph, fuck."
Wow, Lou was really giving it to her. Then I heard Lou's voice
"You like that? You like that big cock? You like feeling his big cock in your slutty little cunt?"
Wait? His? What? I couldn't help but look. There was Betty, bent over the table, her jeans and panties were around her ankles, and Cameron was behind her fucking her hard. I could see the muscles in his ass as he drove into her. I couldn't tell how big his cock was but I could tell her pussy was stretched around it. As I was taking this in I realized that Lou was sitting there watching. He had his cock in his hand and was encouraging her.
"Go ahead baby. Show him what a great fuck you are. Take that big cock. Cum all over it. Show him you're as good a fuck as Julie." Then to Cameron, "That's it fuck my wife. You've fucked my daughter, now make my wife your slut. Fuck her."
"Oh my god," said Betty. "Lou, from now on I am his slut. If he wants to fuck me. I'll run to him. I love you, but I love his cock. He can do things you haven't. He can cum in my mouth. He can fuck my ass. I'm your wife, I'm his slut
I couldn't believe what I was hearing and seeing. It both shocked me and made me wet as hell. I was focused on that thick cock stretching Betty's pussy. The fact that Lou was watching her get fucked shocked me. I slipped upstairs before anyone saw me.
Alone with my thoughts my mind was racing. Camron was fucking Betty. Should I tell Julie? Lou was watching. Should I tell her that too? Betty looked so hot being fucked. I had never seen someone get fucked before. It was hot. Lou thought watching her was hot too. What would Peter do if he saw me fucking someone else. Probably pass out. Before I realized it I had unbuttoned my jeans and had my hand in my panties. I pictured me, bent over the table, Cameron's cock stretching my pussy. I came all over my fingers.
Julie and Peter arrived home. I started to head downstairs.
"Where's Maggie?" Betty asked.
"Oh, she left early," said Peter. "Didn't you see her?"
I saw Lou, Cameron, and Betty exchange looks.
"She must be in here..." Betty was saying as I came down the stairs.
Betty started making small talk. The conversation flowed easily between all of them. I felt oddly out of it. I wasn't sure what to do. I didn't know if I should say something. I resolved to tell Peter when we were alone
We all sat down for an after dinner board game. Eventually it was bed time.
When we got to our room, I decided to tell him."
"Peter, when I got home today, something weird was happening."
"Weird? how so, he replied.
"I really don't know how to say this," I said.
He just looked at me, waiting.
"Well, when I got home I walked in on your mom and Cameron having sex," I said.
He just looked at me.
"Not only that," I went on. "Your dad was watching them."
That seemed to bring a reaction.
"Watching?" he repeated.
"Yes, he was watching and masturbating."
"He was watching mom have sex with Cameron?" he asked as if to clarify.
"Yes," I responded.
"Wow, watching," he mumbled.
It was kind of weird. He wasn't really commenting on his mother screwing Cameron but seemed more fixated on his dad watching.
"Yeah, he watched," I repeated. "What should I do? Should I tell Julie?"
"Well, it's really none of our business," he said calmly.
How could he be so calm? I just told him his mother was screwing his sister's boyfriend and his reaction was, 'it's none of our business.' Now what?
Then he shocked me.
"When you think about it, it's kinda hot " he said.
"Hot?" I responded in surprise. We'd been married three years and he never had said anything was hot.
"What was hot?" I asked. "Your mom having sex with Cameron?"
"Well yeah," he answered. "But the idea of a man watching his wife have sex is hot."
"Do you want to have sex with someone while her husband watches?" I asked.
"Of course not," he said. "I only want to be with you."
"Then what? You want to watch me have sex with someone else?" I challenged.
"I just think the situation was hot." He said avoiding the question.
That gave me something to think about. Did he want to watch me have sex? He didn't say no. A picture of Cameron fucking Betty flashed in my head.
That gave me a lot to think about. I again had trouble sleeping. This time the noise from the bedrooms started before Peter fell asleep. In fact this time it seemed as if Betty and Julie were trying to out do each other.
From Julie's room we heard. "Oh yeah, fuck me, fuck me, give me all that cock. Mph, yeah oh god yes, you are the best fuck. Shove that cock in my pussy, in my ass, in my mouth, anywhere you want it. Anywhere. Just fuck me."
Meanwhile from Betty's room. "God Lou, that was amazing. I love big thick cock, it makes me feel so full, fuck me, yes fuck me."
I wasn't sure if she was talking about Cameron to Lou's cock. I was pretty sure it was Cameron's.
I kissed Peter. This time he didn't push me away. To the sounds of his mother and sister being fucked Peter rolled me on my back and stuck his cock in me. It felt so good but also like I was missing something. I tried to relax in the rhythm, but I heard Julie and Betty. They were still being fucked and loud about it. I could never be that loud, I'd be to embarrassed.
It took about 2 minutes and Peter came. I rarely came from sex with him. This time it left me extremely frustrated. Especially knowing both Julie and Betty were still getting fucked.
Peter rolled over and fell to sleep. I immediately stuck my fingers in my pussy. I felt the messy cum and then I took my messy fingers and rubbed them on my clit. I listened to Betty and Julie getting fucked. I imagined it was me bent over a table with Cameron's cock in me. I came, I thought that was it, but it wasn't, I wanted more. I started jamming my fingers back in my pussy. I came again. I felt better, but still like something was missing. I fell fitfully asleep.



I got up the next morning. I was shocked when I entered the kitchen. Betty was wearing a fairly translucent robe that when she stood in front of the light you could see her entire body. Julie was wearing a t shirt that came halfway down her ass. Her ass and pussy were completely on display.
Peter was speechless. So was I. Cameron and Lou were carrying on a conversation like nothing was unusual. I didn't know what to say, I just joined everybody and acted like everything was normal. I did notice that both Betty and Julie shaved their pussies. Mine was trimmed for a bathing suit, but that's it.
Friday Julie, Cameron, Betty and I wanted to go exploring on the snowmobiles. Julie and Cameron wanted to drive. It was decided I would go with Cameron and Betty with Julie.
I went upstairs to get ready. Julie followed. I realized this was my chance to talk to her. I followed her into her room and closed the door
"What's up?" she asked.
It was disconcerting talking to her with her ass and pussy showing but I was determined.
"I have to tell you something," I said
"Ok," she responded.
"I don't know how to say this, but I saw Cameron fucking your mom yesterday."
"Oh my god, no!" she said.
"Yes," I said.
"Tell me all,' she insisted.
"Well, when I got home from skiing your mom was bent over the table and Cameron was fucking her from behind," I explained.
"Oh wow, was she liking it?" she asked.
I was confused. What was she asking?
"Um, yes, she seemed to be."
"What else?" she asked.
"Um, well, umm, uhh, your dad was watching," I stuttered.
""Oh my god, really?" she exclaimed. "He was just watching?"
Her voice almost sounded mocking, but I was sure it was just the shock.
"Well, he was watching and jerking off," I couldn't believe I was telling her this.
"So," she said. "Let me get this straight. Mom was bent over a table, Cameron was fucking her, she was loving it, and dad was jacking off watching?"
I nodded.
"That's just what Cameron told me too. Except he told me how hot mom's pussy was and how he got her to fuck him. It was pretty hot," she explained.
"Cameron told you?" I asked, stunned.
"God yes, he tells me everything. I love hearing about how he fucked someone. Wanna hear how it happened?"
Reluctantly I nodded my head.
"Well," she started. "Cameron is a great flirt. I'm sure you saw it the last two days."
I nodded
She continued, "When we got here, one of the first things Cameron said was 'your mom is hot'. He told me he wanted to fuck her."
I must have looked shocked.
She went on, "Oh I don't mind. I love watching Cameron fuck. He is so hot and he takes care of all my needs. I am his total slut. He can fuck me or anyone he wants. I know he's mine. Plus, it's kind of hot having a woman know your man is a better fuck than hers.
Anyway, he told me he wanted to fuck mom, I just giggled and told him to go for it. Wednesday and Thursday he flirted with her, he kept pushing her limits and seeing how dad reacted. Cameron is great at seducing women and gaming men. He's fucked other women while their husbands watched."
I was stunned.
"Friday when we all left if you remember mom was wearing that short robe. She'd bought it the day before at Cameron's suggestion. Cameron commented on it and mom said to him 'I'm glad you like it." Cameron then told dad that his wife was hot. Dad responded that he thought so too. Cameron said he had work to do. He got up and hugged mom from behind thanking her for everything. She backed into him, he was semi hard and he knew she could feel it. Cameron has a great cock.
Cameron said, 'Sorry Lou, I have to kiss your wife.' He grabbed her and kissed her. Dad watched. Mom kissed back.
Cameron turned mom to face dad. 'Help me get her out of these jeans." Dad undid her zipper then Cameron pushed her jeans down and fucked her over the table."
That was it? Lou just unzipped her so Cameron could fuck her? I had a picture of Peter undoing my jeans in my mind. I just sat there speechless. Julie brought me out if it. As if she'd just told me it's cold outside instead of how her boyfriend fucked her mom, she said, "Get dressed, let's get going."
Thousands of thoughts ran through my head as I got dressed. I met the others and we all climbed on the snowmobiles. I climbed on behind Cameron and wrapped my arms around his waist. All I could feel was muscle. I just wanted to run my hands up and down his body.
As we rode I thought about what Julie said. She didn't care who Cameron fucked. I wondered how I felt about Peter. I guess I wouldn't care, but it wasn't because I was proud or satisfied. It's because it would just mean he'd leave me alone. How sad I thought. I loved my husband. I wanted to want him as well.
I spent the day flirting and laughing with Cameron as we rode we talked. He made comments about how sexy I was. I believed him. It was flattering knowing this sexy man found me sexy.
I could see Julie and Betty talking and laughing. I wondered what they were talking about. Julie knew Betty fucked Cameron but didn't care, could they be comparing notes?
The morning was great fun end it was time to head back. We arrived at the house and as we entered that Betty said let's get out of these wet clothes. Right in the doorway she and Julie started taking off their clothes. Peter, Cameron and Lou were watching. I started taking off my wet outer layer.
They were faster than me. They both stripped off everything but their underwear. Julie was wearing little pink boy short panties that were practically a thong along with a matching bralet. Betty was wearing a white practically see through thong and a matching bra. They turned to look at me. I took quick inventory. I was wearing a pair of pink bikinis. The kind that came three to a pack and a functional white bra. Nothing I'd want to show off in fact, I'd brought nothing I'd want to show off on the trip.
I realized that neither Betty or Julie knew what happened was going to happen, so the underwear they were wearing was what they usually wore. I was kind of ashamed that I didn't.
Not wanting anyone to see I went upstairs and put on a warm sweater and jeans. Julie and Betty followed me up and went to their rooms.
Julie yelled to the guys, "If you make some hot chocolate and a fire to keep me warm, I promise it will be worth it."
I wondered what she meant by that.
I was downstairs with the guys when Julie came down. I could see why she wanted to be warm. She was wearing a little V-neck T that came down almost past her ass and a little see through thong. You could see her ass and pussy as she walked. She plunked herself down on Cameron's lap.
Betty soon followed. She was wearing that translucent robe again,but barely tied shut. She sat down next to Cameron, he put his hand on her knee.
"Cameron looked at Peter. "Looks like your wife is overdressed," he said.
I wasn't sure how to respond. I was shocked he said it, but I also wondered how Peter would respond. I didn't say anything.
"Um, seems that way," Peter said.
"Well fix it," said Cameron jokingly. "I've been dying to see more of her since we got here."
Peter looked down, "I don't think she'd let me,"
I still hadn't responded. Too many thoughts flying through my head. No way I wanted Peter to undress me, well, maybe. I imagined showing of my body to Cameron. He was so hot, I wanted him to like it. The thought made my pussy tingle. I looked at Julie and Betty. I was still in my pink bikinis. I didn't want to be embarrassed. If Cameron was going to see me I wanted him to think I was sexy.
Then I thought, what was I thinking, this man fucked Betty and Julie. Was I going to be another conquest? I thought about how loud both Betty and Julie were when they fucked him. How they both praised his cock. I had been with four men in my life, all had average cooks. Could a big cock be all that much different? My mind flashed back to seeing his cock stretching Betty's pussy. Damn that looked hot.
"Sure she would," I heard Cameron say.
Cameron looked at me. "Stand up," he said.
I don't know why, I felt mesmerized, I stood up.
Cameron said to me, "I really want to fuck you."
Just like that, in front of my husband. In front of Betty, Lou, and Julie. I didn't respond I just looked at Peter.
"Don't look at him," Cameron said. "He'd love to see you fucked the right way.
I thought back to the conversation Peter and I had had. I realized that Peter had never said yes or no to the question.
Cameron stood up, he scooped me in his arms and kissed me. Again the scent of wood and leather. I could feel the muscles in his chest and arms as he kissed me. I didn't resist. I kissed back.
"Tell me what you want," he whispered in my ear.
I moaned.
"Say it," he pushed.
"I want to make love to you," I said.
"No you don't," he said. "Tell me what you really want."
I pulled back and looked him in the eyes. I thought of Peter behind me, not moving, not objecting. "I want you to fuck me," I whispered.
He pulled off my top. Now I was in bra panties and jeans.
"Go ask your husband to undo your jeans."
I knew I shouldn't, but my pussy was driving my body. I turned to Peter. I figured I'd give him a chance to back out.
"If you want this, undo my jeans," I said.
I stood there watching his face. He reached for the buttons.
"This will change our lives forever," I said.
He hesitated a minute, then undid the buttons on my jeans.
"Unzip them," Cameron said to Peter. It was obvious we were all under Cameron's control now. Peter unzipped my jeans.
Cameron then pulled me to him. He undid my bra. I shrugged it off and let it fall to the floor. I instinctively covered my tits with my hands.
With one arm he scooped me off the ground and held me. With the other he pulled my hand away. He wrapped his lips around my nipple.
I couldn't believe I was letting him do this but it felt good. Knowing I was being watched only made me feel slutty. Unfortunately I realized I liked feeling slutty. A lot. My husband always treated me like a wife. I wanted to be treated as a lover. I wanted to be fucked, not made love to. I moaned as he sucked on one nipple then the other.
"Get out of those pants," he said.
Not wanting him to see me in my pink bikinis I stripped of my pants and panties at the same time. I immediately became self conscious of my bush. It was neatly trimmed, yet Julie and Betty shaved theirs.
I looked around. Betty was stroking Lou's cock through his pants. Julie had her fingers in her panties. Peter seemed to be rubbing his cock through his jeans.
Cameron pushed lightly on my shoulders. "Suck me," he said.
I'd given maybe ten blowjobs in my life. I did not consider myself an expert. I got down on my knees and unzipped his pants. I wondered how big this thing was. So far I'd heard how amazing it was. I was kind of nervous as to what I would find.
What I found was not a monster. It was about 9" semi hard. It felt thick in my hands. My fingers could not reach around it. It was circumcised and as it got hard, perfectly straight. I wrapped my lips around it. I could barely get the tip in my mouth. There was a drop of precum that was salty on my tongue. I used both my hands to stroke his cock while I lightly fucked the tip in and out of my lips. It grew hard. It must have been 10" hard.
After a few minutes he pulled me to my feet. I didn't look at him. I looked down. I didn't know if I was good or not. He'd stopped me so quickly. I assumed I sucked at it.
"Mmmmm, that was good baby," he said. I looked up at him and smiled.
He reached both his hands under my ass and lifted me. I wrapped my legs around his waist, he carried me to where my husband was and dropped me, facing out, into his lap. He grabbed my legs and pushed them apart.
"Hold her legs," he said to Peter.
Peter grabbed my legs and pulled them back. I could feel his cock hard through his jeans. I looked around the room. Julie's panties were now on the floor and her fingers were buried in her pussy. Betty was on her knees between Lou's legs sucking his cock.
My pussy was dripping wet. Cameron knelt down between my legs, I mean between mine and Peter's legs. He placed the tip of his cock against my pussy and with his hand rubbed the head up and down my slit lubricating the tip. Then he started to enter me. I felt my pussy lips give way to accept the head of his cock.
He started gently pulling it out and sliding back in. With each stroke my pussy accepted more and more of him. I tried to relax so it would be easier, but I couldn't, I held my breath. It didn't hurt. It felt amazing. Like every piece of my body was full. I kept my eyes open and focused on his grey eyes.
With one last thrust he was all the way in me. I tilted my head back and breathed in. When I did I saw my husband's eyes watching me intently. I almost forgot that he was holding me and spreading my legs.
"Oh my god," was all I said.
Cameron started pumping his cock into me. With every thrust I felt my pussy stretch and move with him. I could feel the pulling at my clit as he thrust.
I was never a loud fuck, but now, after listening to Julie and Betty, I wanted to be loud.
"Oh my fucking god," I sighed. "This feels so good. I never knew a cock could feel like this."
Julie moved and sat next to Peter. She took my hand.
"I know, Maggie. Enjoy it."
I let myself go. The thrusting became more urgent.
"Ungh, ungh, ungh," I grunted with each thrust. "Oh God yes, fuck me, give me that cock, fuck me. Fuck, fuck, fuck fuck."
Julie held my hand with one hand and played with her clit with the other. "That's it Maggie, take that cock. Fuck him."
The sound of her voice sent me to my first orgasm.
"Ohhhhhhh," I sighed.
"Oh yeah," Julie moaned as she came in her fingers beside me.
Cameron just kept fucking me. Thrust after thrust of his hard body and hard cock. With Peter holding me, and Julie holding my hand, I placed my other hand on Cameron's chest. I felt the hard muscle beneath his skin move with every thrust. I came again.
This time I was louder. ""God yes. Fuck. Fuck me, unghh unghhh unghhh. Fuck."
I suddenly remembered Peter was spreading my legs. "Fuck Peter. His cock is amazing. You're going to have to spread my legs for him again. Any time he asks, I will fuck him. I want to fuck him in our bed."
The thought of lying on my back, in my bed. Peter holding my legs open, and feeling Cameron's hard body on top of me made me cum again.
"Yesssss," I hissed.
Cameron pulled his cock out of me, "Noooooo," I moaned.
With his strong arms he picked me up and flipped me over. I was on my knees. I pressed my head and chest to the floor. I spread my legs a bit so he had complete access to my dripping pussy.
He placed the tip of his cock against my pussy opening again. I was soaking wet. He still took his time with his first thrust. Slowly thrusting back and forth till again he was buried inside me.
I looked at Peter. He pulled his cock out and started jerking it as he watched. Betty had repositioned herself and was sitting on Lou's cock and fucking him. She was grunting as he fucked her.
"Yes, yes, yes."
Now Cameron started really fucking me. I grunted with each thrust. Soon he had me cumming again.
"Fuck yes," I cried.
I was getting tired. Cameron put his strong hands on my hips to steady me. I felt like a rag doll. He was just pushing me and pulling me on his cock. I came one more time. I couldn't fuck back anymore. I collapsed letting his cock slide out of me.
I rolled onto my back and laid there panting.
"Oh my god', I sighed. "That was amazing."
Cameron was kneeling there with his still hard cock in his hand. I spread my legs and begged, "please cum in me."
He positioned himself on top of me and guided his cock into my well stretched pussy. He started fucking me again. With everything I had left I started fucking back.
"Cum for me, please, cum for me, give it too me, squirt inside me," I begged
If it was possible I felt his cock getting bigger. I felt he was going to explode.
"Oh yes," I cried as I came again. "Cum in me. Make my pussy yours."
I felt him shudder and then hot jets of cum squirted against my pussy walls. Even as wet as I was I could feel it hot inside me. Pulse after pulse. Somewhere in my brain I heard Betty cumming beside me. I came again.
He pulled out. I didn't even have the strength to sigh. The last jet of cum landed on my belly and tits, as if he were marking me."
"Mmmmm," I sighed contentedly.
I looked at Peter. I don't know when he came, but he had sticky cum all over his hands and clothes.
I looked at Julie. She smiled at me. "Told ya so," she laughed. I smiled back.
Julie got on her knees and pushed Cameron on his back. "You're not done yet," she said as she lowered her mouth around his cock.
He smiled.



        Tradeshow Adventure

        A young wife turns slut hot wife at a tradeshow.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/tradeshow-adventure

Title: Tradeshow Adventure

Author: Imstillfun

Category: Loving Wives

Description: A young wife turns slut hot wife at a tradeshow.

Tags: group sex, cuckold, exhibitionist, hot wife, bisexual, slut wife




Author's note: It's been awhile since I published. I want to thank all my fans who wrote me during that time to encourage me to write again. Do respond to all who write me.
As usual please vote, favorite, and comment.
Thank you.
=============================
It was Tuesday morning and my husband and I had finished packing and were heading to the airport. We had a tradeshow to attend in Vegas. Although we're not in the same company we are in the same industry, so, with a little finagling, we managed to both get a free trip to Vegas.
I was supposed to be there. I was in charge of our trade show booth. Setting it up, messaging, staffing, all mine. My husband is a sales rep for his company. Typically sales reps did not fly to conferences, the sales reps from the territory would cover it, but he had scheduled a bunch of meetings with possible customers so he was allowed to go.
This was our three year anniversary and it was a great way to get a lot of the trip paid for. We figured the show was Wednesday thru Friday and we would spend the weekend. We were excited.
I was looking forward to celebrating our anniversary. My husband, Stuart, is a handsome man. 32 years old, 6'1", dark hair, blue eyes. We are not gym rats but we do get there 2-3 times a week. He treats me like a queen and he looks at me with complete adoration. We'd been working hard and getting some time off would do us well.
As we drove to the airport, I thought about the morning. I woke up to a card from Stuart. It was by the coffee pot in the kitchen.
'Karen, 3 years have gone by in a flash. You are the most beautiful woman I know. My best friend, my wife, my partner, my lover. I only wish the world knew how amazing you are.
Here is a small token of my love, it does not do you justice.'
There was a box under the card. I opened it. I saw sparkling on top of black. The sparkling was a diamond and gold pendant. The black was a little black dress for nights out in Vegas.
It was not unusual for Stuart to buy me clothes. He was proud of the way I looked. I am 29, 5'6", 130 lbs. I have curves. I am a 34c. I have honey colored hair down past my shoulders. Stuart loved it when men would check me out. Truthfully I loved it too. It made me feel sexy. If Stuart saw something he thought I'd look good in, he'd buy it. Usually it was a bit shorter or lower cut than I would buy but I loved it. I always felt I should be a bit more conservative now that I was married. Stuart wanted me to dress like we were still out partying at 24. He's my husband. I didn't mind. Plus, as I said, I like the attention.
We had a bit of time before we headed to the airport. Stuart was in the shower. I pulled off the t-shirt I was wearing and stepped into the shower with him.
"Happy anniversary baby," I said.
He took me in his arms and kissed me.
Stuart was a wonderful lover. He knew how to make love, he knew how to fuck, and he knew when to do which. Right now I was somewhere between the two. He kissed me and took his time lathering my body. He softly washed me from head to toe, nibbling on my shoulders, sucking on my nipples, biting my ass, and playing with my pussy as he went.
As I reached fever pitch he turned me around and bent me over. Hanging onto the shower rail I felt him enter me from behind. There is something dirty sexy about being fucked standing up and from behind. I came pretty quickly.
I got on my knees and took him in my mouth, I could still taste my pussy on his cock.
"Come on baby," I coaxed. "Give me that load. Let me get on the plane with a load of cum in my stomach."
That pushed him over the edge. He started to fill my mouth with a huge load. I swallowed as fast as I could but missed some. It hit me in the chin and nose but was quickly washed away by the water.
"Mmmm...", I said. "We better get ready."
We arrived in Vegas and went right to the conference hotel to check in. The room was nice but nothing exceptional. I had to go check on my booth. Stuart had no plans, but his badge wouldn't let him in with me, so I went alone.
I walked the aisles of the show. There must have been 500 vendors. I always liked checking out the creativity of other booths. We had a 10x20 foot space. Our booth was at the end of the aisle. Everything was there. We had four people staffing the booth. Me, John and Keith our two technical marketing guys, and Sean, our marketing admin person who worked for me. The tech guys were in the booth putting everything together. Everything seemed like it was on schedule and working.
Next to us was a 10x10 booth. There was a woman about 40 in the booth setting up. She had a Hispanic look about her. 5'5" maybe 130-140. Lots of curves and a great ass. Long black hair down her back.
I introduced myself. Her name was Lila and she was there manning her booth herself. It was a small company.
I finished up my work in the booth and went in search of my husband. I stopped by Stuart's company booth to see if maybe he got in and was there. He wasn't. The booth was 20x20. I knew there were at least four sales reps and techies manning the booth. Stuart wasn't there. I introduced myself.
One of the sales guys setting up said, "Wow, who knew Stuart had such a hot wife."
It was a little inappropriate, but I didn't mind. I liked the attention. I may have giggled and walked away with a little extra sway in my ass.
I headed to the casino to see if I could find Stuart. I found him at a blackjack table in the the casino.
"Hey baby, all done?" he asked.
"Yeah, all set for tomorrow," I said. "What do you want to do now?" I asked.
"Well. It's 5:00. Why don't we get a nap in, and then head out for dinner and some fun?" he replied.
Sounded good to me. I did not have to be in the booth till 10 am so I was up for anything.
Our room was on the 20th floor. I went over to look out the window. Stuart followed me, put his arms around me and kissed my neck. I leaned my head back on his shoulders and purred.
His hands went to my belt buckle.
"What do you think you're doing?" I teased.
"Me?" he answered. "I'm going to fuck my wife overlooking the city."
"Oh? And what makes you think she'll let you?" I asked. I mean, I knew I would, but he's gotta think there's some chance I might say no, even though I never did.
"Because sometimes my wife is a little slut," he answered.
"And you think this is one of those times?" I said as I wiggled my hips to help him pull my jeans and panties down.
"When in Vegas," he replied.
I laughed. "Do you want me to be a Vegas slut?" I answered as I put my hands on the window, bent over, and tilted my ass towards him.
I was wet, jeans and panties around my thighs he entered me easily from behind.
I moaned. I looked out the window. I wondered if anyone could see me, the thought of being watched turned me on.
"God baby," I said. "Can anyone see us?"
"I hope so," he replied.
That sent a gush of electricity to my pussy.
"You'd like it if someone could see your wife being fucked against a window?" I teased.
"Hell, I'd love to see you fucked against a window," he replied.
"Mmmmm," I moaned. For some reason the thought of my husband watching me get fucked against the window turned me on.
Stuart noticed. "Oh? You'd like me to watch you now? You want me to see you with another man? That's pretty slutty. Your husband watching another cock plow his wife's pussy."
As he spoke I felt my orgasm building.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck," I moaned.
"So you are a little vegas slut," he said.
That was it. I came. "God," I moaned.
Stuart picked me up and threw me on my back on the bed. Jeans and panties still around my thighs I could barely spread my legs. He pushed them straight up and towards my chest lifting my ass off the bed and giving him perfect access to my pussy. His cock slid into my pussy as he fucked me hard.
"That's it baby. Fuck me. Fuck your Vegas slut. Fuck my pussy. Fuck me." I came again. "You want to show off your little Vegas slut? Is that what you want?" I could feel his cock expand in me.
"Fuck yes," he moaned as I felt his hot cum shoot inside me.
He fell on top of me. We made out for a bit. We then got up and undressed. We cuddled naked and fell asleep.
It was about 7:00 when we got up. The plan was to get some dinner and go out. We decided to check out Fremont street. We showered and got dressed.
When we go out Stuart likes me to dress sexy. I felt at 29 and a mom, my days of skirts that barely covered my ass were over, but, Stuart loved them, and we were in Vegas. I pulled on a green shirt dress, it belted around the waist and buttoned all the way down the front. I wasn't wearing a bra. I buttoned the two middle buttons and turned to Stuart.
"How many?" I asked.
Stuart reached over and buttoned three more. The top was buttoned just below my breasts. It held the dress so you could not see my nipples but you could see what cleavage I had. I wouldn't call it cleavage, but the space between and swell of my breasts.
The bottom he buttoned to just below my crotch. I was sure that with a breeze or walking I'd flash my panties.
We headed out.
I certainly got my looks walking around Fremont street and Stuart didn't hesitate to point them out. I was enjoying the attention. We hit a couple bars, a couple casinos, and listened to music. Even did a little dancing.
Then we heard someone call Stuart's name. When we spotted them it was some of the guys I saw in Stuart's company's booth. There were 4 of them. Stuart waved and they came over. Stuart started to introduce me. One of the guys stopped him.
"We already know your hot wife Karen," he said.
Stuart looked at me. I explained that I stopped by the booth earlier and introduced myself. Stuart introduced him as Mark. Mark worked with Stuart and was here because he had clients also. When I went by the booth earlier I was in jeans. Right now I was showing a lot of skin. It was obvious the guys noticed. They could barely stop staring at me and I was eating it up. Stuart introduced the rest of the guys. Truthfully I forgot their names as soon as he said them.
Mark then asked, "What are you guys up to?"
We weren't doing anything special and told them. They suggested a bar in a casino that had a band. We were up for it. We followed Mark and crew to the casino. I didn't remember the guys names so I started making up nicknames for them.
There was Mark. He was kind of loud and pushy. Then there was one of the tech guys who was kind of shy. He kept looking at me and blushing every time I caught him checking me out. He stammered almost every time he talked to me. I started thinking about him as blush.
Next there was baldy. Baldy must have been in his mid forties and about 30 lbs overweight. He was very polite to me. He seemed very excited by the opportunity to talk to a pretty girl. I actually liked talking to him.
Last there was the kid. If he was 21 I'd be surprised. He was almost as bad as blush and kept calling me ma'am.
We went out and had a few drinks. Mark kept trying to commandeer my attention, but I spent more time talking to baldy, blush, and the kid. It was so much fun watching them try to avoid checking me out, or at least getting caught. For my part I was having fun and started flashing more skin at them just to see their reactions.
I thought blush would roll over and die when I leaned in close to him, put my hand on his leg, and whispered something to him. The front of my dress fell away and he could see right down it. I'm sure my nipples were clearly visible. He wasn't sure where to look.
Mark didn't miss what happened. "Come tell me a secret," he said.
I couldn't help myself. He was on the other side of the table. I stood up and leaned across the table. He stood up to meet me halfway. When I leaned in everyone at the table could look down my top and see my tits. My nipples were hard. I'm sure in the back my dress had slid up and showed my ass. Knowing I was showing off always excited me, but knowing these guys worked with my husband was even sluttier and made me even wetter.
As he leaned in I whispered in Mark's ear, "That better? Do you like my tits?"
Instead of addressing me he spoke to Stuart, "God your wife has great tits."
Everyone at the table heard him.
"Yeah, she does," Stuart responded. "Tasty too."
Mark and Stuart laughed. Blush, baldy and the kid joined in cautiously.
Mark got bolder. "Are we going to get to see more of that ass too?" he asked.
I'm not sure he was asking me or Stuart. Stuart responded, "She does have a great ass.
Mark started asking me, "Come on Karen. We wanna see that great ass."
I laughed it off a few times. I basically put it back on Mark. "Seems like you're the only one asking," I teased. "No one else here is asking, so I doubt they want to see it."
After a couple rounds like this blush barely whispered, "I do."
The idea that blush got brave enough to ask to see my ass sent a wave of wetness to my pussy. I looked around. With the guys standing around me I turned my back to them. I was looking right into Stuart' eyes. I pulled my dress up to my waist and let them see my ass. I didn't just flash it. I held my dress there for a minute. Long enough for a group of guys going by to see what I was doing and let loose a bunch of cat calls. The idea of these strangers seeing my ass turned me on. I had an urge to flash them my tits. I watched Stuart's eyes. He was smiling at me.
We went to a few more bars. There was dancing at some. Mark would ask me to dance. He'd always ask Stuart first. Stuart didn't mind. I know that as I danced I flashed my panties a bit. I noticed the men and women around me looking as well as Mark. I was getting all hot and bothered.
Finally it was time to head home. After all, I did have to work the next day and, truth be told, I was horny as hell and wanted to be fucked. We were all staying at the conference hotel. As soon as we got in the elevator I started making out with Stuart. Mark and baldy were on the same elevator.
"Oh my god Stuart, that was so much fun," I said in front of them. "Get me back to our room. I'm horny as hell."
"You're just horny because you were flashing these guys all night," Stuart said. Right in front of them. I just kissed him harder.
I felt Stuart's Hand slide under my dress. As he kissed me he pulled up the back showing my thong covered ass to Mark and Baldy.
"That better?" he teased.
I moaned into his mouth and kissed him harder.
We got off at our floor. I got out of the elevator before Stuart. As I headed to my room I had a dirty idea. I undid the belt of my dress and dropped it to the floor. Stuart stopped and picked it up. As I walked I unbuttoned the dress. I let it slide off my shoulders to the ground. Again Stuart stopped to pick it up. Now I was walking down the hall in just my thong and heels. I was feeling naughty, slutty, I wondered what would happen if someone came into the hall and saw me.
As I reached our door I slid my thong down over my hips and stepped out of it . I leaned against the outside of our door, arms above my head. One leg bent. I then slid one hand down to my pussy and started playing with my clit.
Stuart reached the door and opened it. Standing in the doorway I put my arms around his neck and kissed him again. Then I turned and walked towards the bed. I got on my knees at the end of the bed and put my chest down on the mattress.
With my ass high and pussy exposed I breathed, "Fuck me."
Stuart didn't have to be asked twice. He got behind me and drove his cock into me.
"Umpphh...," I grunted as his cock hit bottom. I was so fucking wet I could not believe it. He started fucking me.
"Wow, why is my little slut so wet?" He said.
I moaned
"Did you like showing off?"
I moaned again.
"You do realize those are people I work with," he chided as he jammed his cock into me. "Now my co workers have seen your tits and ass. They probably think my wife's a slut. Is that what you wanted?"
I was loving it. The truth was, the idea of someone I know, knowing I was a slut was a huge turn on. I kept my desires to myself, but secretly I wanted people to see who I was.
He went on, "I could tell by the way he was looking at you that Mark wanted to fuck this pussy. I bet he was thinking cunt. Guys think sluts have cunts, not pussies."
"God yes," I breathed.
Stuart kept pumping my pussy, I mean, cunt. He was fucking me hard. I was asking it and pushing back with each thrust.
"So did you like showing off?" Stuart asked.
I moaned.
"Did you?" he continued.
I moaned again.
Stuart stopped fucking me. He held the tip of cock just at the entrance to my cunt. Just holding the lips open. I whimpered and tried to push back and get him to fill me up again. He moved so I couldn't and kept his cock head just spreading my lips.
"Did you?" he asked again.
"Yes," I hissed
"I bet you wanted to take off your panties and show them," he continued.
It was like a dam burst.
"Fuck yes," I moaned. " I loved showing off."
He rammed his cock back into me and started fucking me again. Hard.
"I loved it," I continued. "Those eyes looking at me with lust. Mmmmphhhh... fuck me. Wanting to fuck me," I moaned. "They wanted to see more," I panted. "I wanted to just stand there naked. Knowing that they knew you made it even hotter. Someone who knows me finding out I can be a slut."
Recounting how I felt. Picturing the way they looked at me. My orgasm built. God, I felt it in my toes. It radiated my entire body.
"Oh my fucking god," I moaned as it washed over me.
Now I wanted Stuart's cum.
"Cum on baby. Cum for your little slut." I wiggled my ass. "Give it to me. You know I love it. Where do you want to cum? In my cunt? On my ass? Face? Anywhere, just cum for me."
That was it for Stuart. He pulled out of my pussy and sprayed his cum all over my ass and back. I could feel the hot cum splash against my skin. I came one more time.
We cleaned up and went to bed. The next day was the first day of the conference.
I manned my booth around 9:30. John , Keith, and Sean were already there. Normally when I work the booth I wear Khakis and a tucked in polo shirt. Today I was feeling flirty. I put on a untucked medium polo shirt that came down just below my ass and a khaki skirt I'd brought. The skirt wasn't too short but it was above the knee.
Lila was in the booth next to me. She was in typical khakis and polo shirt.
"You look nice," she said. We chatted a bit and chatted when it was slow.
The day was typical booth duty. Slow while the sessions were going on, busy between sessions. The guys from Stuart's company would come by every once in awhile and say hi and chat with me. I introduced them to Lila. Mark may have been a bit mouthier than the rest. At one point he asked Sean what it was like having such a hot boss. I thought it was kind of funny watching Sean try and stammer through an answer.
"She looks nice," Mark said to Keith, "but you should have seen what she was wearing last night. All I can say is this girl's got legs." He laughed and went on his way.
After that I noticed Sean, as well as John and Keith, kept checking me out. I decided to have a little fun and pulled the waist of my skirt up so I was showing more leg. It got me a lot of attention. A lot of people would come by and hang around the booth.
On top of that I would go behind the display and bend over straight legged to pick something up. A couple times I got down on my hands and knees with my ass in the air, to pull something out from under the table. I was making myself wet letting the guys check me out and being so naughty in front of my co workers. Especially one who worked for me.



I think Lila may have noticed me. She'd comment on how hot I was and how I was dragging guys into the booth.
Eventually the day ended and I headed to my room. Stuart was already there. He took one look at me and said, "Get a lot of attention today?"
"Why?" I asked, pretending not to know what he was talking about.
"Oh nothing," he said. He then scooped me in his arms and kissed me.
I kissed back. Not a hi kiss, he got my 'I'm ready to fuck now' kiss.
Unfortunately we didn't have time. Usually at these trade shows they have some kind of welcome dinner. Stuart reminded me that as the representative of my company I had to go.
"Fine," I said. "But you're going to fuck the shit out of me when we get back."
Stuart laughed, "I'll do my best, but I think you're becoming insatiable."
We headed down to the welcome buffet. For those of you who have never been to a technical conference, the men/women ratio at these conferences is about ten to one. This one was no different.
We showered. I sucked Stuart's cock in the shower, but he stopped me reminding me again we had to go. I begrudgingly threw on a casual dress and was ready to go. The dress wasn't anything special, but in a group of mostly men, a dress was like a red flag. Stuart looked great in Jeans and untucked button down shirt. We headed to welcome reception.
As soon as I walked in Stuart's work mates surrounded me. About a minute later we were joined by the three guys I work with. Stuart and I made introductions all around. It was a fairly uneventful night. It was fun watching the guys vie for my attention. Except for Mark who was blatant about it, I don't even think the others realized they were doing it.
I was enjoying walking around with my entourage and
Mark was Mark. His comments were just on the edge of inappropriate.
He commented on the fact that I was the only woman wearing a dress. I replied that I liked dresses. One of the guys I worked with commented that I usually wore dresses or skirts to work.
Mark jumped in with his most inappropriate comment of the night. "You shoulda seen the dress she wore last night. It showed every curve she had."
I thought Keith, the guy who worked for me, was going to die.
"Every curve?" I flirted back.
"Whatever it didn't show, you flashed us," he said.
"Shhhhh," I teased. "These boys don't need to know I have a naughty side, do they?"
"I don't know," said Mark. "Your naughty side seems lots of fun."
"Oh it is," I laughed. "You don't even know."
"I wish I did," Mark replied.
We chatted a bit more and dinner started to wind down. We said we were going to our room. Mark tried to get us to go out, but I wanted to fuck.
Stuart and I headed to our room. I was out of my dress, on my knees, and unzipping Stuart's pants before he knew what hit him. I took his cock in my mouth and felt it get hard as I sucked it.
"Hey," he said. "What got you so hot? All that attention?"
I moaned around his cock.
"So," he continued. "My little slut likes it when all those guys are checking her out."
I moaned again.
I pulled my mouth off his cock. "Shut up and fuck me," I said.
He did. He fucked my pussy and he fucked my mouth. I squirmed, squealed and came over and over again. He must have fucked me for an hour straight.
While fucking me he called me his little slut and commented on all the guys paying attention to me. He mentioned how Sean reacted when he heard I had a naughty side.
"How does it feel knowing a guy who works for you knows you have a naughty side," he teased.
Truthfully, it was hot. I thought about what it would be like for Sean .to walk in my office and catch me masturbating. I moaned again.
"I think Mark wants to fuck you," he went on. "How do you think I would feel going into work knowing that a guy I see everyday fucked you?"
That made me moan. I loved the idea of my husbands co workers knowing I was a slut. I came just thinking about it.
After about 4 orgasms he shot his load in my pussy. With the feeling of hot cum in my cunt I fell asleep.
The next day I had booth duty again. I was still feeling the high from all the attention. I looked at my khakis. I didn't want to wear them. Instead I pulled on a thong and a pair of yoga pants. They came up about 2" below my navel. Then I pulled on a company t shirt that came just a bit below the waistband of the pants. I checked myself in the mirror. When I moved I would flash a little belly or back. I knew I was pushing appropriate but I had seen booth babes (hired models) in the bigger booths looking about the same.
Stuart came out of the bathroom. "Well, that's one way of getting people into the booth," he laughed.
I headed to the booth. Lila was there. She was wearing a black skirt and a tucked in polo.
"Wow, you look great," she said. "That outfit should pack them in the booth."
I liked the compliment from this beautiful woman.
My team showed up and checked me out. They tried not to look but couldn't help themselves. For my part I again spent time bending over or getting on all fours when the opportunity presented itself. Sean was trying hardest not to look at his boss, but being so young couldn't help himself.
I'm pretty sure Lila noticed I was teasing the guys. She'd catch my eye and smile at me. I'd smile back.
They were right. The booth was packed all day. The reality is we had a lot of possible customers who had never really considered us. It was a good day for leads. When the day was over I cleaned up and headed over to Stuart' booth. Mark came over.
"Don't you look hot,' he said. "Let me see the rest."
He wanted me to turn around so he could check out my ass. I shouldn't have, but I was loving the attention, I turned around.
"Ya know," he said, "you can see your thong through the yoga pants."
I didn't realize that, but the idea turned me on. My only comment was, "Lucky you."
He told me Stuart was with a client. I headed for my room. Mark said he'd walk with me and jumped in the elevator with me.
"I can't tell through the yoga pants, what color is the thong?" he teased.
I looked at him. I turned my ass to him and pushed my yoga pants halfway down my ass and said, "you tell me."
"Nice," said Mark. "Stuart is a lucky guy to get to fuck you."
"Any time he wants, any hole he wants," I replied.
"Very lucky, I bet that ass feels so good," he went on.
"He says it's very fuckable," I teased back.
I got off at my floor and headed to my room. The conversation made me horny.
Stuart wasn't there. I jumped in the shower. I kept thinking of all the guys checking me out. I wondered how many noticed my thong. My fingers found my clit. I wasn't gentle. Rubbing my clit and jamming my fingers in my pussy I brought myself to orgasm.
Stuart came in just then. I kissed him passionately.
"Whoa," he said. "Someone's been ready to go all week. Like all the attention you're getting?"
I was honest. "I'm loving the attention. I love it when men are looking at me. I can tell they want to see me naked, to fuck me. The idea makes me horny as hell. You're not mad, are you?"
I waited a moment for his answer. I was afraid he'd be mad.
"You're sexy as hell. I love that guys want you. It's like I have something they don't have and they should all be jealous. Sometimes I want to undress you and let them see how perfect you really are. Sometimes I picture someone fucking you, like letting them touch my most prized possession, just so they know what they're missing."
Hearing how he felt made my pussy hot and my heart melt. "Fuck me," I hissed.
Stuart threw me on the bed and slid his cock into me. He fucked me hard and fast.
"So, you'd like it if someone knew your little slut was a good fuck? See my lips around their cock and watch them moan. Would that turn you on?" I teased.
He moaned.
"My ass in the air, pussy exposed, ready for anything?" I went on.
He started fucking me harder. I wondered how, after four years of marriage, I didn't know how much this turned him on. I knew he liked to show me off, but that he thought about watching me get fucked? I came all over his cock.
"So," he said. "It turns you on too, doesn't it?"
"Yes," I replied as I came again.
"Well we are in Vegas for the weekend. Should be plenty of opportunity to show off," he commented.
I moaned.
"Maybe we need to get you some sluttier clothes for the weekend," he said.
I moaned again.
"You can dress me anyway you want," I whispered. "I'll be as slutty as you want."
With that I felt his cock stiffen. I felt his hot cum shoot inside my pussy. The feeling set off another orgasm in me.
Stuart rolled off of me and lay on his back. I turned so I could take his cock in my mouth and cleaned him off. I loved the way his cock, covered in both his and my cum tasted.
As I sucked him I looked at him and said, "I'll do anything you want."
Conferences often realize they have to entertain their guests. Tonight was the party for the attendees. It was billed as a 'Rave'. Given the demographics of the crowd I was not expecting much raving. I was looking forward to getting tonight and tomorrow over with so Stuart and I could finally do what we wanted. Stuart and I figured we could go out for a little while after the rave.
We decided to take a short nap and then get ready to 'Rave!' We laughed as we said it. When it was time to get ready I started going through my stuff.
"Wear the black dress I got you," Stuart suggested.
I pulled the dresś out. It was a halter style little black dress. I couldn't wear a bra with it. The front scooped below my breasts. The dress was loose on the top and had almost no back. The bottom started at my waist and clung to me like a second skin. It came down five inches below my ass. It was more of a 'going out to party in Vegas' dress than a business function dress, but everything was covered so what the hell. I added a pair of thigh highs that were covered by the dress about an inch. I was ready to go.
We headed down to the rave.
The hall was huge. The conference probably had 10,000 people. The lights were low and there was a pulsing dance beat playing. There were food and alcohol stations. Stuart and I immediately ran into Lila.
"Oh my god, another girl," she joked.
I looked around. As usual it was a sea of men with a few women interspersed between them.
Then she looked at me. "Wow, hot dress," she said. "Well, hot girl in hot dress," she amended.
I thanked her. "You don't look so bad yourself." I said.
Lila was wearing a blue cocktail dress. It was well above the knee but not as short as mine. It flared out from the waist. The top had short sleeves and a square neckline. It was perfect for the occasion and she looked good in it.
We headed over to one of the bars. As we did I heard someone call Stuart's name. It was Mark. He, blush, kid, and baldy came over. We all said our hi's and waited for the bar. When we got our drinks we headed to watch the dance floor. There were about 20 couples dancing. Lots of men watching. After all there wasn't a lot else to do. Mark and crowd stuck with us. I think they figured there were women in our group and decided to stay. As we watched Keith, Sean, and, John found us.
I made a joke about Lila and I being able to handle eight guys. Lila laughed and said, "Yeah, but could they handle us?"
Mark jumped in, "We could try," he said.
Lila looked at him. "Try? If you're not sure you're up to the job, why would we let you 'try'," she said, finger quotes around try.
Mark changed his tune. "Oh I'm up for it," he said.
"What do you think," she said to me. "Think this guy could handle the both of us?
I just laughed. "He'd need the rest of these guys for backup".
With that Lila grabbed my arm and pulled me to the dance floor. We started dancing leaving the guys to watch.
The music had a great beat and Lila was a great dancer. We looked good on the dance floor. We danced pretty sexily but kept about a foot between us. Every once in awhile my dress would slide up and show a bit of stocking and I'd have to adjust it.
After a few songs Mark and kid came out to dance with us. We started dancing with them. We used our moves and shook our asses. We had their attention. Lila danced over and coaxed the other guys out on the dance floor with us. Everyone but Stuart joined us. There we were, two women, surrounded by seven guys. All of them had their eyes on us.
Surrounded by the guys it was hard for people to see us. We started dancing a little closer. Lila and I would dance while the guys danced around us. Lila would turn and grind her ass against me or put her arms around my neck and slide down my body. Not to be outdone, I gave as good as I got.
At one point Lila put her hand on my thigh and pulled my dress up so my stockings showed. I returned the favor by pulling her dress up and flashing her ass. I figured she was wearing a thong.
As the night went on, people left. Out of 10,000 people there were about 50 couples on the dance floor. The men in our group starting dancing closer to us. We would grind against them and then dance away. At one point Mark grabbed my hips and pulled my ass into him. Lila, seeing this, danced up and sandwiched me between them.
Looking into my eyes, and with a small smile on her lips, she let her hand fall to my thigh. As we danced she started to push the hem of my dress up. I knew what she was doing and didn't stop her. I just kept my eyes looking into hers. She ended up pulling my dress up to my waist with Mark grinding against my ass. I looked at Stuart. He was just smiling. I pushed my ass back into Mark.
"Well aren't you the little ehitionist slut," she purred.
"You wish," I replied with a big smile.
"I do," she said. "But so do you."
I just ground my ass into Mark and smiled.
Keith came up behind Lila. I figured turnabout was fair play. I ran my hands up her thighs to her hips. It became clear she wasn't wearing panties. I pulled up the back of her dress completely exposing her ass to Keith and anyone else who was watching. I'm sure all the guys in our group saw. I am sure others saw, but dressed like we were, and all made up I doubted anyone recognized us. We didn't know that many people to begin with.
The near anonymity made us brave. As we'd dance we caressed each other's asses and breasts. John and baldy joined Mark and Keith and they were groping our asses and tits. I was getting horny as hell.
The party drew to an end and the lights went on. We stopped dancing. Lila and I were holding hands.
"Let's go out," suggested Mark
"I think I'm going to call it a night," said Lila.
"Us too," I said.
Mark was not happy. "I have an idea," he said. "The company has a suite upstairs for sales meetings. It has a stocked bar. Let's go grab a last drink.
That idea was appealing. We didn't have to go out and one last drink sounded fun.
When we got up to the suite Mark turned on the lights and softened them. Then he put on some background music. It had a soft slow beat. He went around getting us all drinks. Lila held hers and kind of swayed with the music.
I was standing, so were Lila and Mark. The other guys were sitting down. The suite had two couches facing each other with some small coffee tables in between. Lila took my hand and started swaying with me to the music. Not really dancing, but we both swayed to the music in place.
Lila pulled me closer to her. Now we were kind of slow dancing. We were holding each other and swaying. There was still room between us. Our bodies weren't touching. I searched for Stuart's eyes, he smiled at me.
As we danced Mark moved the tables out of the way. Lila kept direct eye contact with me. Closer and closer. Our faces were inches apart. She pulled me to her, and dancing to the music she kissed me. I kissed back. As I kissed her I thought about who was watching. My husband, two co workers, a guy who works for me, four guys who work with my husband. All these guys were watching me kiss a girl. I wondered if they thought I was a slut yet.
Mark, ever the shy one got up and sandwiched Lila between he and I. She leaned against him and ground her ass into him. Then she put her hands behind her neck and under her long hair. She pulled it forward over her shoulder.
She looked over her shoulder at Mark and said, "Would you be a dear. This dress is killing me.
It took a Mark a moment to realize what she was asking but when he did he grabbed her zipper and pulled it down. The dress was still clasped at the neck.
We already knew she wasn't wearing panties. Now we knew she wasn't wearing a bra. She continued dancing with me. Her hands went to the hem of my dress. She slid it up so you could see my stocking tops and some skin.
"Sexy." She said. "Hey Stuart. Your wife looks sexy in stockings.
The other guys watched the show between Lila and I. Lila then got an evil grin.
"Sean, don't you work for Karen?" she asked.
Sean was sitting there open mouthed.
"Well?" she repeated.
Sean nodded his head.
"Do you think your boss looks sexy in stockings?" She asked.
My heart was beating like crazy. Here I was, in front of my husband, four of his co workers, three of my co workers. One who worked for me. Monday I'd have to face them knowing they'd seen me like this.
I held my breath waiting for Sean's answer.
Sean nodded his head.
"What?" said Lila.
"She looks hot," Sean admitted.
My dirty side liked that the guy who worked for me thought I was hot.
Then she got behind me, arms around my waist, pulling my ass into her. We swayed to the music.
"You are one sexy woman," she whispered in my ear.
I moaned.
"I want to see more," she went on.
I felt her hands go to the hem of my skirt. We swayed to the music.
"Show me that thong," she whispered.
I looked at Stuart, then, swaying my hips to the music I slowly pulled the hem of my dress up over my thong all the way to my waist. There I was, in front of all those men, men who knew me, showing my thong, stockings, and heels.
"That's good," whispered Lila. "Everyone's looking at you."
I moaned and continued to sway my hips with Lila.
Mark came over and with his hands on my hips started grinding against me and pushing me into Lila. I moaned again.
"Stuart," Lila said. "I think Karen's going to lose that dress."
I moaned again. I wanted to rip it off I wanted everyone to see me.
Mark's hands again went to the hem of my dress. I kept thinking. 'This is Stuart's co worker. I shouldn't let him do this. But the fact that it was Stuart's co worker made it dirtier and sluttier.
As he pulled my dress up I raised my arms up to allow it to slip off over my head easier. Lila turned me to her. She pushed me back against Mark. His hands went to my breasts. Lila kissed me. Before today I'd never kissed a girl. I could not believe I was doing it half naked in just a thong and stockings, in front of all these people who knew Stuart and I, and, not only that, I loved it. I kissed back passionately.
I then remembered Lila's dress was unzipped, and that she wasn't wearing underwear. I looked at the couches where the rest of the guys were still sitting.
"Enjoying the show boys?" I asked
Head nods, calls of yes, I heard one oh my god yes, all came from the couch. Only blush and Sean didn't answer.
"Well watch this," I said. I reached around Lila's back and undid the clasp that held her dress on.
She smiled. She took a step back, shrugged her shoulders, and let the dress slide off of her. It pooled around her feet. She looked amazing in just heels.
She stepped forward and kissed me. I couldn't believe how wet I was. I swear if anyone had breathed on my clit I would have come. Every nerve in my body was on edge.



Then she led me to Stuart. "You don't mind your sexy little wife being naked in front of all these guys, do you?" she asked.
"She looks amazing," was all he said.
Then she turned to Sean. Sean tried to avoid looking at me or her.
"Did you ever think you'd see her naked?" she teased.
He didn't answer.
"Well," she pushed.
"No," he said, still avoiding her glance.
I thought about Sean. I'd hired him six months ago. He was a great looking kid. For the rest of his life he'll remember me naked. My hand went to my breast. I absentmindedly started playing with my nipple.
Still standing in front of Stuart she said, "I don't know about Karen, but I need to get fucked." She looked at Mark. "You said you guys could handle it." She smiled.
Mark stepped up to her.
"Hold on," she said. She again looked at Stuart. "I think your little slut wife needs her panties off. But, if you take them off her, your co workers and hers are going to fuck her," she said.
I looked at Stuart. I wanted him to get me out of there, I wanted him to take my panties off me. I wanted him to take me to our room and fuck me. I wanted him to fuck me right there. I wanted him to push me on the bed and hold my legs open so these guys could all get their cocks in me. I wanted it all.
Stuart reached out, grabbed my panties by the waist, and slid them down my legs. I stepped out of them.
He looked at me and said, "I love you baby," and then to Lila, "Fuck the slut."
Mark didn't wait, he had his cock out right away. He pushed me to my knees in front of him and stuck it in my mouth. I moaned as I took as much as I could. I thought how slutty it was sucking my husbands co workers cock in front of my husband. My hand went to the shaft and started jerking it.
"That's it?" asked Lila "None of the rest of you wanted to get your hands on that ass?"
It was a bit surreal this beautiful naked woman encouraging these people to fuck me. It was also hot as hell to be talked about like an object.
Baldy got up and started undressing. Here was a fat, bald, older guy I would never have dated, never mind fucked, but I knew, at that moment I would take his cock anywhere.
He also stuck his cock in front of my face. I started going back and forth between the two cocks. They felt good. Soft skin with a hardness to them. There was precum on the tips. I used my tongue to lick it off. I enjoyed the taste.
Lila grabbed Keith by the hand.
"Haven't you always wanted to fuck her? Look at that ass," she said. I wiggled my ass a bit. I saw Keith get up and heard his clothes rustling. I felt him kneeling behind me. He couldn't quite reach my pussy. I pulled on Mark and Baldy's cocks so they got on their knees. Then I tilted my ass up. Now I felt his cock align with my pussy. I felt the tip against my pussy.
"That's it, do it," I moaned.
His cock slid into me. My first strange cock since I got married and it was from a co worker. In front of my husband. I came with a loud, "Mmmmm... that's good."
Keith continued to fuck me. I kept trying to suck the two cocks in front of me.
"Fuck that's hot," I heard Lila say. "Now it's my turn."
I saw her drop to her knees in front of John. "I think I'll start here," she said. She unbuckled his pants, pulled out his cock, and with a loud, "Mmmmmm," took it between her lips and started sucking on it.
She looked at kid, wiggled her ass and said, "There's more."
Kid didn't need anymore encouragement. He was out of his clothes and fucking Lila from behind in no time. I heard an "ummph," each time he pounded her.
I looked at Mark and Baldy. "I need some cum," I said. I continued to stroke baldy's cock while concentrating on sucking Mark's. I wanted to make him cum. I timed my strokes with Keith's cock pounding me from behind. I knew the term 'Spit Roasted'. The thought made me cum again.
"God yes," I moaned around Mark's cock.
I really started paying attention to Mark's cock.
"Come on Mark," I said. "You know you wanted this. Show me how much. Cum for me."
I felt his cock twitch I knew he was about to cum. I started jerking his cock.
"Tell me where you want to cum," I said. "My mouth, my face, my hair, anywhere you want."
Mark grabbed my hair, "Your face," he croaked.
I kept jerking his cock. "Go ahead baby, paint my face, cum all over it, give it to me, you know you want to."
I was still talking when the first spurt hit me in the face. My mouth was partially open and some hit me in the mouth. I closed my mouth and swallowed. I kept jerking his cock after spurt after spurt hit me on the cheeks, lips, and chin. With the cock in my cunt still pumping me and the cum hitting my face, I came again.
"Fuck yes," I cried. "Fuck that feels good."
Then with my cum covered face I looked at baldy. "You're next," I smiled and licked my lips. He wasted no time in sticking his cock in my mouth.
"Mmmmmmm," I sighed.
I looked over at Lila. She had John's cock in her mouth and Kid's cock in her pussy. She had her other hand wrapped around blush's cock. Blush had his eyes closed and head back.
Sean was sitting by himself. I'm not sure he knew where to look, but his hands were on his lap rubbing his cock through his pants.
Keith started pumping me harder.
"That's it Keith, cum for me. Fuck me. FUCK ME!" I hissed as my orgasm washed over me.
That was it for Keith. I think he tried to pull out but the first jets of cum hit the walls of my pussy. The rest landed on my ass and back.
Lila looked over and took her mouth off John's cock. "Go fuck the slut," she said.
John got up, flipped me on my back and started pumping my cum filled cunt. It felt amazing. Baldy stuck his cock back in my cum covered face and I continued to jerk and suck him.
Lila moved her mouth to blush's cock. I think he almost cried when she took him in her mouth. With her hands she was undoing Sean's pants, but the thrusts from kid were making it hard to do so.
Finally she just looked at him and said, "Pull that cock out."
With his cock free she used one hand to pump Sean's shaft, with the other she pumped blush's cock between her lips, and she kept fucking kid.
I let baldy's cock slip from my lips.
"Look at me baby," I said to Stuart. "If I had known your co workers had such nice hard cocks I would have started fucking them years ago."
Just as I pulled baldy's cock back in my mouth, I smiled at him with cum drying on my face and said, "Anywhere you want." Then started sucking him again.
I was getting tired on my back. I flipped over and rolled John on his back and straddled his cock. Riding him like that I could put more pressure on my clit. With a loud moan I came again.
Lila pushed kid to the floor next to John and straddled his cock. She pulled blush to where she could continue to suck him. You could tell blush was about to lose it.
"That's it," Lila coaxed. "Fill my mouth. Give me that load."
Blush exploded in her mouth. She wrapped her lips around it but some escaped dribbling down her chin.
She turned to me with a big smile and opened her mouth. She still had a mouth full of cum. She leaned in and kissed me pushing the cum into my mouth. Some got all over our lips and faces. I swallowed all I could.
That was it for kid. "Fuck, I'm going to cum," he said.
"That's it, cum for me, fill my cunt," Lila responded.
"Fuck yes," I heard from kid as he unloaded into Lila's pussy.
"Oh god," Lila sighed as her orgasm met his.
Again I wrapped my cum covered lips around baldy's cock. With both hands I pumped his cock as he fucked my face.
"Come on my tits," I said.
Baldy pulled out of my mouth as jet after jet of hot cum splashed on my tits and belly.
John saw that and pumped a load into my cunt. As I climbed off him I could feel the cum dripping down my leg. I slid down and took John's cock in my mouth to clean it off. My ass was again in the air. I felt a cock against my pussy. When I looked it seemed Mark was hard again and wanted to fuck me.
"Mmmmmm yes," I moaned. So you want Stuart's slut wife's cunt as well?" I said as he entered me.
Just then I heard Kid say, "Fuck I'm going to cum."
"Yes. Baby, cum in my sloppy cunt. Give me a hot load," she begged.
He grunted and shot his cum into her hot pussy. She moaned.
Sean still sat outside the action not knowing what to do. Lila pushed Mark and I over. I was straddling his cock. Next thing I knew I feel something hot and sticky on my ass. I looked and Lila was sticking her fingers up her cunt and gathering cum and her juices and rubbing them on my ass. I felt her fingers probe my ass, first one, then two, then three. Stuart had fucked my ass before, but the feeling of Lila probing my ass while Mark was in my pussy was completely different.
"Lean forward," said Lila as she pushed my chest into Mark forcing my ass up and spreading my cheeks.
She grabbed Sean by the hand. "Ever fuck your boss' ass before," she asked with a laugh. She pulled him behind me and positioned his cock at the opening of my ass.
As soon as the tip touched my asshole I came with a shudder.
"Ooooo, did you see that Stuart," Lila cooed. "The little slut can't wait to be DPed. Or maybe it's the fact that Sean works for her. What kind of a slut lets her employee fuck her in the ass.
I moaned and came again
Lila laughed.
Sean pushed forward
"Slowly," coaxed Lila.
I could feel Sean's cock rubbing against Mark's separated by only a thin membrane. I never felt so full. I came again.
Lila looked at me. "That's hot, let's make her a three holed slut," she said.
John stuck his cock in my mouth.
Lila laid on her back next to me. "Someone fuck me," she said.
Blush, obviously over his shyness, climbed on top of her. His cock easily slid into her messy pussy. Meanwhile I was getting a rhythm with baldy, Mark, and Sean.
"That's it Sean, fuck my ass. Fill it with cum. Monday at work you can picture your cock in my ass as I go over your work for the week. Fuck me."
"That's it," Lila chimed in. "Fuck the sluts ass."
"Oh god Stuart," I moaned. "Did you ever imagine your wife as a three holed slut."
Stuart had his cock out and was jerking it. "You look fucking hot," he said.
Lila looked at Keith, baldy, and kid. "Someone cum on me. I love cum on my skin," she said. She started jerking off Keith and baldy.
I came again. This time it was a wave of pleasure washing over my body. I could feel it in my hair and toes.
"Yes, yes, yes, God yes, fuck me, fuck my ass, fuck my cunt, fuck my face," I screamed in orgasm. I was sure anyone in the next room could hear me. "God, give me that cum, give it to me. Fill my ass. Fill my mouth. Fuck me."
Lila, lying on her back was being fucked by blush. She had Keith and Baldy's cocks in her hands and was jerking them off. "That's it guys. Cum on my tits. Cum on my face. Cum for me."
Kid was standing above her and I jerking his cock.
Baldy let out a loud moan. Jet after jet of hot cum hit Lila in the belly and tits. Some landed on my back.
The sight of that was it for Sean. I felt his cock start pulsing in my ass.
"That's it Sean. Cum in my ass. Fill it up. Monday you can picture me with an ass full of cum."
I felt the hot jets hit the walls of my ass. As I did I felt Mark start to cum as well. Two cocks pulsing inside me was too much. I came with a scream.
"Oh my god, YES!" I cried.
I let go of John's cock. He kept stroking it. Hot ropes of cum squirted out and caught me in the face and hair.
I just lay there feeling Sean and a Mark's cocks go soft inside me. I turned my head to watch Lila. She was on her back, blush pounding away at her pussy, Holding onto kid and Keith's cocks and jerking them. I just watched.
Blush started to cum. His whole body shuddered. He made a weird sound and then rolled off of Lila and lay on his back. I could see cum dripping out her pussy.
Keith immediately stuck his cock in her cunt and started pumping her. I could see cum squeeze out of her messy cunt with each thrust. Kid stuck his cock in her mouth.
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned.
"That's it," I said. "Fuck the slut. She turned me into a slut so fuck her."
I could see her body shudder as another orgasm pulsed through her. Kid pulled his cock out of her mouth and started stroking it. Cum sprayed all over her tits and belly. Keith grunted and filled her cunt with another load.
She lay there for a minute and then she pushed me off Mark and rolled me on my back. She straddled my face. I'd never eaten a woman. I stuck my tongue out, the mix of her pussy mixed with 3 loads of cum inside her was intoxicating. I started licking and sucking her pussy clean.
Lila looked at Stuart. "Come fuck your wifes messy cunt."
Stuart knelt between my legs, and slid his cock into me.
"I love you," he said.
I came again.
=========================
Thank you for reading. Please don't forget to vote, favorite, and comment.
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It was our 20th anniversary and I wanted to do something special for my husband Daniel. Daniel had always wanted me to do a boudoir shoot but I'd always been too embarrassed. After all, who'd want to see a 40 year old woman half naked. However Daniel was a wonderful husband and I wanted to please him.
When I told Daniel that's what I wanted to do he was thrilled. Daniel was always trying to push my limits. He wanted me to experience more. Sadly he had cancer a few years ago and though he could still fuck he couldn't cum anymore.
I admit I missed it, but I never complained. After all we had married when I was 20 years old, I only had two boyfriends before then. One was too shy to even kiss me. The next was a guy who was 2 years older and more experienced than me. We only ever pleasured each other orally so my husband was really my first and my experience was limited.
"I don't know where to start," I said.
"You can find anything on the internet," he laughed.
We checked out craigslist and found lots of listings. That struck me as creepy but following their links to their business websites I was surprised how many legitimate photographers listed boudoir photography as a specialty.
We started looking at their web pages and seeing their work. One particularly caught our attention. The pictures on his web page were of women my age, tastefully done, and very sexy. We decided to call him.
His name was Ron. We were obviously still nervous. To put us at ease he agreed to meet us first to discuss what we were looking for. We met at a local coffee shop and then headed to a park. While there he took a few casual pictures of me. While we were taking pictures we learned a bit about Ron. Ron was 10 years older than me and recently widowed. He made me feel at ease, especially when he told me he had seen everything there was to see at some of the parties he had been to. He took pictures at them for anyone who wanted. I loved the way the pictures he took at the park came out. We set up a date and time and decided to do the shoot at our home.
The day of the shoot Daniel was all excited. He helped me pick out outfits. Daniel was always trying to get me to dress sexier and show off a bit. It was never something I felt comfortable doing in real life. We'd fantasize about it in bed, but when it came down to it made me nervous. Even so, Daniel would buy me dresses on the sexy side, nothing too crazy so I would wear them for him.
Ron arrived at our house. I admit I was nervous. Ron immediately made me feel at ease. The first pictures he took were of me were dressed in some of those dresses. As I got more comfortable I agreed to some pictures dressed in lingerie and no nudity, the idea was to make me comfortable doing this. Daniel and Ron convinced me that it would get easier. I know Daniel wanted more because I'd seen what he looks at and I could see the look on Daniel's face, but I wasn't ready. We left it at that. The pictures were really good and I was thrilled with the way I looked.
Daniel then asked Ron if he'd give me photography lessons. Daniel had bought me a camera for my birthday and I had expressed interest in really learning how to use it. Ron thought it was a great idea.
I drove to the city once a week for lessons. Ron was really good at explaining stuff to me and helping on composition of pictures. We were mostly outdoors at the beginning, taking pictures of boats flowers that sort of things. The first lesson we went to the river to take pictures he helped me down the bank and over the rocks.
He held my hand and later kind of apologized.
"I'm sorry," he said. "It feels good having a woman's touch."
He was the type that always touches when he talked, hand on your arm or around your shoulder to guide you. I enjoyed talking and being with him. Tall, handsome, intelligent, complementary and good manners. When we were done for the day and I was about to get into my car he gave me a big hug and told me I had done well.
As we spent a lot of time together Ron suggested he wanted to take more pictures of me. I asked Daniel and he thought it was a great idea. We took the pictures in Ron's studio. Each time we did a shoot the pictures became a little more explicit. I admit, I was getting more and more turned on, with each shoot I could feel my pussy wetter than the last.
The pictures started with peek-a-boo glimpses of my breasts. Eventually I was more comfortable with my body and let him take nudes.
Once he had me hold and kiss a toy but decided it looked to fake. He told me that I needed a real one for the picture. The thought made my pussy tingle.
We looked at the pictures each day. Ron and I would pick the good ones and send them to Daniel. When I showed the pictures to Daniel he was thrilled. We always fucked like rabbits after a photo shoot.
Daniel always asked how I felt being undressed in front of another man. It became integrated into our sex play. Me showing off, kissing, and even fucking another man.
One day Ron asked me if I wanted to accompany him to a swingers party as his assistant. I asked Daniel if he would mind if I went as Ron's assistant, Daniel was all for it. I was nervous but was reassured we were taking pictures only. Ron asked me to dress up and told me to expect to see some wild outfits.
The party was in a huge beautiful home. Everyone seemed to know Ron from previous parties, and they were really nice to me.
The party was interesting. There was an area where people gathered to chat and get to know each other. Then there were bedrooms where people would engage in sex. I had never seen people have sex, maybe in a porn clip. There were probably 3-4 couples in each room. Some engaged in oral sex, some fucking. One woman had a man in her pussy and one in her mouth. The whole scene made my body tingle.
After watching for awhile I needed a break. There was a bar and I headed over and sat down. It wasn't long before a very attractive man sat down to chat. His name was Thomas and he was little younger than me. He knew I was there with Ron taking pictures and seemed amused by it. When Ron finally came over, it was apparent that they knew each other.
"Ready to have your picture taken?" Ron asked Thomas.
"Only if she'll pose with me," Thomas replied.
Thomas flashed me a smile and left me alone with Ron.
"Wow," said Ron. "Thomas has never consented to having his picture taken."
I wasn't sure. "No," I said "I'm not doing what I just saw in the bedrooms."
Ron assured me that the pictures would be g-rated, or less. After some coaxing I agreed. The truth was, in the back of my mind, I was intrigued.
We went in a bedroom, just the three of us. Ron started by taking pictures of us looking at each other, foreheads together, me standing behind him with my arms around his waist and my head on his shoulder. Thomas then stood behind me and did the same. I could feel him against me.
My dress buttoned up the front and Ron asked Thomas to undo buttons on my dress. He wanted to take a picture of Thomas' hands and inside my dress, seeing my bra. I was apprehensive, but the mood of the party had loosened me up, so I agreed. The pictures showed where he'd opened my dress but he had held the dress up so the picture was of him looking at my breasts but not revealing them.
The session progressed.
"Would you take the bra off," Ron asked.
I knew I shouldn't. I demurred a bit and made some faint protests.
Thomas was still behind me. He whispered in my ear, "Take it off. You have beautiful tits."
I blushed, but felt flattered. By this time I was feeling horny and adventurous. I agreed and went to the washroom and removed my bra.
We then did a bunch of the same poses, when Thomas pushed up behind me I could feel his hard cock through his jeans. I wondered what it looked like. The thought was making me wet.
Then Ron asked Thomas to open my dress and expose my bare breasts. The poses started getting more risqué.
So risqué that there were poses of him almost kissing my breast to sticking his tongue out as if licking. At one point he took my nipple in his lips and gently pulled on it. In my current state of arousal I let him. My nipples were hard with excitement.
I wondered what Daniel would think. He was the one who wanted me to go to the swingers party. Did he think something like this would happen?
When Ron asked me to stand behind Thomas and put my hand on his jeans covering his penis, I did. I admit I wanted to feel more. I had felt it pressing up behind me and I was curious. He felt big, a lot bigger than what I was used to. We were wrapping up when Ron suggested one more picture. Ron asked me to kiss Thomas as a lover would.
We shared a long passionate kiss while Ron took pictures. I was starting to feel dizzy with all the excitement and stimulus. I wondered what I was going to tell Daniel when I got home.
Just before we left Thomas came up to me and told me how much fun it had been and asked if I enjoyed it. He kissed me again and whispered in my ear that I was sexy and beautiful.
On the way back to pick up my car, at Ron's, he asked a bunch of things, did I have fun? was it what I expected? did I enjoy my shoot? did I find Thomas attractive? did I get turned on by it? Yes, no, ummm..., ummm..., blush.
He asked me not to say anything to Daniel till he looked at the pictures. I agreed, I thought maybe he and I should look at them first.
As he dropped me at my car he put his arms around me to kiss me goodbye. I was expecting a friendly peck. Ron had a different idea. He came in for a full on kiss. I had enjoyed kissing Thomas and was still feeling a little adventurous. I kissed back.
I wasn't sure if I wanted to go the next time Ron wanted me to go. It was a party at the same house a month later. He had told me numerous times that Thomas had said hello or asked about me and that he would be there. I wanted to go but was hesitant, Daniel convinced me to go. Ron asked me not to wear any underwear in case we decided to take any pictures. When I told Daniel he kissed me passionately and told me it was a great idea. I ended up wearing a skirt and cotton top that made it obvious that I had no bra on. I felt exposed but after seeing what some of the women at the party wore I realized it was quite tame.
When we got there Ron took some headshots of some of the guests and I just helped with poses, hair, or whatever. Ron told me to relax and go have a drink at the bar, which I did. Thomas showed up around then, I wasn't sure if he had just arrived. He greeted me like an old friend, well maybe a little more than a friend. I got a big passionate kiss and I felt him grab my ass to pull me to him.
When Ron showed up about 45 minutes later. They both wanted me to pose again. I knew I should have said no to them, but truthfully I had been hoping we'd do more. We went to the same bedroom for pictures.
Most of the pictures were of us together but only suggestive as in both naked from waist up but in an embrace so nothing showed. Thomas behind me cupping my breasts so nothing showed in the picture but his hands. The most suggestive was my kneeling in front of him with my hand on him looking up and Ron taking the picture over his shoulder looking down. At the end Ron wanted a picture of just my breasts with Thomas' hands on my nipples. He stretched them out and was gently squeezing them. I could hardly stand still it was so arousing.
Ron left the room abruptly after that. Thomas laughed and commented the shoot must be over. As I started to put my top back on Thomas said look what you do to me. He had his underwear down and was very erect. He asked me not to leave him like that and that no one would ever know.
He actually took my hand and put it on his erection and started stroking it with his hand over mine. He removed his hand at some point, I don't remember when, but I continued stroking him to him telling me how hot it was and how good it felt. I had a lot of mixed emotions at that point of what to do. I wanted to do more but before I could react, he came. He came a lot. The cum landed on my belly and tits. I loved the feel of the hot cum splashing on my nipples.
After, I cleaned up. We kissed and hugged before leaving the room.
I had come with Ron so we rode back to Ron's to pick up my car, I went in for a moment to use the washroom. We talked some more.
"Why did you leave the bedroom so suddenly," I asked.
"I'm sorry," he said. "It was so erotic and stimulating that it brought back memories of my wife."
I hugged him. I felt so bad for him. The hug ended up with us kissing for awhile. I could feel him through our clothes getting hard.
Ron asked me not to say anything to Daniel about the pictures. Not knowing how Daniel would react I thought it was probably best I didn't.
The next day I had an email from Thomas thanking me and telling me how much fun he had. I laughed to myself. I had jerked him off and let him cum on me, and he had "fun." It seemed a little surreal.
We started emailing back and forth. My emails were as flirty as his. They kept me in a constant state of arousal. I think I fucked Daniel every night. He didn't complain or ask why.
Thomas then asked me to meet him somewhere. I agreed to meet him for coffee on a morning I didn't have to work, he asked if I would dress the same way I was when I was at the party. I thought about it. I was ok skirt and top, I realized as I dressed that what he wanted was for me to be braless too. I went braless but added a jacket for modesty.
I wasn't sure where he meant to go so agreed we would meet at the mall parking lot. When I arrived at the parking lot Thomas had parked near the back of the parking area. I greeted him and he opened the car door for me to get in.
We were both in the car. I was not sure what to expect.
"Why don't you take that jacket off," he asked, no told me.
I did.
"Let me see your beautiful tits," he said.
"No," I responded. "We're in a public place."
I'm sure I didn't sound convincing.
"Stop it," he said. "We both know why you are here. Show me those tits," he asked again in a more commanding voice.
It was exciting being told what to do. I lifted my top up and down in a quick flash.
He informed me he didn't ask for a flash so I looked around and raised my top slowly, he leaned over and slowly kissed both nipples. It seemed like forever as I kept watching for people or cars coming. When he leaned back I pulled my top down immediately and he asked if it felt good.
I felt conflicted. It felt good, scary, arousing and wrong. I told him yes. He got out and came around and opened my door. As I got out I reached for my jacket but Thomas told me I didn't need it. When we walked inside almost every man was looking at my breasts, my nipples poking through my top.
I had never done anything like that before. We sat in a booth with Thomas sitting beside me rather than across. After our coffees came we started chatting and he had his hand on my leg, rubbing my inner thigh, occasionally moving his hand higher or pulling my leg toward him. I noticed one guy watching intently but there was no stopping him, I tried by holding his hand but he just removed my hand.
to be honest, I don't think I tried very hard.
On the drive back to my car he asked how I felt about what he had done.
"Did it arouse you?" he asked.
"It did," I replied
He gave me a devilish but knowing smile. "I thought it would," he said.
Back at my car before I got out we kissed and I agreed I would like to see him again.
A few days later I did see him again, I wanted to see him. In my mind I knew I shouldn't but I liked the way he made me feel. I liked the way he made me do things out of my comfort zone. OMG he's hot and wants me! The devil on my shoulder was winning
We met at the same coffee shop as before, only I drove there in my car. I wore a short skirt and tshirt top, no bra. I was a little early and felt sexy and confident as I walked in. Thomas kissed me with a hug when he arrived. We chatted and he wasn't very sexual towards me. I tried to be sexual. Kissed his finger and touched his leg, but he was unresponsive. I finally asked what was wrong as we walked to our cars, . He told me that while he understood my marital situation he wanted me but would wait till I asked him, the decision was mine to make. With that he kissed me and told me to let him know.
When I got home Daniel told me that Ron had called and that there was a tall ship in the harbor. He wanted to take pictures at dusk and that it would be a good lesson. Daniel persuaded me to go, I really didn't want to as I had enough to think about.
I met Ron at his house so we could go together. It was fun taking the pictures. They were mostly off a tripod which was easier for me to check the composition. Usually I'm just focused dead center. Ron did stand behind me a couple of times to help which put us close together, bodies and our faces. At one point he kissed my neck while I was trying to concentrate, I told him to stop but he was in a playful mood so he just kissed my lips to bug me. Back at his house he wanted me to come in but I said no that I should be going. He mentioned he wanted to take more pictures of me soon and had some ideas.
I told him I had hardly seen any of the others and he said a lot weren't very good. I kissed him goodbye. I shocked myself when I realized I was the aggressor. I surprised him also. I pushed my tongue into his mouth and held him tight after the kiss with my lips against his neck.
On my way home my mind was in a turmoil. I almost turned around but didn't. I went from an almost nonexistent sex life to two men who wanted me. Me who never thought of ever being unfaithful.
At home I told Daniel that I thought Ron was getting attached to me. I told him we hugged and kissed good-bye. I didn't tell him it was me who initiated the kiss.
Daniel was very nonchalant about it.
"It's probably cause he hasn't had any affection since his wife passed away. Its harmless," he said. Enjoy yourself.
While we were talking he asked if I was going to pose again for Ron. I asked if he had talked to Ron. He said no but I'm pretty sure he had. It just seemed something wasn't right.
The next day I got an email from Thomas. It simply read WELL? I emailed back YES. Instantly a message came through telling me that he would like to meet so we could talk about it, but please give him a little notice when as he was busy.
We agreed to meet a few days later, he wanted to meet after he finished work and it worked for me. We were to meet a hotel that had a "quiet little lounge" at 5:15, and he would have a table reserved.
Since it was a lounge I decided to wear something nice as it was nicer than a coffee shop. I wore a dress that was pretty form fitting, no bra. When I checked myself out in my mirror I decided to wear a little sweater over as my nipples were quite visible. I was nervous and excited, my stomach doing flip-flops all the way there.
I waited in my car till exactly 5:15 and walked into the dimly lit room. The bartender looked up and I told him I was looking for Thomas' table, he smiled slightly and walked me past a room full of business looking men to a back table.
The bartender told me it was self serve if I wanted anything I would have to come up to the bar. As he left I looked around. Most of the guys were staring at me. The place was not full and I was the only female. Most looked like businessmen, lots of suits. I decided to wait for something to drink till Thomas came.



He was about 15 minutes late, I was a little tiffed but he looked so handsome in his suit I forgot about it. As he walked by the bar he talked to the bartender and some of the guys up at the bar. Actually he seemed to know most of the guys there. It must have been a place where they went daily after work for a drink.
I stood up and he kissed me on the cheek, hugged me, then sat down opposite of me with his back to the room.
He told me I looked great but lose the sweater. He made a big deal about how much better the dress looked without it.
"Would you like something to drink," Thomas asked.
"A soda and water would be fine," I replied. I wanted to keep my wits about me.
Then his phone rang.
"I have to take this," he said.
He suggested that I go to the bar and get him a beer, my soda water and put it on his tab.
As I walked up most guys were looking at me or my breasts. I was already slightly aroused and I knew my nipples were showing and this only made them harder.
I wondered to myself how many other women Thomas had brought here so his friends could see his next conquest.
When I returned to the table we clinked glasses in a cheers and he asked if I had made a decision regarding him. I thought when I had emailed him YES he would have known that was my answer, so I told him that I wanted to be intimate with him. I said it quite quietly.
He responded with "Do you want me to fuck you?"
I saw men close by watching us as I answered, "yes."
"Do you want to feel my cock?" He continued
Again I answered, "Yes."
My face was turning red as I know some of the guys heard. He then learned over and kissed me and said, "Good."
We then quietly talked about what would work for me. He wanted to know if I could go to the city, about 2 1/2 hours away, overnight. I told him yes and that I could say I was shopping. I'd done that frequently in the past.
We tentatively set a date for a couple of weekends away. He quietly asked some questions about my sexual experiences. It surprised him that I hadn't really done much.
"Do you like me pushing your boundaries and putting you of your comfort zone?" he asked.
I told him, "Yes."
I think that was part of my attraction to him, he was so different and I knew he was very experienced. Maybe it was the bad boy image that got to me.
He asked me to get us another drink and I did. I was very aware of everyone watching me. I remember thinking at this point that I was sure everyone knows what's going on.
When I sat down again he reached over and held my hand while we talked. After our drinks we decided we should go. I said I needed to use the washroom and reached for my purse and sweater.
Thomas asked me to leave them there but if could I do something for him.
"Sure," I said without thinking.
"While you're in there take off your panties give them to me," he said.
It kind of thrilled me and I agreed. When I came back with them balled up in my fist, most guys were watching. Thomas stuck his hand out for them as I reached the table and I gave them to him. I thought he would put them in his pocket but he put them on the table.
I was shocked and didn't know what to say. Anyone could see them. He left them there till after the bartender, who he apparently knows very well, came over with our bill. He casually picked them up with his keys and put them in his pocket as we got up to leave. I didn't look at anybody on the way out.
He walked me to my car which was a ways from his. I had parked at the back of the lot. He kissed me and put both hands on my butt pulling me tight against him, I could feel him through our clothes. He told me that I was sexy and how wonderfully naughty I was.
On the drive home I thought about what had taken place, he obviously knew a lot of people that were in the lounge and knowingly wanted everyone to see his latest trophy. He must have got off on knowing other men were looking at me or parts of me. It was so wrong for me that it was an immense turn on. I realized I wasn't going to stop it. Truth was I wanted him.
The next day Daniel told me he would be working most of the weekend after next and I suggested that maybe I would go to the city shopping.
He immediately suggested that I call Ron and have him come and take some more pictures in the hotel room. When I told him no, he got quite moody and we had a bit of an argument about it but I was firm, NO.
I made plans to go after work on the Friday and Thomas said he would be there Saturday sometime.
This worked out well for me. With late check-ins it gave me a day to shop and do all my girly stuff, hair, nails, etc.
Ten days before we were meeting I got an email from Thomas. I was checking my phone at work and wasn't expecting anything from him. When I opened it there was a picture of his erection and a message that said 10 more sleeps. He told me to promise I would not have sex till then.
I closed it and looked around expecting everyone in the lunchroom to be looking at me. They weren't. Every day I got an email counting down the days till we met. The emails were flattering and there was always question or two.
Had I ever masturbated for anyone? Did I own any adult toys? Had I ever tried any anal play? Had I ever had sex while wearing a blindfold? Did I ever think about two men?
One email he told me he didn't have to ask if I liked showing myself cause he knew the answer. He asked me to answer each question truthfully.
He certainly knew how to keep me thinking about sex.
Friday finally came and the day seemed to drag forever. All I could think about was the anticipation of the weekend ahead of me.
Finally the day ended and I was on my way. I arrived in the city at dinner time. The hotel reservation was in my name even though Thomas had selected the hotel. He said he wanted one with a bar and knew that one was nice. I shopped Friday night and it helped keep my mind off Saturday.
Thomas called in the morning and told me he wouldn't be there till mid afternoon. He told me to enjoy shopping and that he would call as soon as he knew when he would be there. I was so excited, nervous, scared, and aroused all day.
He called around 3:30 to say he would be there around 4:30.
"Meet me in the lounge " he said. "And don't forget it's short skirt night."
As a joke he'd made up short skirt nights in his emails, but I knew he meant it.
"Try and sit at one of the coffee tables that has loveseats," he instructed.
I got dressed for the night. I wore a short skirt and wrap top that showed some cleavage and no bra. I felt sexy and confident as I walked in. The bar wasn't crowded, it was too early to be very busy. I ordered a glass of wine and waited.
The wine was almost gone when my phone rang, he was just parking and would be there in two minutes. He asked me to flash him when he walked in.
I saw him enter the bar. I looked around. No one was looking. I spread my legs for him and smiled. He smiled back and sat next to me.
"It would have been better with no panties," he said in a normal tone of voice.
I looked around to see if anyone had heard him. I had another wine and he had a beer.
"Are you ready to go up to the room?" he asked.
My heart was beating a mile a minute. I knew I should say no. I was making a decision right here. This would be only the second cock inside me. Did I want that? I wondered how it would feel in me. I pictured how it had looked in our photo sessions. I thought about Daniel. I wanted to tell him I was going to do this. Given his actions I was pretty sure he'd be ok with it. I still knew I had to tell him at some point..
With all this going on in my head I said, "Yes." I knew I wanted to.
We kissed in the elevator on the way up, I was scared the door would open and someone I knew would walk in. The chances of that were nil, but I worried anyway.
When we got to the room my hand was shaking while fumbling with the door card. When it finally opened he pushed me against the wall while kissing me.
By the time we got to the bed my top was off along with my panties. Thomas pushed me on the bed on my hands and knees and my skirt up exposing my pussy. With one hand gently pushed my head down to the bed.
"Spread you legs," he said. "Show me that pussy."
I was wet. I was wondering if he could see how wet I was. With both hands he reached down and spread my ass cheeks totally exposing me.
Thomas touched my anus with his tongue causing me to jump.
"Spread your pussy lips," he ordered.
"Nice," he said. "Now play with your pussy so I can taste your juices on your fingers."
The words turned me on. I had never done something like that in front of a man. I dropped my fingers to my pussy and started to play with it. He then guided my fingers to his lips and sucked on them.
He slowly kissed his way down my ass. As his tongue touched my clit, I came. I moaned softly.
Thomas smiled at me and moved back up my body. I could feel his body behind me. He placed his cock against my pussy to enter me. He pushed just the tip of his cock into me. I was wet and the tip slid right in then stopped.
"Elizabeth, what do you want?" he asked me.
I knew what he wanted to hear. "I want you to fuck me," I replied.
"You forgot the magic word," he teased.
"Please fuck me," I moaned.
With that he pushed his cock into me. I had the biggest orgasm of my life. He didn't moved. Just having him buried inside me I came over and over.
He leaned over to kiss me. I turned my head to meet him. I could taste my pussy on his lips. I liked it. As he did he started pumping his cock in my pussy. I came again. Wave after wave rushed over my body.
I thought to myself. We'd been in the room less than 10 minutes and I'd cum more than I had in I don't know how long. I came again.
My knees were now so weak I had to roll onto my back, Thomas slipped out of me and I could hear how wet I was as he did. I loved the way it sounded. It sounded sloppy and I felt dirty.
He quickly entered me again and continued fucking me, hard. I didn't think i could cum anymore but I did but I did. It was a small one and I let out a soft moan.
He smiled and turned me back over and pulled me up against him. He felt deeper in that position and was pulling on my nipples. I felt his cock start to swell. I knew he was ready to cum. I pushed back into his cock. As I did he started to cum. I could feel the hot cum jet after jet against my pussy walls. The feeling of his cum filling my pussy caused me to cum at the same time he did. I moaned again.
We stayed like that till he got soft and very wetly fell out of me
"Elizabeth, clean me off," he insisted.
I noticed when he wanted something he thought I might object to, he called me by my given name.
I turned around and took his cock in my mouth. I could taste his juices mixed with mine. I liked it. I sucked and licked up every drop.
After he laid down behind me spooning. As he did he slid his finger into me, coating it with his cum and my juices. He then stuck it in my mouth. I licked it clean.
We still hadn't gone for dinner. We realized our reservation was soon. We showered together and enjoyed a glass of wine while getting ready to go out. Thomas insisted I shouldn't wear a bra.
Thomas had made a reservation at a restaurant he knew.
After we were seated at the restaurant Thomas said, "Undo another button."
"If I do the server that just took our drink order would quite possibly see my bare breasts," I replied.
He just smiled.
I was nervous. I looked around to see if anyone was looking. When the coast was clear I did it to please him.
When the server came back Thomas turned his menu to me and asked, "Elizabeth what about this?"
I knew what he wanted and leaned forward to see. I could see the server looking down my dress. It made my pussy tingle.
Dinner was flirty and fun. holding hands on the way back to the hotel we ducked into closed storefronts to kiss and grope each other.
Back in the room we had a drink and went to bed. We didn't fuck. We just fell asleep. It felt so different sleeping with someone else, cuddling, touching,
When I woke up Thomas was in one of the chairs in our room reading the paper. I got up and put on a nightgown I had bought for the occasion. It was fairly see through and what I thought was a very sexy style. Thomas must have agreed.
When he saw me all he said was, "Wow."
He reached for me but I told him I'd be right back and went to the bathroom, I brushed my hair, teeth, and checked myself out in the mirror. Feeling safe to touch I walked over and kissed him passionately.
He stood up and we kissed for awhile. As he pulled me against him I could feel him getting hard against my belly. Then I felt gentle pressure pushing downwards on my shoulders. I knew what he wanted. As I went down on my knees I realized that I wanted to suck his cock as much as he wanted me to.
I took his cock in my mouth and slowly teased it till it was hard.
I was surprised when he stopped me and moved onto the bed. Truthfully I kind of wanted him to cum in my mouth. I was already wet when he entered me. His whole cock just plunged into me. I came instantly.
Thomas just said, "Hmmm," and smiled at me.
I remembered something he told me the first time I met him. I told him he was cocky. He had agreed and said he was confident, arrogant, and loved to corrupt married women.
When I asked him to explain he told me that once he was done a wife would question her sex life with her husband. He was right.
We ended up with me kneeling before him and him cumming in my mouth. I couldn't take him all the way in my mouth or swallow every bit. I tried to take him as deep as I could and when he came he had just the head in my mouth, most of the cum I just let run out and drip down my face and chin. He liked that I did manage to swallow some.
Thomas had gotten a ride to the hotel so he needed a ride home with me. It was good to have someone to talk to keep my mind off of what to do next. How would I tell Daniel? I always felt he pushed me into this and wanted me to have an affair, but I was never sure.
As I said goodbye to Thomas he told me he told me was going away for work and was due home in about three weeks. He told me he wanted see me again,
"My work is not done yet," he smiled.
My pussy tingled wondering what was next.
========================
Author's note: Please continue to vote, favorite, leave comments, and email me.
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My husband Dave and I were sitting at home when my sister Tina called.
"Well, we sold the house," she said.
"I'm sorry," I answered. "I know that was hard for you."
My sister was 26 and six years younger than me. She'd just been through a rather nasty divorce. They had to sell the house as part of the settlement. She loved the house and wanted to buy her ex out, but for numerous reasons it didn't work out. Now it was sold.
She cried over the phone. Shed saved like crazy when she was younger to afford a down payment. She knew she wanted a house as soon as possible. She was determined and put a lot of effort into saving.
She'd put a lot of sweat equity into the house. She'd redone the kitchen and bathroom almost all by herself. My husband had helped with some of the heavier lifting. She had stripped the carpet and brought the hardwood floors back to life. Her husband had been absent for most of the process. He'd work late hours and weekends.
She had ninety days left in the house.
"Now what," I asked.
"Well, I'm not sure. I don't think I can afford a new house by myself," she said in a sad voice. "I guess I better find an apartment fast."
We talked a while longer. I told her to call at anytime, and we hung up.
My husband knew that something was wrong from the look on my face when I came back in.
"What's up?" he asked.
"She sold the house," I told him.
He already knew all the backstory. Dave and I are very close and I share everything with him.
He turned off the TV. He knew I wanted to talk.
"What now?" he asked.
"She's not sure," I replied. "Probably look for an apartment.
He sympathized. He knew how much she wanted to be in a house. We chatted about it for a while.
Then he said, "She'll never be able to afford a new house if she's paying rent."
"I know," I replied. "She knows it too. I think that's why it's so hard."
"Well," he said. "She could stay with us."
I looked at him. Every reason I loved him came to mind. That happened a lot, he was very good to me. He worked very hard to give me the life I wanted. He was good to my family, he always did housework without being asked, when I had a bad day at work he was always there. Our marriage was wonderful.
"You think?" I questioned.
"Sure, we have plenty of room. She and I get along great." He replied.
We did have plenty of room. 3100 sq ft, and five bedrooms. We were planning on starting a family soon and had bought a house to contain us.
"This is why you get blow jobs whenever you want," i quipped. It was our little joke. It was something I said whenever he did something nice. I said it a lot
Actually it was true. He was a great husband, plus, I found him sexy as hell. If he wanted a blow job I couldn't get to my knees fast enough. I loved having his cock in my mouth. Plus he was an amazing lover. I'd do anything he asked sexually.
"She could help me update the house, after all, she owes me," he quipped. "Do you think you could live with her?"
I thought. My sister was younger than me. She was enough younger that we were never in school together or competing for friends. We always got along great. As we got older she was my best friend. We were the maids of honor at each other's weddings. We shared friends and just about everything else.
"Of course," I answered.
"Well, all my friends will be jealous," he said. "I'd get to live with two such beautiful women."
I thought. At 32 I kept myself in shape. I was 5' 6" 130 with blonde hair down past my shoulder blades. My sister was just a younger version of me. We swapped clothes easily and were often mistaken for each other by people who didn't know us well.
"Well, poor you," I laughed. Then I kissed him.
"How about one of those blow jobs now?" I whispered.
"Who could say no to that?" He replied as I slipped to my knees.
It was late evening so we had both changed into our sleepwear. He was wearing a pair of workout shorts and a T shirt. I tugged his shorts down to expose his cock. It was already semi erect.
"Mmmmm," I said as I took it in my hands.
I admired it for a moment. He had a great cock. At about 8" he was just this side of too big. It was thick, thick as a tube from a roll of paper towels. The head was just a bit thicker. I loved his cock. I took it in my mouth.
God it felt good. I loved how it got harder as I sucked it. There was a drop of pre-cum on the tip. I licked it off. My mouth bobbed up and down on his cock. I couldn't get it all in my mouth so my hands were wrapped around it and I jerked him off as I sucked him.
I stopped for a moment. I was in a tshirt and panties. I reached down and pulled my T off over my head and tossed it aside. He loved my tits. 36c and firm. I wanted him to see them. Then I lowered my mouth back to his cock.
He pushed my hair back over my shoulders. He loved to watch me. I met his eyes and pulled my mouth off his cock.
"Like the view?" I teased, and licked the tip.
"You're beautiful," he replied.
I went back to sucking his cock.
He reached for me. Since a blow job is often a prelude to sex I'm sure he thought that's where this was going.
"Nope," I said. "This is all about you," and lowered my head back to his cock.
My hand continued to stroke his cock.
"Where do you want to cum," I said. I went back to sucking.
"In my mouth?" I went back to sucking.
"On my face?" I went back to sucking.
"On my tits? Anywhere you want," I said.
I pulled my hair forward and wrapped it around his cock. I stroked it with my hair.
"In my hair?" I smiled, and again took the tip in my mouth.
I loved being dirty and talking dirty and though most times we have sex it is loving and slow, sometimes I just wanted to fuck.
I could feel his cock start to swell.
"No? I'll choose," I said. I pulled my hair back, sat up straight, and thrust my tits out. "Cum all over me baby." I continued to stroke his cock.
He started to cum. I aimed his cock at my open mouth. The first blast of cum hit me on my chin and in my mouth. The next on my face. As he continued to cum he got it all over my face neck and tits.
"Mmmm," I moaned as I stroked out the last drops. I again took his cock in my mouth so I could taste him. I swallowed the last drops.
I sat back on on my heels. I got a glob on my fingers and licked them off.
"God I love your cum," I said. I started to rub his cum into my tits.
He just said, "I love you."
After the cum started to dry I said, "Well, I better go shower." As I left the room I pushed my panties down, stepped out of them, and left them laying on the floor.
I got into the shower and felt the hot water wash the cum off of me. I thought about Dave and how hot he was. My fingers slipped to my pussy. I was already primed and wet from giving Dave a blow job. Almost as soon as I touched my pussy I came. It felt good.
The shower door opened and Dave stepped into the shower.
"Was that good?" He laughed. He had obviously seen me cum.
"Not as good as your cock," I purred.
He took me in his arms and kissed me. Hard and long. My body was feeling the heat. I could feel my tits pressed against his chest. My nipples were hard. His hand slipped to my pussy. He started to rub my clit. I moaned.
He slipped two fingers into my pussy. I came. We continued to kiss.
My hand slid down and encircled his cock. It was rock hard. "Mmmmmm," I moaned.
He then turned me around. I put my hands against the shower wall and bent over sticking my ass up as high as I could. Dave was 5" taller than me so he had to bend his knees to enter me. His cock slipped easily into my wet pussy.
God it felt good. He fucked me. Holding onto my hips I felt him bury his cock in me then pull out, then do it over and over. I came again.
Dave had already cum so he was not about to cum fast. We turned off the water, dried off, and headed to bed. I laid down on my back as he entered me. We fucked for at least an hour.
The next morning I called Tina. At first she was reluctant. Not because she was worried about living with us, but because she didn't want to impose. I assured her that it wasn't an imposition and that Dave had suggested it as ia way for her to save up for a new house. She finally accepted.
Over the next month Dave and I helped her pack. We put what she couldn't take in storage, sold some, and moved the rest to our place. Tina couldn't have been more grateful. Between some crying and a lot of thank yous we got everything moved.
Tina moved in. It was rather uneventful. We quickly fell into a routine with Tina doing her share or more of the stuff around the house.
I loved having Tina there. She and I talked. She was pretty down. She still needed to complain about her ex, not as much, but still some. She had caught him in their bed with another woman.
"It's not like he was undersexed. Hell, I'd fuck him whenever he wanted to," she'd told me. "Hell, if he wanted another woman, I'd have done a threesome."
Most of the time it was just normal stuff. She settled into our household routine pretty easily.
At night we'd hang out on the sectional and watch TV. I didn't think much about it then. I would wear my normal t shirt and panties. Tina started out wearing sleep gym shorts and a t shirt. I knew she slept naked as I did.
Usually when on the couch I cuddled with Dave and we watched TV but sometimes when she and I talked she'd cry. When she did I'd put my arms around her and we'd cuddle on the couch and I'd comfort her.
She and Dave started the remodel/update of our house. They worked easily together and had a great relationship.
One day I happened to work late. When I got home Tina was asleep with her head on Dave's shoulder. He put his fingers to his lips and shushed me. I wasn't worried. I trusted them both absolutely. I was more concerned for Tina. It was obvious she'd been crying.
Life went on. We included Tina in almost all our activities. We would often go out for dinner, to a movie, or dancing and we'd always include Tina. As time went on I would notice people checking us out. I realized people must wonder about the hot guy with two pretty blondes on his arms.
When we'd go dancing men would approach us not sure which was single and try to get a dance. Tina told us she wasn't ready for men yet. She would hang on to Dave and say I'm with him. Then they'd turn to me and I'd do the same. They'd wander away shaking their heads or make a joke and shake Dave's hand. For us, we'd laugh and have fun.
The one thing we did do was, the more men that approached us it seemed the more we'd dirty dance with Dave. It was fun having the men watch us as we shook our asses. We'd grind on Dave and grind on each other. I'm sure on those nights we were a lot of men's fantasies.
Often on these nights when I'd grind against Dave I could feel his cock get hard. I was sure that if I felt it Tina felt it too. In some ways it was weird. I realized I was proud of his cock. I wondered if she realized how nice it was from the bulge. We are close, I'd told her in the past what a great lover he was. I'd even told her he had a great cock. I wondered what she could feel.
When we'd get home from these nights Dave would take me right to our room and fuck the hell out of me. I'd tease him.
"What? Dancing with two hot blondes make you horny?"
"Which one of us got you all hot and bothered?"
"Is this hard cock because of me or my hot little sister?"
"Are you thinking about fucking me or my baby sister?"
One night after dinner and dancing. I was on my hands and knees. Dave was furiously fucking me from behind. My head was down on the mattress. As he pounded me, I teased him.
"That's it baby fuck me. Who are you fucking? From behind like this I probably look just like Tina. Are you thinking about me or my sister's sexy little ass in the air."
"God baby, I love you," he replied.
"That's it," I breathed. "Fuck me. You know what the little slut once told me?"
He grunted something.
"She once told me she would have done a threesome with another woman if Jim (her ex) had asked," I told him.
He started fucking me faster. I came with a moan.
"Oh my god baby. You like that? You like thinking of my baby sister having a threesome with another girl?" I teased.
"Fuck that's hot," he admitted.
"Oh, who's the other girl?" I went on. "Hmmmm, me maybe?"
He moaned.
"Does my baby have a sister fantasy? I bet lots of men do," I teased.
He was furiously fucking me. He had his hand wrapped in my hair and lightly pulled it as he pounded my pussy. I came again.
"You pervert," I teased. "Imagining fucking me and my sister. Do you imagine us together? Maybe her and I kissing? More? You want us to be little sluts for you? I'm your fuck toy, your wife, do you want her too? Are you thinking about her slutty little ass in the air next to mine? Are you baby?"
"God yes baby. That feels so good," I grunted as he fucked me. I came again. "If you promise to fuck me like this you can think about my little sister and I anytime you want. I'm yours, you can fuck me anyway you want." I came again.
I felt him stiffen up. I knew he was about to cum.
"Come on baby. Fill me up. Cum in my pussy. You can imagine it's Tina's pussy. It's Ok. Imagine being in her tight little cunt. Come on baby, cum for me."
I could feel him cum. Jet after hot jet filling my pussy. I came again.
He finished cumming and we fell to the bed facing each other.
"That was hot baby," he said.
"Yeah? You wanna fuck my little sister?" I teased.
"It's a hot thought," he admitted.
"She is pretty hot," I admitted.
We kissed.
"I adore you," he said
"I love you," I replied. We fell asleep.
I had a weird experience that night. I heard a noise in the hall. I got up and pulled a t shirt on and opened my door. There in the hall was Tina, stark naked, standing in front of the bathroom door. I mean, it made sense. She sleeps naked, the bathroom is in the hall, why get dressed if we're both asleep in our room, it's the middle of the night, and we have our own bathroom.
Still it felt strange. I'd seen her naked before, but that was usually when we were dressing or changing, not just standing in a hall. Worse yet, I realized the t shirt I was wearing only came to my waist and my pussy and ass were hanging out. You top that off with what Dave and I had just been talking about and I felt awkward.
"Oops, sorry," I said.
"My fault," she said.
Neither of us moved. I'm not sure either of us knew what to do. I realized her body was fantastic.
"Well," she said and pushed open the bathroom door.
"Oh right," I said and turned to enter my room.
I climbed back into bed.
"Everything OK?" asked Dave.
"Yeah, I just ran into Tina naked in the hall," I replied.
"What?" he asked.
I told him what happened.
"Dammit, why didn't you wake me? Your big strong husband is supposed to investigate hall noises," he said.
"You would have loved it," I replied. "She has an amazing body."
He kissed me and we went back to sleep.
The next morning I ran into Tina in the kitchen. She was in her usual shorts and t. I was in my panties and t.
"I see you put on panties," she laughed.
"Oh sure, miss strut around naked," I replied. "You should talk."
"Well, I could strut around in just a t shirt like you," she joked back.
"I bet Dave would love that," I responded.
She laughed, "Can you imagine if he'd seen us?"
I thought about it. "He would have loved it," I said.
"You'd kill me," she answered.
"No I wouldn't. I trust you both completely. Besides, he deserves a thrill every once in awhile," I said.
She laughed, "I'll see what I can do."
We both laughed and hugged each other. I was aware of her tits pressing against me through her t shirt.
Our day was the usual stuff. That night we went to undress for the night. I put on my standard t shirt and panties. Dave shorts and a t. When Tina came down the stairs we both looked. Rather than shorts and a t, she was wearing a tank top and little lacy boy shorts. She looked cute. We both stared.
She looked at us and said, "I'll go change."
I finally responded, "Don't be silly. You look fine"
She came and joined us on the couch. I kept looking at her, she looked so cute. How could that jerk have cheated on her. I watched Dave. He was doing that thing where you try not to look but can't help it.
Another stupid thought: her panties were cuter than my cotton bikinis.
When we got to bed my husband pulled my pussy to his face and started licking me. It felt so good.
"This couldn't have anything to do with my sisters panties, could it?" I teased. At that point I didn't care, all I cared about was his tongue against my clit. I came.
He moved moved up my body and positioned the head of his cock at the entrance of my pussy. He pushed forward. He sank right into me. It felt so good.
"Mmmmm," I moaned.
Then I started. I don't know why, but I liked bringing up my sister when we were in bed.
"She did wear cute panties. I may have to up my game," I said. "Or would you rather see them on the floor. She has a cute ass and pussy. I'm sorry I got to see it and you didn't."
My husband moaned and started pumping me harder. This time he responded, "yes I'd love to see hers, and your panties on the floor."
"Next to each other?" I teased
"God yes," he replied.
"Hmmmmm, would you want to take them off us or have us take them off each other."
"Yes,"he answered. We both laughed.
He pushed my legs straight up lifting my ass off the bed. In this position he could thrust deeper and I could get his whole cock in my cunt.
"Ummmphh..," I grunted as he thrust into me.
"That's it baby, fuck me," I said as his cock pumped me. I was feeling like his slut. I loved that feeling. "Fuck your little slut. Fuck my cunt. I'll give you anything you want."
I meant it. I loved him so much, and he treated me so well I would do anything, and yes, anything, for him. I knew his love for me and that if he told me to do it, our love and I would be safe.
I wrapped my legs around him and pulled him into me.
"Well, we can talk about her later," I whispered. "Right now I want all of you on and in me." I thrust my hips into him and fucked back as he pumped me.
"Umppphh, ummmph. Ummphhh," I grunted. "Yes, Yes, yes, god yes," I screamed as I came.
I let him fuck me another orgasm and then I was getting tired. I pulled him to me. "Cum in me love," I whispered. "I want to sleep knowing part of you is inside of me." I kissed him. I grabbed his ass and pulled him into me.
"Cum for me baby. Give it all to me," I said.
I felt him stiffen. I felt the hot cum flood my pussy with pulse after pulse. I came again. We fell asleep in each other's arms.
The next morning. I ran into Tina in the kitchen. "Good night last night?" she asked.
I looked at her.
"That, 'Yes, god yes' was pretty loud. Normally I can only hear muffled sounds, but that was loud and clear."
I blushed. "I'm so sorry," I said. Then added, with a small conspiratorial smile, "but yeah, it was good."
She laughed. "I'm glad one of us is getting it good," she retorted.
"I'm sorry," I said. "It must be hard for you, watching us and being alone," I sympathized.
"Actually, no, it's kind of nice. It reminds there is still true love in the world and feels good to be a part of it. Even as a close observer," she said.
"You're much more than that," I said and I hugged her.
That night as I changed for the evening I thought about Tina in a t shirt and boy shorts. I looked at the little cotton bikinis I wore at night. They were cute, but I owned a lot of nicer stuff I always changed out of or saved for nights out. I wondered why. Dave loved me in sexy panties, why wasn't I wearing them more often.



I pulled out a white lace string bikini pair and stepped into them. I looked in the mirror. I forgot how hot I looked in them. I pulled on a small t that left my naval exposed. Let him check her out now, I laughed to myself.
When I headed downstairs Tina and Dave were there on the sectional. Plenty of room for me next to Dave. Tina was in a t and boyshorts again. They both looked at me.
"Whoa sis," Tina said. "Lookin' hot. Someone's gonna get laid tonight."
"Well," I laughed . "With you sitting there all sexy, I figured I needed to up my game to keep Dave's attention."
We all laughed.
What we didn't realize then was that this was the start of the 'panty war' as Dave, laughingly, now likes to call it.
I always said my sister and I were loving. I never said we weren't competitive. If one of us would get hurt, we would never compete, but if it was just fun.. game on.
The next night I wore a different t and string bikini panties. The t came to just about my navel.
She was wearing a t above the navel and a skimpier pair of boy shorts than the night before that showed a lot of cheek.
It just got worse, or better depending on your point of view.
Every day we were in panties and Ts. Everything was covered. I had bathing suits that covered less. One day she or I would show up in boy short, string bikini, or sexy bikini panties. Sometimes they were very low cut. Sometimes they showed a lot of cheek. Once I wore a silk pair of very low cut string bikinis that tied on the sides.
The Ts would also change. Navels were always exposed. Sometimes as short as the rib cage. Sometimes low cut and showing a lot of cleavage.
We were each trying to outdo the other.
I have to admit, the panty war made me hot. I fucked Dave every night, and when I say I fucked him, I mean I fucked him. I practically attacked him every night. I wanted to be fucked hard and dirty. I wanted to suck his cock. I wanted to take it from behind. I wanted to ride his cock. I even had my ass fucked. I wanted cum all over me. The panty war made me super horny. If I'd ever acted like a slut in bed before, I outdid it during the panty wars.
Sometimes, well often, I'd bring up Tina while fucking. Especially when he was taking me from behind. I liked the fact that my ass probably looked just like Tina's. I liked teasing Dave with it.
Often I'd be on my knees, my chest and head on the mattress. I loved that position. I could take Dave deep and feel every inch of his cock. But, the aspect of him not seeing my face, I could be anyone I want or, anyone he wanted was a super turn on.
One experience was super hot. I'd started teasing him. I got on my hands and knees. I was so wet these nights I needed no forplay.
"Get over here and fuck me," I begged. "Give me that cock. Fuck me like your slut. Stuff my cunt with that big hard meat."
"Oh, you think just because you're running around in your underwear that that's slutty enough to get you fucked like a slut," he responded as he climbed on the bed behind me and positioned himself.
"Please," I begged. "I need to be fucked."
He placed the head of his cock against my wet pussy lips. "What do you want?" he teased.
I pressed back trying to push myself onto his cock. He kept pulling back just pressing the tip of his cock against the entrance to my pussy.
"I wanna get fucked," I screamed. Thinking about it now I realize there was no way Tina didn't hear me.
"Fuck me you bastard. Fuck your slutty wife's pussy. "Here," I put my head down on the bed sticking my ass up higher. "If you don't want to fuck me, pretend it's Tina's pussy. I'm sure from that view we look alike."
He grabbed his cock and started rubbing it up and down my wet slit from clit to asshole. I was so wet he was spreading my juices all over my clit and ass.
"Please, please," I begged. "Stick it in me. Stick it in my pussy, fuck my ass. I don't care, just fuck me.
"Do you think Tina ever had her ass fucked? Maybe you could be the first to take her virgin ass." I said, again trying to push back onto his cock.
With a grunt he shoved his cock deep in my pussy. I came. He started to pump his cook into me slamming me into the bed with each thrust. I was wet, you could hear the sound of my juices every time he pulled back.
He pushed my shoulders to the bed and started pounding me.
"That's it baby, fuck your slut, pound that pussy. Who's pussy are you thinking about, mine or Tina's. Would you like to have Tina's sweet pussy here spread in front of you. You could see your cock spreading her lips as you pushed your cock into her."
He started fucking me harder. I came again.
"Unnngh, unnngh, unnghh," I grunted with every thrust.
"That's it baby, take that pussy, take that cunt, fuck it, fuck it hard," I panted.
"Come on me baby, come all over my ass, paint it with your cum. I want to feel it hot and sticky on my skin, dripping down my ass and thighs. Come for me."
I could feel him start to tense. At the last minute he pulled out. Rope after rope landed on my ass, back, and thighs. It felt hot. It felt like it clung to my skin. I loved it.
I got thirsty and asked Dave if he wanted some water. He said yes. I pulled on a t shirt that just covered my ass and headed to the kitchen. I could feel the cum drying on my skin. I started getting horny again.
When I reached the den Tina was there watching TV.
"I couldn't sleep," she said.
"I'm sorry," I replied. "I'm just heading to the kitchen to get some water."
She watched me as I headed for the kitchen.
"Is that what I think it is?" she asked.
I played dumb. I had forgotten I was dripping with drying cum.
"Ummm," I stammered, not knowing what to say.
"It is," she laughed. "Lucky you. I can't remember the last time a man came on me."
There was some information. Who knew my little sister liked it when guys came on her. Maybe she was more like me than I knew.
"I love the way it feels," I said. "Sometimes when he cums on my face I fantasize that we go out and everyone sees the cum drying on my face."
"Mmmmmm," she replied. "That sounds fun."
"Slut," I teased.
"I wish," she replied. "Right now I'm more like a nun."
I laughed.
The panty war went on for at least a month. Then one day we both showed up wearing matching pink boy shorts and pink tank tops.
"Jinx," we both said at the same time and laughed.
The competition was over, but panties and Ts became acceptable wear around the house in front of Dave.
Life went on. The plan was for her to stay for 18 months and save for a down payment. We settled into a routine. Dave and I fucked often and furiously. On mornings after I got fucked Tina would often ask me if I had a fun night. I don't know how much she heard. Didn't matter, Dave was a great fuck and I was proud of our sex life. I'd told her about it before she moved in. It was no different now. Sometimes I'd describe in detail how I got fucked the night before. It was just fun.
Dave and I decided to go on vacation. We were going to drive to the coast, sightseeing along the way. It would be a 3 day 2 night drive. We rented an air b&b on the coast. We were going to motel it on the way.
"What about Tina," I asked Dave.
"Does she want to go?" he asked.
"If it's ok with you I'll ask her," I replied. "Are you sure she won't be in the way?"
"No, I love Tina. She's not a burden at all. If you want her to come it's ok with me," he said.
When I asked Tina she said she didn't want to impose. I told her it was no imposition, and that it was ok with Dave. Then she said she really couldn't afford it. I said I had to talk to Dave.
Dave was open. He said we could share motel rooms with 2 queens on the way out. We rented a 2 room cabin at the ocean and we could figure out sleeping arrangements.
I went back and told Tina. She was so excited. She jumped up and hugged me. Just then Dave walked in the room. He stopped, looked, and kind of didn't know where to go. I realized he had just walked in to two hot women hugging in their underwear and wasn't quite sure how to process it.
When Tina saw him she threw her arms around him.
"Thank you so much," she said. "You guys have been so good to me." Then she giggled. "I promise to make myself scarce at times so you can have vacation sex."
We all laughed but in the back of my mind I wondered how we'd manage that.
When the day to leave arrived we all packed and loaded the car. I was on vacation. So was Dave. I wore a cute little sundress he liked. In fact, all I brought were sundresses, bathing suit, and some of my prettiest underwear. I knew Dave liked sundresses. If he liked me in them. I was going to wear them.
Tina came down also wearing a short sundress. We practically looked like twins. I noticed when she stood in front of the open door you could practically see through the dress. She looked hot. Then I realized that if I stood there you could probably see through mine. I liked the idea. I knew Dave didn't mind. He liked it when people checked me out. He liked knowing I was kind of on display.
We jumped in the car and took off. Between talking, singing to the radio, sleeping, and Internet, the drive was uneventful. We arrived at the motel around 6. We quickly checked in. The motel was standard fair with two queen beds. We dropped off our bags and headed for dinner.
Dinner was a chain restaurant with a decent menu. It was uneventful except for the 4 teenagers at a nearby table checking out Tina and I. They were trying to be quiet but it wasn't working.
"Look how short that dress is. Dammit she's got great legs."
"Yeah, the tits aren't bad either."
"I'd like to motorboat those babies."
"Do you think that guy fucks both of them?"
Sometimes when she caught them looking Tina would smile at them. Once when they made a fairly crude comment she waved. For my part. I let my dress slide up as I sat. From the right spot I was sure someone could see my panties. We all laughed at their behavior and joked about it.
I had to use the restroom. I swiveled out of my seat with my legs spread wide flashing their whole table. At first there was complete silence.
Then the talking started.
"Did you see that?"
"Man she totally flashed us."
And so on.
We finished our meal and headed back to the motel. It was about 8:30 and we decided to hit the sack and get an early start.
Tina went to change in the bathroom. I realized I had not brought anything to sleep in. Normally when we travel I sleep naked. I asked Dave for a t shirt. I put it on. It barely covered my ass but that was fine. I was going to be under the covers. Jim had his typical shorts and t. Tina came out of the bathroom in a t and little boy short panties.
A bit of small talk, checking messages, and email and it was time to sleep. We climbed into bed and my shirt slid up. I wiggled my naked ass against Dave. He spooned me, kissed my neck, and we fell asleep.
I woke up sometime in the middle of the night. I felt something hard poking into me. A quick look told me that Dave was asleep, but he was sporting a huge hard on. I started to tingle between my legs. I looked a Tina in the other bed. She was fast asleep. Feeling naughty I reached down behind me and started rubbing Dave's cock through his shorts. He was rock hard.
Eventually he opened his eyes. It took him a minute to orient himself but once he did he slid his hand up under my shirt and started pulling on my nipples and playing with my tits.
I pushed his shorts down and released his cock. It felt good against my ass. I let go of his cock and slid my hand down to my pussy. I slid a finger inside me. I was wet. I pulled the finger out and held it behind my shoulder so he could suck it clean. He did.
Now it was his turn. He moved his hands from my tits to my pussy and started playing with my clit. I gave a sharp intake of breath, and then looked over at Tina to make sure she was still sleeping. She was on her side facing us but her eyes were closed.
As I rubbed my ass against his cock, Dave fingered me to an orgasm. I tried to stifle a moan but I made a small one.
David whispered, "Shhhh."
I looked over at Tina. She still seemed to be sleeping. I bent a little forward and threw one leg over Dave. In this position I reached back and guided his cock to my pussy. He had to help but in moments he was deep inside me. After a few thrusts I started to cum again. I moaned. David shushed me. I looked at Tina and my heart skipped a beat. Her eyes were open. With a playful smile she brought her fingers to her lips and silently shushed me. I moaned and came again.
Tina couldn't see anything. She could probably see Dave's thrusting motion under the covers but that's it. Dave continued to fuck me clueless that Tina was watching. For my part I bit my lip and Tina and I looked into each other's eyes. I saw Tina's hand slip under the covers. She closed her eyes. I knew she was playing with her pussy. She opened her eyes, brought her fingers to her mouth and then back under the covers. I came again. I realized that I like to lick my fingers when masturbating too.
I came one more time wiggling my hips while Dave fucked me. I moaned again. Not as softly. Tina let out a little squeak. I could tell she came. Hearing that David stopped moving. He looked over my shoulder. Tina had closed her eyes and was pretending to sleep.
Dave continued to fuck me. Tina again opened her eyes and gave me an evil grin. I came again. The idea that we were practically being watched so turned me on.
I felt Dave start to tense up. I pushed back. Load after load of hot cum filled my pussy. As he pulled out some cum dropped down my thigh. I left it there I pushed my ass back into Dave and fell back asleep.
We woke up early to go. Dave jumped in the shower first.
"What's that on your thigh?" Tina asked jokingly. She knew what it was.
"Cum," I said and stuck my tongue out at her. "Dave's cum."
"Looks delicious," she said.
I reached down and got some of the dried cum on my fingers. I brought them to my mouth and licked them clean.
"It is," I said
Dave got out of the shower and Tina went in. Dave looked at me.
"You've got cum on your leg," he said.
"I know," I replied. "Tina told me."
"TTTTina," he stammered.
"Yeah, while you were in the shower.
"What did she say?" he asked.
"That I was a lucky girl," I said and I kissed him.
Dave got dressed. Tina came out of the bathroom fully dressed. She was wearing a short pink pleated skirt and a white tank top. It was obvious she wasn't wearing a bra.
I headed to the bathroom stripping off my shirt as I went. The idea of them both seeing me naked at the same time appealed to me. I took a shower, dried off and then walked out of the bathroom naked. I took a green shirt dress that buttoned down the front and put it on. I left most of the buttons undone. If you were in front of me and I bent over, you would see my nipples. If the dress pulled up I'd be flashing someone. I started packing.
"Umm, that all your wearing?" asked Dave.
"What else do I need," I quipped.
He really didn't have an answer. I looked at Tina. She mouthed, "Slut," and smiled.
We all hopped in the car and started driving. Eventually Dave put his hand on my thigh. We often drove this way. Just touching. This time I pushed my dress aside so his hand was on my bare thigh. Dave quickly glanced at Tina then smiled at me. I shifted in my seat and unbuttoned another button. My pussy was exposed. Dave took no time and quickly started playing with my pussy.
"What's got into you?" he asked quietly.
I shrugged my shoulders, "Why? Complaining?" I responded.
He gave me a big grin and shook his head. He fingered me to an orgasm.
Almost at that moment a truck rolled by. The driver must have seen what was going on. He beeped his horn and kept pace with us for a moment.
The horn made Tina look up. "What are you two doing up there?" she asked.
She quickly looked around the seat. We weren't quick enough. She caught Dave's hand pulling out of my pussy and me with my pussy exposed legs spread.
"You pervs!" She exclaimed teasingly. Then to me. "What would mom say if she knew you were flashing your pussy to truckers?"
I laughed. "Who knows, maybe she used to do it too."
"Well, two can play this game," she said and she whipped off her shirt exposing her perfect tits. The next truck that passed us she pressed her tits up against the window. The trucker beeped his horn.
We continued to flash truckers. Trucks must have been radioing about us as they would quickly pull up to us and then slow down to keep pace with us. We'd blow them kisses and flash our tits ass and pussy. Dave fingered me to another orgasm as trucks passed by.
"Yes," I said, pushing my pussy against his fingers and holding on to the back of my seat. "Fuck yes."
Tina knew what had happened. "Are you fingering the little slut up there?" she teased laughingly. "What would your poor baby sister think?" she went on.
"She'd wish it was her," I said somewhere between a scream and a pant as another orgasm washed over me.
"Damn straight," she said and lay back in the seat and pulled her skirt up to her waist. She slid out of her panties and tossed them up into the front seat.
At one point Tina was laying in the back seat, top off, skirt around her waist and playing with her pussy. A truck rolled by and held up a big sign that said "Thanks".
Tina let out a, "fuck yes." I could tell she'd cum by the dirty little smile she gave me.
We finally rolled into the motel laughing and trying to pull ourselves together. Dave got the room and we brought in what we needed and headed out for dinner. Nothing exceptional. None of us were tired and we decided to watch a movie. We changed for bed, me in my t shirt, Dave in his shorts and t, and Tina in a t and panties. We put on a movie.
I wasn't wearing panties. And when I laid on my stomach to watch TV my shirt slid up exposing my ass. Dave's hand found its way to my ass and started rubbing it. Tina was sitting against her headboard and could see everything. I spread my legs a little as he massaged the crack of my ass. I wanted to fuck him right then and there. This whole day had made me horny and three orgasms against his fingers just made me want his cock more.
Eventually the movie ended. We turned out the lights and tried to sleep. Dave was out in minutes.
"Hey sis," Tina said
"Yes?" I responded
"I love you," she replied.
"I love you too," I told her, and I did. All this time living together had made us closer than ever.
I lay there with my eyes open horny as hell. My fingers slowly caressing my clit. My fingers were not going to cut it tonight. I needed cock. I looked over at Tina. She looked asleep.
Dave was lying on his back sleeping. I rolled towards him. My back to Tina. I slid my hand down his shorts and started stroking his cock. I felt it start to get hard. I saw his eyes open. He took a second to orient.
Then he mouthed,"What are you doing?"
I put my mouth right near his ear and whispered, "I'm going to fuck you."
He lifted his head and looked past me at Tina. She seemed asleep.
"Be quiet," I whispered as I threw a leg over him and straddled his body.
I reached down and aimed his cock at my pussy. Slowly I lowered myself on to his cock. God it was what I needed. When he was all the way in I used my knees and hips to fuck him. It felt so good.
I looked over at Tina. She still look asleep. I laid on top of Dave's chest as we slowly fucked. I let out a soft, "mmmmmmm."
I again looked at Tina. Her eyes were open and she was smiling at me. I felt a heat ripple through my body. "Oh god," I said.



"Shhhh, you'll wake Tina," Dave said.
I decided to go for it. "She's already awake," I told him.
Dave's eyes turned towards Tina. She gave him a nice smile and waved. Dave stopped moving. I started moving again I started pumping myself up and down on his cock. I let the blankets fall off me. Using my arms to support me a raised my upper body. My tits were completely exposed. I used my knees and hips to fuck Dave.
I didn't even pretend to be quiet. "That's it baby, fuck me. Fuck me while my sister is watching. I've always told her what a good fuck you are."
I ground my hips against his cock. It felt so good. "Mmmmmm baby, it feels so good."
I don't think Dave forgot that Tina was in the room but he sure got comfortable fast. He grabbed my hips and thrust his cock up into me.
"That's it baby fuck me. Oh god yes, I'm cumming."
With that I moaned and shivered as the orgasm washed over me. I was sure that under the covers Tina was playing with herself. I wanted her to see more. I sat up straight and let the covers fall off me completely. I tilted my head back and thrust my tits out. I rode Dave's cock.
"God yes, that feels so good, oh god, fuck me, fuck my pussy, fuck my cunt," I let out. Then with a giant orgasm I hung my head forward, "God yes yes yes," I screamed as I came.
When I looked at Tina she had kicked the covers off her. Her top was over her tits and she was playing with her tits with one hand. The other hand was in her panties playing with her pussy.
"Look at Tina," I said to Dave.
He turned to look at her. She gave him a shy smile and said, "Don't stop."
Watching Tina play with herself sent Dave into super fuck mode. He rolled me on my back and pushed my legs straight up against his shoulders. I could only imagine Tina's view of his cock. He lined it up with my pussy. Using my legs to tilt my pussy up he started fucking me. He also got verbal.
"Is this what you want? You want to be fucked hard in front of you sister? You want her to see how slutty you can act? Fucking in front of your sister. Flashing those truckers. And look at your baby sister. I saw her frigging herself for those truckers. I bet if I had stopped she would have let one of them fuck her."
I heard Tina moan.
" Is this what you want," He went on. "You want me to show Tina all the ways you like to fuck. Do you want to tell her you sometimes pretend you're her when we fuck?"
Tina moaned again.
"Show Tina what position you like to fuck in when you pretend to be her." He ordered.
I quickly got on my hands and knees, head down on the mattress. Ass up in the air. Dave got behind me and started thrusting his cock in and out of me.
"Tell Tina what you say when I fuck you like this," he went on.
I looked at Tina.
I grunted with each thrust. Between thrusts I told Tina what I'd said.
"I asked him if he thought we'd look alike in this position. Could he imagine that he was fucking you."
"Show me," said Tina.
So I did, just like I did at home. "Come on baby, is my little sister turning you on? Would you like to fuck her sweet little cunt? Do you think she looks like me in this position? Do you think you could tell the difference between us?"
Dave just kept pounding me from behind.
"Tina said, "Oh my god that is so fucking hot. I wonder if our pussies do look the same."
Dave kept fucking me from behind. On her bed Tina got on all fours. She'd completely lost her panties. Her ass facing David and I. She spread her legs a bit and lowered her chest and shoulders to the mattress. As we watched she reached down between her legs and started playing with her pussy. It was fucking hot.
Watching Tina with Dave's cock pumping me from behind I couldn't control myself.
"Oh fuck Tina, that is so fucking hot, God you have a sexy pussy. I hope mine is as pretty. Oh fuck yes, I'm cumming."
I came hard. I'm a squirter. I drenched Dave's cock and had juices running down my leg and soaking the bed.
As I came Tina let out an "Oh my god," and also came. She collapsed onto her belly and turned to watch us.
I'd cum so much I wanted a Dave to cum, but I wanted Tina to see. I wanted Dave to cum all over me.
I knew how to make him cum.
"Come on baby, fuck me. Fuck my cunt. It's yours. Please cum on my ass. Please spray your hot cum on me. I want to feel you hot and sticky on my skin. Come on baby fuck your cunt, fuck your pussy. Give it all to me."
I watched Tina. She was on her side again still playing with her pussy.
I could tell she was close again.
I urged Dave again, "come on baby, show my baby sister how much you cum. Maybe next time you can cum all over her slutty little ass. Come on baby, show her what you got."
That did it. He pulled out as rope after rope of hot cum squirted out of his cock and all over my back, legs, and thighs. I came with a loud "Fuck yes," as the hot cum hit my body.
At the same time I heard Tina say, "Oh my god yes," her body shuddered and I could tell she'd cum again.
We all rested to catch our breath for a moment. I bent my head to lick Dave's cock clean. It was covered in my juices and his. I licked it clean.
As I did Tina said, "That looks so fucking good."
"It is," I said.
I noticed Dave had fallen asleep. I got up to wash some of the cum off me. Tina followed me to the bathroom.
"God, that was hot," she said. "I hope someday I find a man like Dave. He is so good to you, and so good to me. Not once have I felt like an outsider in your home. He always makes me feel I belong there."
"By the way, that cum dripping off your body looks delicious," she said.
I'd gotten a washcloth and was cleaning up. I put a gob of cum on my finger and sucked it off. "It is delicious," I said.
She was looking at me. I scooped another glob onto my finger and brought it to her lips. She licked my finger clean.
"Mmmmmm," she said.
She helped me finish washing the cum off my body. Then she hugged me.
"I love you two. You have been so good to me," she cried. Then she kissed me on the lips. Nothing too sexual, but a kiss.
"Mmmm, I can taste his cum and your pussy on your lips," she said.
I'd forgot I just sucked Dave's cock clean. Of course that's how I tasted. We both went to sleep.
The next day there was no pretense of changing separately in bathrooms. We'd all seen each other naked. Who cared. We got in the car and drove. It was a quieter drive than the day before. Tina broke the ice.
"I want you to know that I love both of you. You've been so good to me. Thank you for everything," she said. "I hope I haven't caused any trouble. Things got kind of wild last night.
Dave answered. "Tina, we love you. We all loved the wild part, but not because it was wild, but because it was you. You mean a lot to us. The wild was fun, but that could not have happened without the trust we built since you moved in with us."
"Right baby?" he said to me.
"You're my little sister. We've shared everything in life. We have no secrets. Less now."
We all giggled.
"I've loved having you with us, both living with us and on this trip. I kind of wish it would never end," I said.
The ride went on, we talked about our futures. Kids, love, home. Tina felt that after living with us it would be hard for her to find love that would measure up to what we had and what she experienced with us.
I made the joke she could just stay with us. The conversation went on in a kind of a jokey fashion about how we could live together. We all were mostly joking.
We talked about:
Making another bedroom a master suite so the house would have 2.
That since Tina and Dave made more, I should quit my job and stay home.
That Dave should divorce me and pay me alimony and marry Tina. That would reduce their income for tax purposes and keep mine low enough I'd qualify for government programs for me and the kids we'd have.
Both Tina and I wanted two kids.
There was more. We went into great detail. We all laughed as we planned. It was a fun joke and something to do.
We talked about things we wanted to do in life. A lot of it was repetitious, after all, we'd been living together, but for some reason it felt good to talk about it that day.
We reached the beach house and moved in. It had a king size bed and a couch. It was right on the water. We threw our stuff down changed into bathing suits and headed down to the ocean. Neither Tina's or my bathing suit covered much skin. A lot of men and women checked us out as we walked down the beach.
We hit the water playfully with David grabbing us and throwing us while we tried to dunk him. Basically david had two sexy blondes trying to wrap themselves around him. We played till we were exhausted and decided to take a nap before dinner.
We all just stripped off our wet suits. Then we stood awkwardly for a moment. Each looking at the other naked. Without the sexual thing going on, this was different. It was just baring yourselves to each other. Open and vulnerable.
I wanted to get the salt off me before a nap. So did Tina. I turned on the shower and we both stepped in. We playfully did each other's backs. It wasn't sexual, it was just helping each other. We dried off as Dave jumped in. When he was done he came out to find us hugging naked in the queen size bed.
"Well guess I get the couch," he quipped.
"There's plenty of room for you here," we said as we patted the bed between us.
"That spot looks dangerous," he joked as he climbed between us. He held out his arms and we both cuddled in on either side of him. We laid on our sides and rested our heads on his shoulders. and put our free arms over his chest.
We just lay there for a while. Then I kissed Dave on the cheek.
"I love you," I said. "You've been so good to us. I've always loved you, but once again you've showed me why." Then I joked, "And that's why you get blowjobs anytime you want."
Tina looked at me. Tina had heard the joke before, she laughed. She then kissed Dave on the cheek as well.
"I love you too," she said. You've always been good to me, but you've gone above and beyond in this situation. I haven't been this happy for years."
We fell asleep like that.
When I woke up. We were still in that position. David had a hardon in his sleep. His cock was sticking straight up. I let my hand slide down his body and lightly stroked his cock. I loved the way it felt in my hand. I was very gentle. I didn't want to wake him. In a few minutes Tina woke up and saw what I was doing. I made a shhh motion with my lips.
Tina watched me stroke Dave's cock. It wasn't mad sex. It was just gently and affectionately. I thought about Dave, how good he was to me, how good he was to Tina. I just wanted to wake him up and suck his cock, but I was enjoying this languid intimate moment with Tina.
I had a surreal moment. This perfect moment should last forever, lying here with the two people I loved most in the world. Just the three of us, together. I reached for Tina's hand. She gave me a puzzled look. I slowly dragged it down to Dave's cock.
Tina looked at me. She seemed to be asking if I were sure. I was. I knew that even if Dave wasn't thinking about this the same way I was, I was sure he wouldn't complain about touching my sexy sister. She put her head down on his chest and took my place lightly playing with.is cock. I stroked her hair as she did.
We lay like that for a good half hour. Finally Dave started to stir. He opened his eyes and kissed me. Then tilted his head back and said, "Mmmm," enjoying the feeling of his cock being stroked.
I brought my hand up to his face and caressed his cheek. I was laying on my side. It took him a moment to realize he knew where both my hands were, so, who was stroking his cock?. He looked at Tina. She smiled at him. He followed her arm down to his cock. Then he looked at me again. I kissed him.
"It's alright," I said, and kissed him again. "Let it happen."
He moaned, closed his eyes and laid his head back.
Tina saw his acceptance and moved her head down his body. Her mouth found the tip of his cock and engulfed it. David moaned again. Like me she could only get about 2" in her mouth. She used her hand to stroke the rest.
I watched lovingly as my little sister sucked my husbands cock. It just looked right. You could see the tenderness, there was love there. I kissed Dave again.
"Does that feel good baby?" I asked. "Do you like having my little sister suck your cock?
It was still slow and loving. I watched her. She looked happy.
I pushed Tina's hair out of the way so I could see better. "I love you," I said.
She pulled her mouth off Dave's cock and said, "I love both of you, you've been so good to me." Then she added, "I love this cock."
I laughed.
I kissed Dave once again, and looking him in the eyes, said to my sister, "Tonight, it's yours."
She looked at me. "Tonight," I said, "my husband, wait, I mean our man, is going to make love to you."
"Aren't you baby?" I asked Dave.
"Are you sure of this?" he asked.
I kissed him. "Yes baby, you deserve it, so does she, in fact, she needs it."
David put his hands in her hair and started guiding her face up and down on his cock. "Mmmmm, that's good," he said.
He pulled her face up to his and kissed her. As they kissed I caressed her back. I wanted to be a part of that moment. He pulled her on top of him. Her legs straddled his body. Her pussy rested against his cock. They were tenderly kissing. I reached down to his cock between her legs. I positioned it against the opening of her pussy.
"Mmmmmm," she said. "This feels nice but, I am dying to get fucked. My sister always tells me what a great fuck you are. I need a great fuck!"
I giggled. "You heard the slut Dave. Show her what a great fuck you are, make me proud."
David rolled over pushing her on her back. He pinned her wrists down and positioned himself between her legs. He placed his cock at the opening of her pussy. He just stuck the tip of his cock in her. I could see her pussy lips open and spread around it.
"Oh my god," she said. "That head pulls at my clit. Give me the rest of that cock.
With one thrust he was buried inside her. She gasped. "God yes, that feels so good."
Dave, still holding her wrists down started pounding her pussy. I worried she might not like it as hard as I did, but I was wrong. She loved it.
"God yes, ungh, ungh, ungh, fuck me, fuck yes, that feels so good. God I love your cock. My sister wasn't lying when she bragged about it. Shove that thing in me."
I couldn't take much. I started pulling on my tits and playing with my pussy.
'That's so hot," I said. "Fuck her, fuck her like the slut you want her to be, make her your slut."
"Tell him," I said to Tina.
"God Dave, I want to be your slut, I want to be part of what you guys have."
Dave looked at me. I nodded. I wanted Tina to stay with us.
Dave started slamming into her.
"So you little slut, you want to be my fuck toy like your sister. You know she'll drop to her knees any time I ask her to. Do you want to suck my cock anytime I ask?" said Dave.
"Fuck yes," she said as her body quivered through its first orgasm.
Dave flipped her over on her stomach.
"Get your ass in the air," he practically ordered.
She got up on her knees. Her shoulders and head still on the bed. With her legs slightly spread I could see her pussy glistening with her juices.
Dave stuck his cock in her pussy. I came all over my fingers with a soft moan.
Dave looked at me. "You like this? You like watching me fuck your sister? Forever the three of us? You as my wife, lover and slut?
"Please, yes," I responded.
"And Tina do you want to be my fuck toy, my lover, a partner forever?"
"Yes, god yes," she screamed through another orgasm.
To me they sounded almost like wedding vows. My head was swirling. I knew where Dave was going with this. I was thrilled.
"Yes, fuck me, fuck her, cover me in cum, I'm your wife, your slut, your fuck toy, forever" I cried. Still fingering myself I came again.
David was still furiously fucking Tina from behind. You could tell she had another orgasm.
"What do you want?" he asked her.
"I want you to fuck me. I want to be covered in your cum, I want to be a partner with you and my sister, a fuck partner, a life partner." There was a pause. "Fuck yes," she screamed as another orgasm ripped through her.
Dave pulled out of her. "I want a blowjob," he said.
"Tina started to turn around on the bed.
"No, on your knees on the floor," he said.
She did as she was told.
"You too," he looked at me.
I got down on my knees next to Tina.
Dave stood in front of us. His hard cock just about right in front of our faces.
"Suck my cock," he demanded.
We both reached for it. We took turns sucking it. Something was different. Dave rarely came from a blowjob.
Then I figured it out.
"Cum for us baby. Cum all over us. Make us yours. Make us your cumsluts," I begged.
Tina caught on. "Make me yours, paint me with your cum," she begged. "Use me any way you want. I love you, we love you, make us yours with your cum."
Tina and I wanted to be sister wives. We'd told Dave. Now he had to decide.
"If you want us forever, cum on us," I said as Tina sucked his cock.
Dave pushed Tina away. Uh oh, had we gone to far? Did he not want this?
"Play with your tits and pussies," he said. "Make yourselves cum"
We both started playing with ourselves. I was trying as hard as I could to make myself cum. I'm sure Tina was too. Dave was in front of us jacking off.
I came, "God yes," I panted. Tina took my hand. "Yes, yes, yes," she said as she came.
Our two orgasms set Dave off. The first spurt of cum hit me in the face.
As he came some landed on Tina's face and tits. Some on me it felt hot and sticky. I loved it. I loved watching it hit Tina.
"We're yours baby," I said. As it hit my skin.
"I'm yours too," said Tina. "I love you both so much."
Tina and I hugged each other. The hot sticky cum squished between us. We felt stuck together. We realized that's how we belonged. Together. With Dave.
Epilogue.
Tina and Dave finished redoing the house. Tina and I each have our own rooms but typically we all sleep together with Dave. Tina and I are both pregnant and due around the same time.
================================
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My daughter Morgan had just graduated school and was moving in with me for awhile to figure out what was next. She didn't She didn't have a job offer but she was interviewing and we were sure she'd find something soon.
I actually loved having her home. Almost the moment she went to college her father told me he was unhappy, had met someone else, and was moving out. I was devastated. I knew we didn't have the perfect marriage, but I didn't think it was much different than others.
In retrospect I wish I could say the divorce was all his fault, but it wasn't. I'd become complacent. We'd both let ourselves go a bit, but that wasn't the issue. In fact the woman he ended up with was probably heavier than me. It was more about being connected emotionally. I'd got wrapped up in my career and kids. I kind of put them before my marriage. I think he tried, but then gave up.
We had a reasonable divorce. We both ended up with what we deserved. Neither was mad. We just moved on. It was interesting. I bought this house after the divorce, so neither of the kids had lived here. My son 22 had graduated college at the time, my daughter just leaving. They both spent some of their summers with me but they worked and were out. This was never their home.
About my daughter's senior year I took stock of myself. I was 44. What did I want out of life?? Although I claimed I'd been devoted to my children. They were no longer home. Now my last one would be graduating. What did I want to be?? I'd become fat and kind of boring. I didn't socialize much. Most of our friends had been couples. They kind of drifted away after the divorce.
I started working out and dieting. I took a few classes just to get me out of the house. I started to feel better about me. I still didn't socialize much, I really didn't have anyone to socialize with, but I looked and felt better. I was down to 135 on my 5'5" frame. I'd let my hair grow out from the short, mom, ugly, but easy to care for cut to below my shoulders.
I must've looked good because when Morgan saw me the first thing she said was, "Gee mom you look great. Have you been working out"
Coming from Morgan that was a real compliment.. Morgan was beautiful. She was 5'3, 110, with long dark hair almost down to her ass. She looked amazing.
"Thank you," I said. "I've been going to the gym four times a week."
"Well, it shows," she said.
We got into our regular conversation. How was school, what her plans were, how was the job search. Was she dating anyone.
She usually said no to the last question but this time she surprised me.
"I'm kind of seeing a guy, this guy Ben. He lives about 10 minutes from here."
"Kind of dating?" I asked.
"Well, I'm not dating anyone else, but I doubt he's exclusive," she explained.
"Do you want him to be exclusive," I asked.
"I don't think he's the exclusive type, but we'll see. Right now I love how he makes me feel," she responded.
We settled into a routine. Morgan got a part time job while she continued to look for a job in her field. Every once in awhile she'd see Ben. He never visited. I asked her why and she told me he was busy. I didn't get a lot of information about Ben.
Then one day I came home from work early. I had some errand to run so I took a half day. There was a strange car in front of the house. A nice car. I don't know my cars but I knew this one was expensive. I didn't think much of it till I opened the door.
There was Morgan. She was bent over the back of the couch and she had her jeans and panties pooled at her feet. She had a look of ecstasy on her face. Behind her was one of the best looking guys I'd ever seen. He had his shirt open showing an amazing six pack. His pants were undone. He had his hands on her ass and was obviously having sex, no, fucking her. I stood there for a moment in shock.
"Morgan," I exclaimed.
"Shit," Morgan breathed. Then, "Ben."
Ben turned to look at me. "Hi, you must be Morgan's mom," he said.
No embarrassment, he didn't stop. Morgan groaned. He just kept fucking her.
She moaned again. Then she said, "I'm sorry mom," but she made no effort to stop him.
I didn't know what to say. I was mesmerized. I just stood there and watched.
Morgan started to moan louder. Then she started. "Oh fuck, oh fuck, yes, oh my god you feel so good, I'm sorry mom, oh god, yes, yes, yes."
She screamed, "I'm so sorry mom, fuck me, fuck me, I'm cumming."
Her whole body shuddered. I could tell she'd had an orgasm. He just kept fucking her.
"Cum for me," she said. "Cum for me. Please cum in me. Cum on me. I don't care, just cum for me."
He looked at me and smiled. I saw his body stiffen. He pulled his cock out of her and he was already spurting as he pulled out. Semen dripped out of her pussy and after he pulled out rope after rope of cum shot out all over Morgan's ass.
She moaned as it did, "Fuck yes. That feels so good."
As I watched him cum on her ass I saw his cock. It was glistening with her juices and his semen. At the time I thought it was a foot long. I now know it's only 9", but still. I wondered how that thing fit in my little girl.
Finished cumming Ben stuck his semi hard monster back in his pants and started to zip up. Morgan turned around and kissed him, "Thank you," she said.
"I have to go," said Ben. "Nice to meet you." He said to me and left.
I just looked at Morgan. There she was, naked from the waist down, with cum on her ass. I had no idea what to say.
"What the hell was that," I finally said.
"That was Ben," she said.
Now I was getting angry. "I fucking know that was Ben. What the hell were you doing in my living room?" she exclaimed.
"He came over to fuck me," she said matter of factly. "That's where he wanted me."
"And you just let him come and have sex with you?" I demanded.
"Anytime he wants," she replied.
"And you let him ejaculate on you like some slut?" I went on
"If that's what he wants," she said.
I didn't know what else to say.
"I don't even know what to say to you," I said.
I looked at her standing there, half naked, cum dripping down her ass.
"Go get dressed," I said. "I'm going to go change."
As I headed to my room my mind was going a mile a minute. What the hell was Morgan thinking. I had a ton of emotions going through my head. How could my daughter be such a slut? Did she really just do what this guy asked? He was amazingly good looking. I tried to push that thought back. That big glistening cock came to mind. My god, how did she take all that? I wondered how it would feel. I pushed the thought back. Concentrate, concentrate I thought. This is about Morgan not about that good looking guy with that big thick cock.
As I was changing I was having trouble staying focused. I could feel my pussy getting wet. I could picture the hot cum squirting on Morgan's ass. I could see the cum and Morgan's juices on his cock as spurt after spurt hit her ass.
Dammit. Why couldn't I focus. It had been years since I had sex and here was my daughter getting laid by a handsome man with a big cock.
I was in my panties and bra. It occurred to me that Morgan had her pussy shaved. I thought of my own bush, I kept it trimmed for my bathing suit at the pool.
Oh my god, why was I thinking these things. Seeing Morgan like that was disgusting. Cum shooting all over her from that magnificent cock. There I went again. I couldn't focus. I had to lie down. I lay down naked on my bed.
I thought about watching Ben's cock as he thrust it in and out of Morgan. His hand was in the way, I had to imagine it a bit. My hands dropped to my breasts. I caressed my nipples. I wondered how they would feel against Ben's chiseled chest. One hand slid down to my pussy. A finger found my clit.
I couldn't remember how long it'd been since I masturbated. It felt good. I pictured Ben's six pack. His cock spurting rope after rope of cum. No one had ever cum on me. I wondered what the hot sticky cum would feel like on my body as I played with my clit. I pictured it splashing on Morgan's ass. I had an orgasm. I lay there panting, mad at myself for getting caught up in the situation and being turned on. I wasn't sure what to do next.
I threw on a pair of jeans and a top and went downstairs. Morgan was there in a pair of those little lace shorts that are popular today and a tank top. She looked the picture of innocence.
"We have to talk about what happened and set some rules," I said. "You are certainly old enough to have sex but I'm not comfortable with you having it in my, I mean our house."
"That's just it," she said. "It's not really my house. It's yours. I didn't even grow up here."
"Well, why can't you have sex at his house?" I asked.
"Because I don't know when he'll want me," she said.
"What? He just calls you when he wants sex?" I said incredulously.
"Mostly," she replied.
"Why would you do that" I asked. I was shocked. "Where is your self respect?"
"Well. I like sex, and he's the best I've ever had. I don't really have or want a boyfriend, after all, I'm not sure where I'll end up. So, when he wants me, I go. Otherwise he'll replace me," she said matter of factly.
I really didn't know how to answer that. I pictured that gorgeous cock inside of her, how it would feel. My pussy tingled again.
Life went on, it was a month before the next incident. This time I was in bed. I heard her phone ring around 1:30 am and I heard her go downstairs and open the door. I went around the corner. He was standing by the door and she was on her knees with his cock in her mouth. Her face looked so tiny next to his cock.
I should have said something, or at least stopped watching. I did neither. I stayed at the top of the stairs and watched. She couldn't get more than the head in her mouth. She had her hands wrapped around the shaft and jacked him off as she sucked and licked him.
She must have been wearing just a sleep shirt as he had pulled it off her leaving her naked on her knees. After a few minutes he picked her up like a little doll. He flipped her over on her hands and knees. I couldn't help but focus on the big cock as he knelt down behind her.
She moaned as he entered her. Just like that they started having sex. I don't think they said a word to each other. I could see that big cock entering her and when the light hit it, it would glisten with her juices.
I moved back hoping they wouldn't see me.
"God yes," said Morgan as he fucked her. "Fuck me. You can use me any way you want, just fuck me. I love your cock."
Her body shuddered.
"Unnghhhh...yes," she hissed.
I'm sure she had an orgasm.
"Oh my god, that was so good. No cock has ever made me feel the way you do," she moaned. "Oh my god, oh my god, I'm cumming again."
It was so hot watching them I just couldn't stop.
He flipped her over and put her ankles on his shoulders. That big cock slid back into her.
He started pumping her with long quick strokes.
Then it happened. He looked up and saw me. I wasn't sure what to do. He was obviously more confident.
"Hi," he said looking straight at me.
"Hi?" Morgan repeated.
"Yeah, your mom is watching us," he said like it was no big deal.
Morgan looked at me. I sat there like a deer caught in the headlights. I didn't move.
"Hi mom," she said, then started moaning again to Ben's renewed thrusts.
I wanted to say something but didn't know what to say. I sat there watching the obscene scene in front of me.
"Fuck yes," Morgan moaned. "Unnngh, unggh, unghh, god that's so good."
Then she shocked me. "Mom, I love his cock," she said to me. "It feels amazing." Then she panted, "He always gives me the most amazing orgasms."
"Oh my god mom, that was so fucking hot," moaned Morgan. "I'm going to fucking cum!"
With that she started wailing. "I'm cumming, I'm cumming, fuck yes, see mom, I'm cumming. Give me your cum. Come on, give it to me," she came with a "God yes!"
A few more thrusts and Ben pulled out his cock and started stroking it. I was again fascinated watching that cock glisten with Morgan's juices as he stroked it.
After a few strokes he started to cum. Again ropes of cum spurted out. This time all over her face, breasts, and belly
Ben looked at me and smiled. ""Hope you had fun," he said to me. Then to Morgan, "See ya."
I was incredulous. "He just comes and fucks you?" I asked in a meek voice.
"Whenever he wants," she answered. "I better shower."
She got up and walked past me, cum glistening on her skin, completely naked, to the shower. I sat there a minute longer then went to my room. I had a lot to think about.
I got to my room totally disgusted with myself. How could I have done such a thing. Why didn't I stop it.
My mind went to Morgan's naked body glistening with cum as she walked by me. I wondered how that felt. It seemed so dirty, but I couldn't get it out of my mind. My ex only came inside me. I mean, maybe a hand job or two when we were first getting to know each other but that was nothing like this. I used a washcloth to not get cum everywhere. Now here I was wondering how it felt on my skin.
Lying naked in my bed I pictured the entire scene. Once again my hand fell to my pussy. I was wet. I started playing with my clit. I hadn't masturbated for a few months and now I'd done it twice imagining my daughter getting fucked. I came with a low moan.
I fell into a fitful sleep. The next morning I woke up to the smell of coffee brewing. Morgan was obviously up. I kind of dreaded facing her. I had no idea what to say.
When I reached the kitchen she was there in a t shirt and little string bikini panties.
"Good morning," she said like nothing happened.
I could not just ignore it. "I, I, I, don't know what to say," I stammered.
"What do you feel?" she asked.
"Feel?" I mumbled.
"Yes, feel, that's the second time you watched us. How did it make you feel?" she continued. "Dirty? Sexy? Horny? Disgusted? Curious? We are grown ups. How did you feel?"
She asked me so matter of fact honestly, I thought about it.
"Well, I'm really uncomfortable with Ben just showing up to have sex with you." I started.
"Well, then why don't you break it up, say something, why do you stay and watch?" she asked.
"I guess, I'm fascinated. I haven't had sex for years and even then it was pretty tame," I said honestly.
"And...?" she pursued
"Ok, ok, his big cock turned me on. I'd never seen anything like it. I'd never watched anyone have sex, that part was a turn on," I admitted.
"See, that wasn't so bad," she said.
"Yes it is. It's disgusting. I watched my daughter have sex twice. What's wrong with me?" I asked.
"Well, I kind of got off on you watching. It was so naughty. It made me feel so dirty. It was a turn on," she said. "So there must be something wrong with me too."
I thought about it. Obviously I felt the same way, I watched, I masturbated after. I liked the way it made me feel when it was happening.
I sighed. "I guess," I said.
"Well," she said. "I don't mind. I like it. Ben likes it. Ben likes it a lot.
We didn't talk about it again for a week when Morgan announced Ben was coming for dinner.
"I'm not really comfortable with that," I said
"Oh? So it's not my home?" She countered.
I thought about it. It was my home, I paid for it. When she was younger I never would have let this man in my house. But, at the time I kind of felt guilty about the fact it really wasn't her home. Looking back I realize that I was justifying.
The truth was I wanted him to come over. I just didn't want to admit it at that time. I used her reasoning to talk me into it.
"Ok," I finally said.
It was the day Ben was coming for dinner. All week I had had butterflies in my stomach. It's was part dread, part excitement.
What would I say to him? Twice he'd caught me watching them have sex, what did he think of me? What would I say if he decided to fuck Morgan again? How should I react? I had no idea what to say or do and now he was coming for dinner.
My first problem, what to wear. I don't know why this was even on my mind. He was coming to my house for a casual dinner. I usually wear jeans and a t shirt around the house, why should today be different? Yet here I was staring at my closet.
I pulled out a pair of dress jeans I knew fit pretty snugly. I knew they showed off my ass. I rarely wore them. Then for a top I chose a short sleeve top that showed some cleavage and just barely missed the top of my pants leaving a little skin to show when I moved. Satisfied I jumped in the shower.
While in the shower I again thought about Ben's handsome face and six pack abs. I pictured his big cock entering Morgan. Slowly my hand found my clit. As I rubbed it I felt the trim bush. I pictured Morgan's shaved pussy. I reached for a razor.
When it was clean and bald I again started playing with my clit. My thoughts started racing. Why did I just shave my pussy? Did I want someone to see it? Did I want Ben to see it? Did I want that big cock?
In my head I pictured it fucking Morgan. I continued to play with my clit. I wondered what, if anything, Ben would say about my shaved pussy. I fingered myself to an orgasm.
I stepped out of the shower and dried off. I sat on my bed with the towel wrapped around me. What was wrong with me? This was my daughter's boyfriend. Well boyfriend was too strong a term. Lover? No, even that implied too much. They were fuck buddies. I giggled a bit. Why was I so judgemental? Hell, there were times I thought I could use a fuck buddy. I can't deny I'd thought about it before.
I looked at the clothes on my bed and went to get underwear out of my drawer. I am normally a cotton bikini and utilitarian bra person but today I opened the other drawer. I admit, sometimes when I want to feel strong, or better about myself I wear sexier underwear. There is a sense of power knowing you have pretty underwear on. I pulled out a lace purple string bikini bra and panty set and got dressed.
I headed downstairs. Morgan was already there. Pleated miniskirt, crop top, over the knee stockings, wedges. She looked like some guy's sexual fantasy. I felt both uneasy and a little jealous.
"You look nice mom," she said
"Thank you, you look nice too!" I said.
"Uh huh, I saw how you looked at me," she laughed.
"Well, you do look like a Britney Spears video," I countered.
"Perfect," she said. "Ben will love it."
The doorbell rang. It was Ben. Morgan answered it. Ben looked great. He was over 6' tall and lean. Great shoulders and a small 5 o'clock shadow. He was wearing a t shirt that clung tight around his chest and arms and loose around his waist giving you an idea of the muscled physique under it. He had on jeans that fit perfectly and showed off his ass.
Morgan kissed him and invited him in.
"Hi," she said. "You kind of know my mom, Monica."
I realized I'd watched them have sex twice but we were never introduced.
"Nice to meet you," I said, instantly regretting it as I'd 'met' him twice.
"Nice to put a name to my peeping Tom," he teased.
I stood there blushing. Morgan rescued me.
"Come on in," she invited Ben.
"Thanks," he said. "You look good enough to eat."
"I'd like that," she replied. "Maybe after dinner."
I pictured her with his head between her legs.
"Let's go sit down," I said.
Dinner was actually very nice. Ben flirted with both of us. I blushed more, he teased me. I learned that Ben owned a lot of real estate. He'd started investing in high school. He was now 28 and fairly successful. He was actually a pretty together guy.



It was after dinner things got weird. As Morgan and I were clearing the dishes Ben just came out and said, "Dinner was delicious. I think a blow job and fuck would be the perfect ending to a perfect evening."
My mouth just dropped open. I didn't know what to say.
Morgan just replied, " Here? Now?" Not like she was shocked, just asking so she knew what he wanted. Then she laughed, "Wait, didn't you promise to eat me?"
He scooped her in his arms and sat her on the table. "That's right, desert," he laughed.
Like I wasn't even in the room he reached under her skirt and pulled her panties off. She lifted her ass to make it easy for him. I just stood there transfixed.
I wish I could say my first thought was stopping them, but it wasn't. My first thought was trying to remember the last time someone ate my pussy. My husband had tried, but like I said, I was too tied up in myself and I think, again, he just gave up.
While I was ruminating about my ex, Ben got on his knees and flipped Morgan's skirt up. I watched in fascination. There was no pretense of not watching. I just stood there. I couldn't see much. He had her legs over his shoulders and his head between her legs. She was leaning back on her elbows, head back, making moaning noises. It was like I wasn't even there.
At some point I realized I was there. Rather than trying to get them to stop I just thought I should leave the room. I didn't move very fast. Instead I said, "Ummmm...," and moved towards the other room.
Morgan looked at me. She held out her hand to me. "Oh my god mom," she said. "He's so good."
I looked at her outstretched hand and then at Ben eating her. She'd laid back on the table. I could now see Ben clearly eating her pussy. I could see his tongue tracing circles around her clit. He softly sucked on it.
Her hand was still outstretched to me. Did she want me to take it? I couldn't do that, I thought. How wrong would that be, holding my baby's hand while she was having sex.
She turned to look at me. Pure lust on her face. "Yes, mmmmm, yes," she moaned as he sucked on her pussy lips.
Her hand was still reaching for me. I wasn't leaving the room. I don't really know why. Instead I took her hand.
"Oh my god, fuck yes, yes, yes, fuck" she exclaimed as her whole body shuddered with an orgasm. "Oh fuck mom, that was amazing she said."
I held her hand. I had no idea how to respond. The situation was wrong. I was in my kitchen, my daughter lying on the table, skirt around her waist, and I was holding her hand while this man, this incredibly sexy man, had oral sex with her.
I knew the situation was wrong yet I could feel the wetness between my legs and my heart beating faster. What kind of pervert was my daughter? Worse yet, what kind of pervert was I? I was ashamed, embarrassed, and yes, totally turned on.
I let go of her hand and kind of mumbled, "I have to go," and I headed to my room. When I got there I shut the door and leaned against it. I felt like I had been chased. My heart was beating fast and I was panting, trying to catch my breath. Leaning against the door I could hear the sound of them fucking downstairs.
I could hear Ben, "That's right baby. Give me that pussy. Fuck me. Show me how much you want my cock."
"Oh god yes. I love your cock. You can fuck me anytime, anywhere, and anyway you want," she practically hissed. "My pussy is so yours."
I stripped off my clothes and headed for the shower. I made the water as hot as I could stand it. The hot water started to calm me down. As it did my mind wandered to the scene in the kitchen. I pictured Morgan's legs wrapped around Ben's waist. His big cock stretching her pussy. I shook my head and tried to think of something else. I was becoming sex obsessed.
I dried myself off and lay down naked on the bed. I closed my eyes, Ben's tongue between Morgan's legs immediately came to mind. Him gently sucking on her clit. My hand went to my breast. It lightly caressed my nipple. Him gently kissing the lips of her pussy. I pulled on my nipple.
Ben was still there. I could hear them downstairs.
The heat washed over my body. I pictured Ben's hard lean body leaned over her. My other hand went to my pussy. I was wet. As I touched my clit s shock went through my body. An orgasm washed over me. I jammed my fingers in my pussy and fucked myself with them. I thrust my hips into my fingers. I could feel my hot wetness soaking them.
As I fucked myself with my fingers I moaned, no, I grunted, loudly, louder than I thought.
"Ungh, ungh, ungh, ggmnnngh, uh, uh, uh...," I was not easy on my pussy.
Just then, Morgan is in my doorway. I didn't hear her come in. I stared at her blankly not quite realizing she was really there. Then I shrieked, and tried to cover myself with my hands.
"Don't you knock!" I practically screamed.
"I did knock. You didn't answer. I heard noises. I was worried so I came in" she answered.
I looked at her. She was still wearing her crop top, stockings, and shoes. Her skirt and panties were missing and I could see a slickness drying on the inside of her thighs.
I should have told her to get out, but I didn't. I burst into tears.
"What's wrong with me?" I wailed.
"Why do you think something's wrong?" she asked.
"What? Why do you think? I'm sitting here naked, just caught masturbating by my half naked daughter after watching her have sex!" I practically shouted.
"I wasn't haven't having sex," she said. "Technically when you were there I was getting eaten."
The statement kind of shocked me. Not in a bad way, but a way that made me realize the absurdity of the situation. I gave a shy smile.
"I guess that's true," I giggled.
"I did get fucked after, and yes it was great," she smirked. We both laughed.
"I bet," I said. "He's pretty hot."
"I know, hard to resist," she said.
"I have to say, watching him, and... um... you, was kind of hot," I admitted sheepishly.
"Being watched was fucking awesomely hot," she replied. "I don't know why, but being watched by you was just nasty hot. I loved it, and... um... Ben really got off on it"
"He did?" I asked. I don't know why I let that turn me on, but it did.
"Uh huh, a lot," she said.
My mind went back to watching them. His hard body and large cock came to mind. My hand was on my breast. I softly rubbed it.
"I better go," she laughed. "You look busy and Ben is still here." Then she said, "you have fun," and she left the room. I didn't notice, but she left the door open.
It wasn't long before I heard them again.
"That's it baby, suck that cock," I could hear his voice. "You know you love to suck cock. Greg really liked the way you sucked his the other day."
What? Who was Greg? Why was she sucking his cock. Why did Ben not care?
I looked out my door and downstairs. Morgan was on her knees sucking Ben's cock. Ben was standing in front of her holding her by the hair.
"Mmmm...," she moaned around his cock.
"You liked being my little slut, didn't you?" he went on.
She nodded as well as she could with a cock in her mouth.
Oh my god, I thought. My baby fucked two guys at once? What was happening to her? What did I do wrong?
As I watched her suck Ben's cock, I wondered what that would be like. Did they take turns with her? What would that be like, I wondered. Did one watch? Did she hold both their dicks at the same time? Was Greg's cock as big as Ben's?
I watched Morgan suck Ben's cock while picturing another guy there. Maybe holding his cock and jacking off while watching Morgan suck Ben's cock.
Dammit, I thought. What the hell was wrong with me. Why was I thinking this way? Why wasn't I appalled? Why was I concentrating on my daughter's mouth wrapped around Ben's cock. Worst of all, why was I wet and my pussy tingling.
Ben went on. "You little two holed slut, taking one in your mouth and one in your pussy. You looked fucking hot.
I tried to picture it. Morgan sucking Ben's cock. The other guy must have been fucking her from behind. Or maybe the other way around.
"I loved watching you cum with two cocks in you," Ben continued. "You looked so hot."
She moaned again.
I sat there watching. My hand slipped to my breast.
Just then Ben looked up.
"Hi Monica," he said. Then to Morgan, "Your mom's watching again."
I froze. I wasn't sure what to do. I mumbled "I'm sorry," and pointed to my room as if I was going to go there but, I didn't move. All the while I kept eye contact with Ben. Monica just kept sucking his cock.
"Come here," Ben said.
I just stood there. I just stared. My daughter sucking the big cock of this handsome man and I was just staring.
"Come here," he said again, holding out a hand and beckoning me.
I started to move in his direction. I was focused on that hand. Ben nudged Morgan's head. She stopped sucking his cock and looked at me.
"Hi mom," she said. Come down."
"Come on," said Ben. He held that gorgeous cock and stroked it a bit.
My eyes were focused on that cock. I barely noticed Morgan stand up and approach me.
She took my hand. "Ben thinks you're sexy," she said.
My breath got tight in my chest. Ben thought I was sexy? This gorgeous man found me, 44, sexy. I could not remember the last time someone found me sexy. I was so wrapped in thought I didn't really notice that Morgan had taken my hand and was leading me down the stairs.
I followed her blindly. Somewhere in the back of my mind I remembered I was naked. Morgan was only wearing her over the knee stockings and shoes. Ben was naked. His hard muscles moved as he stroked his cock. My eyes stayed focused on that cock as Morgan drew me closer and closer.
All of a sudden I was standing next to Ben. I could feel the heat from his body.
He smiled at me. It was not a big grin. It was a kind welcoming smile. "You're very beautiful," he said.
I blushed. As I stood there I was aware I was naked, and even more aware that he was. I could still feel Morgan holding my hand.
"Thank you," I said, rather automatically.
Morgan pulled my hand and, with her hand over mine, ran my hand over Ben's hard abs. They felt hot to the touch. They felt strong, virile. My pussy was tingling.
Then, with her hand over mine, she guided my hand to his shaft. It felt like an iron rod wrapped in velvet. I could not get my hand entirely around it. Using her hand she started guiding me to stroke this massive tool. It felt heavy in my hand.
All through this I didn't say a word. I was looking at Morgan. I was watching her eyes. I was looking for some understanding of why I was doing this. I know I wanted this, but why? This was not me. I rarely had sex. I almost never thought about it. I certainly didn't think of my daughter when I had sex. Yet here I was. I was hoping she had an answer. Yet here we were, both naked, stroking this mans cock, like some kind of sluts. I felt I should say something, but didn't know what?
Did being there with them make me feel younger? Maybe the idea that I was part of a group of 20 year olds that found me sexy made me feel sexy? I don't know, but I realized I wasn't stopping this.
Morgan smiled at me. I felt her light hand on my shoulder and we both dropped to our knees in front of him. Still stroking that beautiful cock.
His cock was now staring us in the face. I was amazed by the veins going through it. How much the circumcised head was bigger than the shaft. I just kept stroking it.
Morgan guided his cock to her face. There was a small drop of precum on it. She reached out with her finger and dabbed up the precum. She started to bring it to her lips but then changed her mind. Instead she reached over and spread it across my lips. I instinctively flicked my tongue out to lick my lips. They tasted salty sweet. I liked it. Morgan smiled at me.
With both our hands wrapped around his cock she opened her mouth and guided his cock in. I watched in fascination as she wrapped her lips around it. I licked my lips. I wondered how it felt, how it tasted. I watched her lips stretch around the head and as she'd pull it back out and run her tongue around it. All that time, my hand was still wrapped around his cock, her hand wrapped around him and we were stroking him.
She let his cock fall from her mouth and started kissing and licking the shaft. As she did I felt her hand go to the back of my head. She gently urged me to his cock. Again I wondered why I was doing this, and even as I wondered I knew I was going to do it. Not only going to, but wanted too.
As she guided my head to it I opened my mouth to accept the tip. While she was pushing my head I was using my hand to pull it into my mouth. As the tip passed my lips I felt my mouth stretched. I liked it. I swirled my tongue around the soft tip. There was something about the velvet skin covering the rock hard shaft that I loved. I started stroking his cock faster.
While I sucked the tip Morgan encouraged me, "That's it mom. Suck that cock. God you look sexy. Oh my god this is so fucking hot."
Then since the whole episode began Ben spoke. "Mmmm, Monica, that's so good."
I felt elated. I could not remember the last time I gave a blow job and this handsome young man was complimenting me. loved it. I wanted to be good.
On the other side my daughter was telling me how hot I looked. My daughter, watching me give a blow job, and telling me it was hot. I realized I should have been disgusted. Instead I felt that warm tingling in my pussy. I liked that she thought it was hot. I wondered what was wrong with me. The idea that it was wrong turned me on.
I started licking and kissing the shaft like an ice cream cone. Licking the shaft and then sucking the tip back in my mouth. As I started licking the sides Morgan started licking the other side. She pulled my hand away and wrapped hers around his cock. We both continued to lick his cock. Monica would guide it into her mouth and then into my mouth.
At one point both our mouths were close to the same point. Our lips touched. Morgan looked at me. She moved her lips closer so they were definitely touching mine as we sucked Ben's cock. Then, she pulled the cock away and kissed me directly on the lips.
My head was screaming, you're kissing your daughter, but my body was being driven by my pussy and I kissed back. The fact that it was so wrong was turning me on. I kissed back with everything I had. My tongue swirled around hers. I sucked on her tongue and lips.
All of a sudden everything hit me. I didn't know what to say or do. The only sound that came out was, " Morgan?"
"It's ok, I love you mom," she assured me.
As she said it she gently laid me down on my back. I lay back on the floor. I could feel her arms guiding me. When I was on my back Morgan put her arms under my calves and pulled my legs up. She pulled them so far forward my ass lifted a bit off the ground.
I watched as Ben knelt in a position he could fuck me. I looked at Morgan again. Still holding my legs she kissed me again. As she did I felt Ben place the tip of his cock against my clit. I came immediately.
Not quietly. "Oh fuck," I said as my body shuddered.
The tip of his cock started to enter me. I was wet. It met no resistance. he took his time slowly pushing into me.
"Oh mom," Morgan said. "That looks so fucking hot."
I reached my hand out to hold hers. She took my hand and bent down to kiss me. As she did she guided my hand to my tits. She rubbed my nipples with my hand as she kissed me. As she did Ben slowly fucked me. Every nerve in my body was tingling. I felt like I was strung out just waiting for the next orgasm to give me relief. Every time Ben slowly slid his cock in or out of me I could feel the lips of my pussy pull with each stroke.
Morgan held my legs as Ben fucked me. Then she bent her head down and started sucking on the nipple our hands weren't playing with. I came again.
"Oh my god. Fuck yes," I moaned.
Ben hooked my heels on his shoulders and Morgan let go of my legs. She used one hand to play with my clit while she sucked on and played with my tits. The moment she touched my clit I came again.
"Ohhhhh... shit... oh...fuck," I barely breathed.
"He's good. Isn't he mom?" Morgan asked.
"Yes," I hissed.
Ben had started fucking me harder and faster. I came again.
"See why I'm his slut?" Morgan said.
I looked at her and touched her face. "Yes, I do," I said as another orgasm washed over me.
"Your his slut now too, aren't you?" She pressed.
I hesitated. Did I want to admit that? But, I knew it was true. I'd fuck him anyway or time he asked. I'd do anything he asked. "We're his sluts," I replied.
With that Ben started pumping me harder and faster. I think I had 3 more orgasms.
"Ready for my cum?" asked Ben.
"Yes, give it to me. Anywhere you want," I hissed.
Two more pumps and I felt him start to cum inside me. I felt powerful jets against my pussy walls. As he was cumming he pulled out. Cum sprayed on my pussy, my belly and my tits. It felt hot and sticky on my skin. I loved it.
Morgan reached out and stroked his cock milking the last spurts of cum out of his cock and onto my belly.
Ben rocked back and rested on his heels.
Morgan bent her mouth to my tit and started licking up the cum. Then with a face covered with cum and a mouthful she kissed me. I swallowed all the cum she gave me. I was enjoying the sticky feeling of the cum on my face as it dripped off her onto me.
I scooped some from my belly and fed it to her. She immediately kissed me with a mouth full of cum.
Ben said he had to go. He zipped up his pants and just left.
Morgan pulled me up to my knees. We hugged, getting his cum all over us.
All of a sudden I felt vulnerable. "Oh my god, what did I do?" I whimpered.
"You got fucked," Morgan said matter of factly.
"I guess I did," I replied with a shy smile.
I looked at Morgan. She was a sight. Naked and covered with cum.
I took her hand. "Let's take a shower," I said. We headed upstairs to my shower.
====================
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I watched them move in. They were unloading a truck and carrying in furniture. It was a little odd. Our suburban neighborhood didn't have renters, but, our neighbors were transferring for a two year assignment and would be coming back. They had put their furniture in storage and rented out the house.
The boys looked young. Maybe because I was 42 and all guys under 30 looked like college boys. I knew one of them, Karl. The owners had introduced him to us. He was 22. I knew that he and three friends were moving in because my neighbors had asked us to keep an eye on them and the house. They had told Karl to contact us if he needed anything and we gave him my cell.
We lived on a cul de sac, so the truck was parked easily where I could watch them unload it. I had my blinds partially opened. Given the angles and distances I was pretty sure they couldn't see me, but I could easily see them.
I watched them as they lifted boxes and furniture and carried them in. It was hot out and the boys glistened with sweat. I could see the muscles in their arms tighten up as they lifted. They were in the prime of life.
I thought about myself. At 42 I couldn't complain. I didn't have a lot of stretch marks. My 34c breasts, although hanging a bit lower, were still round and firm. Working out 3 days a week I kept my 5'2" 120lb body in pretty good shape. I wondered if a guy their age would even notice me.
I shook my head. What was I thinking. These guys were half my age. Plus, I was happily married. Very happily. I had a husband who loved me and loved my body. Maybe a bit too much, I gave a small inward wry smile.
My husband, Jim, loved seeing me in revealing clothes. Not just at home, but when we went out as well. He loved it when men and women noticed me. He would point it out. At first I was self conscious, but after the years I began to enjoy and even look forward to the attention.
My mind drifted back to the boys. They were sitting on the truck tailgate taking a break. I figured I might as well meet them. I thought about what I was wearing. I was decent, a pair of white shorts and a blue tee. Nothing exciting, nothing unusual.
I went to the door and called to Karl. "Hey guys, you look like you could use some cold water or a soda," I said.
Karl responded, "Thanks Mrs. Castle, that would be great."
"Why don't you come inside in the air conditioning and sit," I offered.
They thanked me and all came in. As they did Karl introduced me.
The other boys names were Bob, Ryan, and Adam. They were all very polite. They smelled like sweat and hard work..
I have to admit I liked the smell.
I offered them all soda or water and after they told me what they wanted I went about getting them. I normally keep the soda on the bottom shelf of the refrigerator. As I bent over to get it I turned and looked at the boys to ask what kind of soda. I noticed their eyes were focused on me. It took me a moment, but I realized they were checking out my ass as I bent over.
My face flushed a little bit when I noticed. I decided to ignore it and got the sodas. After all I thought, it's not unusual for a guy to check out a woman's ass and truthfully I was kind of flattered.
I got the guys drinks and sat and chatted with them. They were pleasant and polite. They told me about their jobs and lives. Bob and Ryan had girlfriends. Adam and Karl said they were playing the field.
"Until I meet someone as pretty as you Mrs Castle, I'm staying single," quipped Karl.
"I'm sure there are lots of girls your age who are much prettier than a 42 year old woman," I replied.
"You are not 42," Adam and Karl said in unison.
I assured them I was.
"Not many girls our age look as good as you," said Karl.
I was feeling a little self conscious with all the attention. Having these guys talking about me was turning me on and embarrassing me. I liked that they noticed me. I knew I shouldn't. I changed the subject to how the move was going. Even though I changed the subject I couldn't help but think about what the boys had said.
Could they really think I'm that pretty? After all, I was 20 years older than them. I was feeling both flattered by what they said, and insecure that they were just teasing me.
We chatted for a while, they finished their drinks and said they had to get back to unloading. We said our goodbyes and they went back to work.
I watched through the window. I wondered if it was possible for those handsome men to actually find me attractive. I felt a little tingle of excitement as I thought about it.
I went about my day every once in awhile checking out the boys. I remembered when Jim was that young, all 5'11 and chiseled muscle. Not that he was in bad shape now, just that youthful body and energy had passed. I remembered what it felt like to have his pressed against mine. We were both softer now, but we still had a great sex life and I still loved the way his body felt against mine.
Eventually Jim came home. We made the usual small talk about our days and I mentioned the boys moving in.
"Oh, did you meet them?" he asked.
I told him that I'd met them and invited them in for a cold drink.
"Hmmm," he joked. "Should I be worried about my wife hanging out with four hot young men?"
"Maybe," I teased. "They told me I was pretty," I told him.
That peaked his interest. He asked me for details and we spent a little while talking about the conversation.
"Well, they have great taste," he said.
"Oh come on," I replied. "You really think guys that age would give a woman my age a second look?"
"Not only do I think they would, I think they did," he said scooping me into his arms.
He kissed me. Not the hi kiss, the one that said, "let's fuck." I was feeling a little horny myself so I was ready and kissed back. Our clothes ended up on the den floor and we fucked on the couch. I needed very little foreplay. My pussy was already wet.
"What got you so wet," he teased.
"I don't know," I responded coyly. "What's got that dick so hard and ready?"
We both knew. He always liked it when I got checked out. I always liked it too.
"Does that hard dick like knowing its wife was being checked out by four young studs," I teased.
"No more than this wet pussy enjoyed it," he replied.
We continued to fuck.
"I wonder what they'd say if they could see you now?" he mused.
I thought about what they'd be seeing. Me on my knees, head and chest to the couch. Jim Behind me with his cock in my pussy. The thought turned me on. I moaned.
"Oh? You like that idea," he teased.
"No more than you do," I panted back.
"True," he said and started thrusting harder.
"Oh my god," I moaned as he fucked me. I came all over his cock.
"Mmmmm, that's my sexy girl," he said
A few more thrusts and I felt his body start to stiffen.
"Cum for me baby," I coaxed. "Imagine the guys watching you cum inside me."
That was it. I felt his cum flood my pussy. We rolled over onto the floor in each other's arms.
I kissed him. "I love you," I said.
"I love you too," he replied. "And those guys are right, you are hotter than women their age."
We snuggled for a while, watched some TV, and went to bed. I couldn't get the image of the boys watching Jim fuck me out of my mind. Jim was asleep and I didn't want to wake him. I quietly slipped my hand to my pussy and brought myself to another orgasm. Then I fell asleep.
The next day was Saturday. I was up a little before my husband. I got myself a cup of coffee and sat in the living room. This wasn't too unusual, I liked looking out the window. I usually sleep nude so I'd thrown on a short pink robe that barely covered my ass.
Sitting in the living room I wondered if they could see me. I knew they couldn't, but it made my pussy wet wondering what they would think if they could.
Eventually Jim woke up. I got him some coffee and we made small talk. I kept looking towards the window.
"Trying to see more?" he laughed.
"I guess I'm just a nosey neighbor," I replied.
He laughed, "and what if they see you?"
"They can't see me from this angle," I protested.
"Of course they can," he said. "If you can see them, they can see you."
I let that sink in. I felt a tingling in my pussy. I kind of liked the idea of being seen. I wondered what they'd think if they saw me.
Monday morning I did my usual coffee routine. I was sitting looking out the window when I saw Karl coming out his door. I was wearing my short pink robe. I watched Karl as he walked to his car. All of a sudden he looked over and smiled. I looked around. Had he seen me?
My question was immediately answered when he waved at me. I wondered how much he could he see. Our property was a bit lower than his. I'd have to get out there and see at some point.
I waved back. He smiled, got in his car, and drove off.
I went about my day. As I did I kept thinking about Karl seeing me in my robe. The thought of it made me a bit horny. I wondered what Karl thought. Did he like what he saw?
Around four o'clock curiosity got the best of me. I decided to walk over and see how much Karl could have seen from his driveway. I headed out the door and up his driveway. I turned to look. As I did I realized he had a perfect view of my living room and had probably seen me down to my knees.
I started walking back to my house. As I did Karl's car pulled into the cul de sac. I was standing by the end of his driveway. He pulled in. I just stood there, I mean, I couldn't really just walk away, I needed to tell him something. My mind was blank for ideas.
"Hey Mrs. Castle, What's up?" he asked. It was obvious he was wondering what I was doing in his yard.
I thought fast. "Ummm, I came to ask you if you got any of our mail. I was expecting something and it hasn't arrived."
Wow, that was good. I congratulated myself.
"No we haven't seen anything but we'll keep an eye out," he said.
"Thank you," I replied and turned to walk to my house.
Then he said, "It was nice seeing you this morning."
I had no idea how to respond.
"Ummm.., I didn't know you could see me," I stammered. "I usually have my morning coffee in the living room. I like looking out the window."
"Oh yeah, I could see you. Who could miss such a beautiful woman so early in the day," he replied.
I must have blushed.
"No need to be embarrassed Mrs Castle. You are great to look at," he pushed.
"Thank you," was all I could think to say. Then, "I better be going."
"It was nice seeing you," he answered. "Now and this morning. Hope to see you again soon."
I turned and went into my house. Was he flirting with me? I wasn't sure what he meant by that last part. I could feel a fire of embarrassment and excitement. I wasn't sure which I liked better.
I started dinner and waited for Jim to get home. When he arrived home I was sitting at the kitchen table thinking.
"Hey babe, what's up," he asked seeing I was obviously deep in thought.
I never lie to my husband. I told him about my conversation with Karl.
"Of course he likes what he sees. You're gorgeous," he said. "I like what I see every morning too," he laughed.
"You get to see a lot more of me," I teased.
"I bet Karl wishes he could see more of you," he responded.
"Ya think?" I asked. "What makes you think he'd like to see more of an old lady like me?"
"Because you're gorgeous," he replied and kissed me.
"Oh, and how do you feel about him seeing me?" I asked.
"He's a lucky man," he replied.
We then started talking about our day and usual stuff. Jim took me in his arms and kissed me.
"I'm glad I get to look at you," he said as he kissed me.
"You just like to see me naked," I replied.
"Who wouldn't," he replied as he started to pull at my T-shirt.
"Hey what about dinner?" I protested.
"Fuck dinner," he said.
"Fuck me first," I replied.
His hands unbuttoned and unzipped my jeans. Then he turned me around and bent me over the table. He tugged my jeans and panties down around my thighs. I spread my legs as far as I could being stopped by the material around my thighs.
I heard him unzip his pants. His fingers found my pussy. I was already wet but he spread my juices around just to make sure I could take him. I moaned as he touched me.
The tip of his cock pushed against my pussy lips. I pushed back as he thrust his cock into me.
"Mmmm, Baby, you feel so good," I moaned.
"And you have a perfect ass," he replied.
I wiggled it on his cock. "All yours baby," I said as he continued to fuck me.
I loved the way his cock felt with my legs held together. I could feel it tug on my clit with every thrust. I fucked back as much as I could.
"God baby, you feel so good," I breathed.
"I love how hot and wet you feel," he replied.
"Just fuck me," I sighed.
He grabbed my ass and continued to fuck me. Pulling me towards him as he thrust into me. I felt that familiar feeling in my pussy. I felt it build up. Then my orgasm washed over me. That tingling from my toes to my pussy. I moaned again.
"Mmmmm yes," I moaned.
"That's my girl, cum all over me," he responded.
I did. I could feel the hot juices in my pussy soak his cock.
"I love the way you feel," he told me.
I felt him stiffen up. As he did he grabbed my ass tighter and thrust into me. I felt his cock spasm and hot cum squirt against the walls of my pussy. I came again as he came in me.
"Mmmmmm...," I sighed dreamily.
I stayed bent over the table for a moment recovering my breath. I felt his cock fall out of me. I turned around, and with my pants and panties still around my thighs knelt down in front of him.
"Let me clean that off for you," I said.
I took his wet cock in my hands and guided it to my mouth. He was still semi hard as I started to suck and lick him clean.
I pulled it out of my mouth and looked at it. I loved this. I loved the taste of his cum mixed with mine. "Yumm," I purred as I continued to clean him off.
When I was done I licked and sucked my fingers clean.
"Wow," said Jim. "If showing off gets you this hot you should show off all the time."
"How about dinner," I said.
We both zipped up and sat down for dinner.
The next morning I got up and as Jim showered I went to get coffee. As I put on my pink robe I thought about the morning before and Karl seeing me. I felt that little tingle in my pussy. I wondered if he'd be out there again.
I poured my coffee and went to the living room to drink it. I stood in front of the window. I was thinking about Karl. I was wondering what he'd think if he saw me again.
I didn't have long to wait. I saw the door open and Karl walk out. Almost immediately he looked at my window. He saw me and waved. I waved back. He stood there for a moment then headed to his car. With another wave he got in his car and drove away.
I felt electric. That tingly feeling when you're anticipating or something exciting was about to happen. I heard a noise behind me. It startled me out of my thoughts. I turned to see Jim there. He had a huge grin on his face.
"Saying hi to your friend?" he asked.
I started to say something. He took me in his arms and kissed me.
"I bet he loved the view," he said. "I know I did." He grabbed my ass under my robe, pulled me to him and kissed me.
I melted into him practically humping his leg. I could feel his cock partially hard against my belly.
"I love you," I said.
"I love my sexy little wife," he said.
"You think I'm sexy?" I asked. I knew he did, but at that moment, I was feeling a little vulnerable.
"You know I do," he said. Then he slapped my ass and said, "I bet your new friend does too."
"I doubt that," I replied.
"If you waved to me from a window, dressed like that, I wouldn't be able to concentrate all day," he said. "In fact, just watching you do it is going to be a fun thought all day," he teased.
"Well if I can make my man think of me all day, I'm happy," I said.
"Two men," he replied. He kissed me again and headed out the door.
I went upstairs to shower and dress. I thought about Karl. I wondered if he liked what he saw. I thought about my husband's reaction. He didn't seem to mind that Karl saw me. In fact, he had the same reaction he had when we were out and men checked me out. He seemed to like it. The difference being all I had on this time was a short robe that barely covered my ass.
I thought about Karl looking at me. My fingers found my pussy. I wondered what he'd think if he'd been able to watch me. Would he want to touch me?Under the hot shower I brought myself to a nice orgasm. I turned the water off, got dressed and went about my day.
I got up the next morning and put on my robe. As I did my husband, who was in the bathroom shaving, must have heard me. He looked at me and said, "Say hi to your friend for me." He had a big smile on his face.
"Whatever," I said with a smile.
As he said it I knew I was looking forward to Karl seeing me again. I wanted to hurry and get to the living room so he wouldn't miss me, or I wouldn't miss him. I wasn't disappointed. At his usual time Karl appeared in his doorway. Again he looked to my window. He saw me and waved. I smiled and waved back.
This became our routine. Every morning I'd be in the window in my pink robe. Everyday we'd wave to each other. Jim would see me every once in awhile. He'd always kiss me and tell me how sexy I was.
Me standing in the window would often come up when we had sex. Jim started referring to Karl as 'my boyfriend'. He would ask me if I saw my boyfriend that morning. He would often talk about how sexy I was and that he bet Karl found me sexy too. As he fucked me he'd tell me how he bet Karl would want to fuck me. The conversation would always excite me and lead to great sex.
One day, about three weeks in, Karl came to his door. We waved as usual then, as he walked to his car, he stopped and looked at me. With his fingers pointing down he made a little twirling motion. It was obvious he wanted me to turn around.
I didn't know how to react. My heart was pounding in my throat. I was probably stalling for time, but with a questioning look, I made the same signal back. It was obvious I was trying to confirm what he was asking.
He nodded his head and did it again.
I looked around. I don't know what I was looking for. Maybe my husband. I decided what the hell. I slowly turned my back to the window. My robe was short. It barely covered my ass. I looked over my shoulder at him. He gave me a thumbs up. I turned back to the window he smiled and gave me a thumbs up. I shrugged my shoulders and gave him a shy smile. He waved again, got in his car, and headed off.
A few days later I was home in the kitchen when I heard a knock on the door. I opened it and Karl was standing there. I quickly thought about what I was wearing. I had just got home from work and had stripped out of my dress and threw on a tank top and sweats. I had also taken off my bra.



"Hey there," I said. My heart was beating. He and I had not spoken since that day I checked out his view. "What's up?" I asked.
"Oh," he faltered. He seemed he was nervous. "We got some of your mail."
"Oh, thank you," I replied. Then, "How are things going with the house?" I asked.
"Great," he said. "I love living here."
We started to chat. After a moment I invited him in for a cup of coffee. We sat at the kitchen table and chatted. As we talked my heart stopped beating so fast. It was just a normal conversation.
Jim came home as we were chatting. He smiled at me.
"Hi there," he said.
He made small talk with us. He then asked Karl how he liked living here. Karl told him about how he liked the house and the neighborhood. Jim responded with, "The views are great too."
I nearly choked on my coffee.
Karl smiled and laughed, "Yes it's a beautiful neighborhood."
We chatted a bit more and Karl left. I gave Jim a look.
"What?" He laughed. "The guy gawks at my sexy wife everyday. I don't get to tease him?"
"You're bad," I laughed.
That night when we made love he brought up Karl.
"So your boyfriend came to see you," he laughed. "I saw your nipples were hard through your tank as you talked to him."
I sighed.
"I bet he loved checking them out. Wanted to touch them," he went on. "Do you like being checked out by your boyfriend."
He was on top of me thrusting into me.
"I like it," I panted. Then I told him about the morning Karl wanted me to turn around. He wasn't mad. It excited him. He asked me how it made me feel. We switched gears from making love to fucking. Telling him about showing off was turning me on. It was turning him on too.
"Oh, so you like showing off for your boyfriend," he teased as he thrust into me. "I bet he wished he could see more. I bet he'd loved to grab that sexy ass."
He kept fucking me and prodding me.
"So, would you like it if he grabbed your ass? Did you like turning around for him? I bet he loved it," he said.
As he talked I felt my orgasm building. The thought of Karl being turned on by me was boiling in my mind. As I came I hissed, "Yes, Yes, I loved him looking at me. It turned me on." Truthfully I liked the thought of him grabbing me too, but I didn't say so. I came hard.
He kissed me. "Who knew my pretty little wife could be so naughty," he said lovingly.
We switched back to making love mode. "I love you," he said as he came.
"I love you too," I replied.
My morning routine went on. Every day Karl would ask me to twirl. Each day I did and smiled as I did. I looked forward to it. A few times Jim caught me. After he'd always take me in his arms and we'd make out. A few times he fucked me in the den or kitchen before he left.
One day I was in the mall shopping. As I passed the lingerie store I decided to go in. I found myself checking out the robes. I found two that caught my eye. They were both shorter than my pink one. From the back you could probably see the beginning of the curve of my cheeks. They were both lacy and of lighter material than the pink one. I bought them both.
The next morning when I got out of bed I put on the white robe. Jim saw it.
"Oooo, you bought your boyfriend a new robe I see," he teased.
I turned, "Do you like it?" I asked.
"Looks great, I bet he'll love it," he slapped my ass. "Shows off a lot more of your ass," he laughed.
I went down to get my coffee. I could feel the cool air on my ass. I wondered how much was showing. I tugged the robe down.
The mornings had gotten darker. As I walked into my living room in my new robe I realized that I probably really stood out in the lighted living room with the darker mornings. I waited for Karl. I wasn't disappointed. As soon as he saw me in my new white robe he gave me two thumbs up. I turned so he could see the back. When I looked back he had his hands over his heart faking a heart attack. I laughed.
As I did Jim came in.
"I gotta run babe," he said.
He grabbed me and kissed me in full view of Karl. Then he looked out the window and waved. He headed out the door. I saw him exchange a few words with Karl, but couldn't hear what they said. As Jim pulled out Karl waved at him. Then he turned back to me, gave me another thumbs up and drove off.
I was horny all day. Karl now knew that Jim knew Karl had seen me, and he knew Jim didn't mind. I wondered what Karl must be thinking. I went to shower. Again, in the shower, I rubbed myself to an orgasm. I wondered what it would be like to be naked in front of Karl, in front of Jim and Karl. I came.
I was horny all day. When Jim got home I pushed him against the door, unzipped his pants, and started sucking his cock.
"Did your boyfriend get you all hot and horny?" he asked.
"Uh huh," I admitted and got back to sucking cock.
"I suppose you want me to fuck you, or is it Karl you want to fuck?" he teased.
"I don't care," I said. "Fuck me, cum in my mouth, cum on me, whatever you want," I moaned.
"Oh, so showing off today made you feel a little slutty," joked.
"Yes," I said as I went back to sucking his cock.
"I want to fuck my naughty little girl," he said.
I unzipped my jeans. Since I was on my knees I pushed my jeans and panties my knees. I turned around and put my chest to the floor so my ass was in the air. He knelt behind me, grabbed my ass, and with one thrust was deep in my pussy. I came almost immediately.
He continued to pound my pussy bringing me to another orgasm.
"God yes," I moaned.
"God I love your ass," he almost growled.
I wiggled it. "All yours," I said.
"All mine?" he questioned.
"Yup, all yours," I groaned.
"What about your boyfriend," he continued.
I moaned.
"So you'd like it if your boyfriend could see your ass like this," he continued. "I bet he's dying to fuck you. I bet he jacks off thinking of you."
I moaned again.
"Maybe I'll have to invite him over," he said.
I wondered if he meant it, but only for a moment as another orgasm washed over me.
As I came he started pumping me harder. I could feel his orgasm grow. I love it when he cums. I started to cum again. As I did I felt his hot cum against my pussy walls.
As he slipped out of me, I stayed in that position. I liked the way the cum made my pussy feel messy.
After a moment we got dressed and had dinner.
The days went by. Each morning I would have my coffee. I now had three robes I alternated between. Almost every morning I'd do a little turn for Karl so he could see the back. I stopped being as careful tugging the robe down. I am not sure how much showed but I knew he got to see a bit of my ass.
Sometimes Jim would walk in. He'd wave to Karl then kiss me and head off. We continued to have great sex and often the subject of me showing off to Karl, or Karl touching me came up. Sometimes in these fantasies Karl watched us, sometimes he would show me his cock, sometimes I would let him touch me. It always made me cum. When I saw Karl the next day showing off was always on my mind.
One morning I was in my green robe. Karl had just waved to me and asked to see the back. As I was turning Jim saw me. He waved to Karl and scooped me in his arms and kissed me.
As he kissed me his hand fell to my ass. He slid it under my robe and grabbed my ass cheeks. I realized that he'd pulled the robe completely over my ass and Karl had a perfect view.
"Ohhhhh," I sighed as I realized what was happening.
I pulled back a bit to look at my husband's face. He was not looking at me. He was looking at Karl and smiling.
He let me go. Waved to Karl and finished getting ready for work. I turned to look at Karl. He had a big grin on his face and gave me two thumbs up.
The next day I was out running errands. As I pulled in my driveway I noticed that Karl had just pulled into his. I felt nervous. I hadn't spoken to Karl for a while. We'd been doing our little dance for at least two months and now he'd seen my ass. What would I say to him?
I thought about what I was wearing. Yoga pants and a t shirt. Nothing special. I got out of my car as he was walking over to me.
"Let me help you with those," he said pointing to my groceries.
Not knowing what else to say I just said, " Thank you."
He picked up two bags and carried them behind me.
He then said. "Your husband's right. You do have a great ass, even when covered."
Shocked I said, "Jim told you I have a great ass?"
"Well, now that I've seen it, I know it from experience, but yes, he did say you did," Karl replied
I didn't know what to say, so I just said, "Well thank you." Then I started feeling a little flirty and I added, " I'm glad you like it."
"Like it? Love it is more like it," he laughed. "I hope I get to see more of it."
He helped me carry the rest of the bags in. I thanked him and he turned to leave.
"See you tomorrow morning," he said. "By the way. I love that white robe, it really shows off your ass."
I laughed, "You really like my ass that much?"
"Absolutely, it's fucking gorgeous," he replied.
He was on the front step. He was about to walk away when I got a dirty idea.
"Karl," I said
He turned to look at me.
I turned my back to him and pulled my yoga pants and panties down over my ass and wiggled it at him.
I pulled them back up and said, "Happy?"
"Immensely," he replied. "Feel free to show that ass off any time you want."
I closed the door and leaned against it. My heart was beating a mile a minute. I couldn't believe I just did that. Leaning against the door I slid my hands into my yoga pants. My pussy was wet. I started rubbing my clit.
Just as I was about to cum, the door pushed open knocking me aside. Jim saw me and grabbed me.
"Whoa are you ok?" he asked.
"Yeah," I said. Then still feeling naughty I added, "I was just masturbating."
Jim laughed. "Oh? How come?"
I told him what just happened. He grabbed me and kissed me.
"Well, you don't have to jack off," he said. "You need to be fucked."
He scooped me up and carried me to the den couch. He pulled my yoga pants and panties off me, got between my legs and entered me. I was so wet. It felt so good to be full.
As he continued to fuck me, I thought about what I'd just done. I came with an intense orgasm.
Jim then got off me and directed me to get on my knees in front of the couch. He sat up and I took him in my mouth. I loved the taste of my pussy on his cock. I licked him clean. I wrapped my hand around his shaft and stroked it as I sucked the head.
He had a great cock. It was thick I could just wrap my hand around it. I continued to suck him. He grabbed my hair and pulled me onto his cock. Not too forcefully, but he guided me as I sucked him.
After a few minutes I felt him start to cum. Hot sperm hit the roof of my mouth. I swallowed as fast as I could but some still dribbled down my chin. I sucked him clean, then scooped up what was in my face and licked my fingers clean.
The next morning I got up and reached for my robe. I stopped. Instead I went to my drawers and pulled out a short tank top and little thong.
As I put them on Jim stepped out of the shower. He looked at me and said, "Nice, I bet your boyfriend will love those."
"We'll see," I laughed.
I got my coffee and went to the living room. Karl came out of his house and saw me. He stopped with his mouth open. Then put his hands together like he was clapping. I bowed. Then turned and wiggled my ass at him. I then turned back and blew him a kiss. He blew me a kiss back and headed off for work.
The next few weeks I always had my coffee in a thong and tank top. I was loving it and enjoyed showing off. Jim and I would fuck like rabbits every night. In the morning Jim would come in a few times, kiss me, and wave to Karl.
One day Jim came in and kissed me. Karl was in his driveway. My back was to him. As he kissed me Jim slipped his hands into the waistband of my thong.
I pulled away and looked him in the eye, I wasn't sure what he was doing. Then I felt him push down on my thong. I searched his face. He smiled at me. My thong slid over my hips and he pushed it to the floor. I was sure Karl was watching, but I was facing away from the window. Jim then kissed me on the forehead and left the room.
I wasn't sure what to do. Karl had seen my ass, now should I show him my pussy? Obviously Jim was OK with it. The idea both scared and excited me. I took stock. I kept my pussy closely trimmed. I looked like the girls on game of thrones.
I was wondering if Karl was just standing there waiting to see what I'd do. I finally got the courage up. I turned. I was right, Karl was still there. I waved shyly then left the room.
Jim was in the den. I grabbed him and kissed him. I furiously undid his pants and pulled out his cock. Then I pushed him down on the floor and straddled him. I guided his cock into my pussy and started riding him hard.
"What?" He teased. "My naughty little girl likes being shown off to her boyfriend?"
I kissed him hard. "Shut up and fuck me," I hissed. I kissed him again.
I'm not sure who was fucking who, but I came three times. I was covered with sweat and smiling when we were done. Jim was going to be late for work.
I wasn't sure what to do the next day. I woke up and looked around. What did I wear? I was enjoying showing off. There was a part of me that just wanted to finally be naked. I not sure who I'd been teasing more, Karl or myself. I know I was almost constantly horny showing off. I wondered if Karl was. I wondered if he jacked off thinking about me. The thought made me wet.
I still had the dilemma of what to wear. I couldn't just stand in front of the window with my ass and pussy hanging out. Nor did I want to just walk out naked. Well, I did, but couldn't bring myself to do it. I decided to put on one of my robes.
I got my coffee and waited by the window. Karl came out at his usual time. He saw me, smiled and waved. I waved back. He then asked me to turn. I did, but as I did I pulled the robe up to my waist to show off my ass. When I turned back to him he gave me two thumbs up.
Just then Jim came up behind me. He waved to Karl, Karl waved back. Jim put his arms around me. I leaned into him. I felt his hands on the sash of my robe. I turned my head and tilted it back to kiss him. As we kissed I felt him undo the sash and pull my robe open. I sighed into his kiss.
I looked at Karl. He was smiling. I was completely exposed. I waved shyly. He laughed, waved back, got in his car and left.
I looked at my husband. "Are you enjoying showing me off?" I asked.
"More than you can imagine," he answered. He took me in his arms and kissed me.
"And What's next?" I asked.
Every morning that week I went to the window in my robe and ended up opening it and showing off. I was loving it. I loved the attention. I loved how on edge it made me feel. I loved the looks of appreciation I got from Karl. I realized I was definitely an exhibitionist.
Saturday rolled around. Jim was home and was going to watch a game. I had stuff to do around the house. About half an hour before the game Jim dropped the bomb on me. Karl was coming over to watch with him.
Oh my god, I thought. This man who'd now seen me naked was going to be in my house. The idea excited and terrified me. What was I supposed to wear? How would I act? How would he act towards me? My brain was going a mile a minute. The only words I could get out were, "he is?"
Jim laughed, "What, you don't want your boyfriend here?"
"What am I supposed to wear?" I practically screamed.
"What do you want to wear?" he asked.
What did I want to wear? A winter coat and snow pants, nothing, anything. I had no idea, my mind was in a panic.
"I'll find something for you," he said.
I was glad to give up control, but my heart was still racing. After all, it was Jim who exposed me to Karl. He'd undressed me and made sure Karl saw me naked. Now what would he pick?
I went to shower quickly. When I came out of the shower there were clothes on the bed. Well not really. There was my ruffled apron. It covered my chest and ended mid thigh. It was open in the back. Next to it was a pair of panties. They were one of my husband's favorites. Not quite a thong, not quite boy shorts. Last there was a pair of heals.
That was all there was? Could he really want me to wear just that? The idea both scared and excited me. I pulled on the panties. I looked in front of the mirror. They made my ass look great. I put on the apron. From the front everything was covered. It looked like the apron a wife in the 1950s would wear. It tied behind my neck and around my waist.
Everything was covered, my ass, pussy, tits. I wore less to the beach, but something was very naughty about being dressed this way knowing Karl was coming over. I stepped into the heels. They made my legs look great.
I heard the door and muffled voices downstairs. I looked in the mirror. I wondered what Karl would think. Obviously Jim and Karl had discussed this. What had Jim said to Karl? Was I really going to do this? My heart was beating in my throat. I wondered what Karl would say. He'd seen me naked. What did Jim have in mind?
With a deep breathe I opened the bedroom door and headed down the stairs. As I reached the bottom of the stairs I felt like my heart was going to burst. Jim saw me first.
"Hey there babe, you look great," he said.
As he did Karl turned to look at me. "Nice," he said.
I blushed.
"I thought you'd like it," said Jim
"She's even better close up," Karl replied.
Jim said, " You haven't seen anything yet."
They were both sitting, the TV was on. The game about to start. I offered to get them something to drink. They thanked me. I got up and went to the kitchen. I could feel their eyes following me. I got the drinks and came back. The game had begun.
I'm not much of a football fan, so I'd get up and putter around the kitchen while they watched. I curled up in a chair across from them and played online with my iPad.
If the guys asked for something I got up and got it. I was starting to feel normal being dressed like that in front of Karl. Every time I got up I could feel the boys looking at me. My blood was racing, but I also felt the wetness in my pussy. Being on display like that was turning me on. I wanted to take Jim upstairs and fuck his brains out. I couldn't wait till Karl left, then again, I loved showing off in front of him.
At one point I got up to go to the kitchen. Both guys were watching me. Karl commented to Jim on how hot I looked. Then Jim shocked me.
"I bet we can improve the view," he said.
Improve the view? What did he mean? I stopped in anticipation.
"Babe, take off those panties," he said.
I froze. Take off my panties? Just like that? I mean, sure, Karl had seen me without them, but he'd been on the other side of a window, not in the same room. On the other hand the idea excited me. I wanted to show off. I wanted Karl to see my ass. The idea of showing off even more excited me. Why shouldn't I? My husband was telling me it was ok.
I looked at Karl, then I looked at Jim. I could feel my heart racing. I looked back at Karl. I hooked my thumbs in the waistband of my panties and slid them down over my hips and down my thighs. They fell in a pool by my feet. I stepped out of them. I stooped to pick them up.
"Leave them on the floor," Jim ordered.
I did what he said and stood back up. I just stood there. I wasn't sure what to do.
"Turn around," said Jim.
I was breathing hard. I couldn't believe how wet my pussy was. I wondered if they could tell. They'd both seen my ass but this was something else.
I turned with my naked ass towards them.



"Just as pretty close up," said Karl.
"I know, said Jim.
They were talking about me like I wasn't there. Like I was a piece of art to be shown off and enjoyed. I was loving it.
Then Karl reached out and grabbed my ass. I wasn't expecting it. I yelped, then I looked at Jim. Jim just laughed.
"It's ok babe," he said. "I told Karl how tight your ass was."
I just stood there. I think I was holding my breath. Karl reached out again and grabbed it. This was a game Jim and I played in the bedroom. We'd talked about Karl joining us. We'd even role played it. Now Karl was stroking my ass. I wanted to bend over and show him my pussy. I wanted to run upstairs and hide. I just stood there.
"She does have a great ass," said Karl. Again talking to Jim like I wasn't really there.
Jim then said my name. I turned facing him.
"Babe," he said. "You ok?"
I nodded.
"What do you want?" he asked.
Want? Want? I wanted to be fucked. I wanted to run and hide, I wanted to suck cock, I wanted a window between me and Karl. I wanted my fingers in my pussy, I wanted Karl to grab my ass again. What did I want?
Instead I reached behind me and untied the apron strings around my waist. I wasn't sure what was going to happen, but I was so excited I didn't care. I wanted to be naked. I wanted to be shown off. I wanted Karl to see me. I wanted Jim to be proud of me.
I thought about our fantasies. I wondered how far Jim wanted to go. Would he let Karl fuck me? I reached behind my neck and undid the last tie covering me. The apron fell to the ground. I was naked except for my heels. It felt weird being naked in a room with two men fully dressed. On the other hand my nipples were hard and my pussy dripping. I was loving it.
Jim took my hands and pulled me to my knees, he leaned into me and whispered, loud enough for Karl to hear. "Suck my cock."
He was still sitting on the couch. I reached to his zipper and pulled out his cock. As I held it I turned to look at Karl. He gave me a thumbs up. I giggled then turned back to Jim's cock.
I took him in my mouth. I could feel Karl watching me. I felt like I was performing for him. I wanted him to see what a great blow job I could give. I licked the shaft and then took the head in my mouth. I continued to stroke his cock as I fucked it with my mouth. I couldn't take it all, but I took as much as I could.
Then it happened. I felt Karl's hand between my legs. He was behind me with his fingers in my pussy. I stopped sucking Jim's cock and looked at him. Jim had a big smile on his face. I smiled back, I pushed my hips back against Karl's hand and moaned.
As I sucked Jim's cock Karl played with my pussy. I was soaking wet. His fingers found my clit. I was so worked up I came almost immediately and sighed around Jim's cock.
Karl's fingers disappeared. I looked back at Karl and saw he was undressing. I looked at Jim.
"Are you sure this is what you want?" I asked.
"Are you?" He replied.
I paused, I looked at his face. "Fuck yes," I answered and started sucking Jim's cock again.
I again felt Karl's fingers in my pussy. He slipped two inside me. I moaned.
"Oh fuck Jim. His fingers feel so good," I sighed.
"Oh," Jim teased. "You like having your boyfriend's fingers in your pussy?"
"Fuck yes," I said.
Karl pulled his fingers out of my pussy. He grabbed my ass and pulled it up. I tried to get it as high as I could. I couldn't believe it, this was actually going to happen.
Grabbing my ass with one hand, I felt his cock against my pussy lips. I stopped sucking Jim's cock.
"He's going to fuck me baby," I said.
I was so wet his cock slid right in up to his balls. I gave a sharp intake of breath. I hadn't had another cock since I started dating Jim. I realized I'd been building to this for months and now that it was happening I loved it.
Karl started fucking me with long slow strokes. I moaned on Jim's cock.
"Fuck you look hot," said Jim.
I just moaned and continued sucking his cock while Karl fucked me from behind. Karl was fucking me in long hard strokes. I thought back to when I first started showing off to him. The excitement I felt. I was feeling it again with his cock deep in me. I was loving it.
I tried to picture what I looked like to him. His hands were on my ass as he fucked me. He could probably see my pussy lips stretched around his cock. He coułd see his cock thrust into me.
I felt my orgasm building. That fire from sensory overload. It washed over me like a hot wave.
"Oh my god," I exclaimed.
Jim had seen enough of my orgasms to know that I just came.
"That's It Babe, enjoy yourself," he said.
Then to Karl he said, "Let's switch."
Karl pulled out of me. Jim got up and laid down on the floor. I swung my legs over him and guided him into my pussy.
"Mmmmm, hot and wet," he said.
I looked at Karl and grabbed his cock. I guided it to my mouth. Once again I could taste my pussy. I loved the taste of pussy on cock. I started sucking his cock and stroking it with my hand.
"Your wife's face looks amazing with a cock in it," Karl said.
"I know," Jim replied.
I was loving the feeling of two cocks at once. Then Karl kind of pushed my head away. I realized he was about to cum. I thought how sweet it was not to just cum in my mouth.
"That's ok," I assured him. "Cum in my mouth. I love the taste of cum."
I wrapped my lips around him and started stroking him faster.
I felt the first hot streams fill my mouth. I started swallowing as fast as I could. I forgot what huge loads young men could have. I swallowed as much as I could but some still dribbled down my chin.
Karl pulled out and sat in a chair. Now I concentrated on fucking Jim. I liked that Karl was watching. I kept eye contact with Karl as I rode Jim's cock. Karl started stroking his cock. I watched as his erection started to grow again.
I felt Jim pull my hips towards him. I knew this was a cue he was about to cum.
"Cum for me baby. Fill me up," I moaned.
As I felt his hot cum fill my pussy, I came again. I was covered with sweat. I rolled off him and onto the floor. Laying on my back I started to catch my breath.
"Fuck that was amazing," I sighed.
Karl got up off the couch and knelt between my legs.
He smiled at me. "It's not over yet," he said. I reached my arms out to him. Holding his body I guided his cock into my dripping pussy. It felt so naughty having his cock in me knowing there was a load of cum in me.
Jim got up on his knees. He grabbed my legs and pulled them up and back. Now my pussy was truly exposed to Karl as he continued to pump me.
"Mmmmmm yes," I groaned. The thought of my husband again showing me off brought me to another orgasm.
Karl fucked me to two more orgasms before he came. He came with a grunt filling my pussy with a second load of cum. I could feel it dripping out and drying on my thighs.
He sat back on his knees.
"That was amazing," Jim said. Karl agreed.
I got up and got us all a drink. As I walked I could feel the cum squishing inside me. I sat down on the couch. Jim joined me and cuddled me.
We talked a bit about how much I loved it. Then Karl said, "I need a wife like yours."
"That shows off, or that fucks two men?" Jim answered. I blushed.
"Yes," answered Karl.
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Author's notes, to all my fans:
This story is Annie's Tale. All my stories with the word tale in them are fan fantasies they've asked me to write. I assume if one fan has the fantasy, others do too.
___________________________
I want to thank all of you for the votes, favoriting my stories, favoriting me as an author, comments, and emails. Especially the last two.
I want to apologize to my fans. I know I've slowed down a bit. Truthfully after my first barrage of stories that were stuck in my head, my ideas have slowed down, but I promise to keep writing albeit at a slower pace.
Please keep the emails and comments coming. They keep me writing. I love waking up to new comments and emails from my fans. Thanks to you I average over 100 new followers a month and over 150 new story likes a month. Thank you so much.
____________________________
Just to answer a few common questions.
I read all the comments and respond to all emails (unless you become stalkerish). Your feedback is what keeps me writing. Please keep it coming.
I do read the profiles of those who write nice comments and those who follow me. I like to know my fans.
Contrary to some opinions I do not delete comments. I did try it on one story, but got bored with it. What you see is what I get.
The picture on my profile is me, but I admit it's 6 years old I was 49.
Please enjoy this story. Keep that feedback coming.
*****
My husband and I always had a great sex life. When we married I was madly in love with Craig. I still am. We'd dated for seven years and I knew he was for me. He was smart, handsome, had a good job, was good to the people around him, and good to my family.
He treated me like the wife I wanted to be. He was loving and worked to make me happy. All our friends pictured us as the perfect marriage. So did I.
Our sex life was never dull. We were comfortable with each other and our bodies. We masturbated in front of each other. Fucked in every room of the house. We tried every position we could think of and giggled together when some didn't work. Craig was long lasting, just the right size, and knew where to touch me to get just the right response.
For my part I tried to keep him equally satisfied. There wasn't a hole on my body he couldn't have or a place on his I wouldn't suck. Like I said, a great sex life.
We'd been married for three years when it started. Well not quite true. There were signs before then. I just didn't see them as signs.
My name is Annie. Craig and I met at a college party. Nothing outrageous. I didn't fuck him on the first date. In fact we dated a while before we fucked.
Fucked, hmmm, I didn't use to use that word. I'd say 'Made love'. The reality is we do make love, but we also fuck. I love both.
In college I was the smart one. I never really felt men noticed me. I was flattered when Craig asked me out. He was 5' 10" about 170 and handsome. I thought he could have had any girl so it felt good when he asked me out.
I mean, I'm no slouch. Even today I am 5'7" 128 lbs. I have a flat belly, Auburn hair, that falls between my shoulder blades, and a great ass. I'm not very busty, 34b, but I think they look good on my frame.
I was 19 when we met. I used to wear a lot of crop tops and short skirts. I never really thought about it being sexy. I just thought I looked cute. Since then I've learned that Craig found it very sexy.
After college Craig would try to get me to wear sexier clothes. I prefered the girl next door look, lacy tops and jeans.
We dated seven years before we married. Although outside the house I kept my girl next door image, sometimes, when I was feeling naughty, I shed the image and became a bad girl.
Craig loves my bad girl. Sometimes we watch porn. Sometimes I just wear something slutty looking. Often when I'm in bad girl mode I'll take selfies of me in my underwear and send them to Craig at the office. That way he'd know what he was coming home too.
In my mind the porn started it. In retrospect I now know that Craig was on his own path. I didn't know it at the time.
The porn was hot. His favorite included watching a woman with two or more men. I have to admit the scenes turned me on too. We always had great sex after.
Craig would always ask how the movies made me feel. Truthfully they really turned me on but I was a little too embarrassed to say so. Once in a while I'd tell him they turned me on, and I'd fuck him like they turned me on, but I was too embarrassed to really talk about it. I admit, I did masturbate to the fantasy.
Often while fucking he'd bring up the idea of me fucking two men. It would really get my mind going but I really didn't respond verbally. I was sort of afraid what he'd really think of me. Also afraid that meant he wanted another woman too.
What I didn't know at the time was that Craig was also having his fantasies fueled. Craig liked to read erotic stories, mostly literotica. He tried to get me to read some, but truthfully I preferred watching porn to reading. The stories Craig showed me always involved a woman getting fucked by two or more guys. They were in a category called loving wives.
I now know that Craig had found an author that he loved. Although I didn't read any at the time, I have since then. It seems most of the stories she wrote were wife sharing stories. They turned him on.
They turned him on so much he wrote the author to tell her how much. She responded. I've since read their whole correspondence, but at the time it was a secret from me. In the correspondence Craig explored his fantasy about seeing me with two or more men. She was supportive.
Craig seemed really turned on by the idea of her husband, an older man, fucking me. He'd constantly ask her what her husband would do to me.
Craig and the author started devising plans on how they might get me to cuckold him. It seems the author had helped her husband cuckold men before and had a few ideas in what things worked.
She told him that the first positive sign was that the porn of multiple men turned me on. She suggested that he bring it up in bed anytime he could. She also suggested that we watch the porn together as often as he could get me to. I did not notice the change. We had already discussed the subject, so when it came up more I barely noticed.
When it came up, I admit, it always turned me on. If it was during sex I would moan and could feel myself getting wetter. The idea of two men treating me as a slut turned me on. A cock in my mouth, one in my pussy, mmmmm. I wondered if I could DP a guy like they did in the pornos.
If he'd bring it up while watching, it would go something like this.
"I bet you'd look hot taking on two hard cocks," he'd say.
"You'd love it," I'd quip back.
He'd want to pursue it more, but I always let the conversation trail off. Even so, it led to great sex afterwards.
The other thing she suggested was to try and get me to pose for pictures. The goal was for me to let him show off my pics and see the reaction i got from men. She wanted to see if I got turned on by being shown off.
Craig had asked me before if he could show off my pics. The thought really turned me on but it scared me too. I always said no.
Back to what I knew then, before I read the emails.
One day Craig asked me if he could show a picture to a coworker. This was one of the author's suggestions. He'd asked before, but with the porn and the talk of other men, truthfully the idea was beginning to turn me on.
I said, "Sure," but then told him I was only kidding.
After thinking about it I asked, "Which one?"
Craig laughed, "Which picture, or which coworker?"
I didn't think of that. "Both, I responded."
Craig went through my pictures and found one of me in a black, see through, spandex, tube dress. I loved lingerie and would often dress up and take selfies for Craig. This was an older one. I was sideways so you couldn't really see anything. My face was not in the picture. I knew it was a sexy pic.
"How about this one?" he asked.
"Ok," I responded tentatively. Then I added, "You can't email it. You have to just show it off."
"I promise," he said.
"So who are you going to show it to?" I asked.
"How about James?" he suggested. "He's not from our office. He's seen you at office parties and has told me you're hot, and he's from out of town."
"He's told you I'm hot?" I asked
I'd always thought I was kind of unnoticeable. I thought I was pretty average. But to have someone besides my husband telling me I'm hot was kind of cool.
"Yeah," said Craig. "A lot of the guys in my office think your hot."
I could feel my pussy start to tingle.
"Like who," I asked.
Craig, gave me a list of a few men he worked with. I asked what they'd say that made him think they thought I was sexy.
"Oh you know," he responded. "They say things like, 'where's your sexy wife' or 'how's that hot wife of yours doing' just guy stuf, you know"
I didn't know, but I liked the idea.
"Ok, you can show off that pic," I said.
That night we fucked like banshees.
"You like the idea of some guy seeing you in lingerie," he'd tease
"Shut up and fuck me," I responded.
I knew James wasn't going to be in the office for a few days. The wait was killing me. I had reservations and often thought of telling Craig no, but the idea also excited me. I was constantly horny and ready to fuck.
I'd see Craig and immediately drop to my knees. I'd undo his pants and start sucking him. I'd think of James. I wondered what his cock felt like. What it looked like. When Craig came I wondered what James' cum tasted like. As I sucked Craigs cock I played with my pussy. As my mouth filled with cum, I also came. I was constantly horny.
The big day came. I didn't want to ask Craig if he was going to show off the picture, I didn't want to seem to excited, but I couldn't wait. I tried to be nonchalant.
"Today's the day," I remarked.
"Today?" he responded, obviously confused.
"Isn't James in today?" I pushed.
"Oh yeah," he responded it suddenly dawned on him. "Why do you care?" he teased.
"Jerk," I replied.
"Yeah." he laughed.
That day was hell. All day I wondered if he'd shown it yet. I wondered what the response was. The idea kept me wet all morning. By noon I needed some relief. I unzipped my jeans and pushed them and my panties to my thighs. I reached down to play with myself. With my fingers in my pussy I brought myself to three orgasms.
When it was finally time for Craig to come home. I was like one of Pavlov's dogs, I was practically salivating waiting for him. When I heard his car pull up I felt like I needed a drink to calm my nerves. I poured a glass of wine for me and one for Craig.
He walked in the door.
"Hey babe," he said. Then he noticed the wine. "Wine? What are we celebrating?"
"Nothing special," I replied. "Just wanted a glass."
He took his glass and kissed me.
The suspense was killing me but I didn't want to seem to anxious.
"How was your day?" I asked.
"Busy," he said.
Too busy to share my pic, I wondered.
"Oh," I replied. Then, trying to steer the conversation, "Was James in today?"
"As a matter of fact he was," said my husband. "We were working on a joint project, so I spent the day with him."
This was killing me. I got the feeling he was doing it on purpose.
I couldn't take anymore.
"Well?" I asked.
"Well what?" He teased.
"You know damn well what," I responded. "Did you show him my pic?"
"Oh that," he sighed. "Well we were pretty busy," he added.
"Oh," I said. I must have sounded disappointed. I mean I was, but I tried to hide it. I guess I didn't do so good job.
He took pity on me. "I'm teasing. Of course I showed him your pic. I was dying too. I wanted to just show it to him but I had to wait for the right time. Finally, at lunch, he asked about you," he told me.
"What did he ask?" I responded.
"He asked how you were," he said.
"And?" I pushed. I was starting to get exasperated.
He laughed, "Well after he asked about you and told me how lucky I was to have such a pretty wife, I told him you took some sexy pics for me. He called me a lucky guy and said he wished he could see them. I told him I'd show him one. He got all excited and I showed him the pic."
"Did he like it?" I asked.
"He was practically drooling," he replied.
We talked a bit more about what James said. The whole conversation was making me wet. I loved the idea that someone saw me as sexy and not just the smart one.
After about three minutes I threw my arms around Craig and said, "Fuck me."
I bent over the back of a chair and pushed my jeans and panties down to my ankles. It was about 3 seconds before I felt his cock slide into me. I was so wet it plunged deep inside me with one stroke.
"God yes," I moaned.
Craig didn't move. He just kept his cock deep inside me.
"Oh," he teased. "Did my shy little wife get turned on by me showing off her picture?"
I didn't answer. He pulled his cock out till just the tip was in me.
I squirmed trying to push back onto his cock, but he kept moving.
"Well," he said.
"Yes," I practically hissed.
He thrust his cock back into me. I moaned.
Again he didn't move.
"Tell me," he said
"Fuck me," I pleaded.
"Tell me how it made you feel," he insisted.
I moaned.
"Bastard," I hissed as I tried to fuck him.
"Tell me," he repeated.
I moaned, "I loved it. I was thinking about it all day. I had to play with myself just to get through the day."
He started fucking me.
"Oh yes," I moaned.
He continued to fuck me and continued where I left off.
"So you liked being shown off." It was a statement, not a question. You liked knowing that some other man was admiring your body," he continued.
My mind was on fire. "Yes, yes I did, I loved it," I breathed.
"I'd love to show you off in person," he said.
I knew that, but I'd never encouraged it. This time I moaned.
"Oh, you'd like that?" he went on.
His cock kept jack hammering my pussy. I could feel the orgasm building.
"Would you?" he pushed.
"Yes," I moaned again.
He then put his finger in my mouth.
"Suck it," he said. "Imagine you're sucking a cock while I fuck you."
I sucked his finger into my mouth. An image of me, on my knees, sucking a big cock while being fucked from behind entered my mind. I started to realize I really wanted it more than I wanted to admit. I've never been able to cum fast. As soon as he told me to imagine I was being fucked from behind while i was sucking someone off i started cumming, and hard. It was hot.
"Fuck yes," I moaned.
My knees buckled, he held me up.
He prodded me some more. "What." he asked.
"I'd love it," I breathed as my orgasm subsided. "I'd love it," I repeated.
He pulled out of me. I couldn't stand anymore. He laid me on the floor and pulled my jeans and panties the rest of the way off. I spread my legs and he knelt between them and entered me.
One of the things I loved about our sex life was we could go from fucking to making love all in the same session. The love making made me feel secure enough for the times he just wanted to fuck me or me him.
We kissed as we slowly made love.
Feeling safe in his arms I asked, "Wouldn't you be jealous?"
"God no," he replied. "You're so sexy, watching you is like having my own personal porn star that I could never get tired of watching."
"Mmmm," I sighed as he kissed my neck.
"You are so beautiful, and so fun when you're naughty," he went on. "Other men would be jealous of me once they knew what I had."
He sucked on my nipples. I moaned again. I could feel another orgasm growing. This one was smaller in light waves, loving, sweet. As I came I found myself again imagining myself with two cocks. I realized later, in my fantasy, Craig was watching and not fucking me.
I whispered in Craig's ear.
"Would you really like to see your wife be such a slut? Let two men fuck me? Watch as they shoved their cocks in my mouth and pussy?"
I could feel his body tense up. He was ready to cum.
"Would you like to see them cum in me?" I continued.
As I said it his body shuddered and he flooded my pussy with cum. I came again.
We got up kissed and the evening went back to normal. We went to bed and in those moments before you fall asleep a thought occurred to me.
"Are you going to show him more pictures?" I asked.
"I'd like to," he replied.
I thought about it. "Ok," I said. I fell asleep.
That weekend Craig asked me to pose for pictures. We took dozens. Lingerie, various states of undress, some with my face in them, some without. After, we went through the pics and deleted the ones I didn't think were flattering. He kept the rest. I asked him which ones he wanted to show off.
"All of them," he responded.
The thought made me tingle, but I knew I should protest.
"You can't show my face," I protested.
"Why not? If I'm showing them they already know they're pictures of my wife." He pointed out.
I was glad he came up with a reason. I wanted people to see me.
"Ok," I responded.
Our love life continued to be amazing. We continued to include porn in our sex lives. I didn't notice it at the time, but all of it included women cuckolding their husbands or taking on two or more men.
Craig continued to bring up his fantasy about seeing me with other men. The idea always made me wet and made me cum.
Craig would show off my pics. He would always tell me the guys reactions. We'd fuck like crazy afterwards.
One time we ran into a Paul, one of the guys Craig had shown my pictures to, while we were out for dinner. He immediately came over to say hi.
"Hey guys, how are you," he started with a normal greeting. Then he immediately followed with, "Annie, I love your pictures."
I could feel my face start to flush. I also felt my pussy get wet. I wasn't sure what to say. I stammered out a, "Thank you."
"Well I hope you keep taking them," he said.
Oh, she will," answered Craig. "Right honey?"
My mind was spinning, I was kind of tongue tied. "Yes," I nodded.
The guy went back to his table.
"Oh my god," I said to Craig. "Oh my god."
"You ok?" He asked.
"Yes," I breathed.
"Did you find that as hot as I did?" he asked.
"Uh huh, I think so," I responded.
"Think?" He responded.
I responded by kissing him. Hot and passionately.
"I'll take that as a yes," he said.
Dinner conversation was about my pics and how hot they were. I kept looking at the guy and noticed he kept checking me out. I smiled at him.
Then Craig said, "Can you imagine fucking him?"
I blushed. As soon as he said it I pictured myself on the floor, the friend between my legs, pounding me.
"No," I lied.
Craig saw the guy get up and head to the restroom. He immediately said, "Go to the restroom. Say hi to him in the hall."
We'd been here before. The restrooms were in a little hall hidden from the rest of the restaurant. They were single person rooms so if someone was in them you'd have to wait.
"Really?" I asked.
"Yes hurry," Craig replied.
I didn't really think. Craig wanted me alone with this guy, unseen from anyone else.
"Ok," I said. After all, what could happen in a public restaurant.
I got up and headed towards the restrooms. As I went I wondered what I would say, maybe do? Why was I going there. I could see him standing in the hall. There was obviously someone in the men's room.
I went in the hall and said hi. I didn't even try the women's room door.
"Well hi Annie," he responded. "I love the dress."
I admit. I looked good. It was a floral print. Short, about mid thigh. It showed enough cleavage, what little I had, to be interesting. Thank god for push up bras.



"Thank you," I said.
He got bold. "I loved your pictures," he said. "I love the cute panties that you own.
Again, all I could think to say was, "Thank you."
"Are you wearing cute ones today? He asked boldly.
I blushed, as I did I thought about what I was wearing. It was a lavender hip hugger thong.
"I think they're cute," I replied.
Then he went all out. "Let me see," he almost commanded.
The way he said it sent a hot flash to my pussy. I looked around. We were hidden from everyone. Wait was I considering this? What would Craig say? My skin felt hot.
"Show me," he pushed.
"And what do you think my husband would say?" I asked.
"I bet he'd pull your dress up if I asked him to," Paul said.
I thought about it. The idea of Craig pulling up my dress and showing me off made my panties wet.
With that vision in my head my hands seemed to have a mind of their own. I slowly reached down and grabbed the hem of my dress and just as slowly pulled it up. The anticipation, knowing he was going to see me, was making my knees week. I had butterflies in my stomach but I didn't stop.
"Nice," he said, when I had my dress around my hips. "Turn around."
I was enjoying being told what to do, too much. Holding my dress up I turned so he could see my ass.
"Nice," he repeated.
Just then I heard the door to the men's room start to open. I let my dress fall back into place. The door opened and a man came out. He walked past us and into the restaurant.
I just stood there. I wasn't sure what to do. Paul leaned in and kissed me. I was taken by surprise. For some reason I kissed back. No tongue. His hand on my ass over my dress. Then he stopped and went into the restroom.
I was tingling all over. I tried the women's room door. It opened right up. I went in, locked the door, and leaned on the sink. I was breathing hard. I looked at my face in the mirror. It was flushed with little beads of sweat. I was aware my pussy was soaking wet. I finished up in the restroom. I composed myself and headed back to the table.
I was silent when I sat down.
"Are you ok?" asked my husband.
"Umm, yes," I nearly replied.
"What happened?" he sounded concerned.
"Ummm, you won't be mad?" I bit my lip.
"I want to know," he said. "Everything."
I looked over. Paul was at his table. He smiled at me. Then I started with the whole story. Me pulling up my dress, Paul kissing me, everything.
Craig listened carefully. At one time he turned and looked at Paul. I'm sure Paul knew I was telling Craig what happened. Craig made me repeat the sections about the dress and kiss. As I told story I could feel my skin get hot and my pussy get wet. I actually started to perspire.
Then he asked me how it made me feel.
"Are you done eating?" I asked.
He looked at his almost full plate. "Why?" he asked.
"Pay and let's go," I answered.
We paid the bill and jumped in the car. As soon as he got in I pulled him to me and kissed him. We made out like teenagers. We were parked right in front of the restaurant, I'm sure people going in wondered about the couple making out in the car. After a few minutes I broke the kiss.
"Take me Home," I breathed.
Craig started the car and headed home. I leaned over the console as close to him as I could get, my head on his shoulder. He placed his hand on my leg and started to caress it. I sighed.
"Mmmm, that feels nice," I moaned.
"What's got into you?" he asked.
"As soon as we get home it will be you," I replied.
His hand slid further up my thigh till it reached my soaking wet panties.
"Oh, what made you so wet?" he asked.
"Just get me home," I breathed.
I could feel his fingers playing with my clit over my soaked panties. I wanted something inside me.
We finally made it home. He parked the car in the driveway and we got out. As I headed for the door in front of him I reached under my dress and pushed my panties down. As I walked they shimmied down my legs and I stepped out of them. He stopped to pick them up from the lawn as he followed me.
I walked into the house and laid down on the couch. As I did I pulled my dress up to my waist.
"Fuck me," I said breathlessly.
Craig wasted no time undoing his pants and pulling his cock out. I was so wet you could hear his cock slide into me with a watery smack with each thrust. I'm what they call a squirter. I knew I was staining the couch and I didn't care.
"Yes, yes. Yes," I moaned with every thrust.
"Fuck me. God that feels good," I breathed.
"So," asked Craig. "What made you so hot?"
"Shut up," I replied.
"Yeah?" Craig continued. "It wasn't showing off your panties to a man in a restaurant?"
"Mmmmmm," I moaned.
Craig pulled his cock back leaving just the tip inside me. I strained to pull him into me but he kept pulling back so only the tip stayed in me.
"You do realize he's my coworker," Craig went on. "You just showed off your panties and kissed a guy I work with everyday," he teased.
I couldn't tell if he was mad or not, but the thought excited me. I just moaned.
"So you like knowing I work with him and everyday I'm going to have to see him knowing you kissed him and pulled up your dress for him."
I moaned again.
"That was a pretty slutty thing to do," he went on. "Were you being slutty?"
I moaned.
"Were you?" he asked again. This time more forcefully.
"Yes dammit," I hissed. "It was slutty, I was being naughty, I knew he worked with you and didn't care. I wanted him to see my panties. I wanted him to kiss me."
As the words came out Craig thrust his cock into me and started pumping my pussy. I moaned with every stroke.
"Yes, yes, god yes," I hissed.
Craig just grunted with each thrust. With each grunt I arched my hips so my pussy would meet his thrusting cock. He started pumping me harder and faster. I knew his orgasm was building, but so was mine. All of a sudden he stiffened up. I could feel hot jets of cum hit my pussy walls. As he filled me a mind crushing orgasm washed over me as well.
"Oh fuck," was all I could get out.
Craig rolled off me and onto the floor. We laid there, me on the couch, him on the floor, catching our breath.
After awhile Craig spoke up. "You liked it that much?"
I wasn't sure how to answer him. Should I be honest? Did Craig really want me to be that slutty? Finally I just said, "Yes."
Then I asked, "Is it what you wanted?"
"I loved it," he replied.
"Why?" I replied. I really needed to know why he got off on the idea of me with another man. I mean we'd played with the idea before, but this time something actually happened.
"Would you read something for me?" he asked. "It might help you understand."
"Ok," I answered tentatively. I wasn't sure where this was going.
He got my iPad and brought up a story in literotica.
"I think this story captures how I feel the best," he said.
I knew he read porn. I liked to watch more than read it. He liked reading better. He said when he read he could picture me and him as the characters. I liked to masturbate to porn. I found that hard to do while reading.
I didn't read it right away. Instead we cleaned up and got ready for bed. Once in bed we started kissing. We made love softly on top of the sheets. I loved the way I felt in his arms. I laid on top of him and just felt our bodies merge together. I came twice, he came once. We fell asleep.
The next day Craig had some errands to run. I puttered around the house and when I was caught up, pulled out my iPad and brought up the story Craig wanted me to read.
The story involved a young husband and wife on vacation. They run into two younger men at a bar and after an evening of drinks and fun they invite the men back to their room. Even though she was nervous she ended up fucking both of them while her husband watched.
It was a very sexy story and I was getting wet reading it. In the beginning of the story the husband and wife discussed the fantasy of seeing her get fucked. She wanted to understand what he got out of it.
The guy tried to explain. He explained that she was so beautiful it wasn't fair for him to keep her to himself. There was a level of voyeurism. A step past seeing himself have sex with her. Like having the sexiest woman he knew as his personal porn star.
There was an element of 'Save the last dance for me'. Knowing that these men now knew how amazing and sexy his wife was but in the end they knew she was coming home with him and they would be aware of what their lives were missing.
Last there was a roller coaster emotional ride, a nagging fear that when she was with someone, he might lose her, but that euphoric high in the end when she returns to him.
I kind of understood, but still had questions. I told Craig.
"I wrote the author," Craig admitted.
"Oh? What for?" I responded.
"After I read her biography I wanted to know if she had any advice for getting my wife to explore this fantasy," he said shyly.
"Oh," was all I could say.
"Would you like to read the emails?" He offered.
I wasn't sure if I did or not, but figured the devil you know is better, so I offered to read them.
First he had me read her biography. It seems she was older than us, married, and was a swinger at one time. Her stories were about turning a nice girl into a slut.
In the emails she spent a lot of time discussing what he wanted. They answered a lot of my questions and concerns
Did he want to be with other women? No
Did he want to join in? Maybe, not required
Did he want to watch? Yes, but not required
He wanted me to be taken by these men and not thinking about him, just thinking about being fucked? Yes
She explored fantasies with him. Different ways I could be taken. Him being forced to undress me for another man, me being bent over a couch while the man told Craig what a good fuck I was. I could tell by his responses how turned on he was by the idea.
In their conversations the word cuckold came up. After exploring it he admitted he wanted to be cuckolded. They discussed her husband fucking me. She'd talk about different ways he'd fuck me. Craig admitted to getting hard and masturbating to these fantasies.
If I'd known before, I would have been shocked. When I finally read all the correspondence, I admit, they turned me on and made me feel like I understood more.
I read it all and thought about it. Craig did not bring up any of it. He just let it sit with me. We kind of got back to normal in our lives. Craig did not bring up any fantasies during our lovemaking. It was kind of like he'd laid this one out and the ball was in my court.
The only thing Craig asked was could he send pictures to the author.
"You're sure they won't share them?" I asked.
"I trust her," he said. "She knows most of my secrets and has never given me reason not to trust her.
"Ok," l agreed.
To Craig I barely reacted, i mean I wanted sex more often, but I did not bring up the stories or emails. On the other hand, when I was alone, I was sex crazed. I read the author's other stories, they were all about wifesharing and hot wives. I would masturbate two to three times a day imagining being shared with other men. I wondered what the author's husband looked like.
In some fantasies Craig joined in, in others he just watched. He was always there. The idea was turning me on more and more.
One night we were making love. We'd not talked about the fantasy for four weeks. After sex, as I laid in his arms, I finally asked, "Do you really want that?"
"Only if it would turn you on," he replied.
"It turns me on," I whispered.
He kissed me.
We would continue to take pics. Nothing x rated, but lots of sexy poses. He'd always ask if he could show them off, I always said yes as long as he didn't email them except to the author.
Whenever we'd do new pics I'd wait at home in anticipation of what the guys thought. Craig would always come home and tell me and we'd have great sex after.
One day when I was asking what the guys said Craig suggested I let them tell me themselves.
"How," I asked.
"Simple," he said. "I could give them your cell number. They could text you."
This both scared and excited me. Talking to men who'd seen me in lingerie. Craig's coworkers.
"I don't know," I replied. "Is that a good idea?"
"My author suggested it," he admitted.
"She did?" I asked. I forgot he was still talking to her, so this caught me by surprise.
"Yeah, she said it would make you nervous but excite you," he replied.
She was right, I wasn't sure how much I liked that this woman could read me so well. I wondered if I was just a cliche and lots of women felt like I did. I asked.
"She says that the New York Times just published an article and that group sex was the number one fantasy of both men and women. I'll send you a copy," he offered.
"Do you want me to text with other men?" I asked.
"I think it would be cool," he replied.
I agreed even though I had reservations.
My first text came that day, a guy named Mark.
Mark: Nice pictures.
Me: Thank you.
Mark: Thank you for sharing them. Please share more.
Me: (I don't know where this came from) any requests?
Mark: More ass shots.
Me: I'll see what I can do.
The conversation left my heart beating fast and my brain going a mile a minute. I knew Mark. I'd met him a dozen times and now he was asking to see my ass. I was surprised to realize how wet the thought made me.
Texts started coming through regularly after that. Compliments on how I looked or what I was wearing. Requests for certain poses. Comments on what a lucky guy Craig was. There were three of them, James, Paul, and Mark. I found myself enjoying the attention and the flirting.
On days that I knew we'd taken new pictures I couldn't wait for the responses to come in. I would stare at my phone hoping to hear the text ringtone.
Those nights, when Craig got home, we would read the texts and fuck like maniacs. I was loving it.
This went on for a few months, then Craig dropped a bombshell on me. His author was coming to town and he wanted us to meet her.
I didn't know how I felt. I knew she wanted her husband to fuck me. That was in the correspondence. Was that what Craig wanted? Is that what I wanted. I didn't even know the man. On the other hand the idea of fucking a handsome stranger was a turn on. Fucking, why was I thinking of fucking. It could just be, meet for dinner, like normal people.
I asked Craig what he wanted.
"Let's meet them for dinner," he suggested.
"Just dinner?" I inquired. "You don't want it to go further?"
"Well," he said. "If it went further I wouldn't mind but I won't be counting on it being anything but dinner."
I agreed to dinner. I got curious. What did they look like. Specifically her husband. I wanted a picture. Craig gave her my email address. It wasn't long till this appeared in my mail.
'Hi Anne, so nice to finally talk to you. Craig has told me so much about you I feel I know you. We look forward to meeting you. You are such a beautiful woman.'
I blushed reading that. I wrote back, 'Thank you. I've enjoyed your stories.
'I'm glad you enjoy my stories,' came the reply.
We started chatting. Their names were Dianne and Dave. I found her stories about her experiences fascinating. I had questions. How did she not get jealous watching her husband with other women. How did he not get jealous? And then, shyly, what was it like being with another man, multiple men?
I did not ask all these questions at once, but over time.
I found her perspective fascinating.
She loved her husband, and knew he loved her. They had an amazing marriage. If another woman wanted to fuck him, she knew she wasn't going to lose him, and he was such a good husband she enjoyed watching him enjoy himself. I told her I didn't think I could watch Craig with another woman. She told me that was ok, Craig did not want another woman.
Her husband felt the same about watching her. He wanted her to experience her fantasies. She told me that truthfully, she had experienced all her fantasies and now preferred just to fuck her husband and watch him turn women into sluts.
As far as multiple men she told me it was amazing. Letting go, being a slut, knowing it was ok.
Our conversations intrigued me.
Now we were making arrangements for them to visit.
The plan was for them to arrive on a Thursday and we'd have dinner. That was it. We made no other plans.
My husband dropped all conversation about me fucking another man. I don't know if I was glad or disappointed. Did he not want that anymore? Did it get too real? Why did I feel disappointed? Did I want to fuck her husband? Was it her husband I wanted to fuck or just any man? I had a lot of questions and no answers.
We still made love, he still told me how sexy and beautiful I was, but the fantasy portion kind of disappeared. The part that surprised me was how much I missed it. When he wasn't home I'd go back and read her stories. I'd masturbate to the thought of being fucked in front of my husband.
I'd seen a picture of her husband. He was graying, but distinguished. He became a part of my fantasies.
Finally the day came. I was nervous all day. I must have stood at my closet twenty times trying to decide what to wear. My heart felt like it was in my mouth all day.
First I spent a lot of time on panties. I know, I wasn't expecting anyone to see them but I wanted to make sure they were hot. I chose a pink and blue ruffled thong that perfectly framed my ass. It came with a matching push-up bra.
Then I started looking at dresses. Normally I would wear jeans but I wanted to wear a dress in front of them. I knew from our conversations that Dave loved a woman in a dress.
I found a cute summer wrap. It came down to my knees and tied at the hip. It showed a lot of cleavage. I had to pin it closed to hide my bra.
When Craig saw me he whistled.
"Damn, you look good enough to eat," he said.
"Oh?" I quipped. "And who's going to eat me?" I teased.
"I'm sure we could find volunteers," he replied.
I began to feel that warm feeling in my pussy. I pictured being eaten by Diane's husband. I could imagine his grey hair between my legs as I looked down. I was getting hot again.
"You'd like that," I quipped.
"Uh huh," he replied.
I lightly punched him in the arm.
"Ready to go?" I asked.
We jumped in the car and headed to the restaurant. We didn't talk much. I think we were both lost in thought. I had no idea what the evening would bring. The possibilities both scared and excited me.
We arrived at the restaurant and found that Diane and Dave were already there and had a table. They recognized us immediately and waved us over. Introductions were more hugs than introductions. They looked just like their pictures. We all sat down.
Surprisingly conversation came easy. None of it sexual. They were intelligent and articulate. Dave was complementary and flirtatious, but not overwhelmingly so. I don't know what I expected, but dinner was just very nice and I found myself warming up to them and flirting back.
Then at one point I got up to use the restroom. When I got out Dave was standing there.
"Oh, hi," I said quickly. He caught me by surprise.
"I'm sorry. I didn't mean to startle you." He said. "I was just thinking of a story Diane said Craig told her, about you and a restaurant restroom."
I looked confused, then it dawned on me. I realized Dave wanted the same show I gave Paul. Up to now nothing too sexual had been discussed, but we had been flirting.
"Oh? And what story might that be," I flirted.
"How many are there," Dave replied.
"Probably just the one," I admitted.



"Then that one," he laughed.
I quickly looked around. No one could see me. In a moment of bravery I looked him straight in the eye, grabbed the hem of my dress, and pulled it to my waist showing off my panties.
"Like this?" I asked.
"That's half of it," he responded.
I moved close to him and tilted my lips up towards him.
"What's the other half?" I teased.
He grabbed my ass and pulled me too him.
"This," he said as he kissed me.
I kissed back. His hands were on my ass under my dress as he kissed me. I didn't care if anyone walked by, I was loving it.
We actually made out for maybe thirty seconds. To me it felt longer. My heart was beating in my chest. My skin was tingling. I could feel the electricity. It was like my lips were attached directly to my pussy.
All of a sudden I heard a noise. Someone was standing behind me waiting to get to the restrooms. I turned and looked. There was an older man trying not to look. I realized Dave still had my dress pulled up and his hands on my ass.
"I'm sorry," I giggled.
Dave let my dress fall into place and we walked arm in arm back to the table smiling.
"What have you two been up to?" asked Diane.
"Oh, Anne was just showing me how she kissed that guy by the bathroom," Dave replied.
I watched Craig's face. His jaw dropped a little. He looked at me, then Dave, then Diane. Diane shrugged. I blushed.
"Is she a good kisser?" asked Diane.
"Uh huh, plus she has a great ass," Dave answered.
Craig was obviously at a loss for words. Diane helped him out.
"What do you think of your pretty little wife kissing my husband?" she asked.
"Ummm...," He stammered.
"Well?" She persisted.
He still looked surprised.
Diane reached over and stroked his cock through his pants. He must have been hard because she smiled and said, "Ooooo, trust me, he liked it."
Then again to him, "Didn't you dear?"
Craig seemed to compose himself. He nodded.
Diane whispered something in his ear that I couldn't hear. Later on Craig told me what she said.
"That's a good little cuck."
Dave looked at me. "Why don't we head to your house?"
My stomach did flip flops. Did I want this? If I said yes, I knew where this would go. Basically I was deciding if I was going to be a slut or not. Was I going to fuck a man, not my husband, with my husband's knowledge and consent.
I knew I should say no but, after all the bedroom play, I was more than curious. I realized during the last months when we hadn't talked about it, I missed it as part of our bedroom play. With my heart thumping I feigned confidence and replied, "I'd love to."
He looked at Craig. "Craig?" He asked.
Craig again nodded his head.
Dave paid the bill. Dave and Diane had Ubered to the restaurant from their hotel So we all headed to our car. When we got there Diane got in the front with Craig. Dave and I got in the back.
As we started to drive thoughts raced through my mind in a jumbled mess.
Was I really going to do this?
I'd only had sex with three guys in my life, this was going to be my fourth. I was sure Dave had experience. Would he think I was any good?
I loved Craig. How would this affect my marriage? He said he wanted this, did he really?
I wondered what Dave's cock looked like.
Then it dawned on me Diane and Craig would be there. Would they watch?
How would I feel with Craig watching? The thought brought butterflies to my stomach. How would Craig feel when he actually saw me.
What would Diane do?
Would she join in? Watch? I'd never been with a woman before.
All these thoughts brought my heart to my throat, but I also realized they were turning me on.
All of a sudden I felt Dave's hand on my cheek. It brought me back to reality.
"You look beautiful," Dave said.
He bent in and kissed me. I kissed back. My eyes were open, I looked at Craig. I could tell he was watching through the rear view mirror. He looked like he was watching an adventure movie and the hero was just about to let loose. You could see the anticipation on his face.
I closed my eyes and let myself go to the kiss.
Dave wrapped his arms around me and pulled me to him. Dave was a little taller than Craig. Maybe 6'. He was also heavier than Craig. Not fat, but solid. When he took me in his arms I felt small, light. I felt surrounded in his arms. His scent filled my nose. Wood, leather, musk, I couldn't place it. Made me think of a man swinging a hammer somewhere.
As he kissed me one hand went to the hem of my dress and started sliding up my thigh. I heard Diane speak.
"She looks so sexy in his arms," she said, obviously to Craig.
I opened my eyes to find her turned in the seat looking at me.
"Isn't he a great kisser?" she asked me.
"Yes," I replied, trying to see Craig's eyes in the rear view mirror.
I closed my eyes again and let myself go to Dave's kisses. As I did I felt his hand slide up my thigh. I instinctively spread my legs a bit to give him easier access. His fingers moved up to my panty covered pussy. He took his time.
The anticipation was killing me. I wanted to grab his hand and pull it up to my pussy. He finally reached the crotch of my panties. I knew they were soaked. I wanted him to pull them aside and jam his fingers in me, but instead he played small circles around my clit and lightly ran his fingers up and down my labia. Just enough to tease me. I kept arching my hips towards his hands but he kept a light touch. As he teased me I was kind of whining and moaning. I think I sounded like a lost kitten.
I heard Diane say something and Craig answered, "almost there."
Hearing that Dave wrapped his hand around the waistband of my thong and started pulling it down over my hips. I lifted my hips to help him. He continued to remove it, briefly getting it tangled up in my heels. Once he freed it he reached over the seat and dropped the thong in Craig's lap just as we pulled in the driveway.
Dave escorted me to the front door as Craig fumbled for his house key. When we walked in Diane started acting like they were just visiting socially.
"What a lovely home you have," she said to me. "Thank you so much for having us," she said.
"Thank you," I said, no longer sure of what to do.
Craig and I stood there expectantly looking at Dave and Diane.
Diane broke the silence. "Well I think it's time we got this slut fucked," she said. The way she said it made my knees week. I'd gone from being kissed like I was on a date to being called a slut, what worried me was, I liked it.
Diane was standing next to Craig. "Come here," she almost ordered me.
I walked over to them.
"Unite her dress," she told Craig.
I was wearing a halter style wrap dress. Craig hesitated and then reached for the string on my hip he pulled it loose. The dress pulled back revealing the inner tie. He pulled that one as well. The dress fell open revealing I was only wearing a bra. Craig pulled the dress the rest of the way off me and dropped it to the floor. I stood there in just my bra.
Diane looked at me, then to Craig. Once you take that bra off her, she's going to fuck my husband. You will be a cuckold and she will be a hot, shared wife. Do you want that?
Craig hesitated. She reached down and stroked his cock through his pants. I could tell he was hard.
"Feels like you do," she said. "Do you?"
Craig nodded.
"That's not enough," she said. "I want to hear it."
"Yes," He said.
"Yes what?" She pressed.
He hesitated and then blurted. "I want to be a cuckold. I want to see her with other men. I want her to be other men's slut. I want to see her fuck."
"Take off her bra then," she said.
Craig did what he was told. I was now naked in front of the three of them. They were all dressed. Dianne took my hand and stood me facing Dave. She reached down, undid his zipper, and pulled his cock out of his pants.
"Touch it," she ordered.
I reached out and took it in my hand. I always loved the way a hard cock felt. I loved the soft skin in contrast with the rigid pole. I started to stroke it. It felt heavy in my hand. It was a little longer and thicker than Dave's. I could just barely get my hand around it.
I looked at Craig. He was staring with rapt attention. I looked back at Dave's face. Well if I was going to be a slut... I thought. I got to my knees and took him in my mouth. This was the first new cock I'd had since we started dating. Only the third I'd given a blow job to. Craig loved my blowjobs but Dave had more experience. I found myself wanting to please this man.
I couldn't get him all in my mouth, so I treated it more like my favorite popsicle. I would take the tip in my mouth while I jacked it off with my hands. Then I would lick and suck up and down the sides returning to getting as much of the tip in my mouth as I could. About one third.
I forgot about Craig and Diane and concentrated on the cock in my mouth. I was loving sucking this strange cock. I wasn't a lover, not even a friend. I was just a hole to stick his cock in. That thought brought a hot flash to my pussy. I moaned.
Diane spoke up. "Sounds like the little slut likes sucking cock," she said.
I moaned again.
I looked at Dave. I was hot, I wanted someone in my pussy. "Please," I begged.
"Please what," was the reply.
"Please fuck me," I begged.
Dave scooped me up in his strong arms.
"Where is your bedroom?" he asked.
Craig told him.
"Good," said Dave. "I want to fuck the slut in your bed."
He carried me to the bedroom. He dropped me on the bed and said, "Undress me."
I got down on my knees and started undressing him. I was aware of his cock at eye level. I took off his shoes and socks then stood up to remove his shirt. I was vaguely aware of Craig and Diane standing in the room watching.
I got down on my knees again and removed his pants and boxers. He was now naked with his cock right in front of my face, I took it in my hands and started sucking him again.
"Get up on the bed," he ordered.
I climbed on the bed and laid down on my back.
"Not like that," he said. "That's not how a slut gets fucked."
I realized he was right. A lover looks at his or her lover face to face, in each other's arms. A slut presents her pussy to be fucked. I rolled over, got on all fours, and stuck my ass up in air.
I felt a hand on my pussy. Two fingers slid in. I knew right away they weren't man fingers. It was obviously Diane. She circled my clit and then stick her fingers in me. I moaned. It felt good. It also felt naughty. I'd never been touched by a girl before. The thought made me moan again. I pushed my pussy into her hand.
Diane fingered me some more and then said, "the sluts cunt is really wet. She needs to be fucked.
Cunt? If someone used that word around me a day ago I would have slapped them. Now I wanted to hear it again. It made me feel dirty. Free dirty. Like a free slut whose cunt is there to be fucked.
I felt Dave climb on the bed behind me. Diane put a hand on my ass and one on his cock. She brought his cock to my pussy and started rubbing it all over my clit and lips. I moaned. I could feel myself getting wetter and wetter. You could hear the sound of his cock moving against my wetness.
"What do you want?" Diane asked.
I moaned.
"Tell me," she said.
"Fuck me," I breathed.
"Fuck me?" She repeated in a questioning tone.
I exploded, "Fuck my slutty cunt! Stick that fat cock in me and fuck me, please fuck me."
And he did. He rammed his cock into me and started thrusting hard.
"God yes," I practically screamed. " Fuck, fuck, fuck," I hissed after each stroke.
It took about a minute when I felt my first orgasm rising. It started in my pussy and flashed out to my brain.
As I came I yelled, "Fuck yes." I could feel myself squirting and soaking his cock with my pussy.
He continued to pound my pussy. You could hear it smack against the fluids soaking my ass and pussy.
"Ughh. Ughh, ughh. Yes, yes, yes," I grunted as he pounded into me. "Fuck me, fuck my cunt."
Then I remembered Craig was in the room. "Is this what you wanted baby? Do you like watching your wife turn into a slut and getting her cunt pounded? I love this." Then I grunted a few more times, " Ugh, ohhh, ohh."
"Oh my god baby. This feels so good, so free, I love being a slut, from now on my cunt is going to get lots of cock."
Telling him this made another orgasm rise. "Oh Craig, I'm coming! God yes. I'm coming on someone else's cock. Yes, yes, yes," I moaned as I came.
I kind of fell forward onto my stomach. Dave fell out of me. He then straddled my thighs. I arched my hips a bit so he could enter me. With his hands grabbing my ass he continued to thrust into me. I grunted with each thrust.
Then he suddenly pulled out. I whispered as he did.
"Roll over," he commanded.
I rolled over on my back. Dave straddled my chest and stuck his wet, hard, cock in front of my face. I opened my mouth and took in as much as I could. Dave started fucking my mouth. Not to hard. I'm not a deep throat queen. He knew just where to stop.
Using my hands I jerked his cock as he fucked my mouth. I could taste my tangy pussy juices all over his hard cock. "Mmmm," I moaned.
I felt my legs being spread. Then I felt a cascade of hair on my thighs. I knew it was Diane's long black hair being lowered on my thighs. All of a sudden I felt her tongue on my pussy. I moaned around Dave's cock. I thrust my pussy towards her mouth. She had obviously done this before. It felt amazing. I continued to suck Dave's cock.
I felt an orgasm rising again. I moaned around Dave's cock. My body arched. I could feel his cock start to spasm. He started cumming in my mouth. The feeling of the hot cum hitting the back of my throat set off my orgasm. My mouth let go of his cock as I came. Dave's hot cum started to hit me in the face and hair. I came again.
As our orgasms subsided Dave rolled off me and laid on the bed beside me.
"Oh fuck," I moaned. "That was amazing."
I looked at Craig, "Well dear, I am now a slut."
With cum drying on my face and hair I said, "Come fuck your slutty wife."
Craig climbed between my legs and fucked me like he loved me.
Diane and Dave decided to spend the weekend. Dave and Diane slept in the king bed with me, Craig slept in the recliner we had in the bedroom. I fucked Dave at least 5 more times. Craig always fucked me after. Dave loved cumming on me. I loved the feeling of hot cum drying on my skin. Craig always fucked me covered in cum. Twice Craig fucked me while I already had a cuntful of Dave's cum. I loved that feeling. Craig's cock surrounded by another man's cum, knowing someone has been there before him. Just the thought of it made me wet.
Diane suggested we make plans for Sunday. She specifically mentioned Paul, James, and Mark, Craig's three coworkers who he had shown my pictures to. Diane suggested we invite them over to watch a game.
"I've never had them over before," protested Craig.
Diane suggested he tell them that I said we never have company and suggested them because at least she knew them.
Craig made the first call to Paul, the guy I kissed.
"Hey Paul, Annie and I were wondering if you would like to come over and watch the game tomorrow.
Yes, Annie will be here. We were thinking of inviting James and Mark too. We also have guests from out of town"
I knew that all three knew the others had seen my pics.
Craig chuckled, "I'll see what I can do. See you tomorrow."
He hung up and I looked at him.
"Paul said I should get you to wear something sexy," Craig informed us.
"That's great," said Diane.
Craig made the other two phone calls. They both asked if I was going to be there. They both agreed to come.
Dave fucked me Sunday morning. He bent me over the breakfast table and fucked me from behind while Diane and Craig sat there having their coffee. He pulled out and came all over my ass.
"We need to decide what you're going to wear today," said Diane.
"Wear?" I repeated.
"Yes, now that you're a slut we have to find something appropriate," she said.
I took a shower and went to my room. Normally I would've thrown on jeans and a t shirt. Today I wasn't sure what I was looking for. I stood there naked looking at my dresser. Diane walked in.
"Hey slut, can't decide what to wear?" she asked.
"Not really," I replied. "I honestly don't know what I'm dressing for. Normally I'd wear jeans."
"Well, I think these guys want to see you in something sexier than jeans," she said.
"Lingerie?" I asked. "They've all seen pictures of me in lingerie but that doesn't seem right."
"You're right, but I bet they'd love it," she said.
"Where are your shorts," she asked.
I had a drawer full of shorts. In the bottom was a white pair of running shorts. I wore them in high school and college. They were made of a stretchy material and were kind of worn. I knew they'd be way too tight. I didn't protest.
She then went through my lingerie drawer. She pulled out a ruffled thong with s deep blue and red design on them. They'd easily be seen through the shorts. She found a white v neck t shirt and made me try it on. It was not form fitting and hung straight down from my breasts to below my waist. Diane sent me for a pair of scissors.
When I brought them Diane took them to the t shirt and cut almost a foot from the bottom. She put it on the bed with the shorts and panties.
"Cool," she said. Why don't you get dressed.
"No bra?" I asked.
"No, you don't need one. You have great tits," she said.
I got dressed. I put on the thong, it was one of my favorites. I liked the colors and style. They were pretty small. Then I pulled on the t shirt. It was barely a shirt. She had cropped it right at the bottom of my rib cage. Nothing showed, but if I bent over you'd see right down the v neck and if you were sitting I'm sure you would see my tits when you looked up. The shape of my nipples were clearly on display. Last I pulled on the shorts. They were tight like I expected. They covered two thirds my ass and you could obviously see my thong through them.
I topped it off with a pair of high heeled red pumps.
I left the bedroom and entered the living room where the guys could see me.
"Perfect," said David.
"Are you sure?" Craig asked Diane.
"Oh yes," I'm sure," she answered.
Craig looked unsure.
"You wanted a slut," I said as I kissed Craig.
It was an hour before the guys were going to show up. I was getting restless. Dave was sitting on the couch. I went over to him.
"I'm bored," I said as I knelt between his legs. I was really anxious and nervous but didn't want to admit it.
"Yeah?" He replied.
"Uh huh," I grinned at him.
I pulled out his cock and started sucking on it. I found it calming. I laughed to myself that I was using Dave's cock as a big pacifier. I relaxed and enjoyed the feel of his strong cock in my mouth. As I sucked it I would pull it out and rub it all over my face. I loved the feeling of the hard cock in the soft skin against my skin.
After a while I realized that Dave was not going to cum from the blowjob. He rarely did. I stopped sucking him and sat next to him to watch tv. I gently stroked his cock as we watched.
The doorbell rang. Dave quickly put his cock away and told me to get the door. I went to answer it.
It was James and Mark. I think they were both surprised to see me and for a second they just stared and didn't say a word, I broke the ice.
"Hi guys," I said. "Come on in."
"Th-th-thank you," stammered Mark.
They came in. I introduced them to Diane and Dave. Diane looked great, she was wearing a short summer dress that showed just enough of everything to be interesting. The guys said hi.



I offered them a drink and directed them to the den. They both accepted. As I walked away to get the drinks I could feel both their eyes on my ass. I liked knowing they were looking at me. The beer was in the fridge on the bottom shelf. I made sure I bent over straight legged when I got the beers.
I delivered the beers. I wasn't sure if the guys could see up my shirt or not. Just then the doorbell rang. I answered it.
It was James. He took one look at me and said, "Dammit Annie, you look amazing." Then to the other guys, "Doesn't she look amazing?"
They both agreed.
I introduced him to Dianne and Dave. They made pleasantries as I got James a beer.
James then turned his attention to me. "You look better in person than you do in your pics," he said.
I thanked him.
He went on. "What do you guys think," he asked Paul and Mark.
"Oh much better," said Mark. "Although," he paused.
"Although?" queried Dave.
Mark looked at Craig then went on. "Well, most of the time her pictures are in lingerie."
"Is that true?" Dave asked Craig. Dave knew the answer but wanted to put Craig on the spot.
Craig nodded.
Dave pressed it, "So Annie has a lot of lingerie pictures?" He went on.
"A few," Craig answered.
"A few," said James. "Come on, you've got at least 100."
All through this conversation I felt my heart beating. I'd always been the girl people missed. Now I was the center of attention. These guys were definitely checking me out and pleased with what they saw. I liked that feeling. It was keeping me hot between my legs.
"Well I'd like to see them," said Dave.
He'd seen me naked all weekend, I wasn't sure why he wanted lingerie pics. I'd soon find out.
"Craig let's see some of those pictures," said Diane.
I was surprised she suggested it. So were the guys.
Craig went to the Mac and opened it up. He brought up the album and the first pic. It was me in panties holding my arm over my tits.
"Nice," said Diane. The guys all agreed.
They went through about twenty pictures when Dave looked at one and asked me, "Hey, aren't those the panties you have on?"
They all turned to look at me, more specifically my panties. I blushed.
"Yes, they're the same ones," I said.
James got brave. In a joking tone he said, "Well if we've already seen them, and can through your shorts, what's the point of the shorts anyways?"
"I agree with James," said Paul.
All the guys agreed.
"Isn't there a game on?" I said hopefully.
Secretly I was hoping they'd forget the game. By this time I was getting horny. I liked the way the guys were talking about me and looking at me. I was hoping they'd forget the game and leave soon so I could fuck Dave.
The guys ignored me.
Then Dave shocked everyone. "Craig, I think you should get your wife to take off those shorts so we can see how cute those panties are in person."
The guys all looked at Dave then at Craig. I think they expected Craig to punch him.
I was torn. Half of me wanted to strip off the shorts and show off, bask in the attention. Half of me was scared to death I might do it.
Dave repeated, "Craig why don't you show us."
Diane took my hand and stood me next to Craig. He looked me in the eye. I could tell he wanted to.
"It's ok," I said.
Craig reached for the waistband of my shorts. The guys looked on incredulously as Craig pushed my shorts to the ground. I went to step out of them but one of my heels got stuck. Mark bent over to help me out.
Now I was there in front of Craig's coworkers in just a thong and t shirt.
I was feeling sexy and emboldened.
"Is this what you wanted?" I asked Craig. "You begged me to let you show my pictures off and now here I am in my underwear, in person, in front of your coworkers. Everyday when you go to work you'll know they've seen me like this. Is it what you expected?"
All the guys looked at Craig, then to me, then back to Craig.
"Well?" I said.
"You look amazing," was his reply.
Now I was enjoying showing off. I didn't realize how much fun showing off could be.
"Oh, What else do you want them to see," I asked.
Mark spoke up, "I'd love to see those tits."
I turned to Craig, "Look at that. Your coworker wants to see my tits." I teased.
I stood in front of Mark I held the bottom of my t and pulled it up a bit. Not enough to show anything but enough to tease.
"What do you think honey," I teased Craig. "Should I show your coworkers my tits?"
I was still facing a Mark. "Do you really want to see them?" I teased.
"Absolutely," he said.
This was fun. I was enjoying myself.
I looked at Craig again. He was just staring, mouth agape.
I turned back to Mark and raised my arms over my head. "And who's stopping you?"
Mark looked at Craig. Craig didn't say anything. Mark looked back at me and tentatively reached for my t shirt. When I didn't stop him he grabbed the hem and pulled it over my arms. I immediately used my arms to cover my tits.
"Look honey, your coworker just took my shirt off me," I teased.
I stood real close to Mark.
"Did you enjoy that?" I asked.
He put his arms around me and pulled me to him. I put my arms around his neck.
"What? Just because I showed you my tits you think you get to kiss me?" I said in an innocent voice.
"Yup," he said and kissed me. I kissed back.
I paused. "Hunny, you're coworker is kissing your half naked wife," I teased.
I kissed Mark again.
Paul spoke up. He had kissed me in the restaurant.
"Hey," he said. "We're your houseguests too." He jokingly complained.
"Oh I'm sorry," I said. "Are you feeling left out?"
I went to Paul. He took me in his arms and kissed me. When I pulled back James was standing there. I turned, faced him, and kissed him.
"Look hunny. All your coworkers want to make out with your half naked wife," I teased.
The guys started passing me back and forth kissing me. I was enjoying it. All of a sudden I felt hands on my tits. I stopped kissing and looked behind me. Paul had reached around me and grabbed my breasts.
I looked over my shoulder and said, "Mmmmmm," then went back to kissing.
The guys passed me back and forth kissing me and playing with my tits. I was loving it. Then one of the guys tried to pull my panties off me. I danced away.
"Hunny," I said. "They're trying to get my panties off me."
I looked at the guys, "only my husband gets to take my panties off me," I said.
Then I went back to Craig. "Do you want to take my panties off me?" I teased. "I'd be naked in front of your coworkers. You'd go to work Monday knowing they'd all seen me naked, or worse. If you take them off do you think they'd want to touch me? Put their fingers in me? How would you feel knowing your coworkers fingers were inside my pussy? Not pussy, cunt, I guess if I let three guys finger me im a slut and it's a cunt. Is that what you want? Your coworkers fingering your slutty wife's cunt?
Mark, Paul, and James stood there with their mouths open. I gave them a sweet smile. Diane went and sat next to Craig. She patted his leg.
"Do it," she said.
Craig looked at me, then at the faces around him. Diane rubbed his cock through his jeans. I could see how hard he was.
He reached out and put his hands on the waistband of my panties.
"You're sure," I said. "Because I am so fucking horny right now it will never be the same again."
Diane squeezed his cock. "Do it," she said.
The next thing I knew my panties were on the ground and I was naked with Dave and three of Craig's coworkers.
I did a pirouette. "What do you think boys?" I asked.
The three of them tried talking at once. All complimentary.
"Well?" I asked. "Now that your coworkers slutty little wife is naked, what do you want to do with her."
James grabbed me in his arms and kissed me. His hands slid down to my ass as he pulled me to him. I could feel his hard cock through his jeans. Mark came up behind me, he slid his hands around and started playing with my tits.
"Hunny look," your coworkers are playing with my slutty little ass and tits.
I asked James, "do you like having me naked in front of my husband who you work with?"
"Fuck yes," he answered.
I looked over to the side of me. Paul had taken his cock out and started stroking it.
I reached my hand down and started stroking it for him.
"Look Hunny, your slutty little wife is stroking your coworkers cock. What do you think that will lead to?" I teased.
Mark must have seen what I was doing because the next thing I knew I could feel his naked cock poking against me from behind. I pushed my ass back against it.
With my free hand I started rubbing James' cock through his pants.
"Take it out," I said.
James unzipped his pants and pulled his cock out. I dropped to my knees and started sucking it. James made a moaning noise.
I stopped for a moment to tease Craig. "Monday when you go to work and see James you'll have to remember what his cock in my mouth looks like."
I went back to working on his cock. I still had my hand wrapped around Paul's cock. All of a sudden I gasped, two fingers had entered my pussy from the rear. I looked back and Mark had one hand on my ass and the other had fingers in my pussy.
"Mmmmmm...," I moaned around James cock. I pushed my pussy back against Mark's fingers and moaned again.
My pussy was dripping wet. I let go of Paul's cock and pulled James to the ground. Now on all fours I could suck James' cock and get my ass in the air for better access.
Mark continued to play with my pussy. Then his fingers pulled out. I felt him push against my pussy again. It took me a moment to realize it was his cock and he was trying to fuck me.
I stopped sucking James' cock to give Mark a moment to stuff his cock in me. As he entered me I moaned and then took James back into my mouth. I got a rhythm going between them. I felt exhilarated taking two cocks at once, I wondered what I looked like. Mark continued to pump me from behind but was being too gentle.
I let go of James' cock. "That's it Mark, fuck me, fuck my cunt, give it to me. Fuck me hard, fuck me like the slut I am."
Mark got the hint and started fucking me hard. I took James' cock back in my mouth. I grunted as Mark jammed his cock into my wet pussy. I was having a hard time sucking James. He grabbed his cock and started jerking it off.
As Mark fucked me I continued to grunt, "Fuck, fuck, fuck, unghh, unghh, that's it, fuck me, fuck me hard."
I felt Mark start to stiffen. I knew he was about to cum.
"Cum for me. Look Craig, your coworker is about to fill my cunt with cum." Mark started to cum. Feeling the hot jets of cum against my pussy walls brought me to a wild orgasm.
"Fuck Craig, I'm cumming, I'm cumming. Fuck, im cumming all over your coworkers cock. Oh my god."
Just as I said that I was hit in the face with a hot stream of cum. I had forgot all about James jacking off in front of me. The first jet hit me in the face. I opened my mouth, the next jets hit me in my face, mouth and chin. Rope after rope hit my face and started to drip off.
I moaned as Marks cock slid out of my pussy. Then I felt another cock. I forgot all about Paul. Paul slid his cock right into my cum filled cunt.
"Mmmmmm...," I moaned as it filled me up. Paul started fucking me. I could feel Mark's cum squishing inside me with every thrust of Paul's cock. Then I remembered Craig was watching.
"See my face Craig, look at the cum on it. Is this what you wanted, is this slutty enough for you?"
I could see that Craig had pulled out his cock and started jerking off. Diane sat next to him with her hand on his thigh. She was whispering to him, but I couldn't hear them.
I let myself go to the cock inside me. I rested my head and chest on the floor so my ass was high and meeting every stroke of Paul's cock. Paul was taking long deep strokes. I closed my eyes and just concentrated on my pussy. I let him do all the work. I felt my orgasm start to build. I started moaning. I remembered that I barely knew this guy who was fucking me. All I really knew was that he worked with my husband and that Monday morning my husband would see him at work.
That brought an orgasm crashing over my body. Wave after wave, I shuddered. "Oh my god, Craig, I'm cumming, oh god, yes," I practically screamed.
I opened my eyes and saw Craig feverishly working his cock. Paul pulled out of me. You could hear the suction noise as he pulled out of my cunt now with two loads of cum.
I looked at Craig. Don't waste that baby. Cum here and put it in your slut wife's cum filled pussy."
I laid on my back. My pussy was a dripping mess. I had dried Cum on my face and in my hair. I held my arms out to Craig. He climbed on top of me and entered me. I knew he loved me.
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I was looking at a text from my friend Justine. She wanted to go out. I sighed inwardly. We go out about once a month. Justine was the one single friend left in our group. I kind of knew why she was single. She was the wild one. The idea of her and settling down and getting married did not jibe. I was the only friend who'd still go out with her.
My name is Sarah. I'm 40 years old and I've known Justine forever. However I'm not single like her. I've been married to Lee for 13 years. I love Lee. We've been together for 22 years but I admit, sometimes, when I think of the wild things Justine and I did when we were younger I sometimes wish I was single like Justine. I like going out and reliving some of those memories.
Not that I had a bad marriage. I had a great marriage. Lee treated me well and loved me. He was attentive, loving, and enough of a bad boy to keep things interesting in bed. I loved him and loved being married to him.
On the other hand going to clubs was fun. At 40 I was often mistaken for a younger woman. I got my share of looks. I was 5'7" and about 135lbs I kept in good shape. I had shoulder length reddish auburn hair and a slim 34c figure. It was flattering to know other men were interested in me.
Justine of course was no help. Although not as pretty as me she was much wilder. She often attracted groups of men and then I'd be fighting them off all night. Flattering but exhausting.
Lee had mixed feelings when I went out. It's not that he didn't trust me. He did. He even encouraged me to have a good time. On the other hand, he did not trust Justine. They'd had a falling out a few years ago and he was always apprehensive when she and I went out together.
Sometimes Lee would tease me when I got home. He'd ask me if I'd danced with anyone. If I did, he'd want a description of who they were. I felt a little uncomfortable describing my interactions with other men while having sex with Lee, but somehow he got off on it, and I admit, so did I. It always led to great sex.
Lee also liked to ask me about my past sexual experiences. We had no secrets. I told him that when I was in school I had a few lovers. I also told him that some parties I had been at got out of hand and ended in a kind of group grope. Maybe four to eight people. No intercourse but a lot of making out with each other and touching.
Lee never tired of hearing these stories and always became sexually aroused when I told him the stories. During our early dating years I did see other people. Lee told me he didn't care as long as I told him about it.
After we got married, I still went out, but I was completely faithful to Lee. I guess that's where this story begins.
I returned Justine's text, checked with Lee and then made plans.
Justine and I met at a club about five minutes from my house. We always had a blast there. I loved dancing and letting guys think they had a chance. There were these two guys hitting on me and dancing with me. I love to dance, and I've got some moves, plus, I'm not against a little dirty dancing. I think it's hot to feel a guy's cock get hard over me.
I know what you're thinking. I'm a tease, and I guess you're right, but I was having fun. I could feel these two guys competing over me. Two friends, trying to figure out which was going to take me home. Both trying to impress me. It was such a turn on and was making me wet.
Justine wasn't helping.
"You know they want to fuck you?" She said.
Justine was always a bit crude.
"All guys want to fuck," I replied laughingly.
"I know, but these two studs want you. Admit it, dancing with them is turning you on,". She went on.
"They're not bad," I admitted.
"Not bad?" She went on. "Admit your pussy is wet."
I told you she could be crass.
"I'll admit no such thing," I laughed.
"Oh, you're going to deny it?" she teased.
Truthfully I was pretty turned on, but I wasn't going to admit it.
"I plead the fifth," I laughed.
"What about you?" I said trying to change the subject. "That guy buying you drinks all night wants a piece of that ass as well."
We both looked at the bar.
"The difference is," she smirked, "he might get some."
We both laughed. As we did my suitors approached us with drinks in their hands. One of them said, "Would you like to go somewhere quieter?"
I guess they figured out who was going to get me.
That was my cue. "I'm sorry guys. My husband is home waiting for me and I promised I'd be home in twenty minutes."
I loved watching their faces as I said it. Like I said, I love being a tease. They always looked so confused. I picked up my purse and headed to my car.
On these nights I took all that pent up energy and focused it on Lee. This night I was exceptionally horny. Justine was right. My pussy was wet. Something about having two hard cocks wanting you was a turn on.
I walked in the front door.
"Honey, I'm home," I purred as I walked through the door. Lee was on the couch.
"Hi babe, did you have fun?" He asked.
I looked him in the eye. "Uh huh," I nodded.
As I did I reached for the zipper of my skirt and pulled it down. I let the skirt fall to the floor and stepped out of it.
"Ooooo," he said. "How much fun?"
He grabbed me in his arms and kissed me. I loved the way he kissed. I kissed back. I felt his hand slide down my back and slip under my panties, he squeezed my ass as he pulled me into him.
"Mmmmm...," I moaned.
He turned me around and started kissing the back of my neck. I leaned my head back and moaned again.
His hands cupped my breasts. I was still wearing a bra but it felt nice. I turned my head to kiss him. As I did his hands slid into my panties. He grazed over my clit. I gave a sharp intake of breath.
"Oooo," he teased. "Sensitive tonight."
"Shut up," I replied and kissed him again.
As I did a finger slipped into my pussy.
"Mmmmmm, you are wet," he whispered.
"What are you going to do about it?" I moaned.
I felt his fingers in the bands of my panties. He pushed them to the floor. They got stuck around my ankles.
"I'm going to fuck that wet pussy," he whispered.
He pushed me to my knees on the floor. My panties still around my ankles. I heard a rustling behind me. Then he pushed my head and chest to the floor.
"What do you want baby?" he asked.
"You," I responded.
He placed the tip of his cock against the lips of my pussy. I could feel them just starting to spread. I tried to push back onto his cock, but he wouldn't let me.
"What do you want?" he pressed.
I knew what he wanted. We'd played like this before. It turned me on.
"I want cock," I said. "I want to be fucked by a cock."
"Oh, are you a little cockslut tonight," he almost sneered.
"Yes, yes, yes, I want cock. Fuck me," I hissed.
He rammed his cock into my pussy and started fucking me, hard, the way he knew I liked it when I was horny.
As he fucked me he started asking about my night.
"So, what made you such a horny slut tonight?" he teased.
"Shut up and fuck me," I moaned.
He stopped fucking me. "Nope, not till you tell me," he teased.
I whined, "Please." I tried to push back on his cock.
"What happened?" he insisted.
He started pumping me with long slow strokes. My ass was still in the air my face and chest on the carpet.
"Tell me," he repeated.
I started to tell him about my night. About the two men.
"Anything else," he prodded.
I started to tell him how I made the guys hard. How I knew they wanted to take me home. How it felt to be wanted like that.
As I did he started pumping me harder and faster. I pushed back and met every stroke.
He took over.
"So you like the thought of making two cocks hard," he said.
"Yes," I moaned.
"Knowing two cocks wanted to fuck this pussy," he went on.
"Yes, yes," I breathed.
"Two strange cocks taking turns pounding you," he teased.
I could feel my orgasm building. Yes I loved the idea. He knew it. We'd role played this before.
"Yes, god, fuck me, yes," I hissed trembling as I came.
As my orgasm started so did Lee's. I felt his hot cum squirting against my pussy walls. It just extended my orgasm. I fell on my stomach exhausted.
Lee turned me over and kissed me. "You're so hot," he said.
We made out a little on the floor then headed for bed. As we cuddled in bed Lee made me recap the entire night for him. As I told him he got hard again. This time we fucked like lovers. Slow and tender. I had a nice orgasm and he came in me.
As we lay there in each other's arms I asked him. "Would you really like to see me with another man?"
"Yes," he replied.
"And you wouldn't be jealous, or hold it against me?" I went on.
"Not at all. I think you're the sexiest thing on earth. I'd love to watch you,"
He'd told me this before, but I always asked him.
"And you don't want another woman?" I asked.
You know the answer to that," he said.
I knew the answer. I knew how he felt. You see, we once had a threesome.
It was before we got married. We were hanging around drinking with a friend named Dale. No big deal, we'd hung out with him plenty of times. This time I was kind of snuggled between them. They started talking about how pretty I was. Dale started rubbing my back. Lee started kissing me. Next thing I know Lee was licking and sucking my tits as Dale went down on me.
I gently pushed Lee away said, "Oh come on, somebody fuck me... Dale?"
Then I pulled Dale up and looked Lee in the eyes as Dale's cock slide into me.
Lee says My face and guttural moan nearly made him cum on the spot.
Lee watched. After Dale left we had great sex.
After we had the opportunity for two foursomes, but they didn't work out. Truthfully I think Lee really didn't want them to work out. He was more interested in me with the other men than he was in the women so it never happened.
The day after my night out with Justine, she and I met for lunch. For some reason I couldn't get Lee's fantasy off my mind.
"You seem distracted," she said.
"Oh, I'm sorry, just thinking about Lee," I replied.
"Uh Oh, trouble at home?" She asked.
"No not really," I said.
"Come on, we've been friends for years. We don't keep secrets. What's up?"
I opened up about Lee's fantasy to Justine. I so needed someone to talk to I forgot that Lee and Justine didn't like each other.
Justine reaction was not what I expected. I thought she'd be horrified and call him a pervert. Instead she asked questions, she sympathized with me. She also asked me how I felt about it.
I told her about Dale. She laughed.
"Oh Sarah," I didn't think you had it in you."
"Me either," I replied. "It just happened."
"Did you like it?" she asked.
I shrugged my shoulders noncommittally.
"Oh come on," she pushed, "you can tell me."
When I didn't answer she looked at me and said, "want to know a secret?"
"What?" I asked.
"I think the idea is hot too. I'm as bad as Lee. I'd want to watch too" she answered.
"You're a pervert," i laughed.
"I know, but for some reason the thought of sweet little you fucking another man in front of Lee turns me on. Especially because he wants it too," she said.
"Well, to be honest," I bit my lip wondering if I should tell her. "Well, the idea kind of turns me on too," I confided.
I told her about the great sex Lee and I had when we role played. I told her that the idea excited me but I didn't want to risk my marriage.
Justine was sympathetic but also encouraging. She asked me how much the idea turned me on. I was honest and told her it was one of my biggest fantasies. The conversation went on and then we drifted off to other topics.
The next time Justine and I went out we were having fun as usual. There was a guy who seemed specifically interested in me. As usual I flirted and led him on a bit. I'd let him touch me as we danced and then dance away to arms length.
As Justine and I caught our breath at the bar she asked me, "What do you think Lee would say if you fucked that guy."
I snorted my drink out my nose.
"What?" I asked laughing.
"You heard me," she said. "What would Lee think?"
"He'd probably want to watch," I replied.
"That'd be kinda cool," said Justine.
"Don't you start," I joked back.
Justine went on, "Come on, he's kind of good looking. You'd give Lee a thrill. What do you think his cock looks like."
I laughed, but I had to admit he was good looking.
We stayed a while longer and danced a bit more. I don't know what was going on, but I couldn't forget what Justine said, I looked at the guy differently. I wondered what kind of a fuck he was. I wondered what his cock looked like. I let the guy get a little more handsy than I normally let men. At one point I let the guy slide his hand under my dress and grab my ass. I'd never done that before.
Justine saw me and gave me a thumbs up. I got bold. When the guy tried to kiss me I let him. I may have even kissed back.
Soon,the night was over. Justine was kissing some guy goodbye. My guy looked at me and came in for a kiss. What the hell I thought, it was only a kiss. I put my arms around his neck and kissed him. He put his hands on my ass and pulled me close. I felt him pulling my dress up and didn't stop him. I was wearing a thong and felt his hands on my ass. I let him cop a feel then I broke the kiss.
He tried for more but I told him I had to go. He was disappointed when I wouldn't give him my number but I managed to escape.
When I got home I was feeling a little guilty.
"Hey baby," I said as I walked in the door.
"Hi, have fun?" He asked.
I could never lie to Lee.
"Maybe a bit too much," I replied.
"Oh? Do tell," said Lee.
I recounted the story of the evening. Not leaving anything out. Lee started stroking his cock as I told him about the guy groping me.
"Did you like it?" he asked.
"Yeah I did," I replied.
He reached over and started caressing my thigh as I went on. When I told him the guy groped my ass while kissing me, he kissed me and groped my ass. I moaned.
Lee pushed me back on the couch and started caressing and kissing me. He reached under my dress and pulled my panties off, I lifted my hips to make it easier for him.
Lee slid down to the floor and with his head between my legs started eating me. He made me tell him the whole story from the start while he ate my pussy. He had me squirming the whole time.
Just as I was told him the part about kissing the guy good night Lee raised himself up and pushed into my soaking wet pussy. I came with a whimper. He started pumping me.
"So, you do like kissing other men," he pushed.
"Yes," I replied.
"It felt good to have his tongue in your mouth, didn't it," he pressed.
"I liked it," I admitted.
"And did you like him grabbing your ass?" he asked as he thrust into me.
"Fuck yes," I said as another orgasm washed over me.
As I came he filled my pussy with cum. We both lay there for a while. He was the first to talk.
"That bitch Justine is going to try and get you to fuck someone, just to get back at me," he said.
"Don't be silly," I said, but I knew it might be true. He also didn't sound too mad about it.
Lee fell asleep. My fingers found my pussy and I thought about Justine forcing me to have sex with the guy in the club. I brought myself off and fell asleep.
The next day Justine called. She wanted to know what I told Lee and how he reacted. I told her everything.
"Sounds like Lee wants to see you fucked," she said.
"Don't be silly. It's all role playing," I replied.
"I don't know. Sounds a bit beyond role playing to me," she said.
This routine went on for a few months. I'd go out with Justine once a month. The teasing seemed to be getting a bit further but, as Justine egged me on, I justified it as just teasing. I'd gotten so bold as to stroke guys cocks through their pants. I let a guy play with my tits. One charming guy even got a finger in my pussy.
Justine would egg me on. She'd tell me how handsome they were. She'd always try and bring up how Lee would feel.
"I wonder if he has a big cock," she'd say, or, "Do you think Lee would like seeing you fucked by a big cock?
Or, "Would Lee like to watch you go down on that guy? I wonder what he'd say. Do you think Lee's cock would be hard."
When I got home I'd be hot horny and waiting to tell Lee the nights story. I couldn't wait to fuck him while telling him what a bad girl I'd been.
On Lee's part he couldn't wait to hear what happened when we got back. He'd fuck me like a madman some of the best sex I ever had.
While fucking me he'd ask me why I didn't fuck the guy, or if I wondered if he had a big cock.
With his cock pumping me hard Lee would ask, "Why didn't you fuck him?"
"Because, I love you," I'd reply.
"Really? You didn't think about fucking the guy?" He pressed
As he fucked me I started whimpering, "Yes, yes, yes, fuck yes."
"Yes what?" He pushed.
"Yes, I thought about fucking him," I hissed.
As I admitted it I came. "Fuck yes, I thought about it," I whimpered.
"Good girl," he'd say.
With all this reinforcement the seed was planted in my brain. As soon as Justine would call I'd start wondering about the men we'd meet. I wondered if they'd be handsome. I thought about letting them fuck me. In the days leading up to going out with Justine I'd fuck Lee like a madwoman. Knowing I was going out made me horny as hell. I'd finger myself to orgasms if Lee wasn't around.
Lee kept fueling my fantasy. Justine and I would make plans. I'd get horny and want to fuck. While fucking Lee he'd be asking me questions. Making me think about other men and telling me how much he wanted to watch me get fucked.
I didn't mind, after all it was just fantasy.
"Going out this weekend, are you?" He'd tease. "Why don't you find a good looking man and bring him home. Do you think you could convince one to come home with you? Do you think he'd let me watch him fuck you?"
These sessions always led to amazing orgasms.
"Lee," I'd say after the sex or when I was going out, "you know I'd never really do it, right?"
Lee would always replay with, "I know."
One weekend Justine called, "You free Saturday night?" she asked.
"I don't know. Let me ask Lee and get back to you," I replied.
I asked Lee if he minded if I went. As usual it was fine with Lee.
Like usual the plans led to great sex. That day all I could think about was going out. As I looked in my closet I tried to decide what to wear. I pulled out a short low cut dress and laid it on the bed. I went and got a black lace panty and bra set and laid it on the bed on top of the dress.
I must have not been careful because the dress and underwear fell off the bed and pooled on the floor. I looked at it for a second and then I giggled. I pictured a man, besides Lee, seeing me naked like that with my clothes pooled on the floor beside me.
I picked them up, put them back on the bed, and headed for the shower. I started soaping up. As the hot water ran over me I thought about the dress again. I pictured myself kissing a man as he unzipped the dress and it fell to the floor.
I started to soap my breasts and nipples. I pictured his hands on my breasts as he pushed my bra up to get to my tits. My nipples were hard as I imagined him unhooking my bra and it falling to the floor on top of my dress.



The hot soapy water felt good on my breasts. I leaned against the shower wall. My hands slid down my belly as I imagined him hooking his hand in my panties. The water washed the soap off my hands. I pictured him pushing my panties down over my hips. I thought about wiggling a bit to help him get the panties over my hips.
As my fingers found my clit, I pictured the clothes on the floor as I kissed the man, his hands grabbing my ass and pulling me tighter. I moaned in the shower as I imagined myself moaning as he kissed me.
I then pictured myself on the bed, him on top of me, about to enter me. All of a sudden an image of Lee, sitting in a chair, beside the bed, came to mind. As it did I jammed my fingers in my pussy and my orgasm spread over me.
I stood there in the shower, letting the water cascade over me, for a few more minutes. I shook my head at myself.
You slut, I thought to myself. What are you thinking.
I dried off and started dressing. As I put the clothes on, the images from the shower kept going through my brain. I looked in the mirror. I looked hot. A pair of come fuck me shoes completed the outfit.
Just as I finished dressing I heard the doorbell. I knew it was Justine. We had agreed to take my car. I heard Lee open the door.
"Hi," was all he said.
As I mentioned he and Justine didn't get along.
"Hi," she replied.
I headed out of the bedroom fast.
"Wow, you look great," she said.
Lee turned and looked at me. "You look really hot," he said.
"Thanks," I replied. "Ready?" I said to Justine.
"Let's go," she said.
As we headed out the door I gave Lee a kiss, "don't wait up," I said.
"Well you look good enough to fuck," Justine said as we got in the car.
I laughed. "No one's going to notice me next to you," I quipped.
It was true. Justine was wearing a bright red sheath that hugged her every curve.
"Are you even wearing underwear under that thing," I asked. I couldn't see any bra or panty lines.
"No, why?" she answered. "Do you think I need it?"
We both laughed and made small talk all the way to the club.
We valet parked and went inside. We got our share of looks as we went in. The club was basically a singles club for the older set. A lot of divorced women and men a few cougar hunters.
We made our way to the bar and ordered drinks. It wasn't long before we were asked to dance. We headed to the dance floor. Although the guys asked us to dance we spent as much time dancing with each other as we did dancing with the guys. When the song ended we thanked the guys and returned to the bar. The guys followed us but soon drifted off as Justine and I made small talk among ourselves. That was how we got rid of guys we weren't interested in.
Another guy asked me to dance. I headed out to the dance floor. As I danced I noticed these three guys approach Justine. They were probably in their low thirties. As they talked I saw Justine point to me. The music stopped and I thanked my partner. As usual he followed me back to the bar.
When we got there Justine introduced me to the three guys. I said hi and we made small talk. The guy who followed me drifted away when I paid more attention to the three men.
I kinda sized the guys up. They were cute. I couldn't remember their names. I never paid attention. After all, why learn them if you'll never see them again. I usually just assigned attributes to them. One of the guys shaved his head. In my mind I assigned him Baldy. Another had brown hair, a little long and Shaggy. He was Shaggy. Last was the guy with the neat Haircut. Obviously he was Haircut.
The guys took turns asking us to dance. We danced, made small talk, and generally were having a great time. As the evening went on the dancing got dirtier. We, and the three guys, were having fun. As we danced the guys got handsier. I didn't mind. I was having fun. I got groped a few times, but when you shove your ass practically into a guys crotch you probably deserve it.
As we danced I laughed inwardly. I was sure all three guys knew that Justine wasn't wearing underwear as the evening went on.
At one point I was dancing and Justine was talking to two of the guys at the bar. They were obviously talking about me as the guys turned to look at me a few times. Justine waved at me.
When that dance was done we returned to the bar.
"So what were you guys talking about?" I asked.
"Oh, nothing special," she said.
"I don't know," I replied. "There was a lot of looking and pointing my way."
"Nothing special," she replied. "We were just saying how good you looked."
We made some more small talk and Baldy asked me to dance. As we danced Justine talked to the two guys. I saw them all look my way several times. When the dance was over I again asked what they were talking about.
Justine said, "Oh I was just telling them that story about the beach."
Justine and I went way back. We had lots of stories. We went on with flirting and dancing.
About 1:00 Justine said she was ready to go. The guys said they were leaving too and followed us out the door. The valets brought our cars up at the same time. Before Justine got in my car she grabbed Haircut and kissed him. He kissed back. Then she kissed Baldy the same way.
I'd been dirty dancing all night and admit I'd swapped a few kisses with each of the guys while dancing. Shaggy looked at me expectantly.
"What the hell," I said and kissed him.
When I was done Haircut said, "Me too."
Before I could protest took me in his arms and kissed me. I didn't protest.
When we were done Baldy just grabbed me and kissed me.
When they were all done I kinda stood there. "Well, that was fun," I said.
We all laughed and got in our cars.
As I said, I live five minutes from the club. It was the first exit off the highway. As I turned off the highway I noticed the guys took the same exit.
"They must live near here," I said.
"No," said Justine. "I invited them over for a drink."
"You did what?" I asked in horror.
"Invited them for a drink," she repeated.
I wasn't sure what to say. "Isn't that dangerous," I finally said.
"They seem nice," she responded.
I argued a few more times that they might kill us, but she told me to calm down. I finally did.
We got to the house and all went to the door. I opened it. There was no sign of Lee. He must have gone to bed.
I looked at the guys. "I have beer and maybe some hard liquor. Not sure what."
The guys all said they'd have beers I went and got them.
We all stood there for a moment. Then Justine said, "well let's keep this party going."
She asked for my phone and turned on some music. She asked if we had speakers. I told her they were Bluetooth. She found the connection and the music started playing out the speakers.
"Let's dance," she said as she started grinding against Baldy. Baldy grabbed her hips and started giving as good as he got.
Shaggy and Haircut started dancing with me. One behind me, one in front of me. As we danced I was grinding Shaggy, then he'd turn me around and I'd be grinding on Haircut.
All of a sudden I noticed Lee in his boxers and t shirt standing there watching. He looked confused. Justine stepped in.
"Hi Lee, we met these guys at the club and were having so much fun we decided to invite them over," she said. She reached out to Lee and stroked his face. "You don't mind, do you?" She continued. Lee kind of just stood there.
Justine leaned in and whispered something in his ear. Lee, still with a confused look on his face, kind of nodded his head.
We all looked at Lee. Shaggy still had his arms around me.
"I told these guys about your fantasy," she said to no one in particular. "You do have a fantasy, don't you?" She pushed.
Again in kind of a daze he nodded his head.
"What?" she asked.
"Yes," he answered softly.
"We all know it," she said. "No need to be shy."
He just looked from face to face.
Haircut spoke up, "We heard you want to see your wife fucked."
My mouth dropped open.
"Is that true Lee? Is that your fantasy?" Justine pressed.
Again, in a kind of confused daze he nodded his head.
I freed myself from Shaggy's arms and walked up to Lee. "Is that what you want baby?" I asked.
I looked in his eyes. I saw his cock start to tent in his shorts.
I turned my back to Lee and lifted my hair to give him access to my dress zipper.
"Is this really what you want Lee?" I asked. "It's your choice, do you really want a slut wife?"
Justine leaned over and whispered to him, "you know you do."
Truthfully I wasn't sure what answer I wanted to hear. I stood there holding my breath. Then, I knew the answer. I felt his hand reach for my zipper.
As I felt my zipper go down. "Looks like you guys are in luck," I said. "I think someone wants to see how much of a slut his wife can be. Do you want to help me show him?"
Shaggy grabbed me in his arms and kissed me. As he did he pushed my unzipped dress off my shoulders. It pooled around my feet on the floor. I was reminded of it falling off the bed.
Shaggy's hands found my ass. They slipped inside my panties and pulled me into him. I felt his cock hard in his pants pressing against me.
I looked at Lee. "How do I look baby?" I asked.
He seemed to have gathered his senses. "Beautiful" he answered.
I returned to kissing Shaggy. One of his hands slid down the front of my panties. With a hand on my ass and one on my pussy my panties were bunched around the top of my thighs. I felt his finger brush my clit and enter my pussy. I was very wet so he met no resistance. With an intake of breath I spread my legs a bit to give him better access.
Baldy came up behind me. He unhooked my bra, I let go of Shaggy and let it slide down my arms. It fell on top of the dress like earlier. Baldy wrapped his arms around me and started caressing my tits. I pushed my ass back against him and felt his hard cock through his jeans. I liked the fact that I made two cocks hard, three if I included Lee.
Shaggy pushed my panties down the rest of the way. They pooled around my ankles and I stepped out of them. I didn't realize how prophetic my clothes falling off the bed had been.
Shaggy pulled his fingers out of my pussy and started playing with my tits. He sucked one nipple into his mouth and then the other. Baldy slipped his hand down and started playing with my pussy.
Baldy said, to know one in particular, "Wow,she's so wet."
"Yeah," I replied. "You like that?"
"I do," he said.
"Me too," I replied.
I reached down and started to undo Shaggy's pants. I reached in and pulled out his cock. I hadn't felt another cock in 15 years. It felt thick and heavy. It was thicker than Lee's.
"Nice," I said looking into Shaggy's eyes and smiling.
I looked st Lee. "Very nice," I said.
I slid down to my knees. I stuck my tongue out and licked the tip of Shaggy's cock. There was a drop of precum.
I looked up at Shaggy's face. "Mmmmm," I purred.
I opened my mouth and took his cock in. It was thick and I could only get about two inches in my mouth. I wrapped my hand around the shaft and started jerking him off as I sucked him.
I heard a rustling to my side. I looked and Baldy had pulled out his cock as well. I reached over with my free hand and started jerking it as well.
I glanced at Lee. Justine was whispering something in his ear. He was nodding his head.
I switched from Shaggy's cock to Baldy's. His was smaller and I could get a lot more into my mouth. He moaned as I sucked him in.
Sucking two cocks while Lee was watching was a tremendous turn on.
"Ok," I said. "I need to be fucked."
I let go of both cocks and laid down on the floor. Shaggy knelt down between my legs. He lifted my ankles up over his shoulder angling my pussy upward. He pushed his cock against the lips of my pussy. I felt it spread to accept him. I was so wet I needed no foreplay. One thrust and he was in up to his balls. I moaned out loud.
He started pumping me with long slow strokes. It felt so good. Baldy got down on his knees beside me. He placed his cock in front of my face. I grabbed it with my hand and sucked it into my mouth. I got a rhythm down between fucking Shaggy and sucking Baldy.
I looked over at Lee. He was stroking his cock. Then I saw Justine. She was standing in front of of Haircut. She had her dress up around her waist. He had one hand on her tit and another in her pussy. She had her hand on top of his and it looked like she was guiding him as to what to do.
"Your wife is a great fuck," said Shaggy. Then to me, "You like that. You like sucking cock while being fucked in front of your husband?"
His words had a magical effect on me. I couldn't talk with a cock in my mouth. "Mmmmmm... " was my answer.
All of a sudden I felt Baldy stiffen up. I could tell he was about to cum. He started to pull out of my mouth but I used my hand and held him in my mouth. I wanted to taste cum. His hot cum started to spurt against the back of my throat.
Shaggy started pounding me harder. I lost control of Baldy's cock and it slipped out of my mouth. The cum hit me in the face, neck, and tits.
"Fuck yes," I cried as my orgasm hit me.
I wanted Shaggy to fill my pussy. I started rubbing the cum into my tits and urging him on. "That's it, Fuck me, god yes, oh fuck, it feels so good. Fuck my pussy, Fuck my slutty little cunt in front of my husband. Fill me with cum. Cum for me."
I felt him stiffen up. Hot cum started hitting the walls of my pussy. As it did I came. I came loudly. I wanted Lee to know I was cumming.
"Fuck Lee, I'm cumming. He's filling your wife with cum, oh fuck, oh fuck, it feels so good.
Shaggy dumped his load in me and then pulled out.
"Clean him off," I heard Justine say.
Shaggy moved on his knees up to my mouth. I grabbed his now soft cock and sucked the whole thing into my mouth.
"Mmmmm," I moaned.
I loved the taste of his cock covered in my cum and his. I saw Justine whisper something to Haircut.
He came over and flipped me on my knees. I stuck my ass up in the air. His cock easily slid into my wet cumfilled pussy.
"Fuck yes," I moaned as he thrust all the way inside me.
He wasn't as gentle as Shaggy. He fucked me hard with long pistoning strokes. It felt amazing.
"God yes, fuck me, fuck me, oh my god, feels so good," I grunted as each stroke thrust into me.
I'd completely forgotten Lee was there. All there was was the cock inside me.
His hands were on my ass as he thrust into me. Next I felt his thumb probing my ass. I moaned. He took this as the encouragement it was and slid his thumb into my ass.
I felt full. I could feel his cock rubbing against his thumb with each thrust of his cock. My orgasm started to build.
"Oh fuck, I'm cumming, I'm cumming," I practically screamed.
The orgasm washed over me. As it did Haircut stiffened up and started to cum. The idea of two loads of cum in my pussy intensified my orgasm. I grunted as my legs gave out from under me. Haircut slipped out of me and the last jets of cum hot me on my ass and back.
I laid there on the floor panting.
"Go fuck your wife," I heard Justine say.
Lee came over and turned me on my back. I briefly thought that the cum on my back would ruin the carpet. His cock easily slid into me.
"Is that what you wanted?" I asked. I heard the door open and shut in the background.
"Do you like the way your wife's cunt feels with two loads of cum in it?" I continued. "I'm now a slut wife."
He looked me in the eyes and said, "I love you."
*****
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I pulled out my phone to call an Uber. My girlfriend and I had been out partying all night. We ubered together so we could have fun and not worry about the ride home.
We had gone to a country western club about twenty miles away. We'd been there before. They always have a band that plays great CW music with a good mix of rock and pop. Great stuff to dance to. Being a Texas girl it was perfect for me.
We dressed to impress. I was wearing a white loose shift type dress. It had short peasant sleeves and a scoop neckline. It was short about two inches below my ass. I finished with a pair of red cowboy boots.
My name is Christie and at 5'10" and 165 lbs, I was taller than most girls there and I had curves. The dress looked good on me. It hung pretty straight down when I stood still but when I moved you got a good hint of my curves. Since I'm so tall the two inches below my ass seemed like it was showing all leg. I tied my long blonde hair back in a loose ponytail so it would not get all over the place as I danced.
My friend Becky was wearing tight red jeans, a light blue button down top tied at the bottom to show off some belly, and she had on white cowboy boots.
At 5'2", 105 lbs, and a short, Brown, pixie haircut, we could not have looked more different, but we attracted lots of attention. Not to brag, but we knew we looked good and the contrast between us drew lots of eyes.
We ordered drinks and wandered around the bar for a minute taking everything in. There were no open tables. We chatted a bit mentioning cute guys and wondering where we could put our drinks to dance.
There was a table with three people at it. Two men and a woman. They were a bit older than us. I was 33, Becky 31, the club attracted people as young as 21 as well as senior citizens.
We asked if we could put our drinks on their table so we could dance. They were very nice and agreed. After a bit of small talk a line dance came up, Becky and I hit the dance floor.
Line dances are fun. They allow you to dance alone without feeling silly. Becky and I, in line, stood out, mainly because of the height difference. The good thing was that we both knew how to line dance and could shake our asses with the best of them.
I like to watch the crowd. During a line dance there are a lot of spectators. People just watching the show. I noticed more than a few eyes on me. I quickly realized that the short dress I was wearing probably flared a bit on the turns.
In line dancing, after each section of the song you turned to face the direction to your side. I saw people expectantly watch me as they knew the music was going to call for the next change in direction. I was wearing a pair of small pink boy shorts that didn't cover a lot of ass cheek. I'm sure people were hoping for a little show.
I was feeling the music, and truthfully, liked the attention. I may have put a bit more hip into my turns than necessary. Becky noticed and laughed at me.
"Slut," she laughed.
"Shut up," I laughed back. "Besides, what's wrong with showing a bit of what you got. Maybe someone will ask us to dance."
"Like we never get asked to dance?" she said sarcastically.
It was true, we rarely had to wait long to dance.
"Maybe they'll ask us faster?" I shrugged my shoulders and laughed.
The song ended. We headed back to the table to get our drinks and made some small talk with the people at the table.
As usual we didn't have long before we were asked. We danced all night. At some point Becky found someone she liked and focused on him for the rest of the night. I didn't find anyone interesting.
Let's be honest here. Both Becky and I were in our thirties and liked sex. We weren't against a one night stand. Neither of us had found "the one" and we got horny, so maybe two to three times a year some lucky guy would get the night of his life. Sometimes a few nights if they were interesting.
Now that might make me sound slutty, but we were healthy with healthy appetites.
This night Becky obviously found a friend. That meant I was on my own for a ride home. No big deal, we'd ubered there I could uber home.
I looked at the app. I lived a good twenty miles away. After the bars was obviously a peak period and prices were higher. I had a choice between Uber X or Uber pool.
For those of you who don't Uber, Uber X is like a taxi. You call Uber X and they bring you where you're going.
Uber pool is different. You call an Uber pool and they pick you up, as a pool they pick up other people along the way who may be going your same direction. The upside is that it's considerably cheaper. The down part is that it takes longer.
This night I decided to do a pool. It was $15 cheaper. Plus, when you do a pool for a long distance it's rare that there is another person going the same way at that time so you often get the car to yourself.
I called my Uber. It was twenty minutes away. That was pretty long but not unusual this time at night. I stood outside the club and flirted with the doormen.
When the Uber showed up it was a black SUV. I was the only passenger and I hopped in. As soon as we headed out I heard the drivers phone bling. When the driver has a pool going they don't have a choice in adding passengers. They are automatically added. I knew that bling meant we were adding a passenger.
About one minute later I heard another bling, that meant another passenger. The driver told me we had some pickups and we headed off to get them.
We pulled into a restaurant parking lot. There were two guys and a girl waiting. The two guys approached the back seat. I doubt they saw me because they went to opposite sides of the car.
When they opened the doors they saw me. Instinctively I moved to the center to make room for them. The girl got in the front.
The driver seemed confused. It seems on a pool ride you can only have two people at one pickup, but here were three. The girl explained that she called a pool separately and it was just a coincidence she got the same car.
The confusion settled the driver headed off. He told us the drop off order. The girl first, then the two guys, then me. It added fifteen minutes to my twenty five minute ride, but that's the risk you took with Uber pool.
As we drove the guys checked me out. I checked them out. They were nice looking and in their mid twenties.
"Hey, weren't you just at the club," one asked.
"Yes, I was," I replied.
"I thought I saw you there," he said. "We were there too," he indicated the three of them. "We decided to eat before we headed home."
"Thought she was there?" laughed the girl in the front seat. "You we're trying to work up the courage to ask her to dance all night."
The guy kind of blushed.
The girl looked at me and said, "Can't blame him, you're beautiful."
"Thank you," I replied.
She introduced them. "This is Mike, I'm Sherry, and this coward who wouldn't ask you to dance is Jimmy."
"Well nice to meet you," I said, and then to Jimmy, "Next time ask. I would have said yes."
"Would you have said yes to me?" asked Mike.
"I don't know," I laughed. "Sherry, should I dance with Mike?" I teased.
Sherry laughed, "Yeah, he's not as sweet as Jimmy but he's cool enough."
I laughed, Mike protested, "Oh," he laughed. "This is what my friends think of me."
We all laughed. We started chatting. It was obvious that Mike was flirting with me. He was cute. I flirted back.
As we chatted I felt his leg press against mine. I didn't move away. He was charming and I was enjoying him.
We talked about the club we were at and onto the topic of dating. Again the flirting. Jimmy was shyer but Sherry drew him into the conversation. He was sweet and I engaged him in conversation too.
As I was talking to Jimmy, Mike said something to me and placed his hand on my bare thigh to get my attention. I noticed it. I didn't move it. He noticed I didn't move it and left it there.
We dropped Sherry off first.
"Don't let these boys talk you into anything you don't want to do," she quipped.
She leaned over to kiss Mike goodbye. As she did she put her hand on my thigh to steady herself her hand was right next to his.
"You have fun," she said to me as she got out of the car.
I was left with Jimmy and Mike for another ten minutes before they were dropped off.
We continued to flirt back and forth. I was having fun.
Jimmy said something sweet to me. I don't know why, but I kissed him on the cheek to thank him. Mike protested.
"Hey, where's my kiss?" he said, hand still on my thigh.
"Really?" I responded. "What did you do to deserve one?" I asked with fake frustration in my voice.
"Ummm... I'm cute?" He said in a questioning voice.
"Yeah, you are," I said, "and don't think I haven't noticed that hand on my thigh."
"Should I move it?" he asked.
"Nahhhh... it's ok," I responded.
"Then how about that kiss?" he repeated.
I leaned in to kiss him. As I did his hand slid further up my thigh. I looked down at his hand, he followed my gaze. I looked him in the eye, smiled and kissed him. A real kiss.
Jimmy was watching, he had a cute wistful look on his face. I turned to him. "I suppose you want a kiss now too?" I laughed.
As I leaned in to kiss Jimmy I obviously gave Mike better access to my ass. He didn't hesitate. While I was kissing Jimmy Mike's hand slid up my ass. I looked at him, smiled, and went back to kissing Jimmy.
Then I realized I'd forgotten about the Uber driver. I turned to check what was going on. He'd obviously adjusted his back mirror so he could see what's going on in the back seat.
Mike said, "my turn," again.
"My, aren't you greedy," I laughed and returned to kiss him. When I did I'm sure Jimmy could tell Mike's hand was firmly on my ass.
I realized I was being kind of slutty, but what the hell, they were cute and they were getting out of the car in five minutes. I figured I'd give them my phone number.
We flirted for the next few minutes. Mike's hand left my ass to caress my thigh. As we approached their stop Mike invited me in. I considered it. Like I said. I'm not against the occasional one night stand. He was cute and funny and Sherry vouched for him so I doubted he was a murderer. Usually if a group goes out and one or two are girls, the guys are pretty safe.
What the hell, "ok," I said, "but only for a few minutes."
I knew I was lying about the few minutes, just giving myself an out. Mike was pretty sure I was lying too.
We all got out of the car and walked to Mikes apartment. Turns out he and Jimmy lived in the same complex. Jimmy started to walk away and said good night.
I took his hand and said, "No, come get a drink with us."
I figured that would throw Mike off. He thought he had a sure thing and then I invited Jimmy. That threw a wrench in it.
Of course, I had already decided I was a sure thing, but why let Mike know, at least not yet.
Jimmy looked past me at Mike. Mike shrugged his shoulders in acquiescence.
I took Mikes hand too and, hand in hand, we headed for Mikes apartment.
When we got in Mike offered us beers. I accepted. When he handed me my beer I thanked him and gave him a quick kiss. I went and sat on the couch. Mike sat next to me. I patted the spot on the other side of me for Jimmy to join us. Jimmy sat down.
An idea was forming in my head. I hadn't realized it yet, but it was there.
Mike leaned in for a real kiss, I kissed back. Jimmy started to get up, but I grabbed his hand and held it.
When I finished kissing Mike I turned to Jimmy, "Don't worry. I have kisses for you too."
Jimmy looked embarrassed and unsure of what to do. I kissed him.
I think it was about then that the lightbulb went off in Mike's head. Truthfully, about the same time I admitted it to myself. I had already decided I was going to do both these guys. I just hadn't realized it yet.
Now, I'd never had a threesome before, it had always been a fantasy but the opportunity never really presented itself. Past boyfriends had suggested it, but it seemed so set up, and usually they wanted another girl. Not that I was against either but I wanted it to happen organically and I was afraid of what it might do to the relationship. Here I was with two good looking guys, no real commitment to either. The perfect opportunity.
As I kissed Jimmy, Mike's arms went around me. He tentatively cupped my breasts. I turned my head to look at him. I saw that unsure look in his eyes. I leaned back to kiss him.
Then he did something to seal the deal. "You sure?" He asked.
All the signs were there, but he wanted to make sure I was all right with it.
"Yeah, I'm sure," I said. "I've never had two men and now I have two good ones. What the hell, I'm sure."
I turned back to Jimmy. His mouth was open. He looked at me.
"Only if you're sure," I said to him.
"Yes," was the only word he could form. I kissed him again.
As I kissed Jimmy I felt Mike's hands go to the hem of my dress.
He started to pull it up. I lifted my ass to help him out. He pulled the dress up over my head.
Jimmy stopped kissing me. He looked at me and said, "Wow."
"Glad you approve," I said and went back to kissing him.
I was wearing a little pink pair of boy shorts and a pink bra.
Mike's hands slipped around my waist. He started kissing the back of my neck and shoulders. It felt wonderful. I purred.
He slipped his hands up under my bra and pushed my bra up over my breasts. He lightly caressed my breasts and nipples. As he did I reached out and started unzipping Jimmy's pants. Jimmy could only stare at my tits.
I kissed him again and whispered in his ear, "You like my tits?"
He just nodded. By that time I had his cock out and in my hand. It was hard and felt thick and heavy. "Mmmmm...," I purred. "Nice."
I started moving my hand up and down.
All this time Mike was playing with my tits and kissing my neck and shoulders. My nipples were hard and sensitive. It felt wonderful.
It was clear Jimmy wasn't sure what to do next.
"Take off her panties," said Mike.
Jimmy looked at me, again, not sure.
"It's ok, take off my panties," I assured him.
Jimmy's hands went to the band of my panties and pulled them down my hips. I lifted my hips to let him slide them off. He struggled a bit to get them past my boots. I giggled. As he did that Mike undid my bra and I shrugged it off my shoulders. I was now naked except for my cowboy boots.
"Ok, this isn't fair," I mock whined. "I'm the only one naked here."
Mike got off the couch and started to undress. I laid back on the couch and watched. He had a nice body. He obviously worked out. I let my hand lightly caress my tits as I watched him.
Mike undressing obviously gave Jimmy courage as he also got off the couch and started to undress. He was skinnier than Mike but still had a nice body. I was right about his cock. It was about 9" and thick.
When Mike was undressed he came back to me and swung his cock in front of my face.
"And what do you want," I teased.
"My cock sucked," he laughed.
"I know how to do that," I laughed.
I reached up and grabbed his cock. There was a drop of precum on the tip. I flicked my tongue out and licked it off.
"Mmmmmm...," I smiled.
"Suck it," he said.
I laughed, "You're in a hurry. Think I'm going somewhere."
I took the tip in my mouth.
I again looked at his cock. "I plan on playing with this for a while before I go."
I took it in my mouth and started to lightly suck it.
Jimmy was standing by, naked, and watching. I swung my legs around so I was sitting on the couch. I reached out and grabbed his cock with my other hand. I pulled him close and tried to get as much in my mouth as possible.
It stretched my lips. I jerked it off as I swirled my tongue around it. Then I switch back to Mike's cock. I went back and forth between them for a while.
I let go of their cocks. "Ok, my turn," I said. I laid back on the couch and spread my legs. Jimmy finally seemed like he caught on, he knelt down between my legs and licked my clit. I sucked in air. His tongue ran down my slit and back up to my clit. He lightly sucked on it. I moaned. He knew what he was doing.
Mike climbed on the couch and put his cock in front of my face again. I grabbed it and started sucking it. As I sucked it I moaned as Jimmy ate my pussy. It felt so good. There was something super naughty about what I was doing that seemed to heighten my senses.
Jimmy's tongue was starting to get to me. I could feel my orgasm building. Between the situation and Jimmy I started to cum. Then Jimmy took my clit between his lips and lightly sucked on it. I lost control of Mike's cock as the first orgasm washed over me.
"Fuck yes," I moaned as I came.
I wanted to be fucked. "Somebody fuck me," I pleaded.
Jimmy looked at Mike. Mike nodded his head and Jimmy placed his cock against my pussy lips. He placed the tip on my clit and rubbed it, then he slid the tip down my pussy lips to my ass dragging my wetness with him. Then he slid the tip back to my clit. I moaned each time he passed my opening. He repeating this motion a few times covering my whole pussy with my juices. I was pretty wet and even at his size he slid right in. I moaned as he entered me.
Mike stuck his cock back in my mouth. I immediately wrapped my hand around it and started sucking it.
Jimmy was fucking me in long slow strokes. With the thickness of his cock I could feel him pull at my pussy lips and clit with each stroke. I got a rhythm down between Mike's cock and Jimmy's fucking me.
Jimmy's cock felt so good. I moaned as he fucked me. The idea that I was sucking cock while being fucked really turned me on. I felt another orgasm start to grow.
"Oh fuck," I moaned. "Fuck fuck fuck." The orgasm washed over me. It felt so good.
I think my moaning got to Mike. I could feel him stiffen up. He started to pull out of my mouth but I clamped down my lips and held him in. I love the taste of cum and love how it feels spurting in my mouth.
"I'm going to cum," he said to warn me again.
"Go ahead," I replied and again wrapped my lips around his cock.
I felt the first hot jets hit the back of my throat and start to fill my mouth. The intensity of it and the feeling of Jimmy's cock pumping my pussy brought on another orgasm. As I came I moaned and let Mike's cock slip out of my mouth. His cum hit me in the face and tits. I loved the way it felt.
Mike sat back stroking his cock watching Jimmy fuck me. I reached out to stroke Mike's cock for him as I let myself go to the feeling of Jimmy's deep thrusts. With the other hand I scooped the cum off my face and licked my fingers clean. Then I started to rub the cum on my tits into my skin and nipples.
Watching me I could feel Mike start to get hard again in my hands. I loved the way it felt. Jimmy started picking up his pace.
"Unngh, unngh, unngh,... ," I grunted with each thrust. It felt so good.
I could tell from Jimmy's pace he was getting close. I thought I'd help.
"Oh my god, that's it baby, fuck me, god yes, it feels so good, I love your cock, fuck me, fuck me," I urged.
My voice had an effect on Jimmy. It also had an effect on Mike, his cock was getting harder in my hands, but Jimmy was pumping me harder and faster.
"I'm going to cum," he warned me. He started to pull out.
I wrapped my legs around him and held him tight. "Cum in me," I moaned. I loved the feeling of hot cum in my pussy and with his big cock stretching me I wanted to feel full as he came.



With a final thrust he came. I could actually feel the cum fill my pussy. His pulsating cock and the feeling of hot cum set off my orgasm.
"Oh my god, I'm cumming, fuck yes, fuck, fuck, fuck yes, oh my god, god," it was an amazing orgasm.
As the last bits of cum filled my pussy, my orgasm subsided. His cock slipped out of me. I kind of whimpered as I felt empty. I laid back on the couch to catch my breath. Mike was still sitting next to me. I hand my hand loosely wrapped around his now hard cock.
I looked at his cock and asked with a smile, "What are you going to do with that? Sloppy seconds?"
"Depends, what can I do with it?" He laughed.
I gave a short chuckle. "Hell, anything you want?" I said.
He laughed. He pulled me to him and said, "Get on your knees."
I liked the way he said it. What can I say, I sometimes have a submissive streak.
"Yeah?" I asked.
"Yeah." He replied.
I got down on the carpet on my hands and knees. I wasn't sure what he wanted. I told him anything. Did he want my ass? I'd had my ass fucked before and liked it. Or did he want my cum filled pussy. Truthfully that's what I wanted. The idea of a man wanting my pussy even after it was all messy really turned me on.
Mikes cock landed on my ass. I figured that's where he was going to fuck me, but no, he took his cock in his hand and aimed it at my cum filled pussy.
"Mmmmmmm...," I moaned as his cock entered me.
Mike started fucking me with slow easy strokes. I liked it. Jimmy was just sitting on the couch. His deflated cocktail covered with our cum and my juices. I moved my head and took him in my mouth. Even soft I couldn't get the whole thing in my mouth. I started sucking him clean and licking the juices off him. I loved the tangy taste of our cum on his cock.
Meanwhile Mike grabbed my ass cheeks and pulled them apart as he fucked me. I could imagine his view of his cock sliding in and out of my pussy.
As I sucked Jimmy's cock he reached down and started playing with my tits. My nipples were extremely sensitive but he was gentle and it felt good. I just let myself go to all the sensations.
"Mmmmmmm...," I moaned. "So good."
We fucked like that for a while. Mike fucking my pussy, me sucking Jimmy's cock, Jimmy playing with my nipples. I was kind of in a zen heaven.
Then my orgasm started to build. It was a long slow one. It washed over my whole body. I moaned as it hit me.
"Mmmmmmmm, oh god," I moaned.
As I came I felt Mike stiffen up. His cum squirted into my pussy mixing with my juices and Jimmy's.
My body went pretty limp. I rested my head on Jimmy's lap my lips touching his cock. As Mikes cock slipped out of me I could feel the juices drip out of me and run down my legs. I sighed. I was exhausted, but content.
I laid just like that for a few minutes. Mike flopped on the couch next to Jimmy. I felt weird, kneeling naked before them as they sat there, but I wasn't ready to move.
Finally I raised my head. "Can I use your shower," I asked.
Seemed weird to have to ask after what we'd just done but hell, I'd only known the guys for two hours.
"Of course you can," said Mike.
I looked at his cum covered cock.
"Let me take care of that," I smiled.
I took his cock in my mouth and sucked and licked him clean. When I was done I looked at him and said, "Ok, shower."
Mike pointed towards the master bedroom. I went in and turned the shower on hot. I started scrubbing the cum off my body. I giggled to myself as to what a naughty girl I had been. Becky was going to laugh and call me a slut when I told her.
Mike entered the room and asked if he could join me.
"Sure," I said
He entered the shower and gently soaped my body. He caressed my tits and ass as he lightly washed them. As the soap rinsed away he gently took me in his arms and kissed me. We kissed a while longer.
"I have to get going," I said.
I didn't really have to, just after a one night stand it was the polite thing to do. No one wanted to wake up to that awkwardness in the morning.
"Stay," He said. "I'll drive you home in the morning."
I didn't mind. I was tired and didn't want to deal with an Uber, I figured I could deal with the awkwardness.
When we got out of the shower Jimmy was gone. Mike dried me off and led me to the bed. We made out some more and then fell asleep.
We got up the next morning. I was afraid there'd be awkward silence, but I was pleasantly surprised. Mike wanted to know all about me. We chatted and joked and ate breakfast. I pulled on my dress putting my underwear in my purse.
"Do you go commando often," he asked.
"Sometimes," I replied. "It makes me feel naughty," I laughed.
He took me in his arms and kissed me.
"I like naughty girls," he said.
It was time to go and Mike drove me home. He asked for my number and I gave it to him but I didn't expect to hear from him.
I was wrong. He called me in a few days and asked me out for the weekend. I accepted. We had a great time. No sex. In fact we had 4 more dates before we had sex.
After a few weeks we introduced Jimmy to Becky. After Becky told Jimmy she knew, and helped him get over his awkwardness about it they started dating. She'd make jokes about how I had to test drive him before she'd ever had considered him.
Well that was my past. As I walked down the aisle towards Mike, Jimmy beside him, Becky waiting for me on the other side, I could only wonder what our future would hold.
——————————-
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I first saw her in the airport. We were waiting for the same flight. I admit, I was checking her out. She was cute. She was probably college aged, 5'4" maybe 120 lbs, brown hair down between her shoulder blades. She was wearing a pair of loose gym shorts, a t shirt, and flip flops. Obviously ready for comfort travel.
I laughed to myself. I often wondered what young women would think if they realized they were being checked out by a lesbian. I mean, we grow up being told by every media outlet we are going to be checked out by the opposite sex, but no thought is really given to same sex, and when it is, it's usually some kind of joke.
But here I was checking her out. We were flying from Chicago to Austin. I was bored, between reads, (saving my book for the plane), she was talking to the young man obviously traveling with her.
He was a good looking guy. What? I'm gay, not blind, I can tell a good looking guy, sheesh...
Anyways. He was a good looking guy and they were leaning close to each other talking.
Finally it was time to board. I was in group A so I got to board first. I had the aisle seat. I boarded, stowed my carry on, and took my seat. As I sat there I watched people board the plane. There were two empty seats next to me, I wondered who I'd get. My luck it was going to be a very large person who didn't quite fit in their seat. I hated that. I saw a large person get on and silently hoped they wouldn't sit next to me.
As people boarded I noticed the little brunette board also. I watched her come down the aisle, trying to make sure I didn't stare. She wasn't drop dead gorgeous, she was the cute girl next door.
As she got closer to me I turned away so she wouldn't think I was staring.
"I think we're in here," she said.
"Oh, hold on," I said as I stood up and exited the row so they could get in. I silently hoped she'd choose the middle seat.
I got lucky. Not only did the cute girl sit in my row, but the guy got in first and took the window seat. That meant the girl took the middle next to me. At least I'd travel in comfort. I thought. She wouldn't be in my space. I guess you should know, I wouldn't be in hers either. I also thought, too bad she's straight, but I'm used to thinking that.
A little about me. My name is Karen. I'm 25, 5'7", and 135 lbs. I have black hair down to my shoulders. I was a marketing manager for a high tech company.
Manager, I always laugh. Everyone is a manager. I didn't manage anyone. It was my first job out of college, but it was a good job and great experience to use as a springboard for future positions. I'd already been promoted once.
And, just for the record, I'm gay, in case you haven't figured that out yet.
We settled into our seats and, as per custom, minded our own business. Well, kinda, she was talking to her boyfriend, his name was Mike, I was kind of eavesdropping but trying not to.
They weren't talking about anything exciting. They were in Chicago visiting his parents. She was complaining about having to get back to her classes. She was obviously a college student. He was agreeing school was a pain.
I pulled out my book and started reading. The girl next to me pulled out her book as she settled in. I was surprised when I saw it. It was a graphic novel by a woman named Alison Bechdel called Fun Home. I was surprised as this was a pretty famous book about coming of age, coming out as a lesbian, and growing up. The book actually came out about the same time I was realizing my sexuality. Not your standard fare flight reading.
Curiosity peaked, I had to ask her about it.
"Interesting choice of reading," I said casually.
She looked at me and smiled. "Oh, have you read it?" She asked.
"Years ago," I replied.
"Well it's for school," she told me.
"School?" I asked.
"Yes," she replied. "I'm taking a course on human sexuality. I'm a soc major. My term paper is on understanding the issues of coming out as a lesbian.
"Unusual choice," I responded.
"Well yes," she replied, "but I have a few gay friends and thought it might be interesting as a straight person to try and understand their experience."
"Sounds pretty ambitious for a term paper," I mused.
"Yeah, it is," she answered, "but interesting."
Then she asked what I was reading. I was a little embarrassed. It was called The Gravity Between Us, basically a gay romance novel. Kind of pulp airplane reading. I'm not sure why I was embarrassed. I'd been out as a gay woman for years. I wanted to tell her what it was but I kind of figured that it would be like screaming "I'm a lesbian" to someone I'd just met on a plane.
I told her it was a romance novel and we moved on to other small talk. Her name was Lisa. Turned out she lived with friends in an apartment about three blocks from me. She was twenty, a student, and worked at a coffee shop near my apartment. It was interesting because I'd actually never been to her shop. I usually walked the other way and there was a coffee shop out that way as well.
Small talk fizzled out and we returned to our reading.
The flight was uneventful and we soon landed. As we were getting ready to leave I wished her good luck with her paper. She said it was a pleasure meeting me and maybe she'd see me around. We disembarked and went our own ways.
I thought nothing of it until a few weeks later. A friend wanted to meet for coffee. We started to make plans and she chose a coffee shop nearby. I'd never been to it. It took me a minute to remember the girl on the plane worked there and a minute longer to remember her name was Lisa. I wondered if she'd be there. A little bit of eye candy.
I got ready to meet my friend. As I got dressed I thought of Lisa. I wondered if she'd be there. I decided to upgrade my outfit a bit. Nothing too fancy, a better pair of jeans, boots, a white cream blouse that showed a bit of cleavage, a bit of jewelry. I checked myself out in the mirror. I looked nice. Not too fancy for coffee, but fancier than most going out for coffee people.
I arrived at the shop a bit early. My friend hadn't arrived yet. I expectantly looked around for Lisa. I didn't see her either. I pulled out my phone and started checking emails. I got a text from my friend saying she was running ten minutes
late. I told her I could amuse myself.
Then from behind me I heard, "Hi, Karen, right?" It was Lisa.
"Oh, hi," I said. Then, as if to cover up I said, "I forgot you worked here. I'm meeting a friend."
We chatted a bit before she said she had to get back to work.
My friend arrived. First thing out of her mouth, "Who are you dressed up for?"
I blew it off. "What? A girl can't look nice?" I countered.
"Well," she laughed. "I know it's not for me."
She and I were just friends and although she was gay too, we did have a different dressing style. I tended to dress more feminine than she did. She let the subject drop and we chatted a while. At some point she noticed Lisa.
"Check out the little girl behind the counter," she said.
"I was here ten minutes before you," I laughed. "What do you think I did with all that time."
We both laughed and went on with our conversation.
It was time to go. We got up to leave. As we did Lisa waved at me. "By Karen," It was nice to see you again."
"You too," I replied.
My friend kind of stared at me with one of those 'What secret are you keeping" smiles.
"What?" I exclaimed. "We sat next to each other on a flight recently," I explained.
"And you didn't mention it this whole time?" she asked.
"It wasn't big deal," I replied.
She gave me a sort of sideways glance but it seemed that that was enough to satisfy her and we headed off in our own directions.
A few weeks later the same friend, Carol, invited me out on a Saturday to hear a local band. When we entered the club Carol stopped and pointed out, "Hey. There's your little airplane friend."
Sure enough there was Lisa. Lisa saw me and waved. Carol and I headed over to her.
"Hi," she said. "Funny bumping into you again."
"It's ok," I quipped. "You seem harmless enough."
Lisa laughed. She looked at Carol and I introduced them. Lisa said she was there with friends and made all the introductions.
After they were done I asked Lisa how her term paper was coming along. She told me she had turned it in for an A. I congratulated her.
"Yeah," she said. "I've got a few friends who are gay and I think it gave me a deeper understanding of some of the issues they had to deal with."
"Yes, coming out is hard," I replied, giving her the first inclination that I was gay.
"I bet," she replied.
We talked a while longer.
"Where's Mike," I asked.
"Oh, he had to work tonight," she replied.
"Ah," and asked what he did.
Lisa and I started to talk. She was really nice. We talked about growing up, her school, what she wanted to be, how long she'd been dating Mike(a year), my job, and other topics.
Then she stunned me.
"What was coming out like for you," she asked.
It was kind of a personal question for someone I'd really just met, but given our interactions and how we met, not too strange.
I told her it wasn't too bad for me. I spent gut wrenching months planning what to say and how I would manage their reactions. I had made a big deal and made sure my whole family was at the table. Mom, Dad, brother, sister. I was 19.
"I have something to tell you all," I said.
Everyone stopped to listen
"I'm gay," I just kind of dropped it there.
Everyone was silent for a moment. I wasn't sure how they were taking it. My mother spoke first.
"We know," she said.
Ummm, 'we know,' I thought, sitting there with a blank look on my face.
"We've all known for a while. Thank you for trusting us with this part of your life."
Of all the reactions I'd played in my mind, this was not one of them
"We all love you and want you to be happy," said my dad.
My brother and sister agreed. Dinner then moved on as normal. I didn't say much, I was still processing. From then on it was a non issue. My friends were still my friends.
The biggest confusion was trying to figure out how to date, where to hang out, how to live that part of my life. I didn't know what being gay meant.
I knew I was gay, I'd been with one woman at the time. She was a bit older and more experienced than me. She definitely, umm seduced? No that wasn't the right word, but she took the lead. I had no idea what to do. I don't think either of us expected a relationship, neither of us got one.
Lisa and I continued to talk and it was obvious we were becoming friends. At the end of the night we had each other's numbers in our phones. On the way home Carol teased me about Lisa.
"Oh stop," I said. "She has a boyfriend."
"Oh, like you've never had a boyfriend?" she teased.
She had a point. I had one in high school and one in my freshman year at college. I lost my virginity to him. I also realized I never wanted to do that again.
We laughed a bit and Carol dropped me off at home. When I got home I looked at Lisa's number. I knew I'd never call her, but I didn't erase it.
The next time I saw Lisa was at the doctors office. We were in the main lobby visiting different doctors. It made me wonder how many times I'd seen her before but never noticed her. We didn't have much time to catch up, but she told me when she was working again and told me to stop by.
The day came when she was working, I wasn't sure if I should go. This girl was pursuing a friendship, I wasn't sure what I was doing. At the last minute I decided to go. I arrived ten minutes before her shift.
This became my usual routine. Instead of my usual coffee shop I just headed around the block the other way and headed for hers. If I could, I'd plan it around her shift. Either when she was starting or getting off. We'd always sit and talk and were becoming good friends.
After about two months Lisa mentioned a concert she wanted to go to. Her boyfriend hated the performer and she asked me if I wanted to go. I was thinking of going anyways so I accepted. We had a date. Well, not a date, I wasn't sure what I was doing.
The day of the concert arrived. It was a nice spring day and the venue was outside. I decided to wear a short dress with leggings and a light jacket.
We were going to uber and decided to meet at the coffee shop. She was already there when I got there. She was talking to some guy. I felt a small pang of jealousy. Then immediately felt foolish for feeling it.
She saw me and got up to say hello. She gave me a hug and introduced her friend, who turned out to be a coworker she also had a class with.
Lisa looked great in a pair of jeans and a tight T shirt. She had brought a jacket too. She looked great. We talked about school. Then for the first time she brought up Mike. Well, I did.
"So, how's Mike?" I asked.
"He's ok," she replied. She didn't sound enthusiastic.
"Just ok?" I asked.
"Well, we've been bickering a lot lately. Just over stupid stuff," she told me.
"I'm sorry," I said. I didn't really know what else to say.
"Yeah, it's weird. I'm just seeing a different side of him, or maybe it's me. He says I've changed, and that I'm not as into him as I was. He says I keep finding things to do to avoid him, or to do without him."
"Is that true?" I asked.
"I don't know," she replied. "Right now with school and everything, maybe I'm not making as much time for him."
"Well, I'm certainly no expert on men," I said, "but I hear that I'd you feed them and have sex with them, their happy," I joked.
"Yeah," she said. "That's not going that well either. I seem to have lost interest. I mean I was never a sex bunny, and I never found it great but... oh, I don't know. I shouldn't be bothering you with this. I probably shouldn't even be telling you this."
"Yeah, this is hard to talk about," I replied. "I don't have a lot of experience with men, and what I have wasn't great, so not sure I can help you, and, even if it wasn't boys, my love life's nothing to brag about."
That was the truth. By this time I'd been with a total of two women.
"Yeah, I guess that's true," she laughed. Then in a lighter voice. "Well the hell with this, let's go enjoy some music.
With that we called an Uber and headed to the concert. Conversation took a lighter turn as we discussed music and other topics.
The concert was great we stood, laughed, and danced through most of it. Some of the time she would hold my hand as we danced.
After one song she turned to me and kissed me. Not on the lips but somewhere close.
"Thank you for coming," she said. "I'm having so much fun."
"So am I," I replied feeling a little confused and a tad turned on.
The concert was over and we walked arm in arm to the sidewalk and called an Uber. We talked about the concert and other stuff. When we got to her place she invited me in.
"I don't want to bother your roommates," I said. I was looking for excuses not to go. The situation was making me nervous.
"They're not Home tonight," she replied. "One is out of town and the other is at her boyfriend's."
Without any more excuses we went up to her place. She offered coffee or tea. I chose decaf tea. She made the tea and we sat on the couch and talked. At one point she laughed and put her hand on my leg. We both stopped what we were doing. She leaned in and kissed me. Tentatively at first, then more fervently. I kissed back. My head started to spin. What was happening. Lisa was straight, what might happen here.
I broke the kiss.
"I'm sorry, I've got to go," I mumbled. "I had a really good time."
"Ok, see you at the shop," she said obviously confused as she walked me to the door.
At the door we stopped and kissed again. I wanted to go back in, but felt I shouldn't. We broke the kiss and I left.
That night I had trouble sleeping. Images of Lisa were in my head. Ok, I admit, I'd masturbated thinking about her before but this time it was different. This time I had a real kiss to go off of, I knew how soft her hands were. I had a situation I could imagine that started on the couch and I could end it where I wanted.
I lay down naked in my bed. I remembered my kiss as I caressed my breast, I pulled lightly on my nipples as I pictured her lips lightly sucking on them. My hand found my pussy and clit. It didn't take me long to cum. I fell asleep.
For the next few days I avoided the shop. Lisa texted me a few times asking if I was doing ok. I always responded with some cursory response and said that I was fine.
Finally, with no more excuses I agreed to meet her. We were going to meet for dinner. I struggled with what to wear. Normally to this place I'd wear a dress or skirt, but I didn't want Lisa to think I was dressing up for her.
I settled on nice jeans, a pullover, and cute heels. Casual, but not too casual.
When I got to the restaurant she was already there. She was waiting for me in the lobby. She looked great. She was in a cute, kinda short, skirt and a top. She had her hair down and had obviously tried to put some curl into it.
She looked great and I told her so.
"Thank you, you look nice too," she replied.
We sat down at our table and talked about the menu and the restaurant. The server came and took our order. Small talk was over.
"How's mike," I started.
She gave a little laugh, "We broke up."
"Oh?" was all I could think of to say.
"Yeah, I think we were just too different. We got along well enough, but something was missing." She told me.
We talked about it a bit and then she asked me, "any advice?"
I laughed. "I'm gay, I never had much luck with men, and, I'm still trying to figure women out. So far, I've been with two and they both took the lead. Neither lasted long. I have no clue how to pursue another woman, never mind be in a relationship."
She laughed. "Well, I guess being gay doesn't mean we don't have the same problems."
We both laughed. She wanted to know about my relationships. I told her. Dinner was nice. I didn't even process that she said 'we'
When dinner was over we walked to the lobby together. Then it got awkward.
"Well, it was nice seeing you," I said and stuck out my hand.
She looked at it like it shouldn't be there, and hugged me. I semi hugged back.
As she hugged me she pulled her face back a bit and looked at mine. I thought she might kiss me. The thought scared and delighted me. She didn't, she let go the hug.
"I'll see you soon," she said as her Uber arrived.
I stood there confused, waiting for mine.
Was she trying to kiss me? But she's straight? She hadn't said she's gay, or even bi? I knew younger people were supposedly more sexually fluid. Was she? Younger people, ha, we were four years apart. What would it be to be with a, ummm, sexually fluid woman. I'm sort of relationship built. Would she be looking for a relationship, or just some fun. Especially at her age.
All those confusing thoughts didn't stop me from masturbating to thoughts of Lisa once I got home.
I started going to the coffee shop again and Lisa and I kind of picked up our friendship again. Well, I still felt a little strain, I'm not sure if she did. I'd think about her a lot. She was the subject of all my romantic and sexual fantasies.
Truthfully I never masturbated all that much, but I'd picked up the pace since Lisa's kiss.
Then one day she told me her birthday was coming up. Twenty one. She was no longer dating anyone and didn't feel like partying with friends.



I got brave. "Would you like to hang out? We could get a bottle of wine and hang out at my place," I offered.
"Ok," she said. "Only if I can bring dinner."
"It's your birthday," I protested. "I'll cook."
"No, I don't want you doing dishes after. I want to relax and hang out," she said.
I agreed and we set a time.
"Any particular movie?" I asked.
"Something loud, with lots of explosions," she said. "That way we won't care how it ends."
I looked at her.
"I'm joking," she said. "You pick." And with that she got back to work.
I thought about what she said. She didn't want me doing dishes. That was sweet, but she didn't want me to care about the movie? Why? What did she have in mind?
Birthday night came around and I was nervous as hell. It took me an hour to decide on super casual yoga pants and a t shirt. I showered, shaved my legs and groomed myself.
What are you preparing for, I laughed to myself.
Lisa showed up at my place with Chinese food and paper plates. She looked good. She'd also chosen yoga pants but with a tank top. Dinner was delicious and casual. We had fun.
We cleaned up, and by cleaned up, we threw everything away, then moved to the couch for wine. We had a glass sitting on the couch facing each other. I started to get nervous and mentioned the movie. I offered to find something on on demand. She said never mind, she'd brought one for us.
The movie she chose was Blue is the warmest color a lesbian love story between an older and younger woman.
We sat down to watch. Each with a glass of wine.
Truthfully the story is great, but it drags in a lot of places. Plus, I was generating enough tension to distract anything in the room.
"Are you ok?" asked Lisa.
"Yeah I'm fine," I lied.
"You seem tense," she said. "Here, let me rub your shoulders."
"Ummm, ok," I said.
I turned my back to her and let her rub them. It felt really good. I still didn't know what was going on. She started rubbing my neck. It felt really good.
"Is this ok," she asked.
"Uh huh," was all I got out.
She rubbed my temples and all the way down to my shoulders. It felt really good. Then I felt her breath on my neck. She was blowing on it.
I was pretty sure she was giving me all sorts of signs but I couldn't get it out of my mind that she was straight.
I moaned. Then I said, "thanks," and pulled away.
I turned to face her. We looked at each other for a moment, then she moved in to kiss me. A hot passionate kiss. Like all my thinking of her just let go. We kissed for what seemed forever and then I pushed her away.
"Ummmm, I'm confused," I said.
"Me too," she replied.
"Are you sure you want this?" I asked.
"I can't seem to get you off my mind," she said. So no, I'm not sure, but I think I'm as sure as I'm going to be."
"You know," I reminded her. "I've only been with two women. Neither of them went too far." Then I realized what I said, "well, one went all the way, but we weren't together long." I gave a small laugh.
"Well, you're two ahead of me," she laughed.
That lightened the mood. She came closer to kiss me again. This time I kissed back.
"I've been thinking of you too," I said.
"Good things I hope," she replied.
"Well mostly good," I said.
"Mostly?" she looked at me.
"Well there may have been some naughty thoughts," I joked.
She laughed, "Ok. I've had naughty thoughts too."
We kissed again.
She pulled back from me and pulled her shirt up over her head. She was wearing a white bralet. Then she reached for the hem of my shirt. She pulled it up over my head. I raised my arms to help her get it off.
I was wearing a pink and white bra. It had matching panties. Now I know why I picked them.
We kissed again. I could feel the warmth off her body against mine as we kissed. I loved the way it felt. My hands explored her back as she explored mine. They felt soft and warm. I did the same to her.
She stopped kissing me. "Let's go to the bedroom."
She took my hand. We stood up and headed for the bedroom.
We stood in front of the bed, face to face clasping hands. We kissed each other again. This time a slow long kiss.
Lisa climbed kneeling on the bed. She held out her hand for me. I climbed on the bed with her. We were on our knees face to face. We kissed again. Lisa's arms wrapped around me as mine embraced her.
I felt her hands go to the clasp of my bra, she undid it and pulled away from me. I was sort of holding my bra on. She reached under her bralet and pulled it off over her head. She had beautiful breasts with little perky nipples. I let my bra fall off my arms. We were both topless.
We embraced and kissed again. The bare skin of her chest against mine was tantalizing. Her soft skin felt wonderful against my nipples.
We continued to kiss. She started to kiss her way down my neck. Her hand came up and cupped my breast. She lightly pulled on my nipple. Then she moved her head to my other breast. She lightly sucked on it. My hand went behind her head and I pulled her into my breast. It felt so good. I moaned.
"Mmmmmmm...," I purred.
Obviously this let her know I was ok and she moved on to my other breast. I moaned again. She moved her head back up to kiss me. We kissed passionately.
It was my turn. My hands came up and I caressed both her breasts. She moaned. I kissed my way down her neck to her breasts. She smelled so good. I loved the way her breasts felt between my lips.
As I caressed her breasts her hands slid down my back. She slipped them under the waistband of my yoga pants and grabbed my ass.
I stopped playing with her breasts and we kissed again. We kissed ourselves into a lying down position. We continued to kiss and play with each other's breasts for a while.
Then Lisa got on her knees and grabbed the waistband of my yoga pants. She slowly slid them, and my panties, down my hips. I lifted my ass to make it easier for her.
When I was naked she kissed me again. This time kissing her way down my body. I had my hand behind her head as she kissed me. She spent some time on my shoulders, then my breasts, before kissing her way down to my navel. It felt so good.
Then she stopped, lay down next to me, and removed her yoga pants and panties. Naked she rolled towards me. We embraced and kissed. As we kissed her hand slid down my body to my pussy. She softly ran her fingers through my lips. I was already wet. Her fingers slid inside of me. I moaned again.
As she played with my pussy we kissed and I caressed her breasts. It all felt so good. Her fingers found my clit and she lightly rubbed it.
I pushed her on her back, straddled her, and kissed her. I worked my way down her body kissing all the way. When I got to her breasts I lightly kissed them and blew on them as I worked my way down. Then I kissed my way down past her belly. When I got to the juncture of her thigh and hip I spent some time and lightly sucked on the skin. I'm very sensitive there. Apparently she was too.
I moved down to her pussy, I had done this once before. I caressed it with my fingers sliding them inside of her. She moaned. I loved the way her wetness felt on my fingers. I slowly circled her clit with my fingers then slid them inside her again. As I did I lowered my head to her clit and lightly sucked on it. She moaned and grabbed my head. I let my tongue swirl around her clit. She moaned again.
"Oh, that feels so good," she said.
I continued to eat her pussy. I don't think I'm an expert, but I know what I like and just did that.
I continued to slide my fingers in and out of her pussy as I teased her clit. As her moaning became more urgent I thrust my fingers faster and harder to the movement of her hips. Her hands were behind my head pushing my lips harder into her clit.
Her moaning became faster. "Oh god, that feels so good, "she breathed.
I used my other hand to pull on her nipples.
Her thrusting against my fingers became faster, harder.
"Oh my god, you're going to make me cum," she moaned with urgency. "Don't stop, oh god, oh god, yes, yes, yes."
With a final thrust I could tell she came against my fingers. Her whole body relaxed.
"Mmmmmm... oh my god, that was amazing," she sighed.
I laid down next to her. She rolled towards me and kissed me.
"Oh wow," she said. "I love the way my pussy tastes on your lips."
Well, that was a clue, I liked to lick my fingers clean when I masturbated. I brought my fingers to her lips. She eagerly sucked them clean.
We kissed again, we both enjoyed the taste of pussy on her tongue and lips.
It was her turn. She didn't waste any time. She straddled me in a 69 position and lowered her lips right to my pussy.
"Mmmmm... delicious," she said.
For a girl who'd never done this before she was good.
"Mmmmmm...yes," I moaned.
As she straddled me her ass was right in front of my face.
I grabbed it. "You've got an amazing ass," I said.
"And you've got a delicious pussy," she replied.
I moaned and wiggled my hips as she lightly sucked my clit.
As she ate me her beautiful ass and pussy were in front of my face. I pulled on her ass cheeks and pulled her pussy to my lips.
"Ooooo.. ," she sighed as my tongue ran up her pussy.
She started licking and sucking me more urgently. I returned the fervor on her pussy and clit.
Soon we were both grinding our hips into each other's faces and moaning. You couldn't tell our moans apart. With both our mouths busy all we could do was moan and grunt.
"Mmmmmmmm...," she moaned.
"Unnghhhh... god yes, I sighed.
As I started to reach my climax I couldn't concentrate on her pussy anymore.
"Yes, don't stop, god, fuck yes, mmmmmmm... ohhhhh..." was all I could get out.
My orgasm hit me like a ton of bricks. It washed over my whole body.
I let out one more moan. "Ooooooooohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh..."
I collapsed back on the bed. Lisa rolled over on her back. We lay side by side, head to toe, catching our breath.
Lisa spoke first. "That was amazing."
"Mmmmmmmm... yes," I replied.
She turned around and we were face to face.
We kissed. The taste of my pussy on her lips.
We put our arms around each other kissed again.
"I'm glad we met," she said.
"Me too," I said as we fell asleep.
Lisa graduates soon. When she does we are moving in together. My parents and siblings have met her and love her.
You never know where a chance meeting might bring you.
—————————————————————
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I was looking forward to our trip. We'd been planning it for months and a B&B in wine country sounded amazing. My mother had agreed to watch the kids and my husband had no pressing work he couldn't ignore. so, kid free and work free, we could just relax and enjoy ourselves.
The B&B sounded perfect. Right in the middle of wine country and it had a five star rating. It had a pool, gardens, very private rooms each with their own bathrooms, and all the reviews said the hosts were wonderful.
We were going to be gone for four days and I was deciding what to pack. I asked my husband.
"Justin. What do you think I should pack?" I asked looking at a pile of clothes on my bed.
"Why do you need clothes?" He quipped.
I laughed to myself. If he had his way, I'd walk around naked for everyone to see. He loved it when men checked me out and often encouraged me to wear clothing with a little less coverage.
"I have to wear something," I said. "No one wants to see an almost 40 year old woman naked."
I was actually 38 and, to be honest, I did get my share of looks. At 5'8", and 145 lbs, I kept myself in good shape. My shoulder length blonde hair and blue eyes didn't hurt either. I worked hard on my body and to look good, and the looks and admiring glances were proof my hard work paid off.
My husband came in the room and kissed me.
"Karen, I'm sure any man would want to do more than look," he said.
"Oh, you'd probably like that," I teased.
"You know I would," he replied.
I'm not sure he was kidding. He had told me before he fantasized about showing me off to other men. He'd even told me he'd like to watch me fuck someone else. I'm not sure if he was kidding or not, but these two things made up the bulk of our bedroom fantasies.
"You're no help," I sighed with a laugh.
"Ok," he said. "Bring a bikini, four sundresses, a pair of sandals for walking, and something strappy and high heeled for evenings."
Ok, that was not helpful
"Underwear optional," he added.
"I'll optional you," I said throwing a pair of panties at him.
He ducked out of the room laughing. I looked at the pile of clothes again. He'd actually been helpful. He was right, dresses would be fine and I knew he liked me in dresses, and I needed a bathing suit for the pool.
Like I said earlier. He liked clothes that showed me off a bit. No one knew us where we were going so I could give him a little thrill.
I started with the bathing suit. The B&B had a private pool. I could tan a bit, I had all sorts of bathing suits. I'm a mom, I had to keep decent around the kids, but this was different. I knew which suit my Justin would choose.
We'd been on vacation at the beach and stopped in a little beach shop. I was wearing a bikini and cover up. It was a decent mom bikini. The shop had all sorts of beachwear on sale, including bathing suits. I started looking through the sundresses and wraps, my husband went right to the bikinis.
After looking through them he pulled one out and brought it to me.
"Try this one on," he requested.
I looked at it. It was white and all I could see were strings.
"Really?" I asked.
"Really," he said.
I headed to the dressing room. The bikini was my size. I looked at all the strings and figured out how to wear it. The top tied behind my neck and back. The bottoms tied on each side. The top left a lot showing. It did not cover the bottoms of my breast all the way. The back was worse, half my ass was hanging out.
"I can't wear this in public," I said.
"Let's see," he replied.
I semi opened the dressing room curtain and I looked around. I didn't see anyone else, so I stepped out of the dressing room.
"Wow, you look amazing," Justin said.
"I'm naked," I replied.
"Don't be silly," he continued. "Everything is covered."
"Half my ass and tits are showing," I exclaimed.
"Mmmmmm... " he replied.
I laughed. "I'm not wearing this in public," I said.
"Sure you can," he continued. Then he added, "Can't she?"
I didn't realize it but a young couple had come up behind me.
"What do you think," he continued to them.
"Wow, she looks awesome," said the woman.
The guy didn't comment.
"Doesn't she look great?" she said to the guy.
I think he was afraid to comment because my husband and his girlfriend were there. (Not my husband's girlfriend silly)
My husband also asked him to make him feel more comfortable. "Doesn't she look great in that suit?" he pushed
"Yes," he said to me. "You look great. I love that suit on you."
The salesgirl heard what was going on and came to join the conversation.
"With that body," she started, "it would be a shame not to wear that suit."
I laughed. "I'm too old to wear something like this," I protested.
"You are not," both women exclaimed in unison.
All this time the guy was definitely checking me out. I noticed two other guys had come into the store. They were picking at clothes racks near me, but not really paying attention. They were definitely paying attention to me.
All these eyes upon me started to get to me. I was enjoying the attention. I could feel myself getting wet. Now I have to buy this suit, I thought to myself.
"Ok, ok," I relented. "I'll get the suit."
I went back to change.
"No, keep that suit on," said Justin.
"Really?" I asked.
"You bet," he replied. "Let's get you a new cover up as well."
We went over to the cover up section. More customers has entered the store. It was obvious that I was being admired by the men in the shop. I liked the feeling. I began to feel sexy in my new suit.
I walked up to some shoes on a bottom rack and bent over to pick them up. I bent over straight legged and looked at them. My ass was to the store.
I stood up, my husband was by the wraps. I walked over to him and started looking through the racks. He came up behind me and put his arms around me.
"Bad girl," he whispered in my ear.
"Yeah?" I said. "Is that a bad thing?"
"Not in my book," he replied.
We looked at the rack. My husband pulled out a rose colored cover up that was thin and gauzy and didn't cover up anything.
"I like this one," he said.
"Really?" I asked.
"Really," he replied.
Having enjoyed being looked at in the store, I probably wasn't thinking clearly.
"What the hell, were on vacation," I said.
We took the cover up and went to pay. A lot of eyes were on me. I liked it.
I wore that bathing suit and cover up the rest of vacation. I got a lot of admiring glances. A couple younger girls even came up to me and asked me where I got it.
I loved the attention. That week we fucked liked maniacs. Well, on vacation we usually fuck like maniacs but both of us used me being looked at as fuel for the passion.
"Did you catch those two guys checking you out?" he'd remind me.
"Which ones," I'd tease.
So, I knew which bathing suit to pack.
I knew which dresses to pack. He had a few favorites. I put those in the suitcase. I added shoes. I picked out a few pairs of his favorite panties and bras and I was done. I didn't bring anything to sleep in. I figured I wouldn't need it.
We headed to the B&B. The place was fantastic. Secluded from town but only a five minute drive at most. The room was beautiful. One side was almost completely a glass widow and it had a balcony that ran the length of the room. It faced west so you could watch the sunset. It also overlooked the gardens. They were beautiful.
The owners were a nice couple in their fifties. They gave us a tour and told us what time breakfast was. I asked if they maintained the gardens. They told me that during the summer they were maintained by their son while he was home from school. It turns out their son lived on the property too.
We decided to go out to town that night. I grabbed one of my dresses. This one was a short wrap dress that tied at the hip the material cling to every curve of my body. My bra showed when it was tied, I went to pin it closed.
"Why don't you take off the bra instead," suggested Justin.
"Oh sure, why don't I just run around topless," I retorted.
"Ok," he grinned.
I gave him a, "phhhht," and walked the mirror. "Ok, let's see how it would look."
I undid the dress and removed the bra. I then tied the dress back up. Well, I thought, there's a lot of space between my neck and navel showing. Everything was covered though. I wondered what would happen if my nipples got hard. The thought kind of thrilled me.
As we were leaving we ran into the owners and their son sitting down for dinner. He was a good looking boy. His name was Tommy. He was very polite but had a hard time keeping his eyes off the open top of my dress. It excited me the way he looked at me. We made small talk and headed out.
As we got in the car Justin said, "Wow, that Tommy couldn't get enough of you."
"Ya think?" I laughed. "I caught him staring a few times."
"Can't blame him," Justin said, "good looking guy too."
"Not bad," I replied.
"Bet he wanted to see those tits," Justin teased.
"Oh, I bet you wished I'd showed him," I responded.
"You bet," he laughed.
We headed out to dinner. All through the evening Justin would point out people who were checking me out. I was loving the attention.
When we got home Justin and I went out on the deck to enjoy the night. The garden was all lit up. I put my arms on the railing and leaned forward. Justin came up behind me and put his arms around me. He kissed my neck.
"You are absolutely beautiful," he said.
"Mmmmmm...," I purred as he kiss my neck.
I felt him reach for the hem of my dress and pull it up to my waist.
"And what are you doing?" I asked.
"Why?," He replied, "are you going to stop me?"
"Well we are outside where anyone can see us," I said.
"It makes it more exciting," he replied.
He hooked his fingers in the band of my panties and pull them down over my ass and down my legs. I stepped out of them. My ass actually felt good against the cool night air.
"Oh you think you can just take my panties off," I teased
"You bet," he laughed
He bent me over the railing. I heard some rustling behind me. I knew he was pulling his cock out. I spread my legs a bit to give him easier access. His finger slid between my legs. He could tell I was already wet. I felt his cock line up with my pussy and with one stroke he was inside me. I felt so naughty being fucked over the railing where anybody could see me.
I looked out across the garden. There was a little cabin there on the property. I could see the lights on. I stared at the cabin and saw it had a window facing me. As I looked at the cabin I imagined there was someone in the window. I couldn't actually tell if there was someone, from a distance I couldn't be sure. The idea that somebody was watching me from the window got me even more excited.
"Do you think anybody can see us?" I asked.
"I hope so," he responded.
He continue to thrust into me. His hands slid up to the top of my dress as he pulled it apart to expose my breasts. The cool night air made my nipples instantly hard.
I looked out the window across the garden again. The lights from the garden didn't allow me to see in the window but the lights were off inside the windows. I wondered if they were turned off so the person looking out could get a better view.
All this time Justin kept fucking me.
"Does that feel good?" He asked.
"Oh baby," that feels amazing.
"I love your cock," I said.
"All yours," he said
He continued to fuck me, long slow strokes. It felt amazing. The thought that somebody might be watching from the cabin making it even more exciting.
I just decided to mention it to Justin again. "Do you think anybody in the cabin can see us?" I asked.
"Maybe," he replied.
"I thought I saw somebody in the window," I told him.
"Good," he said and started pumping me a little bit faster.
With his fingers on my nipples and his cock in my pussy. I started to cum. All I could think about was somebody watching me cum. A deep orgasm washed over me. I was glad I was leaning against the railing or I would have fallen.
When I caught my breath I turned around and dropped down to my knees. I took Justin's cock in one hand and guided it to my mouth. I loved the way it tasted covered with my cum. I licked and sucked it clean and pumped it with one hand.
I felt him start to stiffen up I continued to pump it with my hand. It felt so good in my mouth, the skin so soft and warm. I knew he was about to cum. I didn't say anything, he never warned me, he knew that I loved it.
All the sudden I felt the hot jets of cum squirt against the back of my throat. I swallowed every drop. I continued to pump it until there was nothing left.
Both of us spent, we undressed and climbed in the bed. As we got under the covers I again asked, "Would you really have liked it if someone was watching us?"
"Yes I would," he answered.
We fell asleep.
The next morning we decided to go to the pool. I put on my bikini, my practically see-through cover up, and we headed to the pool. When we got there the owners were already there sunbathing. Everything was perfectly cool except the owner's wife was topless.
"Good morning," she said.
"Hi," I managed to get out trying not to stare.
"It's such a beautiful morning," she said. Then addressing her half nudity she said, "I hope you don't mind? It's just such a beautiful day and I normally like to tan topless."
I wasn't sure how I felt but I managed to say, "no it's perfectly fine."
We headed for two lounge chairs beside the pool.
"Did you see that?" I asked.
"Of course I did," he replied.
"But she's topless," I responded.
"Yes, and she looked great for her age," he said.
I took off my robe and laid down in the chair. I rolled over on my stomach and I undid one of my straps so my back would tan.
Why don't you just take the top off," Justin asked.
"What and run around topless?" I replied.
"Sure why not," he said, "she's doing it."
I thought about it. There was no need for me to feel uncomfortable. Justin was right, the owner was topless so why couldn't I be. The pool was very private and no one could see me. So what the heck.
Then I thought about the owners husband seeing me topless. The thought scared and excited me. Even so I turned to Justin.
"But he's here also," I exclaimed
"Even better," Justin replied smiling.
I looked around and decided what the hell. I removed my top.
Laying there topless in the warm sun felt good against my body. Every once in a while I would look over at the owners to see if they were watching me. Every once in a while I would catch them. It made me tingle all over when I knew they were watching.
Then the owner's son came in the pool area. I did not expect that. I didn't know what to do. Should I jump up and cover myself? That seemed silly. I decided to just lay there, my whole body tensed up.
As I laid there Tommy looked at me and waved. "Good morning," he said. "It's a beautiful day isn't it?"
He spoke to me so I couldn't ignore him. I had to respond but when I did he'd know I knew he was looking at me.
"Yes it is," I replied.
My body tingled all over. I felt myself getting wet. I wondered what Tommy was thinking. Did he like what he saw?
Then to my embarrassment my husband engaged him in conversation. Tommy walked over to talk to us. He stood right over me. My husband made small talk with him and asked about the garden and about restaurants in town. All the while I was sitting there topless.
Tommy finally left.
"Oh my God," I said to my husband. "I was practically naked in front of him."
"And how'd that make you feel," my husband answered.
"Ummmm," I mumbled. "Embarrassed?" I responded.
"Really?" My husband responded
I thought about it, and then I answered "no not really. I guess I enjoyed it a little."
"See that wasn't so bad," my husband said.
He was right that wasn't so bad in fact I enjoyed it.
We got up to leave the pool. I went to put my top back on, my husband said "don't bother everybody's already see you topless,"
I realized he was right just put my cover-up on and grabbed the top of my bathing suit. Of course the robe covered nothing. On the way back to our room we ran into Tommy again. He just waved and kept on going about his business.
By the time we got back to our room, I admit, I was excited. I grabbed my husband threw him down on the bed.
"Oh, what's got into you?" Justin asked.
"I don't know," I responded, "Did you see Tommy checking me out?" I asked.
"Of course I did," Justin replied. "It was kind of hard not to," he added.
I pulled off my cover-up and the bottoms of my bathing suit and straddled him on the bed. I leaned over and pulled his bathing suit off of him. We were both naked. I bent my head down to his cock and started sucking on it. In no time it was hard in my mouth I could taste the drop of precum on my tongue.
"Mmmmm," I purred as I sucked him hard.
With his cock hard I straddled him and slowly lowered myself on to it. I started rocking my hips and lifting my knees up and down to feel him thrust into me.
"So you liked showing off?" Justin teased.
"Shut up," I replied. But he wouldn't stop.
"I bet Tommy loved your breasts," he continued. "I bet you liked him staring at them too. I can feel how wet you are."
"Yes, yes," I breathed. "I liked it."
"What if he could see you now," Justin went on.
Watching me fuck? The idea both thrilled and scared me.
"I suppose you'd like that," I said.
"You bet," he teased.
"You won't be satisfied till some guy is fucking me while you watch," I huffed.
"That would be awesome," he replied.
Awesome? He'd like to see it? A picture of Tommy fucking me came to mind. As it did I came.
"Oh fuck," l sighed as I came.
"Yeah?" Asked Jim. "What were you thinking about."
Jim could always tell when I came.
"Nothing special," I lied.
"Don't lie, tell me," he insisted.
"Ok, ok. I was thinking about what you said. About Tommy fucking me. But only because you were talking about it." I said defensively
"It's ok," he said. "I love it."
"Really?" I went on. We'd role played before. "You'd like to see his hard cock slide into my wet pussy? Watch me take him in my mouth and make him hard. Watch him fuck your wife? You want me to be a little slut and spread my legs for another man? You think Tommy wants to be between the legs of a woman almost twice his age?
I knew what tripped his trigger
"Oh yes, do it, spread your legs for him, be the slut I know you want to be," he huffed.
"He's already seen my tits, should I show him more? Should I undress? Or do you want to undress me?"
I could tell Justin was close to coming.
"You're liking this. You want me to be a slut. You want to watch him fuck me. You want me to take his cock while you watch. Don't you?" I was getting myself excited and close to cumming myself.
"God yes," he cried as his cum shot into me.
The feeling of his hot cum inside me set me off.
"Oh my god," I moaned as I came.
I rolled off him and laid on the bed beside him.
"You know it's just fantasy," I said.
"Doesn't have to be," he replied.
He closed his eyes and fell asleep. I laid there thinking about what he said and how I felt showing Tommy my tits. With Justin sleeping next to me I rubbed myself to another orgasm.



We prepared to go out for dinner. I had a long dress that buttoned all the way down the front. It was gauzy and in the right light it became translucent. I unbuttoned the top three buttons and three from the bottom. Justin saw me.
"A few more buttons," he said.
"You'll see my bra," I answered.
"So, take it off," he replied.
I sighed. Seriously, this guy would have me naked if he could. I unbuttoned the top a few more and removed the bra through the sleeve.
"Better?" I asked.
"Much," he said.
I have to admit I was liking this. I was enjoying the freedom of showing off and I was enjoying the looks I was getting.
As were walking out the door we ran into Tommy. Tommy stopped and looked at me and then turned to Justin.
"Where are you guys going tonight?" He asked.
"I don't know where do you recommend?" Asked Justin.
"There's a new place that opened downtown. I highly recommend it," said Tommy.
Then Tommy turned to me.
"Well you look amazing," he said. "I love that dress."
"Yes," said Justin. "She really does. I love it when she wears a dress that really shows off how sexy she is."
I couldn't believe he said that my cheeks turned a little red. On the other hand it made Tommy turned look at me. He did a full sweep from bottom to top.
"Well she sure looks good," he said. "But the long dress covers up those beautiful legs."
"That's only when she's standing still," said my husband. "When she walks the dress is unbuttoned enough so that her legs flash as she walks."
"Well I can't wait to see that," said Tommy.
"No need to wait," said my husband. Then he turned to me and said, "show Tommy those sexy legs."
Show Tommy my legs just like that? It wasn't really a big deal after all he'd seen me in a bikini, But pulling my dress back to show off my legs seemed a bit much. Although I have to admit the idea excited me. It was showing off but I wasn't showing off anything he hadn't seen.
I look at my husband and then at Tommy. I grab the unbuttoned sides of my dress and pulled it back. It was unbuttoned from the bottom almost to my crotch.
"There, doesn't she have great legs?" said Justin.
"She certainly does," said Tommy. "And the rest of her's not bad either."
After that we said our goodbyes and headed out for dinner.
"What were you thinking having me show off to Tommy like that?" I said when we were alone.
"I was thinking how much fun it is to show you off," said my husband. "Are you telling me you didn't like it?"
The problem was I did like it, I enjoyed it too much.
"No I didn't mind," I said
"Didn't mind?" Justin asked.
"OK, I liked it," I admit it.
My husband laughed and took me by the arm. We headed out for dinner. Part of dinner's discussion was me showing off to Tommy. I admit that part of dinner kept me excited and I kept reliving the moment in my head. Once again when we got home I practically attacked my husband and fucked his brains out.
The next morning we got up and decided to go for breakfast and to the pool. I started to put on my bikini because we're going to go to the pool right after breakfast. As I start putting on the top Justin stopped me.
"You don't need that," he said.
"What do you mean I don't need it?" I asked.
"Everyone has seen you topless. You're not going to wear your top at the pool. So why do you need at all?" Justin replied.
"But what am I supposed to wear? I can't just walk to breakfast topless." I said.
"Wear your cover-up," he suggested.
My cover-up was practically see-through, no, it was see-through, it covered nothing. I thought about how I would feel wearing just that and my bikini bottoms to breakfast. I realized the idea excited me. I thought about who would be at breakfast. I was pretty sure Tommy would be there, along with both the owners.
"OK if you're sure, I will, If you think it's OK," I said trying to push the responsibility back on him.
"No only do it if you want to," he said.
I looked at the bikini top I was holding in my hand. I looked at my husband. "Really?" I asked.
"Only if you want to," he repeated.
I took the bikini top and put it back in my suitcase. I pulled the cover up on. I could feel my nipples get hard under the light material.
Bikini bottom on, my tits on display, I looked at my husband and said, "let's go."
When we got there the two owners and their son Tommy were already seated.
"Oh, good morning dear," said the owner's wife.
"Good morning," I responded a little shakily.
"Going swimming after breakfast?" she asked.
I could feel all their eyes on me. It made me feel exposed, which to my surprise, really turned me on.
"Well, I don't think they'd let me go anywhere else dressed like this!" I quipped.
"With a body like yours," she replied, "they should, they should."
We ate breakfast and had pleasant normal conversation. Then we'vegot up to go to the pool and thanked our host for breakfast.
"Do you mind if I go with you?" asked Tommy.
I looked at my husband.
"No we don't mind at all," he said.
"I'll just go get my trunks," said Tommy.
To my shock my husband responded, "Oh you don't need them,"
Tommy just laughed and headed to his cabin to get his suit.
I gave my husband a dirty look and we headed to the pool.
Tommy arrived a few minutes later. We were lying in our lounge chairs. He greeted us and pulled up a chair next to us. I was still wearing my cover up.
"Let's go in," said my husband.
He stood up and held his hand out to pull me up. I stood up next to him. He got behind me and put his arms around me holding me facing Tommy. I felt tommy's eyes look me over. Still facing Tommy my husband took the shoulders of the cover up and slowly pulled it apart and off my body. Tommy really couldn't see anything more, after all the cover-up was nearly see-through but somehow this act of undressing me made me feel sexy.
I stood there submissively as the robe fell from my shoulders to the ground.
My husband then took my hand and we went in the pool as if nothing happened. Tommy dived in to join us. We swam and we chatted and truthfully I became very comfortable with my breasts on display as well as enjoyed it.
I spent the day by the pool topless. We were joined by our hosts, and at one point Tommy had to leave. When our hosts joined us they stopped by my chair to chat a while. The husband was certainly checking me out it was making me feel a little wet between the legs being checked out like this.
We decided to go out for lunch. I put on a sundress and panties I was about to put on a bra when I looked at my husband and said, "You don't want me to wear that, do you?"
"I think you look much better without it," he said.
I threw the bra back in the suitcase and we headed out for lunch.
We spent the day sightseeing and had dinner out. We returned to the B&B as it was getting dark. I stepped out on the deck to enjoy the sunset. My husband stepped up behind me and put his arms around me. He kissed my neck. His arms came up and gently caressed my breast through my dress. I moaned.
"That feels good," I said.
My husband then proceeded to grab the hem of my dress and pull it up over my head. I stood there, tits exposed to the sunset. Without really thinking I glanced over at Tommy's cabin. This time I was pretty sure I saw him in the window but the dusk made everything hazy. The lights went off in the window. I wondered if he was sitting in the dark watching me.
"I think Tommy is watching us," I said.
"Is that a problem?" Justin replied kissing my neck again.
"Mmmmmmm... I guess not," I moaned, tilting my head back to give him better access.
I felt him hook his thumbs in the band of my panties. He pushed them down over my hips to the deck. I knew he was going to fuck me.
"What if he sees us," I said with a bit of concern.
"I hope he does," said Justin as his hand cupped my pussy.
The thought of being watched sent a hot flash through my body. Justin slid a finger into my pussy. I was already wet.
"Ohhh... feels like someone likes being watched," he said as he felt my wetness.
With one hand he played with my nipples, the other fingered my pussy and played with my clit. I wondered if Tommy could see me. Was he even looking? I moaned.
I put my hands on the deck railing to steady myself. I felt him let go of me. I looked over my shoulder and watched him as he undressed. I stood there at the railing, my nipples hard in the light breeze, my legs parted. I was ready to be fucked. As I stood there I would glance back to the window and wondered if Tommy was watching.
I was looking at the window when my husband wrapped his arms around my waist again. He startled me.
"Oh? Where were you?" He asked with a laugh in his voice.
"Nowhere," I answered shyly.
Again he slid a finger into my pussy.
"You were wondering if he was watching, weren't you?" he said in a quiet whisper.
"You're wondering if he sees your naked body. How well do you think he can see? Think he can see my fingers in your pussy? If he were closer he could see how hard your nipples are," he continued.
I moaned again.
"Fuck me," I breathed.
I bent over the railing. I felt his cock against my pussy. He slid right in. I was wet and ready for him. I let out a deep breath as I felt his cock fill me up.
"God yes," I moaned.
Justin started fucking me with long hard strokes. It was perfect. In the light of the setting sun and a light breeze being fucked felt wonderful. The slow strokes were right for the moment. I looked at the window again. This time I could swear I could see his face. I stared hard at the window. As Justin pumped me from behind I could feel my orgasm grow.
"I think I see him," he said. "I think he is watching."
"Mmmmmm...," I moaned.
My husband started fucking me harder.
"Fuck yes," he said. "He's there. In the window."
Then, as he fucked me, my husband raised a hand and waived towards the window.
That was it. "Jesus," I moaned as he continued to fuck me.
The face moved closer to the window. Oh my god, he was watching. My orgasm washed over me. My knees buckled. If Justin hadn't been holding me, I would have fallen.
Justin must have noticed too.
"Oh Fuck," he said as he shot my pussy full of cum.
The feeling of his hot cum along the walls of my pussy made me come again. I collapsed on the railing.
Justin pulled out of me, turned me around, and kissed me. I could feel his messy cock against my body. I grabbed it with my hand and gave it a few strokes. I then brought my fingers to my mouth and licked them clean.
"Fuck that was hot," he said.
I kissed him again. Hard. I wasn't sure what to say. I just fucked my husband with someone watching. Not only that, but I loved it.
It was starting to get cool out. My husband got some blankets and we sat on the deck chairs side by side, not talking much, until it was time for bed.
The next morning we got up for breakfast. Again we planned on swimming. This time I didn't hesitate. I put on my suit bottoms and cover up I wondered if Tommy would be at breakfast. I both hoped he would be and hoped he wouldn't be.
When we got to the table the hosts and Tommy were already there. The difference was, the hostess was topless. She was wearing just the bottoms of a tiny string bikini.
"Good morning," she said. "I heard you guys had s great night last night."
I must have turned beat red. Did Tommy tell his folks what he saw?
Somewhere in the back of my mind I heard Justin say, "it was a great evening. The sunset is so beautiful from the deck."
"Yes," said Tommy. "That deck is perfect for enjoying the sunset or anything else for that matter."
Our hosts gave a knowing chuckle.
"Well, I guess you don't need this," said my husband.
I felt his hands go to my shoulders. He started to push my coverup down my shoulders. I didn't stop him. I just let it slide off my shoulders and arms till I was standing there topless.
I sat down at the table. I didn't say much. I could hear the conversation going on around me. Here we were, two women topless together, and conversation was just normal breakfast chat. I didn't really participate. All I could think of was that Tommy had watched me get fucked and told his parents. The thought excited me, and embarrassed me. I could feel my pussy tingling as the conversation continued around me. I mean, not only had I been watched, but he told his parents! Oh my god!
After breakfast we headed out to the pool. It wasn't long before we were joined by Tommy and his folks.
Tommy came up and asked if he could sit with us.
"Of course," said Justin. "Pull up a chair."
Tommy pulled up a chair and engaged my husband in conversation. I barely paid attention. All I could think of was Tommy watching me lay there topless after seeing me fuck the night before.
Tommy's dad walked over and also engaged Justin in conversation. I just laid there feeling his eyes on my tits. I was getting wet. All of a sudden I heard my name in the conversation.
"Are you enjoying yourself?" asked Tommy's dad. "You look great!" He continued."
"Yes, I've been having a great time," I responded. "It's so peaceful and beautiful."
"Well you are a beautiful addition," commented Tommy.
I blushed. "Thank you, but I'm sure I'm not as pretty as the college girls you usually hang out with."
Tommy laughed, "Let's just say you are just as pretty and a hell of a lot classier."
I blushed again.
Then my husband jumped in, "and she's got great tits."
I was stunned. I couldn't believe he said that.
Tommy laughed. "Amazing tits," he agreed.
"I gotta agree," chimed in Tommy's father.
I got bold. "Oh so now we're all checking out my tits?" I chided them with a fake pout.
"Oh no," said Tommy, "we've been checking out your ass too."
"Pigs," I laughed. "I'm going swimming."
I got up to walk to the pool. I could feel all three sets of eyes on me. I turned my head to look at them. Then an evil thought came into my head. As I walked away I put my thumbs in the waistband of my bikini and pulled it down to flash my ass.
I wiggled it a bit and said, "there, happy?"
There were comments of support from each of them. It made me feel sexy and bold. I dived in the pool.
I was soon followed to Justin and Tommy. Justin grabbed me by the legs and pulled me under. He then lifted me out of the water and threw me towards Tommy. Tommy took the opportunity, grabbed me, and threw me back. As he did he placed his hand firmly on my ass.
Thus began a game of tag/keep away with both men grabbing at me and throwing me. My ass and my tits got a lot of attention from both of them. My adrenaline was running and my pussy was very aware of the hands at my crotch and tits.
The game was pretty grabby and I was getting hot, I decided to get out of the pool.
"Ok,that's enough guys," I laughed as I started to dry off. I was completely aware of all eyes on my tits.
Justin and I were going to head out for lunch and sightseeing. I pulled on a pair of panties and a light blue dress. The dress was another wrap dress and wrapped around my waist tying at the hip. The neckline plunged to below my tits.
As we were leaving we passed Tommy in the living room.
"Looking hot Karen," he said.
I blushed.
Justin agreed,but rather than saying something to me he talked directly to Tommy.
"She does look hot, doesn't she?" He said.
"Well," Tommy responded. "I'd rather be looking at her tits and ass again," he laughed.
"Well, Maybe soon," Justin responded.
Soon? Maybe soon? What did that mean? What did Tommy think it meant.
As soon as we were in the car I questioned Justin.
"What did that mean?" I asked.
"What?" he responded.
"You told Tommy he could see my tits and ass soon?" I told him.
"What? Oh come on. We were just joking around," he said.
"So you don't want him to see my tits and ass?" I asked.
"Well, now that you put it that way...", his voice trailed off.
He changed the subject. We headed out and had a great day.
On the way home it was getting dark. I had butterflies in my stomach. I wasn't sure what to expect. I mean earlier today he practically promised Tommy he'd see more of me naked. Would he fuck me over the railing again? What else could he mean? Probably just all talk.
We got to the house and Tommy was in the lobby.
"Hey guys, have a good day," he asked.
"It was really nice," I said.
"Well, you look as good as you did when you went out. Maybe even better. I like your hair a little bit mussed up. It kinda looks like you just had sex," he replied.
Just had sex? Talk about turning the conversation.
Justin reached up and messed up my hair more. That looks more like she just had sex. Justin laughed, "You should see her when she's just had sex. She glows all over."
Tommy replied, "I'd love to," and then he added, "at least closer up."
Justin laughed, "Oh, we were wondering how much you could see from the cabin.
I turned red. So he was watching. In the back of my head I knew he was, But now I was faced with the truth. The reality was I loved it. I could feel my whole body tingling in my pussy start to get wet.
Justin then changed the conversation. "Are your folks here?" he asked.
"No," Tommy replied. "They went into town. "Won't be home for a few hours."
"Would you like to join us for a glass of wine on the deck?" Justin asked.
Tommy was quick to respond, "I'd love to." He even offered to get the wine.
Tommy grabbed a bottle of wine and three glasses. We all headed for the deck off the main room just in time to catch the last bit of sunset. I stood between them sipping my wine.
"This is so beautiful," I commented. "I love being out here. I feel so free."
"It is nice," said Tommy. I often come out here at night and look at the stars." Then he added, "but tonight we have something even better to look at.
"Oh stop it," I protested. "I'm twice your age. I'm sure there were girls at school much prettier than me."
"They didn't have your class. There were pretty girls, but they hadn't grown into their bodies yet. You have a certain poise and confidence that makes you more beautiful than any of them," he replied.
He said it with such sincerity I believed him. It made me feel good and a little bit warm.
"Thank you," I said. Then I added," You're a very handsome young man also."
Justin laughed, "and me?" he asked.
"You are a very handsome man too," I laughed. "I, a very lucky girl to be enjoying the sunset with two such handsome men."
Justin put his arm around my waist, turned his head, and kissed me,
"Mmmmmm...," I moaned into the kiss.
Tommy just watched. "That looked nice," he said.
"It was," said Justin. Then he added the words that started it all. "You should try it."
Tommy put his arm around my waist and pulled me towards him. I looked at Justin he just had a big smile on his face. He made a small kissing motion with his lips. Tommy put his other hand on my cheek and gently turned me towards him. His face was close to mine. He smelled like the garden. Earthy with floral and grasses. His hand on my face was slightly rough from the work he'd been doing all summer.
My mind was racing. This would be the first man I kissed, other than Justin since I got married. Justin and I talked about this in the bedroom. He often teased me about other men. I admit it always got me going, but this was the real thing. Did Justin really want this? He seemed to be smiling and encouraging me.
These thoughts all flashed through my mind, but I didn't have time to dwell on them. Tommy's lips reached mine and kissed me. It started off slow and tentative, but as we kissed I let myself go to the moment. I put my arms around his neck and parted my lips. I felt his tongue flick mine. I responded with passion.



When he finished kissing me he looked and Justin and said, "you're right. She's an amazing kisser."
Justin pulled me back to him and kissed me again, "You bet," he said. Then passed me back to Tommy who kissed me again.
My knees were getting weak. My body was alive. I could feel all my nerve endings tingling. I was being passed between two handsome men and loving it. My pussy was soaked and my breathing was ragged.
As Tommy kissed me his hand slid down and cupped my ass. Justin noticed and said, "doesn't she have a great ass.
No protest, just commenting on my ass, obviously comfortable with Tommy's hand on my ass.
Me? It felt like the hand was burning through the material of my dress and panties. Like I could feel it directly on my ass.
Tommy's hand started to roam my ass. "Yes, she does," he said.
I felt Justin move up behind me. He put his hands on my waist and kissed my neck. I tensed up.
"You are a beautiful woman," he said. "Relax." Then he slid my dress down my shoulder a bit and started kissing my shoulders.
Meanwhile Tommy and I were still kissing. The feeling of Tommy's lips and tongue on my lips and mouth, and Justin's lips and hot breath on my shoulders had me creaming. I was wet. I let myself go to the feeling, I threw one arm around Tommy's neck and with the other reached back and held Justin's head. I moaned and kissed Tommy back fervently. Tommy's hand continued to explore my ass as he kissed me.
Tommy stopped kissing me for a moment. I turned my head to Justin and kissed him. His hands slid up from my waist and caressed my breasts through the material. I moaned again.
Justin's hands went to either side of my wrap dress. He reached inside and caressed my tits directly. Tommy stopped kissing me to see what Justin was doing.
"You have gorgeous tits," he said.
"Yes she does," said Justin as he pulled the material from my dress apart completely exposing my tits.
Tommy wasted no time in lowering his head to my nipples and sucking on them. Whichever breast he didn't have his mouth on, Justin had his hand on and played with my nipple. He continued to kiss my neck from behind.
The feeling of these two handsome men paying attention to me was electric. I could feel all the nerve endings on my body clicking. Tommy now had both hands on my ass as he continued to suck my tits and caress my ass through my dress. Justin continued kissing my neck and shoulders. I moaned again.
Justin's hands slid down to the tie holding my dress closed.
I looked at him. "You sure?" I asked quietly.
With that he kissed my lips and pulled the tie. My dress opened up exposing my body in just panties and heels. Tommy reached up and slid the dress off my shoulders. I lowered my arms and let it fall to the floor.
Justin reached around and started playing with my nipples again. Tommy slid his hands into the back of my panties. His rough hands felt good against my skin. I pushed back against his hands.
Justin whispered in my ear, "What do you want?"
Want? I wanted to be fucked. I wanted both their cocks. I wanted to be used, ravaged, taken. What did I want? I whispered, "everything."
"Let's take her to the couch," said Justin.
They guided me inside to the couch. Justin sat beside me kissing me and playing with my breasts. Tommy knelt on the floor in front of me between my legs.
Tommy took the band of my panties and started to slide them down my hips. I again looked at Justin and whispered, "are you sure?"
He again kissed me for an answer. I lifted my hips to let Tommy slide my panties all the way off.
There is a weird feeling being naked in front of two totally dressed men. It feels totally vulnerable but completely sexy.
As I sat there Tommy lifted my legs over his shoulders. He kissed his way slowly down my thighs. My pussy dripped in anticipation. Justin continued to kiss me. His hand slid down to my pussy. As Tommy kissed my legs Justin started to finger my pussy. He ran his fingers over my clit and slid two fingers into me. I was very wet and they slid right in. I moaned. He then took his index finger and swirled it around my clit. I squirmed and pressed myself against his fingers.
His finger then disappeared. I made a small whimper of protest however in a moment it was replaced by a set of lips on my clit. My body shuddered. Justin brought his fingers to my mouth. I hungrily licked them off as Tommy's lips lightly sucked my clit. His tongue lightly swirled around my clit and ran down my pussy lips.
Justin continued to kiss me and play with my tits. The feeling of being eaten while having my nipples played with was exquisite but I was beginning to want cock. I reached over, undid Justin's pants, and pulled out his cock. It felt good in my hands, familiar.
I guided him up on his knees and took his cock in my mouth. The velvet skin against my lips and the tongue between my legs brought me to my first orgasm. I shuddered and sighed. I looked at Justin and said, "I need to be fucked."
Justin looked at Tommy and smiled. I felt Tommy's lips leave my pussy. I groaned as they did. Still sucking Justin's cock, I watched Tommy stand up and start undressing. My mind was racing. Was I really going to fuck this guy? Justin wanted me to, I could see the lust on his face as his hand slid down to play with my wet pussy as he watched Tommy and me. I had to admit, I wanted it too. Two men, a strange cock, how much naughtier could I be.
Tommy knelt between my legs again. He grabbed my legs and pulled toward him. My husband took the leg closest to him and pulled my legs apart holding that leg.
I looked at him one more time for reassurance
"I love you," he said as Tommy's cock entered me.
I stopped sucking Justin's cock for just a moment as I felt the whole length of Tommy's cock slide into me. I was so wet it entered me easily. He started fucking me with long slow strokes.
Justin pressed his cock back against my lips. I parted them and took him back in my mouth. Justin again started playing with my nipples.
With each stroke of Tommy's cock I moaned around Justin's cock in my mouth. My eyes were open and I looked at Justin. I felt so connected to him. Like it was his cock in both my mouth and pussy.
As Tommy fucked me I could feel my orgasm rise. It washed over me like a wave of electricity. I let Justin's cock slip out of my mouth as the feelings took over.
"Oh god, yes," I hissed. "Yes."
"I want to see that hot ass," Tommy said.
He pulled me off the couch onto the floor. I was kneeling, and facing the couch. He bent my body forward so my head and chest were on the couch. His cock entered me. This time he started fucking me harder than before. He'd jam his cock in me then pull out slowly. I loved it.
In this position I could only watch Justin sitting on the couch next to me. He was watching me get fucked as he stroked his cock. I felt like his personal porn star.
Tommy continued to fuck me. Then he pulled out. Grabbing his cock and he rubbed the tip against my clit. Then he slid his cock down my pussy slit to my ass, then back to my clit. As he did this you could hear the wetness as his cock slapped against it.
Then he grabbed my asscheeks, he used them to pull me onto his cock. He spread them as he grabbed them. All of a sudden I felt his thumb at the entrance to my asshole. I had so much pussy juice on my ass his thumb slipped right in. I'd never done anal before and this was a new feeling. I liked it. I pushed back to get his whole thumb in my ass as he fucked me.
I could feel another orgasm rising.
Just then the door opened and in walked Tommy's parents.
The shock of being caught, the idea of being watched as I was being such a slut, I came, I came hard.
"Oh fuck! Oh fuck, God,yes, oh fuck," I practically screamed.
Tommy's parents took in the scene.
His mom laughed and said, "looked like you're enjoying yourselves. Have fun," and they left the room.
"Oh my god, that was so hot," said Justin.
I lay there panting. Tommy's cock still inside me. Tommy rolled me over onto the floor on my back. He climbed between my legs and started fucking me again. Justin knelt by my head, his cock inches from my face jacking off.
"Come on Tommy," he said. "Fill her up with cum."
Tommy started fucking me harder. Fast hard strokes. I pushed my hips into him to meet every thrust.
That's it, that's it, fuck her," urged Justin.
As Tommy fucked me I felt the orgasm in me rising again.
"Fuck me, Fill me up with cum, God yes, fuck me," I cried.
I briefly wondered if his parents could hear me. I didn't care, but the thought excited me.
Tommy kept fucking me. My orgasm hit.
"Fuck yes, I'm cumming, fuck, fuck, fuck,"
As I came so did Tommy. I could feel the hot cum fill me up. I wrapped my legs around him and pulled him deep into me.
Tommy collapsed onto me.
"Oh my god, that was amazing," said my husband and he leaned over and kissed me.
Tommy rolled beside me and took my hand.
I thought that was it, but then my husband climbed between my legs lifted them over his shoulders and entered me. I could feel Tommy's juices being squeezed out of me as my husband thrust into me.
"I love you," he said.
"I love you too," I responded.
========================
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We were on our way to my father-in-law's house on the water. Well, he wasn't actually my father-in-law, he was actually Mark's ex stepfather but he was the only father figure Mark had. Mark's mother got pregnant young and his actual father was never in the picture. Mark had never met him. When Mark was 11 years old his mother married Paul.
Then, after seven years, Mark's mother left Paul for a guy she worked with, whom she also left for another man, but that's another story.
Mark was devastated, I knew that he didn't think of Paul as a father, more like a mentor, but they were close. Mark was still angry at his mom. We were on our way to spend the week with Paul and meet his new girlfriend.
On the way I thought about Paul and Mark I'd met Paul many times and I liked him. I knew he was very present in Mark's life but I also knew that Mark's mother didn't let Paul make a lot of decisions when it came to Mark.
Paul was a big guy, 6"1" and about 200lbs. Paul had salt and pepper hair and blue/qray eyes. He was a good looking man. I admit I always found older men attractive and Paul certainly fit the bill. He was 48 years old and Mark was 27. They'd been together for 16 years.
Mark obviously looked nothing like him. Mark was pretty good looking, 5'10", and about 165 lbs, but he kind of melted into the woodwork when Paul was around.
Paul had a big personality to match his size while Mark not as much. Mark was more quiet and thoughtful. Paul was the type that attacked his goals. He was a well accomplished businessman. Mark worked for Paul in systems management. You could see that Mark admired Paul and really wanted Paul's approval.
Paul lavished approval on Mark. He was truly proud of him.
Paul was also a flirt. He'd never said anything inappropriate to me but he came close, truthfully I didn't mind. I found it both flattering and funny.
As we drove I wished Mark was a bit more like Paul. He could use a little drive. Don't get me wrong. I loved Mark. He was very sweet, treated me well, and he was an extremely considerate husband, but he never really led. I was the one who drove most of the direction of our lives. He didn't mind, he wanted to please me, but every once in a while it would have been nice for him to make the decisions.
We pulled up to the house. I'd been here before. Mark and I had been married two years, so we'd had lots of opportunities to visit. It was beautiful, was in a gated community, and private. The house had its own deep water dock and Paul had a boat there.
We rang the doorbell. It was answered by a beautiful woman. I knew this must be Karen, Paul's new girlfriend. I knew she was 35 from what Mark had told me. Yes, I'd done the creepy scale math. 1/2 his age plus 7. 48/2=24+7=31. She was well within the old enough to date limit. However If Mark hadn't told me I would have put her just a little older than my 26 years. She had long brown hair down to the middle of her back. She was wearing a yellow string bikini that showed a ton of skin. She looked good. She was about 5'3" and had a great figure.
A big smile crossed her face. "Oh my god," she exclaimed. "You must be Mark and Shelly. Come in, come in."
She yelled into the house, "Paul, Mark and Shelly are here."
Then she seemed to notice the way she was dressed.
"Oh, forgive me," she said. "I was out tanning on the deck."
I was about to respond when Paul entered the room.
"Hey guys,," he hugged us both. I always felt small in his arms. "So glad to see you. How was the drive?"
"Uneventful," Mark answered, "but we're glad to be here."
"Well we're glad to have you," Karen responded.
"Where are my manners," said Paul. "Karen, This is Mark and his beautiful wife, Shelly."
"Pleased to meet you," she said and then to me, "and you certainly are beautiful."
I blushed. I knew I wasn't bad to look at. At 5'1", 110 lbs, and shoulder length blonde hair, I got my share of looks, but somehow when she said it it made me self conscious.
"Come in, come in," Karen said.
"Are you hungry? Would you like a drink?" asked Paul.
We both accepted a drink and all went out on the deck to enjoy the view of the water. It was a beautiful day and the conversation flowed smoothly. Karen and Paul met through a mutual friend. They'd hit it off immediately and started dating about six months ago. Paul for his part looked very happy.
The whole time we were there Karen lounged around in her bikini. She had a great body. I didn't blame her. It just felt weird hanging around fully dressed with her in a bathing suit.
After a little getting to know each other Karen turned to me and said, "Why don't you throw on a suit and enjoy the sun with me."
I looked at Mark.
"You don't have to check with him," she said. "Besides, I want to get a look at that hot body."
I blushed. I wasn't sure what to say.
"Come on, I'll show you your room where you can change."
I didn't know what else to do so I just followed her.
"Here ya go," she said.
She opened the door to a large guest room. It had a king size bed and, on the outside wall, a big set of glass French doors leading to an outside deck. I noticed there were no curtains on the doors. At first I wondered where I would change, but then I realized the windows faced the water and no one could see me unless they were on a boat or the deck.
I pulled my bathing suit out of my bag and started to undress. As I did I thought of her words, 'look at that hot body'.
There was a full length mirror in the room. As I undressed I looked at myself in the mirror. 'Hot body' I thought. Mark never said I was hot. He always said I was beautiful.
The guy I dated before Mark always said I was hot. What he actually said was, "You've got a fucking hot body." I always felt sexy when he said it. I felt hot. It made me want to dress and be sexier. He in return encouraged me to be sexy. Sometimes it scared me how much I enjoyed it. He'd always encourage me to wear a shorter skirt, or show more cleavage, I almost always did. He even got me to flash his friends every once in a while. When he took me to New Orleans I got lots of beads.
It was a very hot, sexual, and passionate relationship. I loved the way it made me feel when I was showing off. We would make a game of noticing men look at me. I'd give them a little smile and show a lot of leg, or let them see my panties. This always made me horny and led to great sex. There wasn't a lot of love. I don't think he really understood love. He was good to me, but really didn't ever consider my needs or wants. It ended when I came home and found him in bed with another woman. He didn't even look guilty. He just told me to take my clothes off and get my hot ass into bed. I turned and left.
Truthfully if he'd asked me to have a threesome I probably would have said yes. In fact, I know I would have. The idea turned me on then and does now, but I wanted it to happen with someone I loved. I wanted to know that years from then I would be holding hands and laughing with him over stuff we did when we were younger. He was not that man. We never went out again. I met Mark a year later.
Mark was different, loving, considerate, and kind. He made me feel special, loved. I easily fell in love with Mark and was thrilled when he asked me to marry him. Standing in front of the mirror though, I wondered if he ever thought I was hot
I had brought three bathing suits. I knew we'd be in the boat. All bikinis. I pulled one on and headed back to the deck.
Karen was the first to see me, "Wow, you do have a hot body," she said. Then to Paul, "You never told me how sexy she was."
Paul replied, "She certainly is."
She turned back to me. "You need a bathing suit that shows off more of those assets." Then she laughed, handed me a drink, and said, "You're gorgeous."
I sat down. I felt a little flush at the attention, but, I liked it. It had been awhile since I'd been so blatantly admired. It made me tingle.
I was feeling a little bold, "I take it you approve of the bathing suit?"
"Oh no," said a Karen. "The bathing suit covers too much. That body needs to be shown off. Don't you agree Mark?"
They finally brought Mark into the conversation.
He looked at me, smiled at me, and said, "Yes, she's beautiful."
Karen pushed it. "Yes, she's beautiful, but she's more than that, she's sexy, sensual. I can sense it in her. Don't you agree."
Mark didn't answer.
Karen kept pushing. "Don't you think she's sexy?"
Mark looked a bit uncomfortable. Then he said, "I've always thought she was sexy."
Mark never said I was sexy, or hot. He was more of the love type. He adored me, and let me know it, but he was not really comfortable with blatant sexuality. Don't get me wrong, we had lots of sex, but it was mostly about love, not fucking.
We all chatted for a while and as the sun went down we realized we hadn't eaten. Karen suggested we go out. Mark and I went to change for dinner.
We got ready for dinner. I pulled on some jeans, a nice top, and heels. I touched up my makeup. Mark got dressed and we left the room to meet Karen and Paul.
Karen was wearing a skin tight sheath halter dress that barely covered her ass. It had a cowl neck and showed some cleavage. The back was open and it was obvious she wasn't wearing a bra. I felt inappropriately dressed.
Karen looked at me. "No, no, that won't do," she said.
She took my arm, "we'll be right back," she told the guys.
She guided me to her room. I was slightly shorter than her, but other than that we were the same size.
"Let's get you something that will make everyone jealous that our men have such sexy women with them." She explained.
She pulled out a red wrap dress. It was beautiful. Then she turned to me and started to undress me. I should have stopped her. I could undress myself but somehow I was mesmerized by what she was doing. There was something inside me that was enjoying her taking control.
She pulled my top up over my head. I lifted my arms to help her. Then she undid my jeans and pushed them down over my hips. She knelt down in front of me and pushed them the rest of the way to the floor. I was aware her face was right in front of my crotch as I stepped out of my jeans. I was wearing a mismatched bra and cotton panties. I felt a little embarrassed wishing I was wearing something prettier.
She helped me try on the wrap dress. It looked good on me. The neckline dipped a little deep. My bra showed.
"I have a pin in my purse," I suggested.
"Don't be silly, we'll just lose the bra," she replied.
We'll? I thought.
I should have protested. Instead I pulled the dress off my shoulders and removed my bra.
"Nice tits," Karen observed.
I blushed, but I also felt a little pride. "Thanks," I said.
I tied the wrap of the dress closed. I admit I looked good.
"I can see panty lines," Karen said.
"I can go change," I volunteered. I had thongs in my bag.
"Nonsense, just lose the panties," she said matter of factly.
I just stood there. I wasn't sure what to do.
"Oh come on," she said. "I'm not wearing any."
She pulled her dress up to her hips to show me. I noticed her pussy was shaved bald.
I hesitated for a moment then reached under my dress and pushed my panties to the floor. I stepped out of them and picked them up. I hadn't gone pantyless for years. I realized I still liked the feeling. I felt naughty.
I stood there holding the panties in my hand.
"I'll take those," said Karen.
Absentmindedly I just handed them to her.
"Let's go," she said.
We headed out to join the guys.
"Ok, you girls look hot," said Paul. "Don't they?" He asked Mark
"They look very nice," Mark agreed.
"Nice?," exclaimed Paul. "Nice? They looking fucking fantastic. Hot as hell. Everyone will be jealous of us tonight."
"Oh," said Karen. "And just so you know, neither of us are wearing underwear."
She handed my panties to Mark. He just stared at them.
"Even better," said Paul. "Let's go."
We all headed for the door. Mark, not knowing what else to do, put my panties in his pocket.
As we walked out I noticed Paul's hand on Karen's ass. I was kind of jealous. I looked at Mark. He smiled at me.
I climbed in the car and my dress at the wrap split open almost to my pussy. I looked to see if Mark noticed. He had, he was staring. He didn't say anything. I caught his eyes and smiled. Mark looked confused but didn't say anything. Then I noticed Paul looking. He gave me a big smile and a thumbs up. I blushed and my body flushed and felt warm.
We headed for dinner. We were led to a square table and we all sat down, Paul on one side of me Mark on the other. As I sat down the dress again fell to either side of my legs. When I looked up Paul had a big smile for me. Mark kind of looked puzzled.
Dinner was nice, good company, good conversation. I forgot completely about my dress. At one point I dropped my napkin. I bent down to pick it up. As I did my legs spread a bit. I looked up Paul was grinning. I realized my pussy was on full display. I blushed and threw my napkin at him. He just laughed and said beautiful.
I closed my legs and wondered what he thought. Karen's pussy was shaved clean. Mine was close cropped and bikini trimmed but not bald. Funny, I didn't mind that he saw me, I was worried he might not have liked what he saw.
Mark just looked at me. We continued dinner, still having fun. As we left the restaurant Mark asked me why I threw my napkin at Paul. I explained how I flashed Paul and what he saw.
Mark just said, "Oh."
We all got into the car. Mark and I sat in the back seat. Again my dress fell apart. Karen had turned in her seat.
"I hear you gave a Paul a little show at dinner," she laughed.
I blushed. I was surprised when Mark answered. "Yeah, I missed it."
Mark never talked like that. I was shocked.
Karen reached back and playfully and pushed one half my dress away from my leg. "I wanna see," she said.
I blushed again but didn't adjust the dress. I was enjoying the feeling of being exposed and being noticed.
"Nice," she said. Then to Mark, "What do you think?"
Mark looked like a deer in the headlights. "Ummm..."
"Come on," said Karen. "She is one hot sexy woman."
"Yes she is," said Mark
I was surprised, again, hot and sexy were not words Mark would normally use to describe me, but I liked it.
I was feeling naughty. I didn't cover myself the whole way home. I wasn't even careful when Paul held the door for me as I got out of the car. Paul got a great eyeful.
"Hey," laughed Paul. "Your sexy wife is flashing me again."
Mark just laughed.
Me? I was feeling sexy. I was enjoying being admired. I forgot how much I enjoyed it and realized that I missed it.
Karen said, "I missed it," in a pouty voice.
What the hell I thought. I was a little ahead of the three of them. I pulled my dress up in the back and showed my ass.
"That better?" I asked.
"Much," said Karen. Then she added, "Mark, what do you think of your wife's sexy ass."
"It's gorgeous," he said.
I was still processing how Mark was relating to this, but so far so good.
We went to have one last drink on the deck. Karen and I were leaning over the rail looking over the water. It was beautiful with the sounds of nature filling the air.
"This is beautiful," I said.
"Almost perfect," said Paul.
"Almost?" I asked. "What could be better?"
Karen laughed. "I know what he wants."
Looking at the water, her back to Mark and Paul, she reached down and pulled the hem of her dress up over her ass.
"That better?" She asked.
"Almost perfect," said Paul.
Karen looked at me. I laughed. I grabbed the skirt of my dress and pulled it up over my ass. "How about now?" I asked laughing.
"Perfect," said Paul. "Mark?"
Mark looked stunned, not sure what to say. We all looked at him.
"Ppperfect," he stammered.
We finished off our drinks, neither Karen or I trying to cover up.
Finally it was time for bed. We said our good nights. When Karen hugged me she grabbed my ass. Paul smacked it as I walked away. I giggled and called him a naughty man. He just laughed.
When we got to our room I turned to kiss a Mark. He kissed me back. It was a passionate kiss. I slid my hand down his body to his cock. It was hard as a rock.
"Oh?," I asked. "What made you so hard?"
"You," was all he answered.
"Me? what about me?" I teased.
"Looking at your ass," he replied.
"You've seen my ass before," I reasoned.
"Well," he said shyly.
"What?, you can tell me. Was it seeing Karen's ass?" I went on.
"No," he said. Then sheepishly. "It was knowing another man saw you."
"So, me showing off to other men turned you on?" I clarified.
"Yes," he said. He sounded like he was afraid I'd be mad.
"Wow, I never knew that," I laughed and I kissed him.
"Even Paul?" I asked.
He blushed. I let it go.
"It turns me on too," I said and kissed him, hard.
We couldn't undress each other fast enough. I was so wet I needed no foreplay. He was on top of me pumping me hard and I was moaning. Visions of Paul seeing my ass and pussy ran through my head. I thought about showing off to strangers.
I rolled over so I was on top. As I fucked him I whispered in his ear.
"So you liked me showing off my ass? Would you like me to do it again?"
He moaned.
"Oh? You'd like that? Strange men seeing my ass? I'd do that, it turned me on too."
He moaned again.
I leaned forward and whispered in his ear, "and you know what else?" I paused and rolled my hips with his cock in me. "don't forget," I waited and pushed down hard on his cock. "When I got out of the car," I paused again. "Paul saw my pussy too."
That set Mark off. "Oh my god," Mark moaned as he started to flood my pussy with cum.
The feeling of his cum hot against the walls of my pussy brought me to a moaning orgasm. "Oh god, oh god, fuck yes."
Fuck yes? I never used that term before when having sex with Mark. For the first time in years I swore during sex.
We cuddled for a while.
I spoke first, "You really like that another man saw me?"
He didn't respond.
"It's ok. We never talk about our fantasies. I won't hold them against you. I love you," I went on. "Did you like that someone saw my ass and pussy?"
"I guess" he responded.
"Guess?" I asked.
"Well, maybe," he said. Then "I'm tired let's get some sleep."
I didn't push it. He'd given me a lot to think about. He was bringing up fantasies I'd forgotten I had. How would he take it knowing I like showing off? I liked flashing people. I'd often masturbated to the thought of being naked in a group of men.
These thoughts on my mind, I fell asleep.
When I woke up Mark was already out of bed. I pulled on a pair of sweats and a loose t shirt and headed out of the room. As I turned the corner I stopped. Paul and Mark were sitting at the table eating. Karen was cooking and cleaning. All normal enough except Karen was wearing a tiny pair of boy short panties that exposed most of her ass. On top she was wearing a white tank top that exposed her navel.
She turned and saw me. "Well good morning. Breakfast?"
It took me a moment to get my wits together and answer her. I nodded my head.
She went around the kitchen as if nothing was unusual.



Breakfast was uneventful. Well except every time Karen got close to Paul he would grab her ass, sometimes kissing her lips. Once he kissed her ass.
Great ass," he said.
We could only agree.
We chatted about what to do for the day. We decided to take the boat out.
We all went to change into our suits. I had brought three. One was a little string bikini. What? I was only 26, string bikinis are fine. I grabbed that one.
As I put it on I was looking in the mirror. I focused on my trimmed pubic hair. I remembered that Karen was shaved bare. I jumped in the shower, I decided to go bare too.
When I got out, Mark noticed.
"When did you decide to do that?" he asked.
"Just now," I responded. "Do you like it?" I asked.
"I do," he responded.
I pulled on my bikini and checked myself in the mirror. I looked good.
We headed out to the dock. Paul owned a forty foot Searay cabin cruiser. It was beautiful.
As I got to the dock Karen looked at me and said, "Nice. Now that's the body we wanted to see." Then to Mark. "My god your wife has a sexy body," and then to Paul, "Don't you think so?"
Paul checked me out. "Fucking hot bod," he said.
Hadn't heard that for a while. I liked it.
I checked out Karen. She was wearing a thong bikini.
We took off on the boat. The weather was gorgeous. After some conversation Karen and I decided to go get some sun on the forward deck. I started to put some lotion on.
"Let me do that," said Karen.
I handed her the lotion and laid down. She started on my back and shoulders. As she got to my bikini top she just undid it. She said nothing, just did it and continued to lotion me. She spent a little extra effort on the sides of my breasts. It made me both uncomfortable and a little excited at the same time. I kept wondering if she was going to do my nipples, both fearing that she would and also wanting her to.
I looked back to the guys. They were both on the flying bridge, obviously watching us.
She continued to rub lotion down my back. When she got down to my bottoms she lingered at the tops of them. Then her fingertips slid under the band rubbing lotion on the top of my ass cheeks. I may have moaned a little.
She then shifted position. She straddled my waist facing my feet. She lifted a foot and bent my knee and started rubbing lotion on my foot while giving me a foot massage. I could feel the cheeks of her ass against the skin of my back. She then lifted the other foot and started to do the same.
Slowly she worked her way up my calves. One hand on each calf she'd slide down to my ankle and then pull back up to the knee. With each long stroke she'd lift her ass off my back and then slide it back into position. I wondered if she was getting off on rubbing her pussy against my back.
She shifted position again. This time she straddled my knees. She started rubbing lotion on my thighs. She started at my knees and worked her way up. I parted my legs a bit to make it easier. Her hands just kept getting closer and closer to my pussy. I kept anticipating her to touch me and knowing she shouldn't. As she reached the bottom of my suit her fingers brushed my pussy over my suit. She did that a number of times. I could feel the wetness growing.
Then she left my pussy and concentrated on my upper thighs and ass. I made a mewing noise when she moved her hands from my crotch. She concentrated on my thighs and ass, mostly on my ass again sliding her fingers under the band of my suit.
"All done," she said as she climbed off me.
My body felt limp, but electrified. I laid there in the sun wondering if I would have stopped her if her fingers entered my pussy. I wondered what the guys thought. They watched the whole thing. Did it look as sexy as it felt? I soaked up the sun.
The boat moved away from shore. It was obvious Karen recognized other boats as she waved and they waved back, sometimes shouting greetings across the water. Some telling us where they were heading so we could meet them. There were a number of restaurants and bars on the waterfront you could dock your boat at. We stopped at one for lunch and then back to the boat.
I don't know why but I was shocked when Karen removed her top and lay down. She had great tits. Being topless did not stop her from waving to other boats. She seemed completely comfortable as she sat on the deck rubbing tanning lotion on her tits.
I checked out the guys, they were talking and looking at us. Mark waved at us. I waved back.
We headed back to the house. Mark and I headed to our room to change for dinner. When we got back to our room I asked Mark what he and Paul were talking about all day. He told me they were mostly talking about us. Paul spent a lot of time talking about what a great ass and tits I had. Mark was agreeing.
Knowing this conversation happened made me wet between my legs. I wished I could have heard what they were saying.
"How did it make you feel, having him talk about me?" I asked.
"I don't know," he replied sheepishly.
"Come on ," I coaxed. "I really want to know."
Then I stepped up to him, put my arms around his neck, stood on my tip toes, and lightly kissed him. "Come on," I said in a seductive voice. "Tell me."
Mark could never resist that move. It was my go to when I really wanted something.
"It was kinda hot," he said sheepishly.
My hand slid down to his cock. It was getting hard through his suit. I slid to my knees in front of him. I blew on his cock through the material of his suit.
"Yeah?" I teased. "It was hot talking about my body with another man?"
"Yes," he practically whispered. He rested his hand on my head.
I pulled his cock out of his board shorts and stroked it gently.
"Would it bother you to know I enjoyed being looked at?" I continued as I stroked him
He moaned. "No," he replied.
"I liked it," I said. "A lot." I wrapped my lips around his cock.
As soon as I did is cock started to spasm. Hot cum filled my mouth. It took me by such surprise I couldn't swallow it all and some dripped down my chin and onto my chest.
"Wow, I guess you did enjoy it," I laughed. I wiped my face with my fingers and licked them clean.
Dinner was on the deck. We jumped in the shower. and washed up. I thought about what to wear. Normally jeans and a t shirt, but that seemed out of place in this home. A denim skirt and top would be fine. After my shower I pulled them out and threw them on the bed.
I went for my underwear. Last night I wasn't wearing any and my ass ended up on display. The thought of that made my pussy tingle, but my sensible side said put on panties. I went for a cute lacy pair of boy shorts. I wasn't conscious of it at the time, but I guess I was anticipating that they might be seen.
Mark saw me put them on
"Oh? Panties tonight?" he teased.
"I could go without," I offered, half hoping he'd say yes, then it dawned on me and I added, "wait, you'd want me to, wouldn't you"
Mark blushed.
"Oh my god," I teased. "You want Paul to see my ass again. Don't you?"
He was silent.
"What else do you want?" I added. "I suppose you wouldn't mind if he saw more, would you?"
I could see him still blushing.
"Well, we'll see what we can do," I said. I left the panties on as we headed out to the deck for dinner.
As I headed out for dinner a bunch of thoughts ran through my mind. I was learning a whole bunch about Mark I did not know. I did not know he got off by me showing off. I was also learned something about myself. I liked showing off.
When we got to the deck Karen and Paul were already out there at the table and food was already on the table. We sat down to eat. It was totally normal dinner conversation we talked about the fun we had on the boat and what our plans were for the next day. Basically going out on the boat again.
Karen looked beautiful. She was wearing a little green sundress that buttoned up the front. She had just enough buttons done so that it wouldn't fall off her but that was it. She was showing a lot of cleavage and a lot of leg.
Dinner moved on to drinks and the conversation kind of dwindled off. We were all just content enjoying the moonlight on the deck.
Karen got up and went over the rail staring at the water. I thought about the night before when Karen pulled up her skirt and showed off her ass. Don't worry I didn't forget that I did it also.
As I pictured that scene in my head I got up to stand next to Karen. In my head I questioned my motives. Was I looking for a repeat of the night before. I thought about what panties I was wearing. The night before I wasn't wearing any, tonight I was covered.
As if on cue Paul said "Two nights in a row. This is the view I could get used to."
I could feel my face flush.
"Oh yeah?" said Karen. "You like this view better than last night?"
"God no," said Paul. "Last night was much much better.
"Oh? "Karen said, "I suppose you want me to show off my ass again."
"Can you blame me?" he responded.
"I don't know," she replied. "Is it my ass or Shelly's you really want to see?"
Oh fine, now they were talking about my ass, I thought. I kind of stopped breathing. In retrospect, I realize I was kind of hoping he'd say yes. I wasn't disappointed.
"Baby, I love your ass," Paul said to Karen. "But I admit, her's is pretty cute too."
I felt my face flush as they talked about me.
"She does have a great ass," Karen replied. "Don't you think Mark?"
Mark had been following the conversation. I couldn't tell from his face what he thought. I wondered what he'd say. Let's face it. I knew he loved my ass but would he silence them telling them the conversation was inappropriate? I wondered.
"Ummm,...yes," was all he got out.
"Well you heard that sexy," Karen said to me. "Give them a thrill."
Mark hadn't really said he wanted me to show off my ass. He didn't say no either. I looked at him, nothing, then he kind of shrugged his shoulders.
That wasn't enough for me.
"Well Mark?" I asked. "Should I?"
He looked from Paul, and to Karen, and then to me.
"Yeah," said Karen. "Should she?"
Mark looked like he was cornered. He finally answered. It's up to her"
Now what? Truth be told the idea excited me. Especially after my conversation with Mark the night before. After all, I was wearing panties and, although not admitting it to myself, I did put them on thinking I might show off again.
"Fine," I said in a make believe huff. I looked from face to face, then turned away and pulled my skirt up showing off my panty covered ass.
"No fair," laughed Karen. "Although they are cute panties."
I wiggled my ass at them. "Happy?" I asked.
"Boo," laughed Paul. "Party foul."
Karen and I laughed. Mark looked like he wasn't sure what to do.
"Mark, tell your wife that's cheating," laughed Paul.
Mark looked at me.
"Cheating?" I asked. "Mark, do you think I'm cheating?"
Again Mark looked caught in the headlights. So far he'd been pretty passive in all this, now I was making him make the call. I wasn't sure what I wanted. My sensible brain was screaming at him to laugh it off and let everything go back to normal. My show off side was making my pussy wet, hoping he'd tell me to take them off.
The three of us were looking at Mark.
Mark looked from face to face. He finally looked at me and said, "Party foul"
I don't know if I was relieved or what. I knew I was excited.
I turned my back to the group. "Fine, "I said."
I hooked my thumbs in the band of my panties and slowly pushed them down over my hips. I wiggled my ass for effect as I pushed them down. When they reached my knees I just let them drop to the floor. I stood for a moment holding my skirt up leaving my ass on display. Then I bent down, straight legged, picked up my pantries and threw them at Paul. They hit him in the face.
"There's your party foul," I said laughingly.
"Mmmmm, sexy party foul," he replied.
Mark stood there staring. I couldn't read the expression on his face.
"Want another drink?" offered Karen.
"Sure, one more," I said.
Karen got drinks. We sipped our drinks, leaning against the railing, watching the moon, with our asses exposed. Like it was nothing special.
Although, all I could concentrate on was my ass was exposed. I swear my pussy was dripping down my leg. My heart was beating in my mouth. I wanted to drag Mark up to our room and fuck the shit out of him. Just finish that drink and I could get fucked. I sipped my drink slowly though as not to let on how much this was turning me on.
"Ok, bed time I said.
I grabbed Mark's hand and we headed to the bedroom. When we got there I closed the door, kissed Mark passionately, and said "fuck me."
I pushed him down on the bed and undid his shorts. His hard cock popped right now.
"Oh?," I teased. "Someone see something you liked?"
"Your ass," he replied.
"You've seen my ass before," I pushed.
I climbed onto his cock. I was so wet he slipped right in. I started grinding my pussy against him.
"You liked me showing off, didn't you?' I teased "you liked Paul seeing my ass. You liked watching me slide my panties off."
He moaned.
I kept going. "Did you wish you could have taken them off me? Would you have let him touch me? What if he grabbed my ass."
I realized that these ideas were exciting me, that these were things I was fantasizing about.
They seemed to get Mark going as well. He was grabbing my ass and thrusting into me as hard as he could.
"Tell me, tell me what you liked, tell me what you wanted," I moaned in his ear.
"Did you like me showing off my ass?" I whispered
"Yes," he moaned.
"Did you think of me being touched," I pressed.
"Yes," he practically croaked.
"Say it," I pushed as I ground my pussy onto his cock, tell me," I Sid
"I thought about him grabbing your ass. Touching you," he whispered.
"Would you have liked that?" I continued.
"Yes," he answered.
"Me too," I admitted and came with an intense orgasm.
It affected Mark the same way. He flooded my pussy with squirt after squirt of cum.
I fell off him exhausted beside him. We lay like that for a while.
"I love you," I said.
"I love you too," he responded.
"Are you sure about this?" I asked, "because I can do it."
"Yes, I'm sure," he said.
We kissed tenderly, both got undressed, and fell asleep naked in each other's arms.
When I woke up the next morning a Mark was already gone. I started to get dressed to go have coffee. Then I thought about how Karen was dressed the day before. I decided to shower first. I jumped in and let the hot water flow over me. I stepped out of the shower and dried off.
I then grabbed a Tshirt and a pair of string bikini panties. That's what Karen wore. I guessed that was standard dress. I was showing a lot of belly and ass. I headed to breakfast. I felt nervous and excited. I don't know why. My bathing suit covered less.
I wasn't wrong. Karen was in a skimpy thong and tank top. Paul saw me first, gave me a big smile. Mark turned to look and gave me a stunned look. I walked over and kissed him good morning. As I bent over to kiss him I kept my ass facing Paul. I wondered if it showed how wet I was.
Karen was the first to say anything.
"You look hot," she said. Then to Mark, "doesn't she?"
We all looked at Mark.
"Very hot," he responded.
Then Karen reached out and grabbed my ass.
"Firm ass too," she said.
I just stood there. I wasn't sure how to react. In reality I was loving being on display and talked about. On the other hand I knew I shouldn't have been. So in response I didn't do anything. Karen took this as acquiescence.
She turned me around facing her. My ass to Paul. "Feel it, it's amazing," she said.
Feel it? Feel it? She was telling Paul to feel it? And worse, I was just standing there.
I felt his touch. He had big hands. One hand practically covered an ass cheek. The touch sent an electric jolt from his hand to my pussy.
"She does have a great ass," he said looking at Mark
Mark just watched.
"Thank you," I said.
Then he put his hands in the band and pulled them below my ass.
I just stood there. My heart stopped beating.
"Yeah, very nice," he said. "Don't you agree Mark. You're a lucky man she's your wife."
Mark said nothing.
"Well?" repeated Paul.
At this point I got kinda brave. I wanted to lighten the mood. In a kind of laughing manner, I put my hands on my hips and said to Mark, "Well?"
Mark looked at my face, then at Paul, still with his hands in the band of my panties.
"She's beautiful," he said.
I turned to look at Paul. He hadn't let go. "Are you done?" I asked laughingly.
"I don't know," he replied. I'm enjoying looking. It's kind of a crime to cover you back up, even with those tiny panties. You have such a great ass."
I was enjoying this too much.
"So you want me to go put on a thong?" I suggested.
"Well. That's one solution," he replied.
"And the other?" I asked.
"Why wear them at all?" He suggested.
"Well, Karen's wearing panties," I pointed out. I probably shouldn't have said that, in a second she pushed them off and stepped out of them.
"No I'm not," Karen laughed. "I usually don't wear panties at home. Paul won't allow it. He'd have me go naked but my nipples get cold."
I looked at Mark. He glanced at Karen, and then back to me.
"Well," I said, staring straight at Mark, "when in Rome."
I wiggled my ass. I was feeling bold. "Would you do the honors?" I asked Paul. Not losing eye contact with Mark.
Paul pushed my panties down my thighs, down to my knees and then let them drop to the floor. My newly shaven pussy came into view.
I bent down, my ass facing Paul, picked them up, and tossed them to Mark.
"Better?" I asked, not addressing anyone in particular.
Karen answered, "much better," and then strangely added, "Who's hungry?"
With that, except for Mark looking at me and staying mostly silent we had breakfast. I ate lightly. After all I'd be wearing a bikini all day. Fruit and juice. We talked about the plans to take the boat to a certain restaurant/bar you could sail up to and dock.
I asked if I needed clothes for the bar.
"I'd hate to ruin that show," said Paul.
Karen playfully hit him on the shoulder. "It gets cold in there. Bring a tshirt or something to throw on over your suit," She suggested.
After breakfast I went upstairs to change. Mark followed me. As soon as the door closed I grabbed him and kissed him.
"You better fuck me before we go," I said. "Or I may have to find some guy in that bar to fuck."
I reached down to grab his cock. It was rock hard. I whispered in his ear. "Did you like watching Paul take my panties off me? Did it turn you on?"
Without comment he turned me around and pushed me on the bed on my hands and knees. He never treated me this way, I liked it.
He pulled his cock out and standing at the edge of the bed started fucking me from behind.
"Oh my god," I groaned. "That feels so good."
"What brought this on? Did you like watching Paul feel my ass?" I asked.
"Fuck yes," he replied with ragged breath as he pounded me from behind.
I grunted with each thrust. "Ughhh ughhhhh uhhhhhh... did you like him taking my panties off me?" I moaned.
"Yes," he hissed.
"Did you like me acting like a little slut and showing off my ass and pussy?" I pressed.
"Fuck that was hot," he grunted as he continued to bang away at my pussy.
I was loving it. I felt dirty, I wanted it hard. "God, fuck me, give me that cock." I moaned.
"So you like me being a slut?" I asked.
"Fuck yes," he replied.
"How slutty?" I returned.
"As slutty as you want," he responded.



"You've let another man touch me. Would you let a man fuck me?" I whispered.
I could feel his cock stiffen, cum started to fill my pussy.
"Yes," he grunted.
I always love it when he can't control himself. His orgasm set me off. We kissed, jumped in the shower, and threw on our bathing suits. As we got dressed, I thought about his answer, 'yes'. My pussy was getting wet again.
We joined Karen and Paul and headed for the dock.
"Nice suit," Karen said eyeing my skimpiest string bikini.
"Thanks, yours isn't hiding much either," I laughed. She was wearing something that was as close to a thong as it could be without being called a thong.
She shook her ass at me. "Got it, flaunt it," she laughed.
We got on the boat and headed out. It was a beautiful day. Karen and I spent time tanning and talking.
Karen removed her top and was tanning topless. I decided what the hell and did the same thing.
Karen saw a few boats go by she knew. She'd sit up and wave as they went by. She had no issue with the fact that she was topless. I wondered if she even thought about it, she was so casual.
I, on the other hand, was very aware of being topless. The thought of all those people seeing my tits was giving me delicious thoughts. I admit, I've always fantasized about being naked in front of people and this was fueling that fantasy. Between the hot sun and the thoughts of people watching me, I wanted to touch myself. I was getting horny.
I saw Mark up on the fly bridge with Paul. I got up and climbed up the stairs to join them. I could feel Paul's eyes on my tits. I smiled at him.
I put my arm around Mark and kissed him.
"The sun is making me sleepy," I said. "I'm going below to take a nap."
"Ok," said Mark. He can be so dense.
"Why don't you join me," I tried again.
"I'm not really tired," he answered.
Paul let out a chuckle.
"Come here, I want to tell you something," I went for the direct approach.
I took his hand and led him down off the bridge. As we stepped down onto the deck I said quietly, "this hot sun is making me horny. I want to fuck."
The direct approach worked. He looked around.
"Paul, we're going below deck to take a nap," I yelled up to the fly bridge.
Paul just smiled and waved.
We headed below. The lower cabin had two sections. As you headed down the stairs you ran right into a double bed. There were two heads (bathrooms). Then behind you the rear section had three single beds. One was a daybed that also configured as a couch.
As soon as we got below I got down on my knees in front of Mark. I pulled his swim suit down to his ankles.
He started to protest, "right here?," he asked.
I pushed him down sitting on the bed.
"Right here, right now," I smirked.
His cock was already half hard and I hadn't done anything yet. I took his cock and studied it. I'd known Mark for four years, two of them married. Cocks always fascinated me. I loved the smooth skin. I'd fucked and sucked his cock many times, but I never tired of it. I admired it. It was average size, Well, from what I'd read. I'd only had two other lovers and one was about the same and one was larger. Truthfully I didn't notice a lot of difference between sizes.
As I looked at it I breathed on it. I could feel the blood rush to it as it started getting harder. I gave him my vixen smile as I wrapped my lips around it.
"Mmmm...," I cooed as I slowly slid my lips down the shaft.
Now, fully hard, I pulled my lips off it. There was a drop of precum on the tip. Holding his cock with one hand I used my other hand to wipe off the precum with my fingertip. I held my finger up to my eyes. I love cum. I love playing with it, the taste of it, the feel of it.
Keeping eye contact with a Mark, I brought my finger to my lips and traced them with the cum on my finger. Then I licked my lips clean. When I was done I opened my mouth and used my tongue to lick the remaining cum off my fingertip. Then I made a show of sticking my finger in my mouth and sucking it clean.
"You are so hot," said Mark.
Hot? Was hot his new word? I was thrilled.
"Too hot?" I teased.
"No such thing," he replied.
"Good," I said. "I like being hot."
I lowered my mouth back on his cock and sucked it. I'm no deep throat queen, but I did pretty well. I had as much as I could in my mouth as I worked my hand up and down the shaft.
It felt delicious. Here I was, topless, in a boat, sucking my man's cock. I felt sexy, but dirty sexy. I loved it.
He wasn't complaining either.
"You like that baby," I cooed.
"Mmmmm Yes," he moaned.
I got into it in my head. I wanted to be dirty.
"You like your hot little wife sucking you on Paul's boat?" I teased.
"Yes," was all he managed.
"You like that anyone passing by could see your wife's tits?" I went on. "What do you think they were thinking. Did you think they wanted to see more?" Then I thought, "What about Paul? Think he liked seeing my tits."
Between words I stroked his shaft and would alternate between sucking him and talking.
"Yes," was all he again said.
Just then there were footsteps on the stairs. I looked. There was Karen.
"Sorry, I just wanted to use the head," she giggled. "Don't stop because of me."
I laughed and, locking eyes with Karen, took Mark's cock back between my lips.
"Nice," she said.
Mark just had a shocked look in his eyes. He didn't lose his hard on though.
I thought back to Mark's desire for me to show off. Well, this was certainly showing off. I was enjoying it and from the feel of his cock, so was Mark.
Boats aren't very big below deck. I was kneeling in the middle of the walkway. To get to the head Karen had to step over me.
She stepped over my legs and then stopped. She turned her body and, laughing, shook her tits in Mark's face.
"That's it baby, suck that cock," she said to me. Then to Mark, "You like that? You like that hot little wife of yours sucking cock? She looks amazing doing it. like she's meant for it."
Mark groaned.
Karen laughed, "Well, I'll leave you two alone," and she went to the head.
"What did you think of that baby? Your hot little wife sucking your cock in front of someone. Did you like it? Did you like that I didn't stop? When Karen comes out I'll still be sucking you, or do you want to fuck me?"
Mark groaned. I pushed him upon the bed, still on his back. Standing in the walkway I hooked my fingers in my bikini bottoms and wiggling my hips I pushed them to the ground. I then climbed on the bed straddling Mark. I grabbed his cock and aimed it at my pussy. I was just about to lower myself on it when Karen exited the head. She was looking right at us. My exposed pussy facing her with Mark's cock right at the entrance.
"Nice," she said.
Unfortunately, that was it for Mark. His cock started spurting cum all over my hand, pussy, and belly. He groaned as he came.
"Oops," said Karen. "Did I do that?"
Dammit! I was horny! I turned and looked at her. She was smirking. Fuck her, I thought. I ran my finger through the cum and stuck it in my mouth.
Mark moaned.
"Nice," she said laughingly and the turning to head up the stairs.
I went back down on Mark trying to get him hard again, nothing. Then I heard the steps again. This time it was Paul. I'm sure Karen told him what was going on. I didn't stop. I wanted to fuck.
Paul watched for a moment and then said, "looking good."
I sat up and looked at him, cum drying on my belly. "Well thank you," I said and then went back to sucking.
I felt life coming to back to Mark's cock.
Paul went into the head.
"Mmmm...," I purred in encouragement. "You like that? You like your naked wife being caught sucking your cock? What were you thinking? Do you think he liked watching?"
Mark moaned, "I bet you looked sexy as hell."
"Yeah?" I responded. "You think I looked sexy? Maybe we can get a picture next time," I continued.
Then he shocked me.
"Or I could watch," he moaned.
Watch? That was new. This weekend away was bringing all sorts of surprises. I thought I'd explore it.
"Oh, you'd like to watch your sexy little wife suck cock? What, some stranger's cock? Someone you know? How about fucked? Would you like to watch me fuck? Take a cock in pussy? No, cunt, sluts have cunts. Is that what you want? A slut?"
He moaned as his cock got rock hard.
I dropped his cock and straddled his body. I again reached between my legs and aimed his cock for my pussy. As I lowered myself onto his shaft Paul exited the head.
He stood and watched for a minute. I realized he must have heard everything I said. I wondered what he thought. I tried to concentrate on Mark's cock inside of me, but I was very aware that Paul could see Mark's cock slide in and out of me with every stroke.
"Paul's watching," I said to Mark.
Mark moaned.
I decided if Paul was watching I would engage him.
"Like what you see?" I asked in my best sultry voice.
"You bet," Paul said with a smirk.
I continued to fuck Mark's cock. The heat of being watched flooded my pussy. I was so horny I just wanted to cum.
Paul turned and left. "We'll be there soon," he said as he walked out.
"Did you like that baby? Did you like that Paul saw me naked? Did you like being caught fucking? What if you walked in on me fucking down here?" I teased.
Unfortunately, that was it for Mark. He exploded inside me flooding my pussy with cum. It felt good, but dammit, I was still horny. I needed a good hard fuck and orgasm. Then I felt the boat slowing down.
"We're here," I heard from above.
I was still covered in cum. I pulled on my suit, and ran to the swim platform. Holding on I used the water to wash the cum off me. Karen looked over the stern onto the platform.
"You ok?" She asked.
I stood up. "Am I clean?" I asked.
"Well at least your body is," she smiled.
I laughed. "I know, geesh, what came over me?"
"I don't know," she replied, "but I liked it."
So did I, I admitted silently to myself.
We pulled up to the restaurant. Mark had joined us. We needed the extra hands to bumper and tie down the boat as we reached the dock. There were a lot of other boats of all sizes there. The place had a large covered deck on the dock side. It was packed with people. I could see the calypso band in the corner. People were sitting at bar height tables eating and drinking or milling around with drinks. People were dancing to the music. This place was obviously the place to be on a Saturday afternoon. People from boats in bathing suits and people in summer wear, women in dresses, men in shorts filled the place.
As we were docking I saw a man raise his hand and yell, "Paul!"
Karen waved back. Paul was finishing up the docking.
Karen had thrown on a long T-shirt over her bathing suit. She skipped the bathing suit top. She threw me my T-shirt.
When docking was complete we all jumped onto the deck and headed towards Paul's friends. It was a table with four men around it, all Paul's age. They all hugged Karen. Paul made introductions.
There was Tom, Bill, Danny, and Jim.
In some ways there wasn't much difference between them. If you had asked me I would have said four middle aged dudes.
Tom was about 5'10" had greying hair with a thin spot on top. He had a typical dad bod. He seemed like the kind of guy who'd play golf with your dad. Big handshake, big smile.
Jim was almost 6' and shaved his head. He had a serious air about him, like he was sizing you up for some kind of competition.
Bill and Danny were interchangeable in looks. Probably 5'8" both about 30 lbs overweight. Both were bald with that ring of hair guys their age get. Bill had a self deprecating sense of humor that cracked me up. Danny was super shy and stumbled over his words whenever he spoke to me. He tried so hard he also made me laugh.
The first thing they did was buy a pitcher of rum runners.
"I haven't eaten since breakfast," I said with some skepticism.
"No problem," said Tom.
We looked through the appetizer menu and I think we ordered one of everything.
The four of them were very attentive to both Mark and I. The usual small talk, where were you from, what do you do.
Bill kept us all laughing. The drinks kept it loose, and the music felt good. I started swaying to the music.
"You should dance," said Tom.
I looked at Mark. He was in an earnest discussion with Jim. He wasn't really a dancer anyways. Karen reached out her hand to me.
"Come on, I'll dance with you," she said.
We headed for the dance floor. The calypso music made you want to shimmy. It made you feel the hot winds to your very soul. Karen started dancing holding both my hands. Her body moving in sultry sways that oozed sex appeal.
I closed my eyes and started swaying with her. That horniness I felt on the boat was rising up in me again. I wondered how soon we'd be back on the boat. I swore I was going to fuck Mark silly as soon as we got on the boat. Right then I was letting the music take me away.
I looked back at the table. I saw Paul say something to Jim and Tom. Then they all looked at me. I wondered what they were talking about. My heart started racing wondering what Paul had told them.
The song ended and we headed back to the table. Tom handed Karen and I drinks. He raised his glass.
"Cheers to the two hottest women on the dance floor," he said.
"Here, here," said Paul.
A little flush came over me.
"You're a lucky man Mark," said Jim.
"I know," said Mark.
Jim got a little more, um, forward? "She's one of the hottest women I've met," he said. "Right guys?"
They all agreed, "Yes. You bet. Absolutely," they all exclaimed.
"Do you mind if I dance with her?" Jim asked.
I kinda liked that they asked Mark and not me. It took the responsibility of deciding off my shoulders.
"No, not at all," Mark answered.
Jim took me by the hand and led me to the dance floor. His strong arms encircled me. At almost a foot taller than me my head had to tilt way back to look at him. I felt small in his arms. I liked that.
"You are one sexy woman," he whispered in my ear.
It felt good to be told I was sexy by this older man. I looked at the table. I could see them all watching me. I liked it.
I started swaying my body moving my hips and ass. I could tell other men around me were noticing me. I saw a woman give her husband a dirty look. Jim easily guided me on the floor and it was easy to let myself just go to the feeling.
As we were dancing I felt my T-shirt ride up over my ass. No big deal, I was wearing my bikini. Nothing anybody hadn't seen before. I looked back at the table. I saw Paul lean over and say something to Tom. They both looked at me. Tom smiled. I felt a warm flush all over my body. Once again I swore to myself that Mark better be ready when I got my hands on him.
The song ended and Jim escorted me back to the table. When we got there Jim kept his arm around my waist. I didn't stop him. Neither did Mark.
It was a fun afternoon. The drinks flowed easily and the guys took turns dancing with me and Karen. Even Danny danced with me, but Karen did have to encourage him.
As the afternoon wore on I got more comfortable and started dancing a little bit sexier. I'd pull my T-shirt up to my waist and shake my bikini covered ass or I'd shimmy at the guys. I admit I was having fun teasing them. I'd rub up against them and then pull away. I told myself it was funny teasing these older men, but it was also making me hot.
After a couple of hours it was time to head home. All I could think of was getting Mark down below again and fucking him. As we got ready to go Karen invited the guys back to the house. They all agreed.
Jim decided he'd come with us on the boat while the other guys drove. We all headed out.
I still had hopes of dragging Mark below decks as we boarded the boat. They were quickly dashed when Paul asked Mark if he wanted to drive. Mark jumped at the chance and I was left feeling horny.
Mark and Paul took their place on the fly bridge. Karen said she needed a nap and headed below. I also needed a nap but felt like someone had to keep Jim company.
Jim and I were sitting in the main cabin. I laid back on the bench. Jim came over and sat by my feet. He picked one up and started rubbing it. It felt very good, I moaned.
"Like that do you?" Jim said.
"Feels good," I replied.
He continued to rub one foot. Then the other. Slowly he started rubbing my ankles. I moaned again. It felt good. He slowly moved up my legs and started doing my calves. I just closed my eyes and enjoyed it. He took his time.
His hands started moving up my legs to my knees and then thighs. I didn't move. I wondered how far he'd go if I didn't stop him. The closer he got to my pussy, the more I didn't want him to stop.
I looked up at Mark. Every once in awhile he'd look away from the water and check out what Jim was doing. He didn't say a thing. At one point he caught my eyes and smiled st me.
Jim's fingers brushed my bathing suit. Probably because I was so horny, I as very aware of his hand near my pussy.
At that point he said, "roll over, I'll do your back."
I did as I was told. He started at my shoulders and worked his way down. I felt so relaxed, but his strong hands weren't doing much to relax my horniness. As he rubbed the sides of my tits I wondered what he'd do if I suddenly rolled over.
I played it out in my mind. Him rubbing my tits, Mark watching from the flybridge. Jim lowering his lips to my nipples. I squirmed a little to readjust myself.
Jim worked his hands down to my ass and back of my thighs. As he rubbed his hands up my thighs towards my ass I instinctively raised my hips a bit and pushed my ass up. I'm sure he noticed. He spent some time rubbing my ass cheeks.
My body was burning up. I sat up.
"Whew," I exclaimed. "I need a cold drink."
Jim laughed, "I'm on it," he said.
Good as his word I had an ice cold margarita in my hands in three minutes. Karen came back and joined us and we chatted the rest of the way back to Paul's house. When we docked the boat the other guys were already there.
"I gotta shower," I said. I wanted to get the sea spray, suntan lotion, and sun grime off my body. I also wanted Mark to join me and fuck me in the shower.
"Mark, are you going to wash up?" I hinted as well as I could.
"I'm all set," said mr. dense. He was deep in conversation with Tom and Bill.
I kinda got a little miffed that he was so out of tune with my being horny, but realized I really had no right to be, but fuck, I was HORNY!
I headed to my bathroom and started the shower. I jumped in and let the hot water cascade over my body. In my mind I replayed dancing with all those guys, their hands on me, watching me.
As I showered my hand drifted down to my pussy. I thought of dancing with all those men. All their eyes on me. I could feel how smooth my pussy was. It felt exposed. I liked it. My fingers found my clit. With visions of masturbating in front of all those men, I brought myself to an orgasm. It wasn't really satisfying. I needed to get fucked.
I dried off and went to get dressed. I looked at what I brought. Nothing I wanted to wear. I went to the deck in just my towel.
"Karen," I asked. Would you mind lending me something to wear? I really didn't bring the right clothes."
"Of course dear," she replied. She got up and we both went to her bedroom.
"Wait," I said.
I ran to my room and pulled out a pair of panties. It was a light pink thong with dark pink ribbons and ruffles on the edges. They were one of Mark's favorites.
I headed back to Karen's room. She had pulled out some stuff, all of it on the revealing side. She was naked when I returned. She looked at me and said, "I should change too.



She picked up a short sleeved shirt dress. It went below her knees but It buttoned from top to bottom. She pulled it on. No underwear. She buttoned the least amount of buttons needed to be decent.
"Now you," she said. "Anything special you're looking for?"
"Anything to make sure Mark notices me." Then I admitted, "I'm kinda horny. Gotta make sure he's ready."
She laughed. "I get it," she replied, "but there are a lot of men down there."
"So, give them a little thrill," I laughed.
We went through the clothes. I chose a maroon halter top and put it on. The top was kind of tight and my breasts pushed out against it. I stood in front of the mirror in my thong and top. The top was not that long, it came down to the bottom of my rib cage. I was braless and you could make out my nipples under the material.
"Hmmm," I mused. "I bet Mark would like this look."
Karen laughed, "I bet they all would. Might have a hard time keeping hands off you."
"Well, the way I'm feeling that might be dangerous. I might attack them all," I quipped.
Karen laughed again. "Mark's obviously in trouble. He might need the backup."
We both laughed.
I looked at the clothes on the bed. There was a short little pair of white shorts. They looked cute. I set them aside. There was also a white skirt. It was form fitting and had a zipper that went down the back from top to bottom.
I couldn't decide. Finally Karen said, "flip a coin."
I reached for pockets I wasn't wearing and then put my hands up and shrugged my shoulders.
Karen laughed and then got a coin off her dresser.
We flipped. Skirt won.
I put on the skirt and looked in the mirror. If you looked you could make out the pink thong underneath. Karen pointed it out.
"That's ok," I said. "Let Mark know what's waiting for him. They're one of his favorites.
"Well., looking like that they're all going to want you," she said.
I put on a pair of wedges and turned in the mirror, dirty thoughts on my mind. "Ya think?"
"Yes, I think. What's Mark going to think about all those guys lusting after you?" she went on.
"Hmmm," I said thoughtfully. "He'd probably like it."
"Looks like we're ready then," said Karen. "Let's go thrill the boys."
Karen and I walked onto the deck where the guys had gathered. I could smell the chicken on the grill. The dusk looked beautiful over the water. The guys were all talking. When they noticed Karen and me they all stopped talking.
Tom was the first to speak. "Wow, this is better than the view off the deck," he smiled. Someone get these visions a drink."
Danny jumped up and poured us drinks from a pitcher of margaritas.
Jim jumped in. "You ladies look amazing tonight."
"Thank you," said Karen. "I don't know about me, but I agree, Shelly looks sexy as hell."
There were murmurs of agreement from the men." I liked the way it felt.
The conversation flowed smoothly. Jim and Tom kept asking Mark and me questions. They kept me the center of attention and they paid me a lot of complements. Every once in a while Karen would steer the conversation to me and with passing time how sexy I was. Bill as usual kept us laughing, and Danny stumbled over his words when saying something nice about me. It was cute.
I felt relaxed, being the center of attention made me feel good. The talk about me being sexy made me feel sexy. A lot of the compliments about me were directed to Mark.
"You're a lucky man having such a sexy wife."
"Your wife sure makes a dance floor hot."
"With an ass like that you must have to beat men off,".
To which Bill replied, "I bet lots of men have beat off to that ass."
We all laughed.
Mark loved it. Agreeing with the guys and even answering back. "Well, I gotta admit, I love her ass too.
Jim got a bit more aggressive. "With a wife like that, I'd never let her out of bed." "Hell looking at that ass I might have to beat off.
Mark laughed, "you wouldn't be the first."
Then Paul said, "you should see it. It's perfect."
The men looked at him, "well she looks great in a bathing suit," said Tom,".
Paul replied, "looks better without the suit."
"When did you see it?" Tom asked.
Paul told them about the other night. All the men looked at me.
My heart started beating faster.
"Well that doesn't seem fair," said Jim.
They all looked at me. "So what? You want me to show you my ass?" I asked.
The men all looked at each other.
"Well yeah," said Tom. "I mean, what man wouldn't want to see that gorgeous as?"
Ok, I was horny as hell and feeling super flirty. I'd had the attention of these four men, plus Paul and my husband all day. I always liked the idea of showing off and here was an opportunity to do it. Not only to show off, but to do it in front of six men. Still I needed to know Mark was ok with it. Sure, in fantasy it sounded good, but here was the reality. How would he react?
"I'm not showing you four horny guys my ass unless my husband says it's ok." There, that put the decision out of my hands.
The guys looked at Mark.
Jim spoke, "Well Mark? Are you going to deprive us of this beauty?"
Mark kinda sat there. He looked around the deck. Then he looked at me. I realize now I was hoping he'd say yes.
He looked me in the eye and said, "It's ok with me."
Now, I had his permission, but could I do it?
"Fine," I said.
I stood at the deck rail and faced the water. The sun was almost under the horizon. Was I really going to do this?
I reached down the hem of my skirt and started to pull it up. The skirt was really tight. About half my ass came into view before it bunched up and wouldn't go any further. I figured that was enough.
"There," I said.
The guys all protested. "We saw more than that in your bathing suit while dancing," said Tom.
That wasn't quite true, but it was close.
"Well, that's all the skirt will allow. So what do you suggest?" I responded.
"Take off the skirt," said Jim.
The tone kind of changed. Up till now it had been kind of jokey and light hearted, but this was more serious. Not quite a command, but on the way to being one. It made my pussy wetter, if that was possible.
I looked at Mark. I knew what I wanted to do, but I wasn't sure how he felt.
"If my husband wants my skirt off of me, he's going to have to take it off," I answered.
All eyes turned to Mark. He could end this all and just take me to our room and fuck me, or, would he show me off? I think I held my breath.
Mark got up and walked towards me. He grabbed the hem of my skirt, that was bunched around my ass, and pulled it down so it wasn't bunched up anymore. I don't know whether I was happy or disappointed.
But then he reached for the zipper. Of course he couldn't unzip it all bunched up like that. He looked me in the eyes as he slowly unzipped the skirt.
As he did he whispered, "I love you."
The skirt fell apart and fell to the floor. Now I was standing there in my panties , top, and wedges in front of seven people.
"Turn around," said a Jim,
I did as I was told.
"See," said Paul. "I told you she had a great ass."
"Hey," exclaimed Karen.
Uh oh... was I in trouble?
"When it was just us you weren't wearing the thong," she pointed out.
Karen wanted my thong off in front of her husband? In front of these men?
Mark was still standing next to me.
"What do you want?" I asked.
Mark let his hands go to the band of my thong. I put my arms around his neck, pulled myself into him, and kissed him. As I kissed him I felt him push my thong down over my hips down to my knees. When they got to my knees I wiggled my hips and they fell to the floor. I stepped out of them. I could feel Mark's rock hard cock against my belly as I kissed him.
"This is fucking hot," said Karen. "I'm horny."
We all watched as she turned and straddled Paul's legs where he was sitting and started kissing him. Her dress fell over his knees and covered his legs.
I reached down and rubbed Mark's cock through his shorts.
"Mmmmmm...," I purred. "Is that for me?"
Mark reached down, grabbed my ass, and pulled me into him. I kissed him passionately.
"You want this?" I whispered.
"Yes," was all he responded.
That was it. I couldn't take anymore. I undid Mark's pants and pushed him down on the couch. I got on my knees in front of him, pulled his cock out and started sucking it.
I was loving it. It felt so dirty to be sucking his cock with an audience. My ass totally exposed.
Next thing I know I look to my left, and Jim is standing there. His cock in his hands right near my face. With my mouth still wrapped around Mark's cock I reached out, took Jim's cock in my hand and started stroking it. I looked into Mark's eyes as I stroked it. His eyes were focused on my hand stroking Jim's cock.
I pulled my mouth off of Mark's cock. "Like that baby? Like watching me stroke cock? Like having your cock sucked in front of these people? Is it fun seeing your wife be so slutty?"
Mark just nodded.
Karen turned her head to watch me. "That's so hot Shelly," she said.
"Ya think?" I responded to Karen. I was feeling my inner slut. "Then watch this."
I turned my head and wrapped my lips around Jim's cock as I stroked it. I continued to stroke Mark's cock.
Mark moaned.
I stopped sucking. "You like that baby? You like your slutty little wife sucking cock?" I teased.
Karen moaned too. As she straddled Paul's lap, her hands disappeared between her and Paul. All eyes were on them. We saw her lift her body then lower it. Then she started rocking up and down, small movements. She sighed. We couldn't see, but it was obvious she was fucking Paul.
Tom got up and stood next to Jim. He also had his cock out. I only had two hands so I let go of Mark's cock and started stroking Tom's. I felt deliciously sexy. I'd just met these men and now I was acting like a slut in front of them.
I looked Jim in the eyes as I sucked his cock.
"That's it, suck that cock," he said.
I took my mouth off of his cock and said, "greedy," as I switched my mouth to Tom's cock.
With one hand actively wrapped around each cock I took turns switching between the two cocks. All eyes were on me. Karen had stopped actively fucking Paul and with his cock obviously buried inside her was watching me and coaxing me on.
"Wow, that's hot," she would say, or "that's it, you look great sucking cock." She looked at Bill and Danny still sitting there. "Don't just sit there," she said. "Go get your cock sucked."
Bill got up and approached me. He pulled his cock out. I let go of Jim's cock, grabbed Bill's, and started sucking him along with Tom. Bill moaned.
Jim moved out ot my sight. Next thing I feel is a hand on my ass. I look and Jim is kneeling beside me rubbing my ass. I moaned around the cock I was sucking. His fingers slid down between my legs. I parted them a bit to give him easier access.
His fingers slid into my pussy. I was soaking wet. I moaned again as two fingers entered me.
I had to laugh inwardly. I had fantasized about showing off. Even maybe being watched while someone fucked me, but sucking two cocks while having my pussy fingered was not something I'd ever imagined. I moaned again as I thought of it.
As I moaned Jim's fingers found my clit. I stopped sucking cock for a moment and just let myself go to the feeling.
"Mmmmm...," I sighed.
I took a cock back in my mouth. I was having trouble supporting my body, sucking two cocks, and being fingered. I let go of Tom's. I pushed Bill down on the couch so I had a position I could better support myself in. As I did that I lifted my ass so it was at a better angle for Jim. Jim took advantage of it and continued to finger me and play with my clit.
All of a sudden Jim's hand disappeared. Then I felt a hand on either side of my ass. I finally realized that Jim was about to fuck me. For a minute I wondered if I wanted that. I realized that if Jim fucked me the other guys would too. I was about to become a total slut. Well, like I wasn't one already. Did I want that? I had the perfect opportunity. I might never have it again. I realized I did.
"Oh my god, please fuck me," I hissed.
I felt one hand leave my ass as he guided his cock towards my pussy. No, cunt, gangbang sluts have cunts.
He rubbed the tip up and down my pussy to get it wet. He didn't have to bother. I was so wet I probably could have taken a baseball bat. (Not really, but it felt that way).
"Ahhhh," I sighed as he entered me up to the hilt.
He slowly started taking long slow strokes into my cunt.
"Oh my god Mark. He's fucking me. He's fucking your slutty wife's cunt. Do you like that? Do you like watching?"
Mark, mouth agape, just nodded.
Karen lifted herself off Paul, turned, and straddled his legs facing outward. This time she reached between his legs and guided him into her. We could all see his cock enter her pussy. She obviously wanted to watch.
"Take that cock slut," she egged me on. "Fuck him. Oh Mark, see how hot she looks? Look at that cock in her pussy? Watch her suck cock. Isn't she hot?"
"Yes," Mark answered.
For my part , I kept sucking Bill's cock as Jim pounded my pussy. Hearing Karen talk just made me hornier.
Jim kept fucking me into Bill's cock. His thrusts got harder.
"Ugh, ugh, ugh,,.." I grunted around Bill's cock with each thrust.
I could feel Bill's cock start to stiffen. I knew he was about to cum.
"I'm going to cum," he said in warning.
That was ok with me. I loved cum. I clamped my lips around his cock and kept stroking it. I felt the first few spurts in my mouth. Then Jim thrust hard into me. I felt his hot cum against the walls of my pussy. I came, hard. As I came and he thrust I let Bill's cock fall out of my mouth. The last few jets of cum hit me in the face, neck, and tits. It felt hot and sticky against my skin. I loved it.
I didn't swallow right away. With a mouth full of cum I looked at Mark and opened my mouth showing him my mouthful. As I did Jim's cock fell out of my pussy.
"Oh my god," cried Karen. Then she stammered, "That was so fucking hot." It was obvious she was cumming as she said it. She rested for a moment to catch her breath. "You fucking slut," she said. Not in a mean way, but in a dreamy complimentary way. Then she continued fucking Paul but now also had her fingers on her clit as she did.
I hadn't been paying attention. I noticed at some point Mark had pulled his cock out and was stroking it. I swallowed and then reached over, grabbed his cock, and started sucking it.
"Tastes so good baby," I said.
Then Tom spoke up. "My turn," he said.
He was still standing there with his cock out.
I laughed, wiggled my ass, and stroking Mark's cock I said, "well then fuck me."
Tom took my hand and pulled me to my feet. Then he brusquely turned me around and bent me over. I put my hands on Mark's shoulders to steady myself. I looked him in the eye.
"Do you still love your cum covered wife?" I asked.
"Yes," he croaked.
Then Tom grabbed my ass with one hand. I didn't know how he'd feel about fucking my cum filled pussy. I needn't have worried. Tom got behind me and shoved his cock in my pussy, hard. The idea of a cock in my already cum soaked pussy was too much. I came again.
Tom just kept pounding my pussy. "Ohh, unnn, ohhhh...," I cried into Mark's face as Tom fucked me. "Ooh baby, it feels so good, my pussy is so wet. God I love being a slut. Are you loving me being a slut?" I held on to Mark as Tom pounded me.
"Fuck yes," I heard Karen. From her voice it was obvious she came again. "Pound that slut, fuck her cunt."
"Yes," I joined in. "Fuck my cunt. Fuck me, oh yes, god yes, fuck me."
I could feel another orgasm building inside of me.
"Fuck, I'm going to cum!"
I came with my whole body quivering. As I did I felt Tom start to stiffen up. I was sure he was going to cum. I doubted I would feel it with my pussy already messy with cum.
I did feel it though, because I was cumming too, and as I came my knees buckled. Toms first spurts were in my pussy but as my knees gave Toms cock fell out of my pussy and he came all over my ass and pussy. I felt jet after jet of hot cum land on my skin.
"He's cumming on my ass," I told Mark. "Holy fuck," I said as I came down from my orgasm.
I collapsed onto my knees and into Mark's lap. I was tired. Then I heard Karen say, "Danny, don't you want to fuck the little slut?"
Danny just looked around like he didn't know what to do. I wanted to fuck him. He was so shy I wanted him.
I crawled to him on my hands and knees, looking up into his eyes.
"Please fuck me," I said as I unzipped his shorts. Then I gasped. I pulled out the biggest cock I ever saw. Now granted, I'd only fucked three, well now five, cocks before, but I knew this was big. My hand could not quite fit around it and my two hands could just cover the shaft. Mind you, I have small hands, but still.
"Oh my god," said Karen and I almost in unison.
Karen went on. "You have to fuck the slut with that thing," she went on.
I laid down on the floor, arms open. Legs spread.
"Come fuck me," I pleaded. "Please fuck me with that gorgeous cock."
Danny got on his knees between my legs. I reached down and grabbed his cock to guide it into me. It felt heavy in my hand.
With the tip aligned at my pussy he slowly pushed his cock in. He took his time. I could feel the lips of my pussy spread around his cock. It felt great.
"Oh my god, yes, give me that thing. I can feel you stretching me."
To Mark I said, "Mark, I've never felt so full."
As I finally took his full cock, I moaned. I lay there for a moment getting used to the feeling. When I was comfortable I started moving my hips.
"Ok, fuck me, slowly," I said to Danny.
Danny started fucking me. Slowly moving his cock I and out of me. Each time he moved it tugged at my clit. It felt amazing.
"Oh fucking god," I moaned.
"Your pussy looks so stretched," Karen said.
I looked around, all the guys except Paul were stroking their cocks. They were getting hard again. Paul still had his buried in Karen's pussy.
"Don't fucking stop," I cried. Oh god, yes, fuck me."
I started bucking my hips faster. He got the message and speeded up his strokes. God it felt good.
As I was being fucked Karen said to Paul, "you want some of that? Go fuck her mouth."
She got off Paul's lap. Paul knelt down by my head and fed me his cock. Like I said, I'm no deep throat queen. I got the head and some of the shaft in my mouth and started stroking the rest with my hand.
Danny now picked up the pace. I was so wet from my juices and cum that he easily moved inside of me.
Karen got down on her knees next to Paul. She moved my hand and took over stroking Paul's cock into my mouth. She kissed him.
"Mmmm,,, baby, do you like fucking the little sluts mouth? You look hot. Cum for me. Cum in her mouth. Cum on her face," she cooed.
Danny was watching her as he fucked me. He started grunting with each stroke. I could tell he was about to cum.
I had a mouth full of cock. I moaned around it. Karen also noticed. "That's it Danny. Fuck her. Fill her cunt with cum. Give it all to her."
Danny started really thrusting. I felt he was going to come out my mouth
"Ugh..ugh..Unngh.. ," I grunted around Paul's cock.
Karen kept talking, "look at that cum covered body. Fill her up. Give her a big load."
Danny grunted one more time. I could feel his cock pulse as he came.
"Fuck yes, fill my cum filled cunt," I screamed letting Pauls cock fall out of my mouth.
He came so much he pushed the cum out of my pussy and down my thighs. I came again.
"Fuck yes, Fuck," I'm cumming I cried.



Karen continued to stroke Paul's cock.
"Cum for me baby. Cum all over the sluts face," she urged.
I could see his face. I closed my eyes. Spurt after spurt hit me on my tots face and hair. I came again.
Danny pulled out of me. I lay there on my back panting.
I just looked at Mark, hard cock in his hand.
Karen looked at him too.
"Doesn't your wife look hot," she said. "Don't you want that cum soaked pussy?
Mark got down from the couch. For a moment I was worried. It's one thing to fantasize about something, but how would he really feel about his wife becoming a cum covered gang bang slut.
He got between my legs and started fucking me.
"Oh my god," he exclaimed. "Your pussy feels so wet and messy. I love it."
"That's it baby, fuck your wife's slutty cum filled cunt," I moaned.
He continued to fuck me. I looked around the room. A few of the guys had stroked themselves hard again.
Danny was standing there with his cum covered cock getting soft.
I grabbed it and pulled it to my mouth.
"Let me clean that for you," I said. I started licking the cum and my juices off it like an ice cream cone. I felt him start to get hard again.
Tom came and brought his now hard cock and kneeled next to Danny.
It was going to be a long night.
==================================================
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We were on our way to the lake house. We tried to get up there at least once a month and usually for a week during the summer. This was our summer week. This week was kind of special as our daughter Carlie was home after her first year away at school. At 18 it had been a big year for her and we were excited to have her to ourselves.
I was looking forward to the break. My husband Jim ran a successful construction business and I did the books and tried to do the scheduling. It had been a great year and we needed the week off.
Besides our daughter, our son Scott, and three of his friends, Jon, Carl, and Brandon were also with us. Our son was a year older than Carlie and worked for our construction firm. His friend Jon also worked for us.
On our way to the lake house I always thought about how lucky we were. Jim and I were your typical high school cliche couple. He was on the football team, I was a cheerleader. We started dating when we were 17. We were, well are, madly in love.
We had sex for the first time on prom night. I had just turned 18. We were very naive. I got pregnant with Scott either that night or soon after. We wanted to get married right away. Our parents wouldn't let us. They wanted us to wait. . They didn't try to stop our relationship, just wanted us to give it some time.
We couldn't wait. We got married right after graduation. We had the baby and then within a few months I was pregnant with Carlie.
People were kind to us. Our families stood by us. A friend of Jim's father owned a construction firm and hired Jim. Jim also picked up some handyman work on the side. I did some waitressing. Between the three jobs we managed to support ourselves and our children. We were young and happy.
At one point Jim's boss offered us a great deal. We were looking for a new house to rent. He had just bought a fixer upper. He said if we moved in and fixed it up he'd split half the profit with us. With that were on our way.
We bought the lake house when the kids were 8 and 9. We loved the lake and when the house came on the market we jumped on it. It needed work, but we were willing to do it. It wasn't a big house. It sat in the woods about 50 feet from a small beach. The side facing the water was practically all glass sliders and windows leaving amazing views of the lake. Plus you could leave the glass open and listen to the woods and water through the screens. It was about 850 square feet not including the loft. It had one bedroom and one bath. It was basically a big open living space with a kitchen and dining area. There was a large deck with a fire pit facing the lake. The kids usually slept in the loft.
We fixed it up, and a few years later the septic needed to be replaced. We decided we could use another bathroom. Unfortunately there was was really no place in the house to put it. We decided with the kids coming back and forth from the beach and tracking in sand and dirt we'd add the bathroom on the outside of the house. It had a door from the outside and a door from the house. It was a half bath and we added the shower outside. The bathroom was heated, but not the shower stall. No big deal during spring and summer seasons, but during the winter it's a rude awakening. We never really used it in the winter.
With seven of us going up and one bedroom we decided the boys would bring a tent and camp on the property. Carlie could have the loft.
We got to the house. I always marveled at the solitude. The nearest house was 100 yards through the woods. We were lucky we bought when we did. Except for a few houses near us the shore of the lake was becoming overdeveloped.
I took a deep breath.
"Ok boys, start unpacking," I said.
We had brought the boat and enough supplies and food for eight days. The boys and Carlie started carrying in food and gear from the car. The boys had brought a four man tent but it didn't have room for all their clothes so we had them put them in a small shed we had on the property.
Once we were unpacked, the boat. In the water, and the tent set up, the kids wanted to go for a swim. I thought it was a great idea. We all went to change into our suits. Since the bedroom, living room, and loft all had those big windows I grabbed my suit and headed to the bathroom to change. As I was changing I wondered where everyone else would change. The tent was too small for four boys to change in, they could change in the shower or the outside bath. Carlie was in the loft, but all the windows gave no privacy.
I put on my bathing suit. It was a decent mom style one piece. Appropriate in front of the boys. I looked at myself in the mirror. I looked good. I took care of myself. At 37 years old, 5'3 and 120lb I still got my looks from men. I tied my shoulder length hair pulled back in a ponytail.
When I got out of the bathroom Carlie was already changed. She was wearing a tiny string bikini that covered just what it had to. It's hard to picture your child so grown up, but after a year at school you look at them differently. She was gorgeous. 5'3" and a size 5. Her honey blonde hair hung down the middle of her back. I kind of laughed inwardly. I remembered when my tits stood out like that. Not that they still weren't good, just not like that.
Then I wondered where she changed.
"Where did you change?" I asked.
"In the loft," she replied. "Why?"
"Not a lot of privacy up there" I said.
"Oh, I didn't think of that. Oh well. If someone wants to look that badly let them," she quipped and then laughed, "the only person out there was daddy, and I'm pretty sure he wasn't trying to peep on me."
She headed out the door. As she did my husband was coming in to change. I wondered if he had seen her, and what he'd seen if he did. For some reason the thought made me feel uncomfortable. I didn't analyze it then, but in retrospect I realize there were a few emotions going on. I was a little jealous, not that he might of looked, but more that she was getting looked at and I wasn't. I was proud of her body, but a little bothered it might get more looks than mine. At the time though, I just brushed it off.
I waited for Jim to change then headed out to the beach. As I walked there from the house I turned and looked. I realized that almost anywhere you stood in on the glass side of the house you could see in the entire house except the bathroom. Where the boys had set up their tent you could also see the entire loft. I wondered if the boys had seen anything.
The boys and Carlie were already on the small beach. They had beach chairs but the boys were all standing around Carlie talking to her. Even Scott seemed to be vying for her attention.
Again I felt uncomfortable. There was a day when boys would have surrounded me, but by the time I realized it I was already dating Jim. I never really had that chance to flirt.
When I got to the beach the boys all greeted me. They were sweet but quickly turned their attention back to Carlie.
We spent that day at the beach. Every time Carlie went in the water the boys followed her. I watched as they watched her walk to the water. Her ass practically completely showing. They would almost always follow her rather than walk in front of her. I even saw Jim watching her a few times as she made her way to the water.
I became kind of obsessed with who was watching Carlie. I also noticed that Carlie seemed to be doing stuff to make sure they were watching. If the boys were walking behind her she might adjust the bottom of her suit. She'd stretch while coming out of the water, or stand legs together as she bent over and splashed water on her arms.
When she laid down to tan she'd undo the string of her top and push her bottoms as far down as was decently possible. When on her stomach you could see her ass crack. When on her back it was pretty obvious she either shaved completely or pretty close.
Let's say the boys, even Jim and Scott noticed Carlie a lot. Me? I was kinda envious and wistful, wondering if, in my day, I would have got the same attention.
Other than my obsession we had a great day. The water was beautiful, the sun was not too hot, the conversation was fun and when it lulled people read their books or napped. A perfect day. I did notice the boys flirting with Carlie a bit, she gave as good as she got.
It was the end of the day, we all decided to go in. Carlie headed to the outdoor shower first. The outdoor shower was surrounded on 4 sides with wood walls. They were about 5' high. They started about 18 inches off the ground. You could see the top of Carlie's head and her very shapely calves. As she took off her bathing suit we could see her slide it down over her calf and step out of it. She laid it over the wall to dry. I was very aware she was naked in there.
I noticed the boys all looking at the shower as if they could see through the walls. When I looked at Jim he was also looking at the shower. Finally she was finished. She turned off the water, it was obvious she then remembered that she didn't have a towel.
"Hey guys, a little help please," she called. "I need a towel."
Jon responded, "hmmm, I don't know."
Then he remembered Jim and I were there.
"I'll get you one," he said and ran to grab one.
He walked over to the shower and kind of facing away handed the towel over the edge.
Carlie stood up on tiptoes and kind of looked over the edge as she grabbed the towel.
"Thank you Jon," she said. Then she added, "I owe you."
"Oh?" said Jon. "You owe me? What do I get?" he teased
Not to be outdone she responded, "What do you want?"
I think Jon then remembered that Jim and I were there.
"Nothing," he replied. "It was my pleasure.
She took the towel, thanked him with a smirk, and started to dry off. I couldn't help but wonder where the conversation would have gone if Jim and I weren't there.
When she was done she wrapped the towel around her and stepped out of the shower.
"Next," she said as she headed into the house.
I watched her. The towel obviously covered more than her bathing suit but for some reason I was more aware that she was naked under the towel.
The boys started taking their turns jumping in the shower. Jim and I just wiped our feet clean and went inside to use the shower in the house.
As we walked in I looked up at the loft. Carlie was wearing a pair of shorts and pulling on a t shirt. I noticed she wasn't wearing a bra.
I went and changed. Jim started dinner. When I was dressed I came out, Jim and Carlie were in the kitchen laughing and making dinner. It was weird. I loved seeing them together, but there was something else there. I wasn't sure what it was.
The boys came in and asked if they could have beers. What the hell I thought and they all grabbed one and went to sit on the deck. I grabbed one also and went to join them.
I loved sitting out there. I ask the boys to start a fire in the fire pit. They jumped right on it. I listened to the lake and watched the boys as they gathered wood and started the fire. They were all in shorts and t shirts. I've known these boys forever, but for some reason, tonight I started to notice how handsome they were.
It started with me thinking about how they were with Carlie and then that kind of drifted into how they looked. I thought about how they flirted with her. She loved it and responded in kind. Why not, they were all good looking boys, they had all played sports in high school and were all lean and muscled. I wondered what it felt like to be flirted with like that by such handsome guys.
Jim and Carlie brought dinner out. We sat by the fire and ate. It was a perfect evening. I was getting tired and we decided to go to bed. I went to my room to change.
When the kids were younger they were upstairs in the loft by the time I went to bed. This time they were out front on the deck. I usually sleep in a T-shirt and panties. I had to think about how to handle it. One of the problems with so much glass is we didn't have curtains. The house faced west so sunrise did not come blazing in the window.
I was standing in the middle of the room trying to figure out how to handle this when Jim walked in. He looked at me standing there.
"What's wrong?" he asked.
"I'm not sure where to get dressed?" I said.
He looked at me strangely.
"What?" he asked.
I explained, "usually I just change here and sleep in my underwear, but the kids are all out there on the deck."
He kind of looked at the deck with an uncomprehending face.
"What?" He repeated.
"I can't get undressed here, the kids can see me." I repeated.
"Ohhhhhh," he replied. "Get changed in the bathroom," he offered.
"Ok, but then what.do I wear to bed? I didn't bring anything to sleep in."
"Sleep in a t shirt like you normally do. No one is going to watch you sleep," he answered.
"Umm, OK," I responded. I wasn't convinced but I accepted he was right.
I went in the bathroom brushed my teeth and got ready for bed. Then I stripped down to my panties and pulled on a t shirt. I looked in the mirror. The t shirt covered half my ass. The panties were a small pink bikini style. I always liked pretty underwear. They made me feel special.
I walked out of the bathroom and to bed. I felt terribly exposed. The feeling scared me, but there was something else. I was excited. I kept thinking someone would see me. There was a thrill to the idea of being caught. I walked to the bed, bent down and pulled the covers back. I stood up and climbed into bed. As I did I looked outside. Brandon was looking straight at me.
I couldn't believe it. I'd been caught. You figured I'd be embarrassed, but I surprised myself. I felt a naughty thrill. Nobody had seen me in my underwear except my husband, daughter, and mom, since I was 17. I closed my eyes. I could feel the wetness between my legs. My mind was racing, I'd been caught. Brandon saw me.
Then I started to wonder. Did he like what he saw? What if I grossed him out. Who wants to see some 37 year old woman in her underwear. I tried to close my eyes, but I kept watching Brandon. He leaned over and said something to Carlie. They both looked at my window. Carlie whispered something to Brandon. I wondered what they were saying.
They returned to their conversation. I tried to sleep. Did my daughter now know Brandon saw me? Did she see me? What did she think. The whole time I'm thinking this my pussy was tingling.
Shortly after, the kids all headed to sleep and Jim followed me to bed. I watched him change into his gym shorts. I looked outside to see if anyone noticed. They didn't. They had all headed to bed. As he slid in next to me I kissed him, Not the good night kiss, the, I want to make love, kiss. He knew the difference.
Under the covers hand slid under my shirt to my breast. I moaned softly. Twenty years and I still loved his touch. Ok, I know this will sound silly, but we got married at 18. We knew very little about sex. After two years I kinda thought there must be more to sex. I, very shyly, bought some books on sex.
The first thing I did was learn to masturbate. I loved the feeling. In the beginning I think I did it two to three times a day. After I was comfortable I started showing Jim how to touch me. At first he was a little worried about where I learned this stuff. I finally had to show him the book.
He asked if he could read it and between both of us, we learned a lot. The first time he went down on me I was scared, however once he started I was no longer scared. I loved it. I couldn't wait to go down on him to show him how fantastic it was. When he came I swallowed every drop. I loved it.
I tell you this because sex between us is pretty good, although after twenty years it had become a bit matter of fact.
His hand caressed my breast and pulled on my nipple. I slid my hand down his body and into his shorts. His cock was already hard. I wondered at that. It usually takes a little longer. I stroked it the way I knew he liked. He kissed his way down my neck. I stretched it to give him more access. I loved the way it felt.
His hand moved to my other breast. He went to pull up my t shirt. I raised my back a bit to help him.
His head moved down and sucked a nipple into his mouth. I continued to stroke him as I moaned softly. As he sucked me his hand moved down over my belly towards my pussy. I loved that feel, the anticipation of his touch. I sucked in my breathe as his hand passed over that soft part of my hip. I kissed him harder.
His hand found my pussy. I was wet. He ran his fingers up my pussy lips spreading my juices all over my clit. His fingers circled my clit then slid inside me. I moaned again.
"Mmmmm, I love that," I sighed.
He had one arm pulling me to him, the other started pushing my panties off me. I let go of his cock and pushed my panties down and off my legs. I could feel his hand back on my pussy hair.
Then a strange thought hit me. I was 'bathing suit' groomed, but given the suit Carlie was wearing, how groomed was she?
I quickly pushed the thought out of my head to concentrate on my husband. His fingers slipped inside me again. I used my hands to push his shorts down and pull out his cock.
With his cock free I rolled over on my back pulling him on top of me. With my legs spread I reached down and placed the head of his cock against my pussy.
He thrust forward and entered me. I breathed in. It felt so good. As he thrust into me I pushed my hips into him meeting every thrust. It felt so good.
As he, ummm, there's no good word for this, so, as he fucked me, I looked out the window. I could see the stars over the lake. There was no one on the deck. I could see the boys tent. I wondered if they were asleep.
My mind started to go down that path. I could feel every thrust. It felt great, but I also started to wonder if someone could see us. I imagined Brandon on the deck looking in.
The thought excited me. I started thrusting into Jim harder and faster. My moans became loud grunts.
"Unghh, unngh, unnggh. Yes, yes, yes, I breathed. My orgasm started to wash over me. I wrapped my legs around Jim and pulled him into me. I started to cum again. This time my cries sent Jim over the edge as well. I could feel the hot cum spurting inside me.
His body fell on top of mine. I pulled him close.
"I love you baby," he whispered in my ear.
"I love you too," I replied.
Jim rolled over on his back.
"Where'd that come from," he asked playfully.
We make love that passionately sometimes, but it's not as often.
"Must be the fresh air," I responded. "Why? Are you complaining?" I asked teasingly.
"Nope, fine by me," he said.
He rolled towards me and kissed me again and we fell asleep in each other's arms.
It was bright outside when I woke up. I climbed out of bed to go to the bathroom. Then I realized, I wasn't wearing panties. I quickly turned to look at the window. There was Carl, Jon, and Carlie looking straight at me. The two boys had their mouths open. Carlie has a small smile on her face.
I shrieked and ran into the bathroom.
I saw the kids start to laugh.
When I got in the bathroom I stopped to catch my breath. My mind was racing. , The kids saw me in a T-shirt and no panties. I was so embarrassed, but something else, I was aroused. My nipples were hard, I was breathing heavily and I could feel the wetness between my legs.
Why was I excited? Was it being seen? Only my husband had seen me for twenty years. Then I wondered what they thought. Were they laughing at the naked old lady?



With these thoughts swirling through my mind I jumped in the shower. As I soaped myself the thought of being watched was at the forefront of my mind. I spent extra time on my nipples. They were hard. How would the boys react if they saw my nipples hard. I had fantasies before. Usually faceless men. They revolved around being checked out. Now it happened, with someone I knew.
My hand drifted further south. In the shower I found my pussy. I started rubbing it softly. Feeling the water against my clit.
I closed my eyes. The image came to me, me on the deck, taking off my clothes being watched. I started to moan. Next thing I hear is a knock on the door.
"I'm in here," I shouted.
"Ok," said Carlie. "I just heard some noise and wanted to make sure you were ok," she said.
Oh my god, Carlie had caught me masturbating. You'd think that would have made me stop. No, it just fanned the flames. I increased my pressure, this time I was just quieter. Well, until I came. Then I let out a single, "Yes."
I finished washing and realized I didn't have any clothes. I wrapped a towel around me and went into the room to get clothes. I looked out the window. I didn't see anyone. They could have gone for a walk. There was a camp style store about a half mile through the woods.
I dropped my towel and pulled a pair of little purple bikini panties out of the drawer. As I started to step into them Scott walked by the window. Our eyes met. I don't know what came over me. I just pulled on my panties. He watched. After I pulled them on I turned to face him, tits exposed, and used my hand to wave him off. I wasn't mad. In fact, the only reason I waved him off was because I thought I should. After all, he'd already seen everything.
He seemed to come out of his trance, he gave a quick, embarrassed wave and headed off.
As I continued to dress I couldn't get the thought of Scott seeing me out of my head. I could feel it in my pussy. Tingling the whole time. I wondered what he'd say when I saw him.
I came out of my room. Scott was in the great room.
"Good morning," I said as if nothing happened.
"I'm sorry mom." He started.
I cut him off. "No big deal. Looks like privacy is going to be hard to come by up here," I quipped.
"Yeah, guess so," he mumbled.
I changed the conversation and asked where everyone was, they had taken the canoes out on the lake. I asked why he hadn't gone and he told me he just didn't feel like it.
Then he shocked me. "Mom, you're beautiful," he said. He must have seen my face because he immediately started to apologize, "I'm sorry, I shouldn't have said that."
I interrupted him. "It's ok," I said. "Thank you for the compliment. At my age you're never sure how you've held up." I continued, this is where the line started to cross. I said, "your dad's the only person who's seen me naked, so it's nice to have a second opinion,"
He looked kind of relieved, but I felt he still was uncomfortable. I decided to tease him a bit.
"I guess a hot guy like you has seen lots of girls naked," I teased.
"Umm, not a lot," he responded.
"Well, how did I compare?" I asked.
He looked at me.
"No really," I repeated, "how did I compare to all those young bodies you've seen?"
Scott saw that I was serious. "You are beautiful," he said.
"Details Scott, details," I pushed.
He shifted a little in his seat. "Ummm. You have great legs," he kind of mumbled.
"Really?" I replied. I moved my legs out from under the table to where he could see them. "You really think they're great? You're my son, you don't want to hurt my feelings."
No really," he insisted. "In fact all my frien....." he trailed off.
"All your friends what?" I asked.
He hesitated.
"No really honey, I want to know," I insisted.
"My friends think you're hot," he kind of mumbled.
"That's so sweet," I said. "I thought all their attention was on Carlie."
"Well, they think she's hot too." He said. "But they talk about you more." Then again he looked like he thought he'd said too much.
I wanted to reassure him. "How do you feel about them saying that?"
"Well. At first it embarrassed me, but after a while I realized they were right," he admitted.
I wanted him to feel good about this conversation. "Well. I think that's sweet," I said. "In fact, I don't mind if you tell them I think it's sweet."
The conversation switched to other subjects.
Eventually the kids came back with the canoes. Scott went down to the beach to hang with them. I stayed on the deck. After a while I noticed all the guys, including Carlie turned to look at me. Then started talking, they looked at me again.
I was sitting in a lounge chair. I decided to give them a little to look at. I bent my legs and pointed my toes a bit, just to give them a good look. I realized I liked the feeling of being looked at. I wondered if my panties were showing.
Jim joined me on the deck.
"Did you know that Scott's friends think I'm attractive?" I asked.
"Well, they never said anything to me, but from the way they looked at you I assumed that much," he answered.
"Even Scott said he thinks I'm pretty," I told him.
"Well, Scott is male," he answered. Then he added, "Don't you ever see how men look at you?"
"What do you mean," I asked.
"Men look at you like they want you. You're beautiful," he replied.
I took a few minutes to process this.
"How does that make you feel?" I asked.
"I love it when they think my wife is beautiful. Sometimes, I want to stand up and show you off and say, 'isn't she amazing?'"
"Show me off?" I asked.
"Well you know what I mean," he said trying to dodge the question.
"No tell me," I insisted. "You've never told me this before."
"Well," he started out tentatively. "Sometimes I wish you'd wear a sexier bathing suit so men could really see how perfect you are and envy me."
"I could do that, if you wanted. I replied. "You'd like me more on display?"
I admit. The idea did not bother me. I kind of liked it.
He nodded.
"What else?" I asked.
He looked away.
"No tell me," what else?"
"I'd like it if you wore shorter skirts, and more low cut tops," he answered.
He looked at me like I might kill him. I think I surprised him when I said, "let's go shopping."
The kids came up for lunch. I could tell they were looking at me a bit differently. I wondered who knew what. Did Scott repeat our conversation? Did Brandon or Scott tell them what they saw? I felt a tightness of excitement in my body. I wished I could have heard the conversations.
I have to admit, I may have bent over a bit more getting things out of the cabinet and fridge.
After lunch I asked what the plans were. The kids were going to take the boat out. I told them that Jim was taking me clothes shopping. Carlie insisted on coming. We cleaned up and headed out.
A small town near the lake had turned into a lakeside tourist town with the growth of the condos. We headed in to see what was there. Carlie asked what I was buying.
I rarely wore dresses or skirts. Carlie commented
"You never wear dresses and skirts," she said.
"That's because your dad never told me how much he liked them," I responded.
She just said, "oh."
When we got to town there was a swimwear shop, we decided to start there. When we got in I realized everything in there was a bikini. They were meant for much younger girls.
"I don't think there's anything here for me," I said.
"Of course there is," said Carlie. She went to my size and took one off the rack. It was a tiny yellow halter top bikini.
"Try this one," she said.
I looked at it. There was barely any material. Plus, I'm sure my pubic hair would show. The sign said to try on bottoms over your underwear so that solved that problem.
"Really?," I asked. I looked at my husband.
He looked at it, then looked at me, "definitely," he said.
I shrugged my shoulders and headed for the dressing room.
I stripped down to my panties. My panties were pretty small. I pulled the bottoms on. The bottoms did not cover my panties. I knew I couldn't wear them. I called Carlie to the dressing room.
"I can't wear these," I exclaimed.
She laughed and called her father over. I was topless behind a curtain in my panties and a bathing suit bottom over them. I had my arms across my tits to cover them. They pulled the curtain open and looked in. I was sure anyone in the store could see me. I felt both nervous and excited.
"I think she looks great," said Carlie.
"Me too," said Jim.
"Me too," said a clerk who was standing by the dressing room.
"Close the curtain," I shrieked.
Carlie laughed, Jim looked around confused. I grabbed the curtain and pulled it closed. I changed into my clothes and handed the bathing suit to Carlie.
"Fine," I said.
Carlie looked around the shop.
"They have some cute sundresses mom," she said.
I was too flabbergasted to concentrate.
"Pick some out," I said.
Cindy handed me a few dresses from the racks. One was pretty short. The other was a gauzy thing but was longer. Jim looked at them and said let's get both. Carlie grabbed a few more.
I had the gauzy one on, Carlie suggested I wear it home. I stepped into the light. Jim and Carlie stopped and looked at me. I looked down. I realized the dress was practically see through with the light behind it. You could see my little purple panties and bra.
"Oh my god, how could you let me," I hissed at Carlie and Jim.
Carlie laughed, "What? You look great."
Jim started apologizing at once, swearing they couldn't tell in the dressing room.
People started to look at me. I felt exposed, then that feeling crept between my legs. I liked being exposed. I wasn't sure what to do. Carlie saved me.
"You look great mom," she repeated.
I looked to Jim.
"You do look great," he said.
I sighed. Inwardly I was excited but I didn't want to show it. I felt alive, exposed, I was loving it.
"Ok, lets go," I said.
We bought a few dresses and two bathing suits then headed home. The boys were there to greet us. When I got out of the car, they just stared.
"Doesn't mom look great," asked Carlie.
There was a silence while the guys got over their shock and then they all started speaking at once.
"Wow, you look great"
"I love that dress"
"Damn that's hot"
We all turned and looked at Jon. All of sudden he was self conscious.
Carlie quickly saved him. "He's right. Mom does look hot," she said.
I was feeling sassy. I did a little twirl.
"Glad you all like it ," I said.
Then Carlie said, "she got a new bathing suit too."
Brandon spoke up, "Well, can't wait to hit the beach tomorrow."
We had dinner and sat by the fire. It was quiet night more than a few times I wondered what I'd feel like in such a revealing bathing suit.
When it was time for bed I gave the where to dress issue some thought. Then I grabbed a t shirt and a cute pair of panties and went to change. The T-shirt left a bit of belly showing between my shirt and belly.
I could hear the boys talking by the fire still. I took a deep breath and walked out of the bathroom to my bed. Carl was the first to see me. He must have quickly told the others as they all turned around and looked.
My stomach was in a knot, but I could feel that sense of arousal. I turned and then with my ass toward the window, turned down the covers. Then I turned and faced them and climbed under the covers.
Jim was already in bed.
"Nice show," he smiled
"What do you mean," I replied.
"The boys watched you in your underwear," he said matter of factly.
I just replied, "oh."
Jim fell right to sleep. My mind kept spinning. It didn't seem to bother Jim that the boys saw me in my underwear. Actually, he seemed to be enjoying it.
I finally fell asleep.
When I got up the boys were already in their suits headed to the beach. Carlie, Jim, and I went to change. Carlie headed to the loft. Jim and I to the bedroom.
I went into the bathroom to change. When I put on the bottoms I realized I needed to shave. I jumped in the shower. I thought of the suit. I shaved everything. I pulled the bottoms on again. I felt pretty naked. Only my husband had seen this much of me in years. I put on the top, I didn't feel anymore dressed. I realized I liked the feeling. I wondered how the boys would react.
When I came out Jim was in his bathing suit waiting for me.
"What took you so long," he asked.
"Well if you must know," I said saucily, "I had to shave my pussy."
I am not sure what shocked him more, the thought of me doing it, or the way I said it, but it took him a moment to recover.
"Oh," was all he said.
We headed out of the bedroom to the beach. Carlie was coming down from the loft at the same time.
"Wow mom, you look great," she said.
I looked at her. She was wearing a tiny bikini. I think the bottoms covered maybe half her ass. The top barely contained her breasts. I knew she was a 36c. They were perfectly on display.
Then the thought struck me. Where did she change. In front of the big window? There's no privacy in the loft.
We headed to the beach. Between me and Carlie I don't think the boys were watching where they were going. Carl tripped and fell knocking Scott over.
"Watch it," shouted Scott.
"Sorry man," said Carl.
"Uh huh," joked Scott. "Try to keep your eyes off my mom and sister so you don't kill anyone."
We all laughed.
Carlie spoke up, "so, you guys like moms new suit?" she asked.
I was kind of flabbergasted. I mean calling that much attention to me among these boys I'd known forever, in front of my husband and son. I wasn't sure what to think.
"You look great mrs S," said Brandon.
Then Carlie teased, "and what about me?" she asked.
"Screw you," said Brandon. "You know you're hot."
"True, true," laughed Carlie.
They all laughed. We hung around on the beach for a while.
At one point Carlie asked for someone to glop her and held out the suntan lotion. Carl was the fastest, although Brandon and Jon tried. We all laughed. I watched as this well toned young man rubbed lotion all over my daughters lithe body. It was a very sensual scene and was making me squirm between my legs. I kind of thought it looked like cum.
As he did her back she untied the top to give him access to her entire back. Truth was the string did not restrict any access he could have applied it under, but with the string untied she looked practically naked.
As he got down to her bottoms she reached back and pushed them down til, the crack of her ass started to show. Carl's fingertips brushed slightly under the material.
Then he started on her feet and worked his way up. I had my sunglasses on. I was hoping no one could see me stare, but I couldn't take my eyes off the sensual sight before me. As he moved up her legs she parted them to give him more access.
I was seriously wet, watching and anticipating where his hands might go, and wishing I could do something about it.
As he reached her ass you could see him pause. Carlie wiggled her ass, "hey," she said. Carl got the hint.
He squirted some more lotion on his hands and rubbed them together to warm it. Then he started rubbing her ass cheeks. The suit barely covered her ass to begin with and laying down it covered less. I wondered what it would feel like to have Carl's big hands rubbing lotion on me. I watched as his hands slipped between her legs and almost rubbed the crotch of her suit. I almost held my breath as his hands got closer and closer.
Finally he was done. Carlie flashed him a big smile and thanked him.
Then she looked at me. "You'd better put some on too, before you burn."
I wasn't sure what to say, I was about to ask Jim when Scott spoke up.
"I'll do it," he volunteered.
Not sure what else to say I rolled onto my stomach. He grabbed the lotion from Carl and started spreading it over my back. It felt good. I started to relax and let myself go to the feeling. When he got to my bathing suit strap he just unclipped it, That felt so weird. My son, undoing my strap, and then continuing to rub lotion on me. I tried not to squirm but the heat was building up inside me.
His hand moved down to the small of my back. I was very aware of every movement as he got near my bottoms. I wondered where he'd stop.
I opened my eyes. Jim was also watching. I wondered what he was thinking. Did he think there was something wrong? After all, our son was rubbing lotion on my almost naked body.
Carl, Jon, and Brandon seemed to be watching Scott but every once in a while would check out Carlie's ass.
I closed my eyes again as Scott's hands approached my ass. I felt his fingers brush the top of my suit. They slipped just a bit under it. I held my breath. Then he stopped. I let out an audible mew of protest.
Carlie laughed.
"Im sorry," I explained. That just felt so good."
I was a little embarrassed knowing it was my son making me feel that way.
"Well then," said Scott. I guess I'll do your legs now."
"Mmmmm.," I moaned as he started at my feet.
Jim gave me a look but didn't say anything. I couldn't tell what the look said. I decided to just let myself go to the feeling.
Scott's strong hands rubbed lotion on my feet. He moved up to my calves. And then to my thighs. My thighs parted involuntarily to give him more room. It felt great. As his hands got closer and closer to my pussy I struggled to hold still. His strong hands rubbed lotion on the exposed part of my ass. Without thinking I pushed my ass up a bit to help him. I wondered later what it must have looked like.
We hung out on the beach till afternoon. Then headed to the showers. This time I got to the outdoor shower first. I got in and closed the door, the hot water felt good on my body. I stepped out of my suit and hung it on the shower wall. As I did I stood on tiptoes to see where everyone was. The boys were all just standing there looking at the shower. Even though I knew the boys couldn't see me, I felt exposed. I liked the feeling.
I grabbed my towel wrapped it around me and headed for my bedroom. Jim was in there dressing. I guessed if he wasn't worried about the window, I wouldn't. I pulled some white frilly bikini style panties and matching bra out of the dresser. I looked at the window. No one was watching. I felt a pang of disappointment.
I dropped my towel and started to step into my panties just as Carl crossed over the deck. I stopped standing there with just my panties on. I was waiting for him to see me. Carl turned and looked. I felt a shiver through my body. I should have turned away, covered myself, anything. I just stood there.
Carl stopped. He looked both ways to see if anyone was around. Confirming he was alone he looked at me. I wasn't sure what to do next. Facing the window I slowly picked up my bra and put it on. It was then I realized Jim was still in the room and watching. I couldn't believe he wasn't saying anything. My heart was beating a million miles a minute. Then I did a small turn around so he could see the back. I looked at Jim's face. It had shock on it.
Carl just watched. I pulled my dress on over my head. Finally dressed, I put up my hands In a 'That's it' motion. Carl walked away.
"What was that?" asked Jim.
"I'm not sure," I replied honestly. "Something just come over me. Are you mad?"
He grabbed me and kissed me. "That was hot as fuck," he said.
He grabbed my ass and pulled me in for more kisses.
"Well. You said you wanted to show me off," I explained.
"Yes I did," he replied.
"Was it everything you wanted?" I asked.
"Yes It was," he answered.
I turned and walked out of my room through the great room to where Carl was standing.



"Enjoy?" I asked.
Carl wasn't sure what to answer. "Yyyyess," he stuttered.
I kissed him on the cheek. "Good," I said. Then I added, "I did too."
I walked back into the house to do some work in the kitchen. My pussy was so wet. I was glad I was wearing panties. I would have been dripping down my leg. I stood in the kitchen trying to remember what I was there for. I wanted to go masturbate. I didn't have time. All I could think about was how much fun showing off was and that my husband loved it.
The deck and house got busy. The boys came up on the deck.. everyone helped make dinner. This time I was wearing a very short loose shift with a peasant style neckline.
"I like your dress," said Scott.
"Yeah," jumped in Brandon. "You look great." Carl didn't say anything.
"And Carl," I teased. "What do you think about the dress."
"Yyyyou look great," he stuttered.
"Well Thank you all," I replied. "I bought it yesterday."
Carlie spoke up, "You do look great. I'm going to have to step up my game if I want anyone to notice me."
We all laughed
We went around setting the table on the deck. A light breeze was coming up from the lake. It was cool and refreshing. As a was carrying food a strong gust of wind came up. My dress was so short and loose it blew up to my waist.
Carlie burst out laughing. My face turned red.
Carlie saw my face. "Oh come on mom, your bathing suit covered much less."
She was right. But somehow this felt more exposed. I felt that tingle in my pussy.
"Here, if it will make you feel better," said Carlie. Then she pulled up the hem of her dress. She was wearing a little turquoise thong.
"Feel better?" She quipped.
We all laughed, but in my mind I was marveling at how easily she showed us her thong. I wondered what Jim and Scott thought seeing their daughter's/sister's underwear and watching her show off like that.
We all ate and then lit a fire. Relaxing around the fire I was sitting in a folding lounge chair. Climbing into it and laying down in my short dress was a challenge but I said the hell with it and just gave up. I just let my panties flash when they did. Well. I may have helped. I sat with my legs comfortably apart.
As I did I watched the boys and Jim. They were all trying not to look but were all checking me out. I had this mad desire to just take off my panties and show more.
I think Carlie noticed too. She started flashing her panties too. I watched the boys. They didn't know where to look, but Jim surprised me. His eyes were on Carlie. I think' she knew it because she'd smile at him, catch his eye, and then part her legs a bit.
Finally it was bedtime. Jim and I decided to take a short walk along the shore. As we returned we noticed the light was on in the loft. There was Carlie in just a short T-shirt and thong puttering around the loft. Both Jim and I just watched. She finally turned off the light to go to bed.
We headed up the beach past the boys tent. We heard voices from within.
"Geesh your mom is hot," said one of the boys.
"Fuck she's killing me," said another I think Jon.
"That's my mother," said Scott.
How sweet of him to defend me.
"Oh, fuck you," said Brandon. "You know you'd fuck her if she'd let you."
"True," answered Scott. "But she's still my mother."
"Yeah, but so fuckable," said Brandon. They all laughed.
"And then you get such an ugly little sister," joked Jon,
"I know," said Carl. "If I lived in that house I'd have a hardon all day long."
"I practically do," said Scott. "What I need is a hot mom."
Brandon laughed, "can you imagine being able to fuck your mom and sister anytime you want? Can we fuck her too?"
"I just want to be first," laughed Scott.
"Deal," the others said in unison.
They all laughed.
"If ever," Carl scoffed.
Wow, even my son thought about fucking me, I thought. For some reason that made me feel deliciously dirty.
I looked at Jim. He shrugged his shoulders, "they're right," he said. "You're very fuckable."
Then we heard Carl telling them about watching me at the bedroom window. At first they didn't believe him, but he swore it was true. They were all amazed and asked a ton of questions. They were especially shocked when they heard that Jim was there watching.
The conversation was turning me on. I looked at Jim and kissed him. He kissed me back just as passionately. It was obvious that he felt the same thing I did. I reached down and started to rub his cock through his pants. He was rock hard.
"Mmmmm...," I moaned, loudly. I was sure the boys heard it.
"Fuck me," I said to Jim. Loud enough for the boys to hear.
The tent went silent.
"Fuck me, right here," I prodded Jim.
Jim picked me up and plopped me on the picnic table. He flipped my dress up and pulled my panties off me. I reached down to release his cock. It felt velvety and strong in my hands.
I didn't need any foreplay. I was wet. I just wanted to be fucked hard. His cock entered me.
"That's it baby, fuck me," I made no attempt to be quiet.
"Oh god, it feels so good, baby fuck me," I went on.
"Remember Carl watching me undress? Remember how hot that was? I wonder if he told the other boys? What would they think? Would they want to see too? What about Scott? Do you think he'd really want to see his mother naked? Really want a hot mom? It felt good when he was rubbing lotion on me. He was so close to my pussy. Next time I hope he slides his hands right up under my suit."
I was sure the boys could hear me. Jim was going fucking wild, he was pumping my pussy with all his might.
"That's it baby, fuck me," I went on. "You know you liked Carl watching. Maybe we should let the other boys watch. And did you see Carlie tonight. She was flashing her panties almost as much as I was. I saw you looking. I saw you checking out our daughters panties."
It was crazy. I kept thinking that the boys could hear me. I wondered if I was turning them on.
"You like that baby? You like knowing other people want to see your wife naked? That would be so naughty. Would you like your wife to be naughty?
"Yes, god yes," he moaned as he fucked me harder and harder.
"What do you think baby?" I went on. "Should I let them see me? Should I let them see more of me? Maybe wear a short dress with no panties. Would you like that?"
All of a sudden I looked up. There was Carlie watching us fuck from the loft. She had her hand in her panties and another hand on the glass to support herself. her
"Oh my god Jim," I exclaimed. "Carlie is watching us from the loft. She has fingers in her panties and she's watching us"
That was it for Jim. He started to cum inside me.
"That's it baby," I coaxed. "Give me that cum. Fill my pussy. I always loved your cum. But you know, I've never had any other. Is it different? Does it taste the same?"
Jim kept pumping me till he drained his balls in me.
"Fuck baby. That was amazing," he said. .
"We better head to bed," I said.
Jim bent down to pick up my panties.
"Leave them there," I said. "Maybe someone will find them and recognize them."
We went to bed. As we walked to bed I realized the boys must have heard me describe Carlie masturbating. I was still horny as hell. I wondered what they thought.
As we entered the house I heard voices from the boys tent, but I couldn't understand them.
When we got to our room I stripped off my dress and bra. I saw no reason to hide. I pulled on a cute tiny pair of bikini panties and a T-shirt that barely reached my belly button.
I was still horny. I pushed Jim down on the bed. Kneeling with my ass toward the window I started sucking his cock.
"Mmmmm, you taste good," I cooed. "I wonder if other cocks taste as good."
He moaned.
"Do you think the boys can see my ass as I suck you?" I teased. "Should I take off my panties and give them a better view?"
"Better yet,why don't you take them off me and show me off. Spread my legs so they can see my pussy."
Jim moaned. He reached down and pushed my panties off my hips. I moved my legs helping him. I then bent down again, ass in the air, legs spread and Ww sucking Jim again.
When I couldn't take anymore I straddled his cock and fucked him.
"Oh baby, that was so hot," he said.
"Fuck yes it was," I agreed.
I rode him till I was about to cum. "I'm cumming baby. I'm cumming," I practically screamed.
I felt his balls empty inside my pussy it felt so good. We fell asleep.
I woke up to the sunlight streaming in through the window. I climbed out of bed. I was completely unaware that I was not wearing panties. I yawned and stretched and then opened my eyes. On the deck were Scott, Carl, and Jon. I then realized I was half naked, but this time it didn't bother me. I reveled in it. I could feel the excitement between my legs.
I yawned, stretched, and then waved at the boys before turning away from them so they could watch my ass as I entered the bathroom. I was horny as hell. I left the bathroom door open as I took off my shirt and stepped into the shower.
In the shower I was so excited I brought myself to two orgasms. I got out and dried off. Then without a towel I went into my room to dress. Everyone was on the deck, Jim, Scott, Carlie, Jon, Carl, and Brandon. They were all there.
I gave them a quick wave and proceeded to put on my bikini. The kids kept checking out Jim's face between watching me.
"When I was done I walked out on the deck and asked, "anyone for the beach?"
Everyone jumped up to go put on their suits.
I was most curious about Carlie. She headed up to the loft. Standing in front of the window she took off her t shirt and then her panties. The boys could see her, Jim could see her. She then stepped into her bikini and tied her top around her neck.
Like mother like daughter I thought. Maybe she liked showing off as much as I did.
We all headed to the beach. The day was beautiful. I laid on a lounger.
"Anyone want to put lotion on me?" I asked.
Scott, Jon, Brandon, and Carl all spoke at once.
I looked at Jim.
"Looks like they beat me to it," he laughed.
I laughed. "I've got an idea. Everyone gets a section," I smiled.
The boys all agreed laughingly.
Scott took the goop and gave everyone a little. They all rubbed their hands together to warm it up.
Then all at once they started. Carl started at my left shoulder, Brandon the right shoulder. Scott started on my left foot and Jon my right. Eight hands touched me all at once. It was amazing. Big strong hands rubbing my body. It was hard to concentrate on any one thing.
They were all being super thorough. It was as if they were working together. The two working on my upper body would both work their shoulder at the same time, As they did they would work their way down and up my arm in tandem. What was done to one side was done to the other. It felt amazing.
But on top of that I had the same thing being done to both my feet, as they moved up my feet to my calves and slowly moved up.
I was in heaven. I moaned, "oh god, this feels so good."
The guys started doing my back. When they got to my bathing suit's top
strap one of them undid it. The feeling of it coming apart sent tremors through my body.
Then the boys working on my legs reached my thighs. All of a sudden everything in my body became laser focused on those four hands on my thighs. As I felt them go from my knees to my thighs I gave a sharp intake of breath. Without realizing it I spread my legs a bit to give them more access. The higher they got, the more I spread them. I mean I wasn't splayed like a slut, but there was enough room for a hand to reach my pussy.
As they caressed up my thigh and got closer to my pussy I arched my back and raised my ass a bit. I didn't even realize I was doing it. The guys went from the bare skin of my thighs right to the curve of my ass. I moaned and pushed my ass up towards their hands.
All this time Jim was just watching. I'm not sure what he was thinking but, he wasn't stopping it, so I figured we were ok.
Then I heard Carlie, "Well, looks like the boys are all taken. Daddy, would you mind doing me?" she asked in a little girl voice.
Jim looked at me, and then to the lotion he was being handed.
"Go for it babe," I said.
He took the bottle and went to sit next to Carlie.
I watched him put oil on his hands and then start with her shoulders. I wanted to watch but the guys hands started focusing on my ass. They were playing with the bottom of my suit. I pushed my ass into their hands. Scott and Jon started exploring my ass. As they did I moaned. Scott's hand slid back to the crotch of my suit. This time, as he rubbed my inner thigh his hand brushed my pussy. I spread my legs a little further and subconsciously pushed my pussy into his hand.
The more he rubbed the more I started grinding against it. Suddenly my body took over. I raised my ass a bit more and started grinding into his hand. I think he was too shocked to pull it away..
"Oh fuck," I moaned as I let myself go to the feeling.
Everyone stopped what they were doing and were watching me, but I couldn't help myself. The feeling of being watched only heightened the sensation. I could not control myself. I raised my hips and started rubbing the crotch of my bathing suit into his fingers. My mind was racing. I knew I was about to cum all over my son's hand. That threw me over the edge. I think Scott was too shocked to pull away. Me? I couldn't help myself.
"Fuck, fuck, oh fuck, yes, my god yes oh my fucking god," I gasped as I came.
My hips fell back to the lounge chair. Scott's fingers fell away.
"Oh god," I moaned once more as I lay there catching my breath.
Thank god I was wearing a bathing suit I thought. I had never cum so hard. It felt kind of like I peed, later I was told it's called squirting.
Everyone around me was just quiet. No one moved. I broke the silence. I was thirsty.
"Oh my god, can someone get me something cold and wet," I quipped.
Carlie responded jokingly, "as opposed to the hot and wet you already have?"
I looked at her with a smile, "please just get me something to drink," I said.
Carl and Jon leapt up and headed to the cooler. "I'll get it," they said almost in unison.
Brandon picked up the suntan lotion. He looked at it for a minute then said, "anyone else want some lotion?"
Everyone laughed.
"Jesus, I'm sorry," I said. "I don't know what came over me."
"Are you kidding." said Carlie. "That was one of the wildest things I've ever seen." Then she looked at the boys. "Wasn't it?"
They all murmured in agreement. Except for Jim.
"Daddy? Didn't mom look hot?" She asked him directly.
He still looked dazed. "Fuck," he answered. "I can't tell you how hot it was."
"See," Carlie said. "Nothing to be sorry for."
The scene returned to normal. Well, as normal as it could be after that.
Carlie sat up and asked Jon to goop her back.
"Just my back," she said.
Everyone laughed.
We spent the rest of the day on the beach and boating.
"I bet I could go topless out here," I mused as we rested in the middle of the lake.
"Why not," said Carlie and undid her top.
The boys all looked at her.
"Oh come on," she said. "You guys have all seen tits before."
"True," said Jon. "But we've been dreaming about yours for a long time."
Really," said Carlie. "I'm kidding," she said. "You guys have been gawking at Me since I turned 13. Now you get to see them,"
Carlie nonchalantly removed her top. Carl offered to put lotion on them.
"I think I can handle this," she laughed.
She squirted out some in her tits . The lotion on her tiis looked like she was rubbing cum into her tits. I could feel the wetness ftow between my legs. My imagination went wild. To me it looked like she was spreading cum all over her tits and nipples.
Since she was topless I saw no reason for me not to be. I removed my top and also spread lotion on my tits. I did it slowly, making eye contact with the boys as I did.
After a while we headed back in.
I got to the outdoor shower first. I removed my bathing suit and rinsed it out thoroughly before hanging it on the side to dry. Then I washed up getting all the sand and oil off of me. I wrapped a towel around me and headed for the bedroom to change. I pulled out my clothes and laid them on the bed. Then I noticed everyone watching me through the big window.
My dirty side took hold of me. I dropped the towel, stood there naked for a moment and then got dressed. I didn't put a bra on, Just a tank top and a cute pair of sky blue panties.
I watched as Carlie got into the shower. As she was about to step in, she looked at the guys watching her. Then she made eye contact with me. Holding my eyes she stepped out of her bathing suit where everyone could see her. She hung it on the shower wall and then entered the shower. I was surprised that she did it. But who was I to talk. All of a sudden it hit me. Where had Carlie been changing? I realized that she'd been changing in the loft, on purpose, where people could see her. She was showing off.
Then Jim walked in the bedroom. He didn't say anything. I wasn't sure if I'd crossed a line.
"We ok babe?" I asked.
He walked up to me, hugged me, kissed me and said, "that was the hottest thing I ever saw." As he pulled me close I could feel his hard cock through his trunks.
"I love you," he said.
Now what? I was loving being looked at. I knew it was wrong. These were my son's friends, but I couldn't seem to help myself. I loved the thrill. I decided to put it in the boys hands. I opened the glass and spoke through the screen.
Holding up the dress, "should I wear this or not?"
Not comprehending, they looked at me. Carl finally made a sound.
I looked at him to see his reaction. He just stood there.
"It's a pretty dress," Carl finally said.
I realized I had to make the choice clearer.
"Yes it is, but would you rather me not wear a dress or wear this one?" I asked again
This time a lightbulb went off in Brandon's head.
"Don't wear the dress, it's hot out," he answered.
It was sweet he gave me an excuse.
"No dress it is," I said.
I turned to Jim, "if it's ok with you," I added.
"Fine by me," he said and kissed me on the nose.
I walked out of the bedroom in a tank top and panties. A lot of belly showing.
"Who wants dinner" I asked.
The boys all wanted to help. I felt delicious and sexy walking around in my underwear.
As I was making dinner. Jim sat in a chair and just watched. The boys did everything they could to help. I wondered where Carlie was. What would she think. I looked up at the loft. Carlie was looking over the railing she was in a t shirt and shorts. Next thing I know she left the railing and was coming downstairs, but she'd taken the shorts off. She was wearing a t shirt and a tiny thong.
Everyone looked at her. I felt a pinch of jealousy. I was enjoying the attention and now it was on her.
"If we're having an underwear party why are mom and I the only ones in our underwear?" she asked.
The boys all looked at each other. Brandon was first, stepped out of his shorts, he was wearing boxer briefs. Carl and Jon were next. Briefs for Carl, boxers for Jon.
Scott just stood there.
"Your turn big brother," Carlie said.
"I umm...," he stalled.
Carlie laughed, "you're going commando, aren't you?"
Commando? What's commando I wondered. Remember, I was pretty sheltered.
"Well," said Carlie, "I guess you can go put something on."
What commando meant dawned on me, I was kind of disappointed as Scott went to the tent to change. I wanted to know what was under the hood. Then I realized how perverse that sounded. I wanted to see my son's cock. I knew I shouldn't but my pussy was wet thinking about it.



Scott came back in a pair of boxer briefs. I tried not to look like I was staring but I kept trying to see what was under them.
"You're turn daddy," Carlie said looking at Jim.
All eyes turned to him. He hesitated.
Carlie teased him, "come on dad show us what ya got."
I walked up to him and I started to undo his shorts. I knew he wore briefs.
He stopped me for a second and leaned over and whispered in my ear, "I have a hard on."
I kissed him and whispered back, "over me or our sexy little daughter?"
I pushed his shorts to the ground. His hard on was immediately noticeable by everyone.
"Oooooo," I think daddy's complimenting us," she laughed.
That broke the tension and everyone laughed.
We
"Well daddy," said Carlie, "how do you like seeing your wife and daughter in their underwear in front of all these guys?"
"Umm...," started Jim.
"It's ok daddy, you don't have to tell us.
We all had dinner, then headed out to the deck to watch the sunset. I can't speak for Carlie but I was definitely checking out these boys. Lean, young, muscled bodies. Like Jim was when we first started dating.
I also marveled at Carlie, so comfortable in her skin. Like she walked around in her underwear all the time.
Then she spoke, "it's a great night for skinny dipping," she mused.
The boys all looked at each other. I looked at Carlie. "Why not," she said directly to me.
I didn't have any answer so I said, "ok."
The boys were up and out of their boxers in seconds. They splashed into the water about waist high and turned to look back.
Carlie stood on the beach about a foot away from the water. She faced the boys and pulled her top off over her head. Then she turned away from the boys and looking straight at her dad, she slowly peeled her thong down her very shapely legs. She turned and faced the boys again and walked slowly into the water.
Now all eyes were on me.
Carlie was the first to coax me, "come on mom. The water is great."
Then the boys, "come on mrs S,"
I heard Jim quietly behind me. "Go ahead baby. Show them what you got."
With that I walked up to the edge of the water and took my top off. I stood there for a moment. I wasn't scared. I was just too excited to move.
"Come on mom," Carlie shouted again.
I quickly pulled off my bottoms and headed into the lake.
I was barely up to my waist when Carlie dunked me. From then it was on. Strong hands grabbing me and throwing me. Me squirming and fighting back. I sharply aware when a hand slid over my belly, or cupped my breasts. I felt the excitement of having someone's hands on my ass and legs and a few times grazed my pussy.
Carlie and I would laugh and shriek as we were thrown up in the air. The wrestling evolved down to the four boys playing catch with Carlie and Me as we squirmed and tried to get away.
Jim took in the whole scene from the beach. From what I could see I could swear he was stroking his cock.
Eventually I ran out of breath and begged the boys to stop. They did and helped Carlie and up I out of the water. Carlie and I laid down in the sand, naked , catching our breath. The boys stood around us.
I was enthralled. Look at these naked bodies. None of the cocks were hard but they'd just gotten out of the water.
After catching my breath, I said, "I need a shower to get all the sand off me."
"Me too," said Carlie.
"Me three," said Carl.
We all laughed.
"I don't think we can all fit in there," I said.
"We can try," said Scott
He picked me up and carried me to the outdoor shower. I shrieked when he did. On the other hand my mind was racing, my son, my baby, was holding me naked and carrying me to take a shower with him.
We got in the shower and Scott turned on the water. As he did, Carlie, followed by the other boys, crowded into the shower.
The boys surrounded Carlie and me and started scrubbing us. Their hands were everywhere. I started to return the favor. At this point I started to realize their cooks were getting hard. It both excited and scared me. I admit I stroked a few while washing up.
"Ok, that's enough," I said and got out of the shower. I wrapped myself in a towel and headed the bedroom. Jim followed me.
When I reached the bedroom I was horny as hell. All I wanted to do was fuck. Jim took me in his arms.
"Well, weren't you a naughty little girl?" he said.
"Do you want to fuck your naughty wife?" I asked teasingly.
"Yes," he gasped.
I turned around and knelt on the bed. "Then do it." I told him.
It was a full moon night. . The kids could all see us from the deck. The boys were there. I had left the slider open a little that morning to catch some of the morning breezes. I was not sure if the kids could hear us.
All they knew was, there I was, on the bed, on my knees, at the edge of the bed. My chest and head down on the bed, my ass up.
"Do it," I said again. "Fuck me."
I was sure the boys heard that as they all looked at each other.
Jim looked out the window, then at my ass.
My head was on the mattress. I turned it so I could see out the window. All four boys were watching. I wondered where Carlie was.
"Come on baby, show these boys what a good fuck your naughty little wife can be," I breathed.
Jim reached out and pulled my ass toward him.
"Mmmmm, that's it babe, fuck me, fuck your naughty wife." I teased.
My mind was racing. I knew I liked to be looked at, checked out, but this? What brought this on? Why was I acting like such a, umm. Such a slut? Just then Jim's cock touched the lips of my pussy. The thoughts were gone. All I wanted was cock in my pussy and also, I wanted to be watched.
Standing behind me Jim slid his cock into me. I was soaking wet so it slid in easily. He grabbed my ass and started pumping me.
Then I heard Brandon say, "I can't take this anymore."
I watched as he grabbed his cock and started stroking it. This was the first hard adult cock I'd seen since I got married. I couldn't see it very well as he was stroking it, but it looked longer than his hand. The feeling of having someone jacking off because of me gave me a sense of control. I loved having that power.
Just then Carlie stepped into view. She had a towel wrapped around her. She must have just stepped out of the shower. She took one look at Brandon.
"What the hell are you do...," she started to say.
Then she looked in the window. She saw her mom, on her knees, being fucked from behind, by her dad.
"Oohhhhh," she said.
She'd lock eyes with me and then turn to look at Brandon. Meanwhile I noticed Carl and Jon were rubbing their cocks.
I knew the kids could hear me. I was getting off on being the show. I started talking to Jim.
"Oh my god, that feels so good. I love fucking. I love being watched. Look. Brandon is jacking off, because of us. I wonder how his sperm feels, tastes. You're the only man who's cum I ever ate.
"Carl and Jon are enjoying the show too. Look at them rub their cocks. Oh my god this feels amazing. Jim I want to see them. I want them to pull their cocks."
Carl and Jon knew what I wanted. They both held out their cocks and started stroking them. The sight of that sent me to my first orgasm.
"Fuck, they're jacking off for me. Over watching my body. Fuck that's hot. Oh my god,I love them looking at me. Dammit, fuck, yes, I'm cumming, I'm cumming." I moaned.
Jim kept fucking me. I had sweat dripping down my back.
"Oh baby, keep fucking me. Scott and Carlie are watching. They're watching their mother get fucked."
Jim switched to long, slow, easy strokes.
Then I spoke to them, "babies? Does your mother look hot getting fucked. Do you like seeing her with a cock in her pussy? Do you like watching daddy fuck me?
They just stood there with their mouths open. Obviously unsure of what they were seeing or what to do.
Brandon spokefirst, " fuck Scott, your mom is so fucking hot."
"Fuck yes," agreed Carl. "I've wanted to see her naked for years. This is beyond my imagination."
Carlie spoke, "fuck you, beyond your imagination. You've been fantasizing about fucking my mother for years." She sounded a little mad.
I wanted to tease him. "Is that true Carl? Have you wanted to fuck your friends mother for years? Is that why you're jacking off?" He stopped pulling his cock. "Oh, please don't stop. I love knowing the effect I'm having on your body."
Carlie watched. She watched the guys jack off, then she'd look at me being fucked. She bit her lip.
Carl, Jon, and Brandon were all standing there, on the deck, stroking their cocks.
Carlie looked around and then went up to the loft.
Scott just kept watching his friends jack off.
,
I started to encourage his friends. "So, it makes you hard. Watching my husband fuck me. Have you thought of this before. Or did you imagine you fucking me. What do you think Jim. Can you imagine them fucking me? Three new cocks. I've only ever had yours up till now."
I wasn't sure how Jim would take this line of fantasy but he started fucking me harder.
"God baby, you'd look awesome being fucked," he said as his cock pistoned me faster and harder.
I'd lost track of Scott and Carlie.
I looked back at the boys. "What do you want to see next?" I asked. "Wanna see me give Jim a blow job
There was a lot of head nodding. I leaned forward and let Jim slip from my pussy. He gave an audible moan.
I got down off the bed and onto the floor. Jim's hard cock was right in front of my face. I took it in my hand and started licking it clean.
"Mmmmm.... I love the taste of my pussy on your cock," I said loud enough for the boys to hear.
I then took the head of his cock in my mouth. I started pumping it with my hand.
Doing all this with an audience was an amazing high.
Where were Scott and Carlie?
I wanted to see my son's cock. I thought about how nasty that was but I didn't care. Jim just kept sliding his cock between my lips.
I dropped one hand from Jim's cock to my pussy.
"Fuck, oh god, fuck, fuck , fuck," I let out a growling sound. "Oh fuck," I repeated as I made myself cum.
I was overwhelmed, "oh my god." I looked at the boys cocks. All being stroked for me.
"Cum for me," I said. "Cum for me, let me see it!" I practically screamed at the boys.
I laid down on the bed, legs spread with my fingers in my pussy. I started begging the boys. Jim sat on the bed stroking his cock.
"That's it, stroke those cocks, cum for me, squirt all over the deck, I wonder what your cocks feel like. I've only ever seen my husband cum. Show me, cum for me, fuck show me," I moaned.
Carl Couldn't take it anymore ropes of cum came streaming out of his cock. It splashed on the window and left streaks.
"On my fucking god, that was so hot," I screamed as I came all over my fingers.
I think my orgasm set off Brandon and Jon as their cum shot out on the deck and the window.
"Did you like that boys?" I asked. "Was that part of your fantasy? You got to watch me fuck, see me naked, and jack off for me. Was that good?"
Carl Spoke up, "That was hot mrs S"
Brandon just said," amazing"
Jon added, "Jesus that was hot."
I loved hearing it. "Mmmmm boys, thank you, I've never done anything like that."
The boys just stood there. Again I wondered where Carlie and Scott went.
"Ok boys, shows over. Time for bed," I said.
The boys all turned and headed got their tent.
Jim's cock was still hard.
"C'mere baby," I cooed. "Let me take care of that."
I laid him on the bed and straddled his cock.
"Baby, was that hot for you?" I asked.
"Fuck yes," he breathed. "You looked like such a slut. I didn't know you had it in you."
I was curious, "had you thought of that before?" I asked genuinely surprised.
"Yes," he answered bashfully.
I lowered myself on his cock, "fuck me," I said, and he did.
Next morning I got up. I climbed out of bed naked. I noticed Carl and Brandon on the deck. Stark naked I waved at them and climbed in the shower.
I got out of the shower and dried myself off. I had an audience. I wondered where Scott and Carlie were. I put on panties and a dress and headed to the kitchen.
Scott and Carlie were up in the loft fully dressed. Scott had on board shorts and a T-shirt. Carlie was wearing shorts and a T-shirt. .
They came downstairs.
"That was quite a show you put on last night!," she said.
I felt like I was being chastised. I blushed and said, "I got carried away."
"I'll say," said Carlie.
I couldn't tell if she was mad or what.
"Pretty slutty," she said.
"I guess you could say that," I replied.
"Guess? Guess? You guess? Dad fucked you doggy style while three guys watched and jacked off. You guess that's slutty?" she went on.
I wasn't sure what to say. I just kept quiet.
Jim came in the room.. "now calm down," he told Carlie.
"Calm down? You just showed everyone what a slut you're married to. I bet you're disappointed they didn't fuck her. Weren't you?" She insisted.
I didn't say anything. I was so conflicted. I loved the idea of fucking the tthree of them but I didn't know how to react.
"What were you thinking," she said to me.
"It was hot," I said. "The naughtier I acted, the naughtier I wanted to be.," I explained.
"I'm sorry if I embarrassed you," I finally said.
"Embarrassed me? Embarrassed me?" She had me worried.
"Embarrassed me? That was the fucking hottest thing I ever saw. I went upstairs and jacked off three times. Whatever you have in you, I do too. I've always felt, Umm, held back, I can see why. If I hadn't left when I did I would have been right there on that bed with you."
Carlie came to me and gave me a big hug. Then she kissed me, not a typical kiss. A kiss on the lips. It felt great. I kissed back.
I looked to Scott. "How do you feel that your mother can be so slutty?"
"I've always thought you were hot mom," he answered.
"I was pretty slutty, wasn't I?" I said
"Uh huh," they both agreed.
I looked around. The boys were on the deck. They couldn't hear our conversation. Jim was out there with them.
"Well?" I said. Should we head to the deck and show off for the boys?
"Ok," she said.
I went into the bedroom to change. I pulled one of my new bikinis and put it on. I saw the boys and Jim watching me as I changed clothes. As I was changing I realized why Carlie always changed in the loft. She wanted to be seen, just like me.
Then Carlie came downstairs. She was topless in a green bathing suit that barely covered anything. I have no idea where she got that. All the guys turned their attention to her. I felt a pang of jealousy. I took off my top.
We both headed out to the deck and said good morning to the guys.
We both lay down on deck mats and sat in the sun. It was early so we didn't glop up right away.
Believe it or not the conversation was pretty normal. School, dreams. Jobs.
It started to get hot out.
"It's getting hot out," I said. "You boys should lotion up."
Each of the boys did as told. Carlie and I helped do their backs.
Then I took the lotion, squeezed some on my tits, and started to rub it in. I used slow circular motions around my tits and nipples. Again I couldn't get the thought that it looked like cum as I spread it on my body out of my head.
As I looked over Carlie was doing the same thing. She looked covered in cum as she rubbed the lotion in. I decided to say something.
"That looks hot," I said. "It looks like you're spreading cum all over your tits.
She gave a smirk, "how would you know, does dad cum on your tits a lot?" she replied .
"Hmmm," I mused. "No one's ever cum on my tits. I should really rectify that." I laughed.
The guys just stood there open mouthed. I'm pretty sure the conversation shocked them.
Carlie lay down on her stomach. "Someone do my back," she said, holding out the lotion.
Carl was fastest although it was funny seeing them all grab for the lotion. He started at her neck and slowly worked his way down. He took his time massaging her body as he did. He got to the top of her bathing suit and was about to stop. I got brave.
With Jim and the four guys watching I reached over and grabbed the waist of her suit. I started to pull it down over her ass to leave it completely exposed. She lifted her hips to help me.
Carl held the lotion in his hands and just stared. Carlie's ass was now completely exposed.
She wiggled it a bit and said, " someone lotion my ass."
Carl still had the lotion but was kind of in shock, Brandon grabbed the lotion and started spreading it on her ass. Slowly he started massaging the lotion in with both hands. She moaned. As she did she raised her hips and moved her hand to her pussy. She started gyrating her ass. As she moved her finger across her clit she moaned.
"Oh god, don't stop, that feels so good," she moaned.
The other boys watched transfixed.
"Fuck," said Carl, obviously to Scott, "your sister is so hot."
"I thought you thought my mom was hot," Scott laughed.
"Fuck You," Carl replied "they're two of the hottest women I know.
A dirty idea crossed my mind. "Show us," I teased.
"Show you?" Carl looked confused.
"Yeah, Show us," I repeated. This time I looked at his bathing suit.
It was obvious his cock was hard under his suit.
"Yeah," said mom. "Pull it out and show how hot you think we are."
Carlie moaned again.
Carl hesitated, "come on," I coaxed. Show us that hard cook. You've seen us. Show us."
"Go ahead," Brandon cajoled. "Show them.
Carl shrugged his shoulders. Carlie turned on her side to watch. She didn't pull up her bathing suit or remove her hand from her pussy.
She continued to rub it as Carl pulled his cock from his suit. .
"Oh yeah," said Carlie. "Stroke it for me."
I couldn't help but stare. Besides my husband I hadn't seen a full grown adult cock in years.
Carl stood over Carlie stroking his cock. It was so hot. My baby as close to naked as she could be, fingers in her pussy, watching this handsome young man jacking off over her.
Then Carlie looked at me, "now what should I do momma," She asked in a little girl voice.
"What do you want baby?" I asked.
She shocked me. Hell she surprised all of us. "Carl, cum on my tits," she ordered.
Carl was stunned, "Really?"
Carlie replied, "please," she asked.
It seemed Carl needed no more prompting. At the sound of please rope after rope of cum shot out of his cock. She had asked him to cum on her tits but it got in her face, hair, tits, belly, and pussy.
She started to rub it into her tits. "Oh my fucking god," she said. That was fucking hot.
Then she grabbed my arm and pulled me to my knees. "What baby?" I asked.
"Your turn," she said.
"Who wants to cum on my moms tits?" she asked.
Brandon and Jon pulled their cocks out. "Scott?" she asked.
"I'll watch," he said.
I stuck my chest out, I looked at Jim and said, "look honey, they want to cum on my tits, on your wife's tits. They're going to paint me with cum. What will you think of your slutty little wife. Now It will be a reality not just bedroom talk."
"Baby, you look fucking hot," he said.
Brandon and Jon stood in front of me stroking their cocks, I played with my tits telling them to come on.
"Come on, paint my tits, I want to feel that hot cum on my body.," I coaxed. "Want to get some in my mouth. Go ahead," I opened my mouth and licked my lips.
I watched Brandon and Jon jackoff. Then Carlie said,"let me help you."
Help? How would she help?
She got on her knees between them and started jacking their cocks.
"Come on guys, spray all over my mother. Cover her with cum. Isn't this a wet dream? Me jerking your cocks? Both of us practically naked in front of you? "



That was it for Brandon. Spurt after spurt of cum hit me in the face, neck, and mouth. Some got on Carlie.
"That's it baby. Show us that cum. Jon, show us what you got. To help him Carlie sucked his cock into her mouth and jerked it with her hands. When he started to cum she pulled away, the cum got on her face and some got on me.
She looked at Jim, "Did you like that daddy? Did you like watching your daughter jack off a cock so it could cum all over your wife?
Then to me she said, "there's still cum on these cocks mommy, come clean them off."
Covered with cum I crawled towards Brandon and Jon. There was still cum on each of their cocks. I took one in each hand and started sucking them clean. I could feel them starting to harden in my mouth.
"Look What a slut mommy is!" Carlie teased. "Did you ever imagine her sucking two cocks at once?"
I felt like a star, well, a porn star, making my own personal movie. Here I was covered in cum, sucking two cocks. It felt amazing.
Then I felt a hand at my pussy. I Thought it was Jim but I could see him. I realized it was Carlie. She had her fingers in my pussy and was spreading my juices all over my pussy..
"Get that slutty ass up," she ordered me.
I stopped sucking cock put my head down and raised my ass. I did as I was told. She stripped off my bathing suit. I helped by raising my knees.
Then I heard. "All yours big brother. You said you wanted to fuck her. Now's your chance."
What? He told Carlie he wanted to fuck me? I didn't move. My ass and wet pussy were in the air. All of a sudden I realized I wanted him.
Scott was obviously hesitating. I turned to look at him. He had his cock in his hand and was standing right above my ass.
"Baby, please, I want to be a hot mom. I heard you and your friends talking. I heard what you want. I want that too." I practically begged.
"Fuck her," said Brandon.
Baby, I want to be fucked and I want the second cock that fucks me to be the cock that came out of me," I begged. "Fuck me, I want it. Let me show you how much."
Carlie grabbed her brothers cock. "Do it, she wants it,"
She lined his cock up with my pussy. With one thrust he was inside me. I moaned.
"Oh my god, yes," his cock was definitely bigger than Jim's. I loved the way it filled me up.
Scott grabbed my ass and started to fuck me.
"God baby, that feels so good. That's it, fuck your mother, I'm a hot mom, you can fuck me whenever you want." Then to my husband,"you hear that Jim. I am Scott's slut hot mom. He can fuck me whenever he wants."
"Is this what you wanted baby? To fuck your mom? Is it as good as you thought?" I cooed.
"Fuck yes," he answered.
The answer sent sparks down my pussy.
"I heard you in the tent that night. Do you still want me to be a slut mom and fuck all your friends too?" I breathed.
"Yes," he shoved his cock into me."fuck, god yes."
"Oh god baby," I moaned that feels so good."
Then to my husband, "did you hear that dear. Tonight your wife becomes a slut, and you get to watch. From now on when you see Scott or his friends you will know they've fucked me and probably will again.
At this point I looked for Carlie. She was on her knees sucking Carl's cock while jacking off Jon and Brandon. Her bathing suit was still around her thighs.
"Look honey, " I said. "Our daughter is a slut too. Like mother like daughter."
Jim was stroking his cock and moaning.
At this point I started to cum. I felt it build deep within me. lol fuck, yes, fuck, I cried as an amazing orgasm washed over me. My knees buckled and I fell to the floor. Scott's cockfell out of me. I raised my ass and wiggled it. It took him no time at all the stuff his cock back in me.
I watched Carlie try to service three cocks at once. She was good but was having a hard time keeping up.
"Brandon, come here," I coaxed.
I made him lie down in front of me and took his cock in my mouth.
"That better baby?" I asked Carlie.
"Fuck yes," she answered.
She looked at Carl and Jon. "One of you better fill my cunt or I'll bite you," she teased. In no time at all Jon was behind her pumping her... well she said cunt, with his cock.
"Cunt," I said out loud. "Scott? Do you like that word? Do you like fucking your mothers cunt? "
"Fuck yes," said Scott. Give me that slutty cunt. Fuck me. The sound of being called a slut made me cum again.
"Jesus,fuck!yes," I cried as I came.
I wanted to feel Scott's cum.
"That's it baby," I cried. "Fuck that cunt, I love the way you feel. Fill it with cum."
"Go ahead Scott," gasped Carlie between strokes. "She wants it, give her a cuntload.,"
"Fuck me, oh my god Jim. Our baby is fucking me. He's going to cum in my pussy. It's only had your cum in it.
Jon continued to fuck Carlie. "Cum in her man. I want next." He said.
"What, my cunts not good enough for you?" She pouted.
"Carlie. Your cunt is amazing, but I've been dreaming about your mom for years.
Brandon was in my mouth stroking his cock while I sucked him.
"Mrs S, I'm going to cum," he said.
"Anywhere you want," I replied.
He grabbed my head and started shooting in my mouth. It tasted tangy and salty.
Fuck, mrs. S , that's so good.l
I swallowed as much as I could but some escaped my lips and dribbled down my face.
That was enough for Scott. He grabbed my ass, "oh fuck mom, I'm cumming. I'm cumming."
I could feel it hot against my pussy walls.
I came. "Oh fuck Jim. Our baby just came in my cunt. Now it's his cunt too. His friends want to cum in me. It won't be your cunt anymore."
Scott pulled out of me. I could feel some of the cum pull out and dribble down my thigh.
Jon pulled out of Carlie and without saying anything plunged his cock into my cum filled pussy. As he did he forced some of the cum in my pussy to drip down my inner thigh. There was something about being used like that that made me cum again
"Oh fuck, That's it Jon. Just stick it in me. Use me like a fucking slut."
Jon didn't say a word but kept pounding my pussy.
Carlie let Carl's cock out of her mouth.
"Come here big brother, let me clean you off."
His cock was covered in my cum and his. She took it in her mouth and sucked all the cream off it. Watching that I came again.
"Fuck that's hot," I cried as I came all over Jon's cock.
"Jim, Jim, they're fucking my cum filled pussy. Can you see," I said.
Jim had pulled his pants and underwear down to his ankles and was madly stroking his cock.
Brandon had just cum in my mouth, Scott in my pussy. Jon was now buried in my cunt and Carlie was sucking Scott's cock clean
It was all too much for me.
Carlie cleaned off Scott's cock. Then she went and lay across Jim's lap. Like he'd spank her, but instead, "Carl, come fuck me on my daddy's lap. Let him see close up what a slut his daughter is."
Carl got behind her and started fucking her.
"Wow, mr.S. This is fucking amazing. I've always wanted to fuck Carlie and mrs S. This is fantastic.
Carlie egged him on. "That's it. Fuck me. Cum all over my ass. Show my daddy how much I love cum.
Brandon was jacking off again, as was Scott. Both their cocks were getting hard again. Jon was pistoning my pussy.
I wanted to feel that cum on my skin.
"Brandon, Scott, you look so hot,I want you to cum on my face and tits." I begged.
Not ones to disappoint they started jacking their cocks harder. Carl fucked Carlie with all his might .
It was all too much. I collapsed on the floor. Jon's cock fell out of me as I rolled on my back. All three kept jacking off over my body. Jon started to cum. It hit my face and belly. Brandon and Scott couldn't take anymore they both exploded with streams of cum all over my face and body. It was hot and sticky. I started rubbing it into my body.
Carlie saw it and begged Carl to cum on her.
"Fuck Carl, that's so fucking hot. Cum on my ass. Pull out and cum on me. Please. Look at my mom, cover me with cum."
I could see Carla face. He pulled out, and stroking his cock, started spraying spurts of cum all over her ass and back. Some hit Jim as Carlie was lying on his lap.
"Fuck yes," she cried. "Oh daddy, did you see that. Your wife and daughter covered in cum. Fuck that was hot."
We all lay there, covered with cum, catching our breath. Carlie lifted her head and looked around the room. She got up and straddled my body. She licked my face up to my lips and kissed me. "We need a swim," she observed.
We all agreed and started to get up then she added, "then I need to be fucked by my brother."
===============
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Tim, my husband, and Brian had been best friends forever. So it didn't surprise me when Brian called and asked if he could crash with us.
Brian's wife had just dumped him for another guy. Brian was devastated, none of us were surprised. They had married three months after meeting. It was a whirlwind romance and wedding.
We all saw the warning signs, he didn't. She drank too much and smoked too much pot, flirted with everyone, and she was quick to spend his money. He was not blameless, after all, he went along with it, but still I felt bad for him.
I was home when the call came in. Tim answered the phone.
"Hey buddy.
Yeah I know.
I'm so sorry.
How does she get to kick you out? Isn't your name on the lease?
Ok,ok, I get it.
I don't know man, Barb and I gotta talk it over.
Let me call you back."
That last line reminded me of why I loved Tim. He wouldn't make this decision without talking to me first. From the conversation I figured Brian wanted to crash here.
Tim hung up and turned to me.
"You hear that?" he asked.
"Yeah, the bitch through him out?" I replied.
"Yeah, I feel bad for him. I mean we all knew it was coming,but stil..." mused Tim.
"I love Brian," I said, "but sometimes he can be so dense,"
"Yeah," agreed Tim.
I thought about it. Tim and I were both 30. We'd been married for three years and bought this house when we got married.
I knew it really wasn't a question, I knew I'd say yes, we had plenty of room and we both loved Brian. Our house was a ranch with a walkout finished basement. The basement had its own bathroom, a guest room and game room with a big TV. Hell, he'd have his own entrance and exit
"Of course he can stay with us, we have the room." I replied. "I wonder how long?"
"I don't know," said Tim. "But I'll call him back. He'll be relieved."
Tim called Brian. It was agreed he'd move in the next day.
I thought about Brian. Handsome and a good job. He should be a great catch for someone, but looking back every woman he dated was a bit on the wild side. I know Brian was raised by his dad. His mom left when he was 11. From what I understood she drank and partied too much.
Brian showed up the next day. He had two suitcases. He was putting the rest of his stuff in storage.
I gave him a hug
"Just put your stuff downstairs in the guest room. The room and bathroom are all yours," I said.
"Thanks Barb," he replied. "I don't know what I'd do without you and Tim . You're great friends. Thank you."
I left him to put his stuff away and went about my housework. Tim would be home soon. I was making dinner.
As I cooked I thought about how having him there would change our lives. Well for one thing, no more running around in my underwear. I was used to running downstairs to get the laundry.
That made me laugh. Brian had seen me in a bathing suit plenty of times. My bathing suits barely covered what they had too. Hell, we'd been naked in a hot tub together. I wasn't a prude. In fact I was proud of my body. At 5'3" and 130lbs. I had a curvy figure, but all in the right places. I kept my hair about shoulder length.
However, no more watching TV in just a T shirt and no panties. I laughed to myself. I wondered how they'd both react if I did. When Tim and I got married he told me 'no panties around the house'. It was kind of a joke between us but it had become one of those little things married couples do just because.
Tim often walked around in boxers. Would that change? Would he want to be shirtless all the time?
I finished dinner just as Tim walked in.
"Hey babe," he said and kissed me on the cheek. "I saw Brian's car out front."
"Yeah he's downstairs putting his stuff away," I responded.
"Oh cool," said Tim and headed downstairs.
They both came back up and into the kitchen in a few minutes.
Brian looked around and saw me cooking.
"Anything I can do to help?" he offered.
I appreciated the offer.
"You guys can set the table if you want," I replied.
The guys went around setting the table. When dinner was ready we all sat down to eat. As usual with Brian, conversation flowed smoothly. We let him complain a bit, but also chatted about other stuff.
After dinner we all settled in to check email and do our own thing. I turned on the TV. I then realized that I wanted to get comfortable.
"I'm going to get out of these clothes and get comfortable," I said as I stood up and headed for the bedroom.
"Lucky us," quipped Tim as I walked away.
"What's comfortable?" asked Brian.
"You wish," I replied to Tim and then to Brian, "I don't know, having you here kind of changes the definition."
"Don't go out of your way for me," Brian replied with a smile.
I wiggled my ass at them and headed into the bedroom to change. I laughed to myself. Wouldn't they be shocked if I did walk out in just a t shirt and no panties. I was surprised because the idea kind of excited me.
I pulled on some workout shorts and a loose T and headed out. Brian had also changed. Also wearing workout shorts and a T. Tim headed to the bedroom. I sat on the couch, picked up my tablet, and started playing online. Email, Facebook, Instagram, messaging friends. You know the drill.
Tim came out of the bedroom in just boxers, I looked at him, as did Brian.
"Well, you look comfortable," I said.
He just looked at me.
"Never mind," I said.
In my head I again wondered why I had to be wearing gym shorts and a T when he can just hang out in his boxers as usual. I mean, I didn't really resent it. I just found it funny. Well, maybe I resented it a little.
We settled down to doing what we were doing. TV, online stuff, just chilling. The next day was a week day so for me bed time came around 10:00.
"Ok guys, I'm off to bed," I said. "Brian, towels and sheets are downstairs. Help yourself to any food. Anything else you need?"
"I don't know," "I've never been kicked out of my home before," he replied.
"I know," I responded, "it sucks, but you're welcome here."
"Thank you, you and Tim are good friends," he replied.
" 'Night," I said as I left the basement..
"G'night," he replied.
As I headed upstairs I looked over. Brian's back was to me and he was taking off his shirt to climb into bed. I have to admit I noticed the muscles. Hey, I'm married not dead. Brian worked out and it showed. I headed to our bedroom.
Tim was in the bathroom. He was naked and brushing his teeth. We always slept naked. I liked the way he looked. He wasn't chiseled like Brian, but he had a nice body. I stepped up behind him and kissed his neck.
"Mmmm," he said. "What was that for?"
"I think it's sweet the way you help your friend. You're a good person and I'm glad I married you," I replied.
Tim turned around and took me in his arms. "I'm glad you married me too," and kissed me.
We made out a bit in the bathroom, finally, I said, "let's go to bed.
I took his hand and led him to the bed. Standing next to the bed I pulled off my t shirt and kissed him again. I think Tim got the idea. His hands slipped to my ass as he pulled me in to kiss me.
"Mmmmm, I love you," I moaned into his mouth.
I felt his thumbs go to the waistband of my shorts. He pushed them down to the floor. There is something sexy about being undressed and I loved it. I stepped out of the shorts and plastering my body against Tim I kissed him. This time my hands on his ass.
Tim scooped me up in his arms and dropped me lightly on the bed. He climbed in beside me. He kissed me again and as he did he had his had on my chin holding my lips to his. It was forceful but not too much. There was urgency in his kiss. I returned the urgency.
His hand slipped to my breast. One hand almost covered my whole breast. He lightly played with my nipple. "Mmmmmm..." I sighed.
I ran my hand down his chest. Tim was about 5' 10". He had a nice chest. I liked the way I fit in his arms. As I slid my hand past his belly he gave an intake of breath. My hand finally reached his cock. As I did I felt his lips engulf one of my nipples. He pulled at it softly. I moaned.
My hand encircled his cock. It was a nice cock, not the biggest I'd had, not the smallest. My hand just fit around it. It wasn't quite hard yet. I could feel it stiffening under my fingers. It always turned me on. That hard pole under such soft skin.
As he played with and sucked my nipples I stroked his cock. His lips went from kissing my lips to kissing my breasts. His hand moved down and found my pussy. I was already wet. He stroked the lips of my pussy as he continued to kiss me.
I was getting hot. His fingers slipped inside me. I moaned again.
He rolled me on my beck and rolled on top of me. I spread my legs as he knelt between them.
"You're beautiful," he said.
"I'm glad you think so," I replied.
He leaned over and kissed me again. Then he reached down and positioned his cock against my wet opening. I raised my ass and tried to get more of his cock into me. He teased me and just kept the tip at the opening.
"Tease," I hissed.
He laughed a little. "Oh? What do you want?" He teased.
"Jerk," I laughed back. "I want you inside me."
"Your wish is my command," he said. He thrust his cock into me.
"I love you," he said as he started to pump his cock in and out of my pussy.
I wrapped my arms and legs around him and pulled him close. "I love you too." I said.
We made love slowly and gently. Tim was an amazing lover. Sometimes I liked it hard, sometimes soft and loving. Tonight soft and loving was perfect.
He thrust his cock deep inside me and then would pull back to where just the tip was barely inside me. When he did that I'd thrust my hips towards him. I wanted him inside me, but I could feel the tip against my pussy. Rubbing my clit. It felt wonderful.
We made love like this for a while. I lost track of time. Soon I felt my orgasm building. It was a slow burn. It started in my toes and radiated through my body.
I pulled him closer. He thrust deep inside me. I wrapped my legs around him and held him there. With his cock filling me up my body shuddered as I came.
He felt the orgasm inside me and responded by cumming in my pussy. I could feel the hot jets against my pussy walls.
We both lay there, holding each other catching our breath. Slowly as his cock softened it slipped out of me. We just laid there together in each other's arms. We fell asleep.
I woke up to the alarm tone. It was a workday after all. Tim was already in the shower as soon as he got out I got in. I dried off and started to get dressed. I got my blouse, bra, and panties on when I remembered my skirt was hanging in the laundry room. I headed out to get it.
Yes, the laundry room is downstairs, you're right, I should have remembered Brian was down there, but I didn't.
Not thinking I walked down the stairs to the basement. As I got to the bottom, the bathroom door opened and out stepped Brian, fresh from the shower and wrapped in a towel.
Our eyes met, then I saw his eyes drift to my panties. All of a sudden I realized I was half naked. I realized I was standing there in a blouse and little string bikini panties.
"Oh my god," I exclaimed. "I totally forgot you were here. I'm so sorry."
Brian laughed, "don't apologize, I could wake up to this view everyday."
I started stammering, "oh, oh,oh. I,I,I I'm jjjjust here to get a skirt from the wash."
"You can come get a skirt anytime," he responded.
I'm sure I blushed. I wasn't sure what to do. Should I just go get my skirt? Should I run upstairs and put on a robe? I mean what's the big deal. I was completely covered. More than I would be at the beach.
I opted for just getting the skirt.
"I'm sorry, I'm just going to get that skirt from the laundry," I murmured.
I went to the laundry room.
Brian laughed, "well, don't put it on for my account."
I put the skirt on in the laundry room.
"Sorry," I said again. "I better go get some breakfast. You going to join us?"
"Be right up," he said and headed to the bedroom to get dressed.
I stood there and watched. I don't know why, I was checking out his hips and ass under the towel.
Then I caught myself. 'What am I doing?' I thought. I realized I was kind of turned on. Being caught like that made my heart beat faster and, truthfully I could feel my pussy reacting to being caught. I headed upstairs.
"Hey there," said Tim. He had coffee made and had started breakfast. He looked at my face. I must've been flushed. He looked at my face. "What's wrong," he asked.
I just blurted out the whole thing. Except the part where I felt a little turned on.
Tim looked at me for a moment. I wasn't sure how he was going to react. Then he burst out laughing.
"Oh my god, that's hilarious," he laughed. Then he added, "I'm sorry, I'm sure you were uncomfortable with what happened, but I bet Brian was really happy. He's always told me how hot you are."
I gave Tim a look, "it's not funny," I said.
He saw that I was a little upset and changed his tone. "I'm sorry baby, but it's not a big deal. First of all, you were more covered than a bathing suit. Second with that body, it's not a sin to show it off. Besides, make Brian a little jealous of me."
"Jealous?" I asked
"Sure, he was always the guy to keep up with when we were younger. Now I've got the perfect wife. I don't mind showing you off," he kinda chuckled.
"Showing me off?" I repeated.
"Sure" Tim said." I know how lucky I am, why not. In fact, it's probably hard for him to see you. Knowing he screwed up, and I have you, and you are so beautiful and sweet. You're his fantasy girl.
"Plus, like I said, he probably got a little thrill. If his marriage broke up he probably hasn't had sex for a while. You've given him something to fuel his fantasies."
"Fantasies?" I repeated like an idiot.
"Of course," he said. "I bet every guy who meets you has some fantasy about you. You're hot."
"Oh come on," I pushed back.
"No seriously," he continued. "You don't see how guys look at you? How they treat you?"
"They're just being nice," I answered. 'Men fantasize about me?' I thought.
"Trust me, they're being nice, but because they want to be close to you," Brian went on.
Just then Brian came up for breakfast. He saw us standing there talking.
"Hope I'm not interrupting anything," he said looking at our faces.
"We're just having coffee," I replied.
"And I'm telling her how hot men think she is," Tim threw in.
I gave him a look.
Brian went with Tim. "Well, he's right there. You are hot."
I found myself really liking the attention but wasn't going to admit it.
"I'm too fat to be hot," I said.
"You're not fat, you have amazing curves," said Tim .
Brian agreed.
"Tim's a lucky man," said Brian. "I can see why he likes showing you off."
"Showing me off?" That was the second. Time I'd heard that phrase.
Tim gave Brian a look. Brian missed it.
"You bet," Brian continued. "He's always telling me about a sexy dress or low cut top you're wearing and how men reacted to it. He loves it. I mean in some of your pictures you are amazing."
Pictures? what pictures? I mean Tim has taken pics of me in lingerie and nude, but I doubted he meant those pictures.
I think Brian then saw Tim's face. He tried to catch himself.
"Ummm, after all, what guy wouldn't be proud to be seen with you," he said.
I was left with a lot to think about. I looked at Brian. He kind of looked down. I thought we'd talked about this enough.
"Ok, ok, I'm hot," I laughed. "Let's eat breakfast."
We changed the subject to what our days were going to be and what we were going to do for dinner. Brian Offered to go to the store and pick up some roasted chicken and make a salad. That sounded perfect.
On my way to work I had time to think. Tim likes to show me off? Did he show Brian some of our pictures? The thought made my heart beat faster. I wondered how much Brian saw. Then I'd pull myself back.
Work was no different than the day before, but today I kept on remembering that Brian had seen me in my underwear this morning. I'd wonder what it would feel like for these other men to see me in my underwear. My mind kept going back to the words, 'showing off.' I wondered what pictures Brian was talking about. Truthfully, it was making me horny.
I got home first. Tim got home maybe five minutes later. We were not sure what time Brian would be home. Truthfully, I didn't care, I was horny and Tim was home.
I grabbed his shirt and pulled him into the bedroom. I kissed him passionately.
"Whoa, what's this all about?" he asked.
"Shut up and fuck me," I said.
Like I said, he knows how to make love. He also knows when to fuck. This was definitely a fuck moment.
As we kissed I started to undo his belt. He reached down for the hem of my skirt. As I unzipped his pants he pulled my skirt up around my waist. His hands went to my ass as he pulled me in. I felt his fingers trace my panties.
"So these are the ones you showed off to Brian," he teased.
"Shut up," I said breathlessly and kissed him.
He turned me around and kissed my neck. He unbuttoned two buttons on my blouse and then pulled it off up over my head. I leaned back into him as he kissed my shoulder.
He leaned me forward. I put my hands on the dresser to steady myself. He stuck his hand in my panties and started playing with my pussy. I started moaning. It felt good.
I felt his other hand move. Then I felt his cock against the back of my panties. I pmoaned and pushed back into it.
"What do you want?" Tim asked.
"Shut up," I replied.
"Tell me," he insisted.
"I want to be fucked," I whispered. "I want your cock inside me."
He unhooked my bra and pushed my panties to the floor. His cock positioned itself between my legs.
"What made you so horny," he asked.
"Shut up and fuck me," I repeated.
His hand went to his cock. He bent his knees and positioned it at the opening of my pussy. I moaned, stood on tip toes and bent forward. He slipped his cock into me.
He started fucking me. He had one hand on my hip and the other in the center of my back holding me in position.
He leaned forward and again said, "what's made you so fuckable tonight?"
I didn't know what to say. I moaned in response. I mean what was I going to tell him? I enjoyed being looked at all day? I was thinking about how Brian had seen me in my underwear?
I realized I had always worn skimpy bathing suits. I'd enjoyed being looked at on the beach. Did I like showing off?
My reply was, "fuck me."
He kept thrusting into my pussy. I pushed back in rhythm to his thrusts. It felt good. After a few minutes he pulled out of me. I whimpered when he did. He grabbed me around the waist, turned me around, and pushed me down on my knees in front of him.
The front of his pants had a big wet spot from where my juices soaked him. His cock was standing straight out. I wrapped my hand around it and started sucking it. I got as much in my mouth as possible. I am not a deepthroat queen, but I know what I'm doing. He moaned.



"That's it baby, suck my cock," he said.
I licked it from top to bottom. Then took it back in my mouth.
I liked the way it tasted. I could taste the juices from my pussy all over his cock. I stood up to kiss him.
"I love when your lips taste like pussy," he said.
I reached down, rubbed my clit, and got my fingers all wet. I rubbed them on my lips and kissed him again. He kissed me back, passionately.
He turned me around again and pushed me down on the bed. My knees were at the edge of the bed. I laid my chest down on the bed and stuck my ass in the air. Tim grabbed both my hips and thrust his cock into me, he started fucking me hard. I loved it.
"Ugh, ugh, ugh," I grunted with each thrust. "God yes, it feels so good," I said breathlessly.
"Fuck me, god yes, fuck, fuck, god yes, fuck me," I cried with each thrust. I didn't realize how loud I was getting.
"That's it baby, take my cock," said Tim .
"God yes," I moaned. "Give it to me, give it to meeeee."
I felt my orgasm start to build. It was radiating from my pussy.
"Fuck, don't stop, I'm cumming. Fuck me, god yes, fuck," I moaned.
He started fucking me harder and faster. My orgasm washed over me.
"Oh fuck yes," I moaned.
"You like that?" Tim teased.
"Fuck yes," I replied.
"Your not done yet," he said.
I climbed off the bed and got back on my knees. I took his cock back in my mouth.
"Cum for me," I breathed around it.
I again wrapped my lips around it and started pumping it with my hands. It was slick from my pussy and orgasm. I loved the way it tasted.
He grabbed my head and tried to guide me. I removed his hand.
"Nu uh, I'm doing this," I said.
I pushed him down to a sitting position on the bed. I continued sucking him. After about a minute I felt his body start to stiffen. Then I felt his cock start to pulse. Stream after stream of cum hit the back of my throat. I swallowed as fast as I could.
As I swallowed the last drop I looked up at him and with my best temptress grin said, "mmmmm..."
We looked at the clock. We'd been fucking for 45 minutes. Brian must have been home, had he heard us?
Tim zipped up his pants, realized they were soaked and took them off.
"What the hell," he shrugged and stripped to his boxers.
I was standing there naked with nothing but my skirt bunched up around my waist.
I grabbed a pair of shorts and a t shirt. Tim went to leave the room.
"Nu uh," I told him. I have to wear shorts, you have to wear a shirt.
He looked at me. "What?" He said obviously confused.
"I'm not used to wearing panties around the house. The shorts make me feel funny. So if I have to be dressed, you do," I explained.
"Seriously?" he asked..
"Kinda," I said. "Or, I could wear just a t shirt like usual," I suggested.
"Ok, t shirt it is, but I bet Brian would love you without panties."
I gave Tim a little swat. We got dressed. Tim put on a t shirt with his boxers. I put on a pair of very tight running shorts and a t shirt. We headed to the kitchen. Brian had the table set and dinner ready when we got there.
"Well, I didn't know this was going to be a pajama party, I bet you two are hungry," laughed Brian.
Whoops. I'd forgotten he'd probably be home. I wonder how much he heard. We weren't very quiet.
Tim and I gave each other a small grin. "You bet," Tim said.
Everything looks delicious," I said. "Thank you."
We all sat down for dinner.
Brian teased us a little more "so seems you guys had a great day."
"All Barb," said Tim, throwing me under the bus, and taking a big mouthful of chicken.
"Oh," laughed Brian and said to no one in particular . "I'm jealous. Married for three years and still your wife feels that way about you. I don't think my wife felt that way even on our honeymoon."
Then to me, "may I ask what brought that on?"
"You may not," I responded.
We all laughed and changed the subject to normal day conversation.
After dinner Brian and Tim cleaned up I headed to the bathroom. When I got there I looked at myself in the mirror, my hair had that just fucked look. I hadn't really fixed it after. My shorts clung to my ass like a second skin, again, covered more than my bathing suit but for some reason, in my home, I felt they exposed more. My t shirt clung to my curves and left little to the imagination. I thought about changing, but decided 'what the hell'.
After dinner we went about doing our stuff. For some reason I was very aware of the guys watching me. Every time I moved their attention shifted to me. It wasn't obvious. No one gawked but subtlety they looked. I found the attention making me horny. I wondered how much I had their attention.
I got up, walked to the kitchen, then I bent over, straight legged, and picked something up. I glanced back, yup, both guys were checking out my ass. I felt a gush of warmth spread through my body.
Tim suggested we watch a movie. We all agreed and sat down on the couch, me in the middle. I put my head on Tim's shoulders and tucked my legs up under me. I noticed Brian checking out my legs and ass all through the movie. When I stood up I noticed them both watching me walk away. Brian said something to Tim. I couldn't hear it, but they both laughed.
When the movie ended, I was feeling hot and flushed. I wanted to get Tim into bed.
"Ok, I'm off to bed," I said hoping Tim would get the hint.
"I'll be in in a little while," said Tim. "I'm going to stay up with Brian for a few."
"Ok," I responded and headed for the bedroom.
I pulled off my shorts and climbed into bed. I was restless. I was thinking about men checking me out. About Brian checking me out. Even my husband, who's seen me hundreds of times was still checking out my ass.
I wondered what would happen if I actually showed Brian my ass. My hands slowly rubbed my breasts. I thought back to sitting on the couch. Both Brian and Tim were sexy men. I thought about how they smelled. As I caressed my nipples one hand slid south over my stomach down to my pussy.
I'd often masturbate, but it was mostly to faceless men. Tonight I couldn't get the picture of Brian and Tim out of my head. I found my clit and softly let my fingers trail over it. I reached past it and rubbed the lips, they were wet. With my fingers wet I spread my juices over my clit and started rubbing. It felt great. I closed my eyes and imagined being between Brian and Tim, my ass exposed, a hand touching me. I moaned.
I could feel the warmth growing inside of me. I inserted two fingers in my pussy while keeping my palm on my clit. The orgasm washed over me. Not intense, just warm and slow. I rested my head back and sucked my fingers clean. I always did after I masturbate. I like the way they tasted.
Just then Tim came in the room. He stripped off his clothes, climbed into bed and laid next to me.
"I love you," he said.
"Any special reason," I teased him.
"Well, for one, being so good to my friend," he responded.
"Anytime," I said. "Brian's a good guy, he just made a bad choice."
Tim leaned in to kiss me. I wondered.... No need to wonder.
"Mmmm, someone's been busy," he teased.
Being caught kind of got me going again.
"Well, now that you're here, you can do it right," I said.
He took the hint. He pulled me in his arms and kissed me. We made love and fell asleep.
The next few weeks were uneventful. Well kind of. I kept thinking about being checked out, especially by Tim and Brian. I was very aware of when I was being looked at. It made my skin feel warm. Brian was a sweet and extremely attentive house guest. He'd often have dinner ready when we got home, he helped clean up, and even did laundry. Nothing inappropriate. Just helpful and sweet.
I may have worn tighter and shorter shorts. I may have gone out of my way to make sure Brian could check out my ass. I may have masturbated a bit more, and attacked Tim a few times. Maybe.
"What's got into you?" Tim would ask.
"Why? You complaining?" I would ask.
He wasn't
One day instead of my normal running shorts I switched to a pair of soft sleep shorts. They covered maybe half my ass. I wondered how Tim would react.
When he saw me put them on his only reaction was, "those are cute."
I thanked him and wondered what Brian would think. Brian's reaction was strange but for some reason I really liked it. Instead of complimenting me, he gave the compliment to Tim.
"Wow, your wife is beautiful," he said.
I got forward, "you like the new shorts?" I teased.
"I love them," he said. "But you'd look great in anything."
Then Tim surprised me, "she looks great in anything, she looks great in nothing. Let's face it, I'm a lucky man."
"I bet she does," said Brian. "I bet she does."
That night I attacked Tim.
Another night I decided to wear a crop top with those shorts. My heart was beating in my stomach as I walked into the room Tim and Brian were sitting in.
"Hi babe," said Tim, not even reacting to what I was wearing.
Brian, on the other hand, noticed. He just looked for a moment, not saying anything. Then he turned to Tim, "I hate you."
Tim laughed.
One time when they were both in the kitchen. I'd just gotten out of the shower and my skin was still damp. I needed to get my brush out of the other room. I knew Tim and Brian were out there.
I pulled on a tiny silk robe I own and nothing else. The robe barely covered my ass. I'm sure my nipples were displayed by the thin material.
I walked out and felt both their eyes on me. No one said anything to me. Brian whispered something to Tim. Tim laughed.
"What's so funny?" I asked.
"Nothing," said Tim. "Brian just wants to know how a jerk like me got such a hot wife."
"What did you tell him," I laughed.
"The truth, you suffered brain damage as a child," he said and quickly ducked as I threw a washrag at him.
"Well, maybe Brian will appreciate me if you don't," I pouted.
"Trust me," said Tim. "Brian appreciates you. All he seems to talk about is how amazing you are. "
I looked at Brian. He shrugged his shoulders.
"And you say?" I asked Tim.
"I say he's right and I'm the luckiest man in the world," said my husband.
The whole exchange made me feel pretty, wanted, and comfortable with the amount of skin I was showing.
I went back in the bedroom and put on my shortest sleep shorts and a crop top. When I was dressed I headed to the living room. The boys were on the couch getting ready to watch a show we'd saved. They saved me a place between them. I sat as I usually do. I laid my head on Tim's shoulder and tucked my legs up under me.
The show started. I'd been working all day, absentmindedly I reached down to rub my foot.
"I'll do that," offered Brian, taking my foot in his hands.
Tim looked over but didn't say anything. Brian started massaging both my feet. I turned a bit. My head on Tim's lap, my feet on Brian's lap.
"Mmmm," I sighed. Brian's hands felt great. He'd pick up one foot and work on it, then do the same with the other. After he finished my foot he started sliding up my leg to my calf. I didn't stop him. I saw Tim watching, he didn't stop him either.
Brian's hands climbed higher and higher on my legs. First my calves, then my knees, then my lower thighs. I could feel my pussy getting wet as his hands worked their way up my legs.
Then I moved my foot in his lap. I realized I'd brushed his cock and it was hard. As he'd work on one leg he'd drop my other foot where it brushed his cock. I didn't move them towards his cock, I didn't pull them away either.
I'm sure Tim saw and didn't say a thing.
When the show was over we headed to bed. When we were in the bedroom I turned to Tim. I wondered what his reaction was going to be. I assumed he was going to tell me I went to far.
Instead Tim took me in his arms and kissed me.
"You are the sweetest, most beautiful woman in the world," he said. "Thank you for being so good to me, and thank you for being so good to my friend.
I felt loved. "It's easy being good to Brian. He is a sweetie and treats me with love. I will miss him when he moves out." Then I added, "I'm a lucky girl to have two such wonderful men to care for me."
Tim kissed me. He guided me towards the bed. He lifted my top up over my head. I raised my arms to help him. Then easily he pulled me down on the bed and kissed me. Again we made slow, tender love. It was amazing, but during the sex I also wondered what Brian would be like in bed.
It was Saturday, Brian had finally found a place to live and was ready to move out. As a thank you Brian had offered to take us to dinner. He picked one of the best restaurants in the city.
Tim and I were getting ready.
"I don't know what to wear," I pouted.
"What about the red dress?" He suggested.
The red dress? I thought. That's pretty revealing. In fact it was the most revealing dress I owned. I wondered what Brian would think. I wondered why Tim would suggest it, well, only a little. He loved me in the red dress.
The red dress was a short, halter style, wrap around dress. It barely covered my ass. I couldn't wear a bra with it so it revealed what cleavage I had, the back was open from neck to just above the crack of my ass. Basically it was me and the dress. I chose a cute little pink thong to wear with it.
Tim was done dressing before me. As I walked into the living room he and Brian were standing there talking and having a drink. They both stopped talking and looked at me.
"Do I look ok?" I asked and did a little spin for them.
"Ok?" said Tim. "We are the two luckiest men on the planet to be seen with such a beautiful woman."
Brian said, "you look amazing. We don't deserve you."
"Well, you two don't look so bad yourselves," I said. "I can't think of two handsomer men I would want to be seen with.
They did look great. Both in pants, collared shirts, and jackets. Between them there was a smell of musk, wood, and spice. They smelled good.
We grabbed an Uber and headed out to the restaurant. The three of us got in the back seat. It was a little crowded but I liked being squeezed between them. They both put their arms up and around me so there was more room. I cuddled in between them feeling safe, loved, attractive, and flirty.
When we got to the restaurant we all climbed out of the car. Brian first. He reached out a hand to help me out.
It's not easy exiting the middle seat in a car. I totally flashed him my panties as I climbed out.
"You're beautiful," he said as I stood next to him, and he kissed me on the cheek.
"What was that for," Tim asked.
Brian whispered something to him. Tim laughed and said, "ok, well no wonder she deserved a kiss."
They both laughed. I felt a flush of warmth in my cheeks but also in my pussy.
Dinner was great. The guys were super attentive towards me. They made me feel sexy, safe, and loved. I was eating it up.
As we exited the restaurant and waited for our Uber I looked at the guys.
"Thank you for tonight. I had a wonderful time. Any woman would be proud to be with two such amazing men and I'm one of them,".
I pulled Tim to me and kissed him on the lips, "thank you babe, I had an amazing evening."
Then I looked at Brian. Still holding Tim's hand I pulled Brian to me. He offered me a cheek. I used my other hand to turn his face. I kissed him on the lips too.
"You've been a wonderful guest. Thank you for the way you make me feel and such a perfect night out," I said.
"I'm happy you had fun," said Brian. "You and Tim have been so good to me."
"One bad thing though, " he said. "You've made me realize that I will never find the perfect woman, you're here with Tim.
I kissed him again. "Awwww, you are so sweet. You'll find the right person. It'll just take longer than three months."
"Ouch," he laughed. "Well, from now on you can screen them."
"Ok, I'm not done enjoying myself yet," I said. "Let's go home and open a bottle of wine. This is the last night my two handsome men will be taking care of me.
Just then our Uber pulled up. Again we all climbed in the back. Me between them. The seat was lower in this one. When I squeezed in my dress pulled almost up to my waist. My panties were very visible and I couldn't tug my dress down.
"Dammit," I said.
Tim laughed. "looks perfect to me," he said. "How 'bout you Brian?"
Brian gave me a warm smile. "She always looks perfect." Then he looked kind of sad and thoughtful. "You've been great these last few weeks. I really appreciate you guys taking care of me. I really did not want to be alone."
I looked at him and kissed him just to the side of his lips, "You're very special to us. We love you."
We got to the house and got out of the Uber. My dress was around my waist.
"I don't even know why I wore a dress," I joked.
"I hope you didn't do it for us," Tim quipped. "I think your panties are cute."
"And your friend?" I reminded him that Brian could see too.
"I know my friend and I'm sure he enjoyed seeing your panties as well." Tim laughed. "After all he has to have some luck.
"That true Brian?" I teased. "You need to get lucky?"
"Well, you've set my standards pretty high, so I'm not sure if I'll ever get that lucky," he responded.
"Awwww, that's so sweet," I said. Then to Tim, "wasn't that sweet?
"Brian's always been sweet on you. Why not, you're perfect," he replied.
"Awwww," I said. Then I gave Tim a kiss on the lips. .
Then I turned to Brian, "and you deserve one too." And I kissed him also.
I was feeling really special with my two special men taking care of me.
We got in house and Brian opened some wine. We all sat on the couch to drink it. I took off my heels and started rubbing my foot.
"I'll do that," said Brian.
He reached down and pulled my feet up in his lap and started rubbing them. My head fell on Tim's lap.
"Mmmmm," I moaned. "That feels so good."
Then I remembered my dress. I'm sure my panties were on full display. I giggled. "Are you just trying to look up my dress and see my panties?"
Brian laughed, "well, it's certainly a side benefit."
I didn't move. In a playful voice I said to Tim, "I think your friend is trying to look up my panties."
Tim laughed, "well can you blame him?"
I looked at Brian, "should I blame you?"
"I might be a little guilty," he chuckled.
"Bad boy," I teased, but did nothing to stop him.
Then I remembered something. (Brian had started working on my calves.)
"What pictures of me have you shown Brian," I asked Tim.
"Ummm,.. nothing special," he said. It was very unconvincing.
Tim's hands were doing my knees down to my feet and back. It felt wonderful.
"Nothing special," I looked at Brian, he looked away. "Doesn't sound like nothing special to me."
" Briiiiaaannnn?" I said his name long. "Do you have something to tell me?"
"Who me, ummm no" he said unconvincingly.
I rubbed my head in Tim's lap. "You better come clean, or I'm going to let Brian live here and make you move out," I joked.
"Ok, ok," said Tim. "I may have shown him some vacation pictures."
"Ummm... which vacation pics?" I asked.
We had gone to Belize and had a very private cabana. We had bathing suit pics, lingerie pics, and nude pics.
"Umm.., Belize?" Tim replied.
I should have been mad but I wasn't. Actually the thought kind of turned me on.
"Ohhh? Which ones?" I pushed.
"Ummm.... all of them?" he said in a questioning voice hoping I wasn't mad.
"All of them!, I exclaimed. "Well, I guess it's no big deal he's looking up my dress at my panties, is it."
Brian started working on my thighs.
"Did you like what you saw," I asked. I was definitely feeling flirty, also a little horny.



"Very much," Brian answered. "You're beautiful."
I turned on the couch, kneeling and facing Tim.
"And you liked showing Brian my panties?" I asked.
"It was fun," said Tim.
"So you don't mind if he sees them now?" I continued.
"No, he'd love it," said Tim.
I turned to Brian, "is that true? Would you love to see my panties?"
Brian looked at Tim, Tim just smiled at him, or was that a nod. Either way Brian answered, "I'd love to see them.
I was still kneeling facing Tim. My ass towards Brian. Rubbing my legs I'm sure he'd seen my panties but not that they were a thong. I reached back and grabbed the hem of my dress. Looking directly into Tim's smiling eyes I pulled it up over my ass.
"Oops," I said with an innocent face. "I forgot I wore a thong tonight."
Tim laughed, "I'm sure Brian doesn't mind."
"It's ok with me," Brian chimed in.
I was having fun, I was getting hornier and hornier. I could have dragged Tim to the bedroom but I was having too much fun, and besides, he seemed to be having fun too.
I still kept my eyes on Tim. "Is it more fun showing Brian pictures, or the real thing? I asked.
Tim looked at Brian, then at me, "definitely the real thing," he said.
That made my pussy feel hotter than it already did.
"Weren't some of those pictures naked pics?" I asked.
"Well," I said, "maybe we should get back to house rules."
"House rules?" Brian repeated.
I wiggled my ass. "What do you think, Tim. House rules?"
"What are house rules?" Brian repeated.
"Oh, Tim didn't tell you? I'm not allowed to wear panties around the house. It's kind of a thing we have."
I looked Tim in the eyes. "What do you think baby.? House rules?"
Tim smiled at me, and then looked past me at Brian. "House rules it is," he said.
I kissed him,...passionately. I could almost feel Brian looking at my almost naked ass.
"Well," I said breathlessly. "Who gets to take them off me. You, me, or our guest."
Tim again looked past me at Brian, there seemed to be a wordless conversation going on.
"What do you think," Tim asked me.
I kept my eyes locked with Tim. I was super horny by now. The idea of being between these two handsome men was making my heart beat in my throat.
"Our guest?" I said tentatively.
"Our guest it is," said Tim.
I looked at Brian, he looked at Tim, I saw a small nod.
I was still kneeling, facing Tim, Brian behind me, my naked ass facing Brian. I had one hand on Tim's lap and one on his shoulder to steady myself. I could feel Tim's cock hardening.
I felt Brian's hands go to the band of my thong. I wiggled my ass. I locked eyes with Tim again. As I felt Brian start to pull my thong down I bit my lip. As they slid down to my knees I kissed Tim. As I was kissing him I lifted one knee then the other so the thong could come off. My naked ass and pussy were facing Brian.
Tim reached around me, grabbed my ass, pulled me in, and kissed me.
When we broke the kiss he looked me in the eye. He nodded his head towards Brian. I twisted a little on the couch. I grabbed Brian's shirt and pulled him to me. Not the chaste kiss of before, the I want you kiss I wanted to give him. He kissed back. I moaned.
Keeping my dress around my hips I went back and forth kissing Tim and Brian. After a few kisses I stopped and looked at Tim.
My hand on his cock I asked, "You ok babe?" His hard cock told me he was fine.
"Better than ok," he responded and then kissed me.
I turned to Brian. I placed my hand on his cock. "You ok?" I asked.
Brian looked at Tim. Tim nodded. "I'm good," said Brian. I turned and kissed Brian again.
I got off the couch and stood up facing the two men. I reached for the tie of my dress.
"Well, I guess I don't need this anymore." I pulled the string untying the wrap dress. It fell open. I held it open.
"As good as my pics?" I asked.
"So much better," said Brian.
I pulled the halter top off over my head and let the dress fall to the floor. I turned so my back was to them.
"How about this side?" I asked.
"You have an amazing ass," said Tim.
"God yes," said Brian.
"Just wait," I said.
I got down on my knees in front of Brian. I undid his belt and unzipped his pants. His cock sprung out. I loved the feel of the velvet skin over the stiff rod. I looked at Tim.
"Watch this," I teased.
There was a drop of precut on the tip of his cock. I flicked my tongue out and licked it up. I made an "mmmmmmmm" sound as I licked my lips.
I wrapped my hand around his cock and slowly slid it up and down.
"Mmmmm, Nice cock," I said. I lowered my lips around it.
I hadn't had a strange cock for six years. Just the thought of sucking another cock was making my pussy very wet.
I looked at Tim. He was rubbing his cock through his pants as he watched me. I stopped sucking Brian for a moment.
"Pull it out," I said to Tim. I went back to sucking Brian's cock.
When Tim had his cock out I reached over and grabbed it. I pulled Tim closer to Brian. When he was close enough, I took my mouth off of Brian's cock and wrapped it around Tim's cock.
Tim moaned.
"Mmmmm, that's it baby," I said. "I love your cock."
I spent a few minutes going back and forth between their cocks. I was getting hornier and hornier.
"Ok," I said. "I'm naked, you're not. Fix that."
Both men stood up to undress. I played with my nipples as I watched them.
When Brian was undressed I pulled him down to the floor and made him lay on his back. I looked at Tim. "Sorry babe, company first," I teased. He just laughed.
"Am I about to make your dreams come true?" I asked Brian.
"And more," he replied.
I straddled his cock and slowly let it enter me.
"See," I said. "Dreams do come true."
I started rising and falling on his cock. He put his hands on my hips and helped me.
I looked around for Tim. "Come here babe," I said.
Tim came closer and I reached out and grabbed his cock. I pulled him close to me.
"This feels so good," I told him. I slipped his cock into my mouth. As I sucked him I kept on fucking Brian.
"Oh Tim, I feel so naughty, I love it," I moaned.
"You look great babe," he responded.
I looked at Brian, "is it all you thought it would be?" I teased.
"More," was his reply.
I rolled off Brian and lay on my back on the floor.
I looked at Tim. "Fuck me," I said.
Tim knelt between my legs. I reached down and guided his cock into me.
"Mmmmmmm. I moaned as he entered me. "I love your cock." I moaned.
"Come here," I directed Brian.
Brian knelt by my face. I lifted my head and pulled his cock to my lips. It tasted like pussy and cock. I loved it.
I stroked Brian's cock as I sucked it. I raised my hips to meet each of time thrusts. I was in heaven.
Tim pulled out of me. "Roll over babe, I want to see that ass."
I rolled on my stomach and got up on my knees. Tim entered me again. I pulled Brian to the floor in front of me and started sucking his cock again.
"Your the guest," I said. "Do you want to cum in my mouth or pussy?" I asked.
Brian looked at Tim.
"Your choice buddy," Tim said.
"Pussy," Brian said. "I want to see her ass as I fuck her."
Tim pulled out. Brian got behind me and slid his cock into me. I moaned.
Tim came around and held out his cock for me to suck. I took it in my hand.
"What's better?" I asked. "Showing off my picture, or showing off the real thing?"
"This is perfect," he said as he stuck his cock in my mouth.
I felt Brian start to speed up. He thrust with more urgency. I pulled Tim's cock out of my mouth.
"I think your friends about to fill my pussy with cum," I said.
Tim looked at Brian. I was having a hard time sucking Tim's cock as Brian pumped me harder and faster. I coaxed him on.
"Mmmm, that feels so good. How many times did you dream of fucking me. Having your cock in my mouth or in my pussy. Is it good? Is it what you wanted? You feel so good. Fuck me, fill me with your cum."
I was getting close myself. The idea of being his fantasy girl was turning me on. I felt the orgasm rising in me.
"Oh fuck Tim, he's going to make me cum," I moaned. "Fuck,
fuck, fuck, don't stop, fuck me, yes, fuck me, "
The orgasm started to take me. "Oh fuck yes," I cried. Just as I came Brian started to cum. I could feel his cum filling me up.
"Fuck Tim, he's filling my pussy. He's cumming in me, fuck that feels so good."
I let his softening cock slip out of me and rolled over on my back to catch my breath.
"Oh my god," Brian breathed, "that was amazing."
"Fuck yes," I replied.
I looked at Tim. "How about you. Should I shower or sloppy seconds?"
Tim knelt down between my legs. "Let's give you a second load," he said.
==================================================
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I was nervous. Our Katie was moving back home after five years of college. I was nervous for many reasons. Mostly, Dave and I had gotten used to our empty nest status.
It wasn't as if Katie never came home when she was at school, but those were short visits, she visited with friends and, except at night, she just wasn't home all the time.
Summers she had traveled. Why not, it was her money. Between scholarships, working, saving and what we were able to afford, she could afford to travel during her summers and we encouraged her. After all, when else would you see the world?
But this was different. School was over. Most of her friends had all scattered to jobs or to find themselves. Katie was moving home with no plans except to "look for a job".
I thought about how this would change our lives. I was 43 Dave was 45. I had Katie at 19. There were some rough financial times but we were in a good place now.
I laughed to myself. The first place I thought of that it would change in our lives would be sex. I thought it funny that it was the first thing I thought of. After all, so many things would change, but sex was the first one I thought of.
Since Katie moved out Dave and I had rediscovered ourselves. We both started working out. I was proud of the body I'd worked so hard at. At 5'5" and 140 lbs I still could lose a little but I thought I had great curves. With a 36c bustline I could still rock a bikini. I had let my hair grow out from the short mom cut to something a lot more feminine. I looked good.
Dave did even better. 5'11" he was down to 180 lbs. His salt and pepper hair gave him that distinguished look that women love. He got his share of looks when we went out. It was kind of cool being seen with him knowing women were admiring him.
All this also led to a more active lifestyle. We went out more, made friends to hang out with, and best and not least, we had rekindled a sex life that had become a little ordinary. We'd rediscovered ourselves.
For one thing sex became more often. Don't get me wrong. For an old married couple we had a pretty good sex life, but nothing like before we were married.
We were 4-6 times a month people. Now, sometimes, it was twice a day. We were back to fucking all over the house, the stairs, kitchen table, bent over the couch, bent over the kitchen counter. Not only did we regain the passion of our youth, but we knew so much more and that made it so much better.
With Katie home we would be relegated back to the bedroom.
On top of that there was no more running around naked. Katie had seen me in underwear plenty of times. I'd always slept in a T and panties. It was always mismatched cotton mom stuff. Now I wore only matching more expensive underwear. I wondered if she'd comment.
Obviously Dave was back to workout shorts and full coverage. No more boxer briefs or naked.
Even so, we were looking forward to having her home.
It was the day of her arrival. We were both dressed and waiting for her. We were going to have a little party that evening, but right now we weren't expecting her for a few hours.
I was just puttering around the house in jeans and a t shirt. Dave came up behind me. He wrapped his arms around me and kissed the back of my neck.
I stood up straight and leaned back against his chest into his arms.
"Mmmmm..," I purred.
"Let's fuck," he whispered in my ear.
"Now?" I replied. "She'll be home anytime now."
"We're not expecting her for a few hours." he said as he cupped and caressed my breasts.
I gave in. I rarely said no these days, after all, I liked it as much as he did.
"Where?" Was all I said.
"Here," he said. I was standing behind the couch.
I put my hands on the back of the couch and wiggled my ass at him.
"Here?" I teased. "What kind of girl gets fucked on demand leaning over the back of the couch?"
He leaned over me and kissed my ear. "My wife," he replied.
I pushed my ass into hm. "You're wife," I repeated.
Dave undid my belt and my jeans. He pushed them and my panties down around my thighs. I bent over even further. I couldn't really spread my legs as the pants and panties were holding my thighs together.
I didn't need any foreplay. I liked it when he treated me like this and my reaction was almost instant. I heard him pull his cock out.
He licked his hand and spread the saliva over the tip of his cock. With that, the precum, and how wet I was he slid right in me.
"Mmmmm," I moaned. "That feels so good,'
"I love you," he said. Then he joked, "I guess we'll be giving this up for awhile."
"Yeah," I mused. "Maybe we need a couch in the bedroom." I joked.
"How about some of those sex pillows? We could try all sorts of new stuff with them," he laughed.
As he did he was thrusting his cock in and out of me. It felt good.
"I'm sure Katie would love that," I replied. "Why don't we also leave sex toys strewn around the room..
He started fucking me harder. I gasped, but got the rhythm. We fucked for a few minutes. The only sounds were my moans as his cock made my pussy wetter and wetter.
"I'm going to miss this," I said breathlessly.
"Me too," he answered.
Just then we heard a car door. Dave pulled out of me and we quickly adjusted our clothes. Just in time. Katie walked in the door.
I ran to her and hugged her. "I'm so glad to see you," I said. "You're early."
"Yeah, I was ready sooner than I thought so I just headed home." She replied. "Ummm...what happened to your hair," she asked.
I looked in a mirror. I had just fucked hair. I changed the subject.
"Well, were glad you're here," I said. "Are you hungry?"
We went in the kitchen to get caught up. She looked great. She was a bit shorter than me about 5'4". She must have weighed about 120lbs She had a curvy athletic body. Her long dirty blonde hair was tied in a ponytail behind back.
We chatted about her job, school, then I asked about her boyfriend.
"Oh, we broke up," she said, matter of factly.
"Oh?" Was all I said. Not wanted to pry. Ok I wanted to pry, but held myself back.
She knew she couldn't just leave it there.
"I broke up with him a few weeks ago. He was a great college boyfriend, but we were both going to separate locations and our long term goals were not really compatible," she went on. "He was really upset, but it was for the best."
"Besides," she said with a grin, "the sex was getting dull."
"Katie!" I exclaimed.
"What? I'm 24, I've had sex." she explained.
"I'm just not sure dad and I have to know the details," I replied.
She laughed. "That wasn't details, that was a broad brush. I'm sure dad couldn't handle the details." We both looked at Dave.
"I don't need details," he said with a voice between disgust and fear.
Katie and I laughed.
We turned the conversation back to school and her plans.
Funny though, I couldn't stop thinking, 'I wonder what her sex life is like?'
We chatted a bit more. She went to to get settled in her room. We went back to puttering around the house.
Katie told us she was going to meet a friend. She'd be back soon. That was fine. We didn't expect her to entertain us.
As soon as she left Dave came up behind me and put his arms around me.
"Where were we," he asked.
I pushed my ass into him, "bent over the couch, but I think those days are over for awhile. Let's go to the bedroom."
"Damn children and their mad desire not to see their parents fuck," joked Dave.
"Take me to the bedroom and I'll make it worth your while," I teased.
"Well, who can resist an offer like that," he laughed and we walked to the bedroom.
As I closed the bedroom door. I turned and kissed him. I always loved the way he kissed.
"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned and pushed him to sitting on the bed.
Standing in front of him I undid my belt and jeans. I slowly pushed my jeans and panties over my hips and to the floor. I stepped out of them and kicked them away. Then I slowly peeled off my t shirt. I wasn't wearing a bra.
He reached for me. I danced away, "nope," I laughed. "This is my show."
I got down on my knees between his legs. I undid his belt buckle and pulled his cock out. I held it in my hands and looked at it. There was a drop of precum on the tip. I flicked my tongue out and licked it off.
"Mmmmmmm," I sighed and licked my lips.
I then lowered my mouth onto his cock. I could stil taste the remnants of my pussy on it. I wrapped my lips around the head while I stroked the shaft. I alternated between that and sucking on the sides, licking the side, and licking the top. Then I'd take the tip back in my mouth and stroke it.
He reached for me to pull me to him. I pulled back.
"All you baby," I said. "My mouth, my face, my hair, my tits, you choose. Fill my mouth or paint me with your cum. Whatever you want."
I continued to suck and pump his cock. As I did I'd coax him. "What do you want baby. Want to see me covered in cum? I love the way your cum feels on my skin. Want to fill my mouth? I love the way it tastes. What do you want baby? all yours."
I could feel him start to stiffen. "What do you want baby," I asked.
"Suck me," he said.
I lowered my mouth over his cock and stroked his shaft, "Mmmmmmm," I moaned.
His cock started to pulse. Jet after jet of hot cum filled my mouth, I swallowed as fast as I could. As he finished I licked the tip and sides to clean him up.
"I love your cum baby,"I said."
He fell back on the bed. "I love you too," he said.
"I'm going to jump in the shower," I said and headed to the bathroom.
Dave just laid on the bed.
I got up to take a shower. We were expecting company around 5:00 we had plenty of time
I dressed and went to the kitchen to start prepping. Katie came in.
We'd been in the bedroom for a while. I wondered how long she'd been home. I didn't have to wonder long.
"Sounds like you were having fun," she quipped.
I just looked at her puzzled.
"I walked by your door on the way to my room. The doors are hollow,"
I wondered what she heard. I was feeling on edge, she seemed to be enjoying herself.
"I'm sorry," I said. "We didn't realize we were that loud." I added.
"Mom, I'm old enough to know my parents have sex. I just figured the afternoon was because you were old. Kind of like an early bird special." She teased.
"We're not that old," I responded with mock indignation.
"Obviously not, " she said. Then to the tune of the children's song 'head shoulders knees and toes' she started singing, "Mouth, my hair my face or tits, face or tits, Mouth, my hair my face or tits, face or tits,"
I blushed, "oh my god. Did you hear that?" I asked. I don't know why I said it, she obviously had.
"Don't sweat it mom. Who knew my parents were so kinky," she laughed.
I had no response. I changed the subject, we chatted a bit, and she did her email and whatever else she does on her tablet.
That short conversation kept going through my head. She'd heard us. What must she think of me, her mother, begging for cum. Telling him he could cum on me. I kept it to myself.
She finally left to get ready for the party. I headed to my room to dress. Dave was still taking a nap.
As I was dressing Katie knocked on our door. I was in panties and bra, but Dave was under the covers. I told her to come in.
When she came in the room Dave woke up, both of us were shocked. She came in wearing a little pair of boy short panties and a t shirt that came to her navel.
I think we both stared. First she looked hot, second, we were just surprised.
She caught us staring. She looked at her outfit,
"What? I'm covered, you've seen me in less at the beach," she chastised us.
She was right, but the last time we saw her at the beach was when she was 18 and she didn't have the curves she has now.
I don't think Dave had any clue what to say. I spoke up, "you're right sweetie. It just caught us off guard. When you left for school you were still wearing pajamas. What do you need.
She kind of gave us a look and then said, "yeah, but you always wore a t and panties around the house. Anyway, can I borrow a dress. Mine are all wrinkled from the trip."
"Of course you can," I said.
Dave just kept looking at us. I think the idea of two women in their underwear in his bedroom was a lot for him. Especially because one was his daughter and he wasn't supposed to look.
We went through my closet and found a short sleeve shirt dress that would fit her. With her back to her father she took off her top and slipped the dress on. She buttoned just enough buttons to be decent. She looked great.
She kissed me on the cheek, waved to her dad and headed out of our room.
"Ummm...," Dave looked confused.
I just shrugged my shoulders and got dressed.
Guests started arriving. The party was fine, nothing exciting everyone had fun.
After the party we decided to watch a little TV. Dave and I sat down on the couch and Katie went to her room. When she came back she was back in her panties and crop top. She laid down on the floor in front of us. Ass facing us.
I'm not sure Dave knew what to do or where to look. I think he tried to not look, but every time she moved his attention was drawn back to her ass.
After the show Katie said, "Well I'm off to bed. She kissed me then her dad on the cheek.
"Us too," I said.
Katie laughed and headed off to bed singing 'head, shoulders, knees, and toes.'
When we got to the bedroom Dave said, "What was that all about."
"What? The pajamas?" I said.
"Those weren't pajamas. They were a frat boys wet dream," he said.
I laughed and put my arms around him.
"Our baby's all grown up," I said. "What can I tell you."
I let my hand slide down his belly to his cock. It was rock hard in his pants.
"Ooooo, who's this for?" I teased. "Did our baby's sexy little ass effect you?"
"Damn it, no," he protested.
I stroked his cock through his pants.
"Well either way, why don't we use this," I said.
I stripped off my clothes and got on the bed on my knees, shoulders down, ass up.
"Is this ok baby? Is this how you want me? Have you been looking at that sexy ass all evening and now you want to fuck? Will my ass do?," I teased.
Dave quickly got out of his clothes and knelt behind me. He slid his fingers into my pussy to make sure I was wet enough, I was, and then he slid his cock into my pussy from behind. He grabbed my ass and started fucking me. Long slow strokes.
"That's it baby, fuck me, did our little girls ass turn you on? She's not so little anymore. God she has an amazing ass. Didn't our baby have an amazing ass," I teased as he fucked me.
I realized that I was getting turned on too. There was something about checking out our daughters ass that was very naughty. I rationalized it wasn't unusual, after all, we hadn't seen her/it for a while, so it just registered as a sexy ass.
I was letting myself go to the cock inside of me. He started thrusting with more urgency.
"Mmmmm.., that's it, fuck that feels good, god yes. I don't care whose ass you're thinking of, if it makes you this hard you can think about any ass you choose."
He started fucking me harder. I felt my orgasm build.
"Fuck yes, don't stop, I'm going to cum," I cried. I forgot to be quiet.
"Cum for me," he ordered.
"That's it, fuck me, oh god, yes, god I love your cock," I tried to be quiet, but wasn't doing very well.
"Oh fuck," I moaned as I came.
I felt Dave's cock pulsing inside as he started to come . Hot cum felt good against my pussy. I sighed and rolled over on my back.
I thought I'd heard something in the hall. I listened. I couldn't hear anything.
"Mmmmmm, that was good babe," I said as I kissed Dave.
"Still the best fuck around," said Dave teasingly. "You're amazing.
We fell asleep in each other's arms.
I woke up the next day and headed down to make breakfast. Katie was already in the kitchen, working at the stove. I had to catch my reaction. She was in a small pair of bikini panties that barely covered her ass and a t shirt knotted above the waist.
I wanted to ask, "what the fuck?" Instead I asked, "you making breakfast?"
"Yeah, she replied, "after your night I figured you'd be hungry," she replied with a grin.
Dammit! How thin were our walls. Could she hear us again?
"I'm sorry, were we loud?" I asked.
"No, not really, no louder than you've always been, and it sounded like you were really having fun." She laughed.
I wondered if she'd heard us, well me, talking about her ass. What would she think of us if she did?
I sat down at the table and Katie brought me breakfast. As she was bending over the table Dave walked in. The first thing he was greeted by was Katie's ass. He stopped, kinda looked like a deer in the headlights. I thought he was going to run when Katie noticed him.
"Oh cool, breakfast is ready, " she said. Forcing him to sit down.
I saw him trying not to stare at his sexy daughter, but he wasn't doing well. Katie obviously picked up on it and started to tease him a bit. She'd bend over when she could and make sure he was watching.
I watched her walking around in her underwear. I felt a little pang of jealousy. Not a lot, Just the thought of my husband checking out her ass all day. I mean, I know he loved me, and found me sexy, and I never minded him checking out women, but still this was different. This was in my home. I wondered how I'd get checked out compared to her. Also I had qualms about how wrong it was for a daughter to walk around half naked in front of her father. However so far she'd just given me the 'I'm covered' speech.
I could have put my foot down and just told her it was indecent, but I really didn't feel that way. I liked walking around in my underwear. Why shouldn't she.
I thought, if you can't beat 'em, join 'em. Let's face it. I've been walking around the house for years in my underwear. Why all of a sudden did I stop? We're both girls. They've seen me in my underwear before. In fact the only weird part was Dave seeing her. I'm sure the fact that I was dressed made it weirder that she was in her underwear. If I was to wear mine it would just seem like "the thing we do" not abnormal at all. At least that's what I rationalized.
"So what are you up to today?" I asked.
"I'm going to meet some friends for lunch," she told me.
"Cool will you be home for dinner?" I asked.
"Yes, I should be home by then," she answered, then she thanked me for asking.
"Ok, I'm going to jump in the shower" I said.
I headed upstairs And jumped in the shower. As I showered I thought about how comfortable she was in her underwear. I mean, when did that start? She looked great in the skimpiest of clothes. I used to wear underwear around the house, but now with Katie here I thought it inappropriate. However if she could, why couldn't I.
I then thought about what I'd seen. No pubic hair showing. I knew that was a thing. Did she shave her pussy. Should I?
I decided to try it. When I was done I was surprised at how smooth it felt. I ran my hand across my lips. I was definitely more sensitive. I liked it.
I dried myself off and stepped out of the bathroom. Dave was in the bedroom and immediately noticed the change.



"Something new?" he teased.
"You like?" I replied.
"Come here. I'll show you how much," he said and reached for me.
"Oh yeah? How do you plan on doing that?" I teased.
Pulling my arm towards him he pulled me to him and pushed me onto the bed. Laying on my back he lowered his lips to my pussy.
The good thing about being our age is that you know what you are doing. He knew what I liked and what to do.
With the extra sensation of being bald I moaned almost as soon as his lips touched me,
"Jesus, This feels good, why didn't we do this sooner," I asked.
"Mmmmmm," I moaned as he lightly licked my clit. He took it between his lips and sucked. I gave a sharp intake of air.
"Our Baby sure feels comfortable in her underwear around us." I mused. "Does that, oooooooooo (I moaned as he hit a good spot) mean we should be equally comfortable in front of her?"
"Right there, mmmmmm,". I moaned as he started to suck my clit.
I let the train of thought trail off and concentrated on my husbands tongue between my legs.
"Oh god, yes, right there. Mmmmmmm.. I love you, dammit. I'm going to cum. Fuck yes Fuck fuck fuck," I moaned as I came on his face.
"Fuck me," I breathed.
He didn't need any more lubrication. I was so wet he slipped right in.
"That's it baby, of fuck, yeah, that's it, fuck yes, that feels so good," I moaned. "I love the way you fuck. Your cock is so good. I love the way it, oh fuck , yes, yes, yes."
My orgasm washed over me. I was never a quiet fuck. I'd become noisier since Katie wasn't home. Now with her home I was having trouble lowering my volume.
"Oh fuck, that was good," I cooed.
"Your not done yet," Dave replied, still slowly thrusting his cock.
"Gimme, that thing," I laughed. I pushed him on his back and straddled his cock. "Fuck yes," I said as it entered me.
Using everything I had I fucked his cock.
"That's it babe, let me do the work," I said
Every time he'd try to reach for me I'd stop him.
"You can grab my sss, or play with my tits, everything else is off limits," I teased.
His hands went to my ass as he helped me ride his cock.
Then he moved his hands up to my tits. I loved the way one hand covered almost my entire tit. My nipples pressed against his palm. He lightly pulled my nipples as I fucked him. Dammit, I was going to cum again .
"Jesus, fuck, I'm cumming again," I moaned.
As I came I felt his body stiffen up. . "Mmmmmm..., that's it. Cum with me,".i moaned.
I felt his cum fill my pussy. God I loved that feeling.
I rolled over on my back next to him.
To me the room smelled like sex. I imagined I did to. I wondered if Katie would have noticed. The thought occurred to me that I should probably take another shower. I didn't feel like it though, and besides. She's been walking around in her underwear. Why shouldn't I smell like I'd just been fucked.
I tried to decide what to wear, Nothing too outrageous, something I'd wear if she weren't home.
I ended up in a white ribbed tank top that came to my navel and little white bikini panties.
I kissed Dave, who was still in bed.
"Oh?" He gave me a questioning look.
"It's what I wore before she came home," I said defensively.
Dave held up his hands, palms out, in surrender.
As I stepped out of my room, Katie, wrapped in a towel, was just exiting the bathroom. I assumed she just showered.
"I assume there was enough hot water?" I said. We'd had issues before
"Hot?" she laughed. "Listening to you two I needed a cold shower."
Dammit, I thought. We're going to have to soundproof this house.
What I said was, "sorry. We're not used to having you home,"
"Don't apologize," she said. "I love that my parents are that happily married". Then she threw in, "and I'm glad someone's getting laid, and from the sounds of it, laid well." She laughed. "Plus, that hairstyle looks good on you."
She laughed and headed for her room. I assumed she meant that she hadn't had sex since she broke up with her boyfriend. I also realized I had just fucked hair again.
I went to the kitchen to start cleaning up. I was doing dishes. Then Katie came in to help. Actually considering the last two outfits she was dressed to go out. She was in low cut jeans and a tank top. She was showing a little of her flat belly.
"Ooooo Mom, brave I see," she commented seeing me in a t and panties.
"Well, when you were gone I rarely got dressed and since you don't seem to mind, what the hell," I explained.
"Seriously? Since I've been gone you've been running around in your underwear all the time?" She asked.
"Well not right away, but as we started to redefine ourselves, we recaptured other aspects of ourselves as well," I explained.
"Like what?" She asked.
At what point does your adult daughter stop being a child to you and start being somewhat of a peer?
I thought about it. "Well," I said. "started going out more...Umm... I guess you could say dating.. We were young and broke when we had you. Now we have money to date the way we wanted.
"You know we took a lot of trips. We could travel.
"All of that brought romance back to the marriage. We always loved each other, but that romance was back stronger than ever."
"And led you to walking around in your underwear," she teased.
"Pretty much," I answered.
"So," she said pretty bluntly, "that led to more sex is what your saying and why I hear moaning from your room at all hours of the day."
"Ummmm...yeah," I blushed. "I guess so."
"She smiled. "Well, you look hot in your underwear and it's really great to have parents who love each other. And", she laughed. "You guys sound pretty hot. I'm kind of jealous."
That was a good place for me to change the conversation.
"My turn." I said. "What happened with your boyfriend?"
"Well, like I said, we were going two different directions. He was heading north and I was coming here. He had big plans and a job lined up. I wasn't sure what I wanted to do. I wanted the freedom.
"Plus we'd become kind of stale. We weren't going out, weren't hanging with friends, even sex was down to every two weeks." She said.
"Katie," I exclaimed. "I don't need to know that"
"Oh come on," she laughed. "The way you two go at it, I'm obviously my mother's daughter. I think I may have scared him a bit with my passion."
I laughed.
"I may have scared off a boy or two when I was younger," I said.
"Here's to scary woman," she raised her coffee cup. I clinked mine.
"So, do you have any set plans this summer?" I asked.
"Well, if I have to keep listening to you two I'm going to go out and buy a bigger vibrater. You guys are making me horny. I may have to go out and start picking up random guys.
"But other than that, I'm applying for jobs, I might temp till I find what I want. If I stay here I can afford to look for a while." She said.
"You're always welcome," I said.
Dave came into the kitchen. He saw us talking. Me in my underwear and Katie dressed to head out.
Katie flounced over to her dad, hugged him and kissed his cheek.
Then Katie said, "wow dad, you and mom seem to be having some great sex."
I think Dave nearly choked.
"I mean, it's great," said Katie. "I'm jealous."
"Ummmm...," said Dave.
"Katie, I don't think your dad wants to discuss our sex life with you," I interjected.
"Oh come on. A good looking couple like you? Damn, I'd probably do you." She laughed.
"Ummmm,...," Dave repeated.
"I'm just teasing daddy," Katie laughed, and then added, "kinda," and kissed his cheek again.
Then she said goodbye and headed out the door.
Dave Looked at me.
"Seems we've gotten louder as we've gotten older," I said.
"Swell," he replied.
"Funny," I continued. "she doesn't seem to mind at all."
Dave came to me, pulled me close, and kissed me. "Well, I admit, I love the way you sound when we fuck," he teased.
The day was uneventful. At some point I pulled on some jeans.
I spent a lot of time thinking about Katie. She was obviously smart about relationships. She knew when to end it. She'd obviously grown into a confident woman who knew what she wanted and felt comfortable in her own skin.
And she was gorgeous. Hot. I wondered how Dave felt. I figured ask him.
"So... what do you think about our daughter?" I asked.
"Ummmm ..." he started.
"It's ok babe," I urged. "I know she's hot, and I'm sure her walking around half naked must affect you."
"Well," he answered. "I'd be lying if I said I wasn't looking. She is beautiful. It's weird trying not to look, but wanting to, but knowing you shouldn't."
I loved that we could have honest conversations.
"Well, walking around like that it's obvious she doesn't mind being looked at," I said.
Katie came in a little before dinner with some bags from shopping.
"Hi sweetie, what did you get," I asked.
"Clothes," she replied. "Mostly interview stuff and some new panties and bras."
"Cool," I replied.
"Wanna see?" She asked.
"Sure," I replied.
She poured the contents of her bags out on the table. A few skirts, blouses, and some cute panties and bras. Right there she started to undress. Dave looked up from the couch.
She peeled off her top. She was wearing a cute little bralet. Then she shimmied out of her jeans. As she did her little boy short panties got pulled down a little with them. They exposed most of her ass. As she stepped out of her jeans she adjusted her panties.
She pulled on one of the skirts and blouses. She looked great. She did a little pirouette for us then started to undress again.
She tried on a few outfits for us. Then she pulled on a calf length pencil type skirt and a button down blouse.
"Ughhh, this bralett doesn't really go with this," she said.
She took off the blouse and then, with her back to her dad, took off the bralett and put the blouse back on. Then she turned and asked what we thought. Without the bralett her breasts were completely visible through the blouse. She had great tits with, well, 'perky' nipples.
"What do you think," she asked. "Professional?"
"Well," I replied, "definitely need a bra with that blouse."
She looked down and laughed, "hmmmm. I wonder if this would help me or hurt me in my job search."
We all laughed.
Then she asked, "do I have panty lines in this skirt?"
She did and I told her so.
"Ughhhh...," she said again.
She reached down and started to pull the hem of the skirt up. It was too tight and she couldn't get it past her thighs. She then unzipped it and let it fall to her knees. She put her hands on the waistband of her panties and, facing away from us, pushed them down to her knees. We had a great view of her perfect ass. She pulled the skirt back up and rezipped it. Then she reached under it, pulled her panties down the rest of the way and stepped out of them.
"Better?" She asked.
"Well," I said, a little tongue tied. "Ummm... yes, no lines."
"Professional?" She asked.
I couldn't get the picture of her shimmying out of her panties out of my mind. "Ummm.. very," I said.
"Do you want to see the panties I bought?" she asked.
I wasn't sure how to answer. I realized that there was a part of me that wanted to see them. I also realized she was my daughter and I was getting turned on watching her get undressed. My feelings were making me feel weird.
"Ummm... Not right now," I replied. I'm pretty sure Dave gave a sigh of relief.
"Ok," she said. "I'm going to put these away and then go meet some friends. I be back later."
She gathered up her new clothes and headed to her room.
When she was gone Dave and I looked at each other.
I spoke first. "I kinda think our daughter is a bit of an exhibitionist,"
Dave just looked at me.
"Well, she's either super comfortable in her skin or likes being looked at," I continued.
She came back in the room. She was wearing a super short denim skirt and t shirt.
"Ok, I'm off," she said.
She bent down to kiss her dad goodbye. When she did her ass came into view. It wasn't possible to tell if she was wearing panties. She kissed me and headed out the door.
Not having anything else to say I got up to finish dinner. Dave came up behind me, wrapped his arms around me, and kissed my neck. I leaned back into him.
"Mmmmmm," I responded.
His hands went to the buttons of my jeans. He undid them and started to push them and my panties down.
I laughed, "four in two days? Is our sexy little daughter getting to you?"
I pushed them the rest of the way off and stepped out of them.
I turned and kissed him. "Let's go to our room," I said.
Hand in hand we headed to our room. I left the jeans and panties on the kitchen floor. We hit the bed and started making love.
"Mmmmmm," I teased. "Is our baby girl turning you on? She has a sexy ass, and those tits are perfect. Does her showing off make you horny? Make you want to fuck me? Is that why you're so hard? Your little girl is making your cock hard?"
As I talked he started fucking me harder.
About ten minutes in I happened to look at our bedroom door. I realized I had left it open a bit. That wasn't bad, but I was shocked to see Katie was behind the door looking in. What was she doing home? When I knew I was being watched a switch kind of flipped in me. I rolled Dave over so I was on top. I was being watched, I'd give her something to watch.
"Oh fuck baby, that's it, tuck me, god I love your cock. Even if it's our sexy little daughter who got it hard. She's got a tight little body, doesn't she? What a great ass.
"Oh yeah, god, give me that cock. Fuck me. God yes,yes, mmmmmm, you are so good. What do you think, do you think our hot little daughter is an exhibitionist? She seems to love being looked at. Do you like looking at her? I admit, I like it, such a hot little body. I wonder if she's a good fuck. How many men do you think she's fucked. Can you picture her on her back? Taking a cock with that sexy little body?"
I looked at the door. She was still there.
"Come on baby. Cum for me. Fill me up. I love the way your cum feels in my pussy. Give it to me."
Then I bent over and whispered in his ear, "Katie's watching us."
Dave came. He started to spasm. Hot cum filled my pussy. I looked at the door. She was still there. I locked eyes with her. She now knew I saw her. All of it was too much.
"Fuck yes,that's it, I'm cumming. Oh god, yes, yes, yes," I came hard.
I rolled off Dave onto the bed. I looked over at the door. She was gone.
"Was she really watching?" asked David.
"Uh huh," I responded.
"Geeesh," he said.
"Let's eat," I said. We still hadn't gotten to dinner.
I pulled on a small ruffled pair of bikini panties and a tank top. Dave pulled on some shorts and a t shirt. We headed to the kitchen. I could still smell the sex on us.
About five minutes later Katie entered the room. She was wearing a little pair of string bikini panties and a tank top that came down to her rib cage.
"What are you doing home?" I asked. "I thought you were going out?"
"Yeah, she called and cancelled almost before I left the street," she explained.
"Would you like dinner?" I asked. I wondered what she thought about what she heard.
"Why are you getting to dinner so late," she asked.
She knew damn well why.
I just looked at her and repeated, "would you like to join us?"
"For what?" She asked in a teasing voice.
"Dinner," I replied.
She did. We sat down and ate. Conversation was sparse. I'm not sure any of us knew what to say.
Then Katie kicked it up a notch.
"Wow, you guys seem to fuck a lot," she observed.
We looked at her, then at each other. I couldn't help myself. I laughed. What the hell, I figured.
"Four times in two days," I bragged. "Who would have thought at this age sex would be so good?"
Dave kinda sat there opened mouthed.
"Wow dad," she went on. "Some stud."
"Fuck yes," I responded. "Does it bother you?"
"No, I'm kind of jealous," she responded.
"Well, I'm sure if you wanted it, you could get some," I quipped.
"Probably," she replied, "but you gotta get to know someone before it's any good. I hate condoms, I love cum but I don't know anyone well enough to go without, and I really haven't met anyone it's worth getting to know that well. Besides, you want to know that you REALLY turn them on."
She emphasized 'really.'
"And," she continued, and here was the real shocker, "listening to you two has set my expectations up a notch in that direction. It's actually kind of hot."
"Hot?" I repeated.
"Yeah, I don't know, kinda dirty hot. I mean," she looked at Dave. "Besides, What girls first crush isn't her father?"
Dave was obviously uncomfortable, "Ummmm... I don't think..."
She stood up and bent over and kissed her dad. Interrupting him. She actually gave him a quick kiss on the lips.
"It's ok daddy," she laughed. "I'm hot, I can't blame you."
I let it go. Truthfully, I was getting turned on, turned on and a little uncomfortable with how much the conversation turned me on. I wondered how Dave felt.
She left the room.
"She watched us fuck," I said to Dave.
"So you said." He replied.
"She was home and watching us. The door was slightly open. She just stood there and watched.," I went on.
"Ok.. ummm..," he stammered. I'm not sure he knew what to say.
I stood up, sat on his lap on the chair, and whispered, "it's ok, it was kind of hot."
"Does she know you saw her?" he still sounded concerned.
"Yes, she knows I saw her," I told him.
He looked thoughtful. I went on.
"I think she was turned on by it. I admit, being watched turned me on."
I kissed him. I could feel his cock starting to get hard. I ground against it.
"Again?" I teased. "Is it me, or our uninhibited daughter that is turning you on?"
"Yes," he replied.
I took his hand and we headed to our room.
The week was uneventful. The most interesting thing was what we wore around the house. In response to her string bikini panties, I switched to string bikini. One day she outdid me and let her dad see her in a thong while she was dressing to go out.
During sex she'd often come up. Ok, I'll be honest, I often brought her up. Don't get me wrong. Dave didn't complain, but it was me who'd bring her up and add her to the bedroom.
I was never quiet. In retrospect I probably got louder when being fucked and talking about her. There was something so wrong about it that it was turning me on. I wondered what her skin would feel like. How she'd look with David's cock in her. I had lots of dirty thoughts and I expressed them.
I also noticed that Katie used every opportunity she had to kiss her dad, to stand close, or to hug him. She would often put her arm around his waist when talking to him, or rest her hand on his arm
I was both a little jealous and turned on, it fueled my bedroom conversation.
Dave and I went out Saturday night. We had a great time. When we got back Katie wasn't home. We both changed. Me to bikini panties and a t shirt, him to a t shirt and gym shorts.
"Would you like a snack?" I offered.
"Besides you?" he asked.
"You bet, you're going to need your energy. I plan to fuck your brains out after. So just a small snack," I teased.
We went to the kitchen. He sat at the table. I made him a small sandwich. As I made it we talked.
"I wonder where Katie is," I mused. Usually she tells us, but she must have gone out after we left.
"I'm sure she's fine," answered Dave.
"Me too," I replied. Then I threw in, "she sure is fucking hot."
"Yes, she is," he observed. "She gets it from you."
Not able to get her out of my mind I went on. "Do you think she gets as horny as I do? I mean, she had a steady man, then went cold turkey. If you were gone I'd masturbare every day."



"Maybe she does," he responded. "And watching you jack off is hot as hell. You're a great fuck too."
"Watching her walk around in her underwear kind of turns me on," I admitted.
"No shit," he laughed. "You bring her up a lot."
"Are you complaining?" I teased.
"Fuck no, I admit it gets me hot," he admitted.
"Yeah? You get hot thinking about our sexy little daughter?" I teased.
I walked over to him, sat on his lap, and kissed him.
"Me too," I said, forgetting about the sandwiches.
"
I pulled my top off.
"It turns me on too," I said and kissed him.
I slid off the chair onto my knees. I reached in his shorts and pulled his cock out. There was a drop of precum on the tip. I flicked my tongue out and tasted it.
"Mmmmm...," I moaned.
I lowered my mouth onto his cock taking about 2" in my mouth.
Just then Katie walked in the room. She was wearing yoga pants and a tank top.
"Again? Wow, didn't you just fuck this afternoon?" She teased.
I just looked at her. Dave's cock still in my mouth, I knelt there kind of frozen.
"Well, don't let me stop you. It looks fun," she added.
She went to the fridge.
What was she doing home? I felt a flush overwhelm my body. Being caught like this was hot. The fact that she actually seemed to like it was even hotter.
I finally gathered my senses. "It is," I replied.
Being watched was an incredible rush, being watched by our daughter was so dirty it was really making me want to be naughtier. I lowered my head back on his cock.
Obviously Dave thought it was hot too. Dave moved his hands to my head as I sucked him. As I sucked his cock he was looking at Katie. I looked back at Katie. She was leaning against the counter. Her legs were partially spread. She had her hand in her pants and was obviously masturbating. Dave watched her.
"Oh?" I said. "You like watching our sexy little daughter play with herself?"
He moaned.
"Me too," I said and took his cock back in my mouth.
Finally I couldn't take it anymore.
"I need to get fucked," I said.
I stood up, slid my panties off, bent over, and put my elbows on the table. Dave did not immediately react.
"I said, fuck me," I repeated. .
Dave stood up and got behind me. His cock slid right into me. I responded with a grunt as he entered me with his full length. I looked at Katie. Her eyes were focused on us and her hands were still in her panties.
Dave started fucking me with medium strokes.
"Oh my god, that is so fucking hot," she said.
"Fuck yes it is," I responded.
With one hand she continued to play with her pussy. The other slid up under her shirt and started playing with her breasts.
"Shit," she said.
Then, obviously wanting better access, she pushed her panties and yoga pants to the floor and stepped out of them.
"Oh god," I moaned as she spread her legs and played with her pussy.
She continued to watch me get fucked as she fingered herself. I watched her also.
"Fuck, that's so hot," I exclaimed. "Baby look at our little girl. She's got her fingers in her pussy watching you fuck me. She looks so fucking hot. Doesn't she?"
"Fuck yes, she does," he replied.
"Oh daddy, you think I'm hot?" She sighed. "I want to be hot for you. I want to be hot like mom. Mom is so fucking hot."
Katie continued to watch as Dave fucked me. She had her fingers jammed in her pussy.
"Fuck" she said. "I can't take this anymore. I need to be fucked. It's been too long and this is too hot."
She took off her top as she walked over to the table beside me.
"Mom, I need some of that," she said.
I wasn't sure what she wanted to do. I found out quickly. She bent over the table beside me, ass and pussy pretty much presented to her dad.
"Mom, I've been wanting this since I first heard you talking about me while you fucked. I want daddy's cock," she said.
I took her hand. Dave's cock still inside me, but he'd stop actively fucking me.
"Baby, you want daddy to fuck you?" I moaned.
"Fuck yes," she breathed.
I pulled forward. Dave's cock fell out of me. I stood up turned and kissed him. I then grabbed his hard cock and guided him to his daughters pussy.
"Fuck your baby," I said.
God that sounded so dirty. I heard her sharp intake of breath when her daddy's cock entered her. As I watched his cock thrust into her I started playing with my pussy.
"Oh fuck," moaned Katie. "This is so good."
"Fuck yes," I said. "You look so fucking hot."
Dave's cock continued to fuck her.
"Uh uh, fuck, oh god, so good," she moaned. Then her orgasm hit. "Oh god, fuck yes, I'm coming, fuck yes, fuck me, fuck me!"
You could see her body shake as she came.
"Oh baby, you look so sexy," I said. Then, "Let's go to bed."
Katie stood up, I took her hand. As I did she turned to me.
"Oh mom, thank you. I love being a part of daddy's and your love," she said.
"We love you," I replied.
Then I leaned in and kissed her on the cheek. I pulled back a bit. I could see in her eyes that she wanted what I did. I leaned in and kissed her lips. She kissed back. Her tongue tested my lips as we kissed. I parted my lips for a full on passionate kiss.
We broke, I took her hand we headed to the bedroom.
"Fuck that was hot," I said.
"Yes it was," she replied.
"When did you become such a naughty girl?" I asked.
"I think the first time I heard you talk about me. It was so hot. I had my fingers in my pussy the whole time I listened to you. When you came, I did," she responded.
I stopped and kissed her again.
I almost forgot Dave was there.
"Did you enjoy fuck8ng your daughters pussy?" I asked.
"I love you both," he replied.
We got to the bedroom. I pushed her down on the bed. I straddled her belly and lowered my tits to her mouth.
"Suck them," I ordered.
She took my nipple in her mouth as her hand went to my other breast.
"Mmmmmmm," I purred. "So good."
I rolled off her and took her nipple in my mouth. As sucked on it my hand trailed down her belly to her pussy.
"Yes," she sighed as she arched her back and pushed into me.
Dave was standing by the bed watching and stroking his cock.
"Stick that thing in your daughter's mouth," I ordered. I was loving being so dirty.
He knelt on the bed by her head. She grabbed his cock and wrapped her lips around it.
"Mmmmm..," she moaned around it. "Tastes like pussy," she grinned.
"How do you know what pussy tastes like?" I asked. "Have you been with a woman before?"
"You're my first mom," she answered. "But I lick my fingers when I masturbate."
"Me too," I replied.
As she sucked her daddy's cock I kissed my way down her body. I'd never been with a woman before, the fact that it was my daughter was blowing my mind. I worked my way down to her pussy. I thought about what I liked. I lightly sucked her clit between my lips.
"Mmmmmmm," she moaned around Dave's cock. She stopped sucking. "So good."
My tongue circled her clit and then entered her pussy. She tasted different than me, but I still loved it. I continued to lick and suck her pussy.
She let Dave's cock slip out of her mouth.
"Oh god, Jesus, so good, fuck, eat my pussy, eat me, I'm going to cum," she practically shouted.
I could tell when she came. Her whole body seemed to shudder. She came all over my face. I crawled back up her body and kissed her so she could taste her wetness on my lips and face. Then I turned and pulled Dave's face to her lips. They kissed.
"Can you taste your daughter's pussy on her lips?" I asked.
"Fuck yes," he replied.
"Do you like the way I taste daddy?" She teased.
"I love it," he said.
She then pushed me on my back. "Your turn," she said.
She stuck her ass in the air as her lips tasted my pussy. She looked at her dad. "Fuck me," she said.
Dave got behind her and stuck his cock in her. She moaned on my clit. Her hot breath felt good. Dave started fucking her with short fast thrusts.
She stopped licking me and looked me in the eye.
"This is so fucking hot," she said. "I love daddy's cock."
She lowered her lips back to my pussy. I moaned. "Fuck, so good," I sighed.
As she ate me I felt the orgasm build within me. "Oh god, I'm going to cum," I cried.
Dave started pumping Katie harder.
"Ugh, ugh, Jesus, me too," She grunted than went back to sucking my clit.
My orgasm hit me. "Oh god, yes!" I practically screamed as I came.
"Oh fuck, so hot," said Katie. "I'm cumming, I'm cumming!"
I could see the orgasm on her face. As she came David stopped pumping her.
"Oh fuck," he said. I could tell he was cumming.
"That's it," I said. "Fill your baby's pussy with cum. That's so hot."
Katie collapsed, partially on top of me. David's cum covered cock fell out of her.
"Clean his cock," I ordered her.
David was lying on the bed. She crawled to him and took his cock in her mouth. It was like my own personal porn. When she was done cleaning him I kissed her. She tasted like cum and pussy. I loved it.
From then on Katie spent the night in our bed. She did find a job. It was near home and she decided to live at home for a while to save money for a house.
We didn't complain.
===============================================
Don't forget to rate this story, leave a comment, or give me feedback. I look forward to it.
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I have described the lifestyle, as I experienced it, in some of my stories. I did not really give details about my experience in the lifestyle. So let's start with those two things.
The lifestyle.
So, what is the lifestyle? The lifestyle is not what most people think. It's not just fucking other people. There are a whole spectrum of behaviors and venues for people to meet and interact in the lifestyle.
To meet people most people start with classified ads. There are websites that cater to swingers. A big classified board used topmost ads. In fact we met two couples through that site and they became our closest friends. One we've had sex with, one we haven't.
Another way to meet people is through swinger parties. There are many venues. They include:
Off premises clubs, or parties
On premise clubs or parties
Private get togethers.
Off premise is usually a dance or party in a hotel or meet at a club where no sex is allowed. On premise means the event is held somewhere that there are rooms to go have sex in. Usually in a private home.
Both of these are usually advertised on swinger websites.
Single men and women do join these websites. More men than women. Parties often limit the amount of single men that can attend but often do allow them. There are couples that look for other men to join them.
People who ate these nuts participate at all different levels. For example you will see couples that do only same room sex or girl on girl action. Everyone does what they feel comfortable with. No means No. this rule is strictly enforced by everyone there. I have seen people asked to leave for not listening. Obviously something that may turn one person on, is not always right for someone else. Everyone sets their own limits. Some of the behaviors we've seen are:
Same room sex
Soft swap, (we define as just oral)
Girl on girl only
Full swap. Same room, or different rooms.
FMF
MFM
Men who like to watch their women
Women who like to watch their men.
Multiple men, one girl.
Men or women who like their wives dating.
Multiple couples in one room, all swapping back and forth.
We never saw bi male contact.
How did we get started?
Well my now husband started before me. When he was single he was on aol chatrooms. He would date lots of women. He was handsome and funny and had no trouble meeting women. He was also just divorced, and as he says, 'didn't like women very much'. Basically he was out to fuck, not date. On the good side, he would tell people he was a slut. Strangely this got him more dates. Women found him the 'bad boy' and liked that.
During this time he had the opportunity to sleep with a few married women. He had had threesomes back In college. He set up a few on aol. He particularly liked threesomes with a married couple. He didn't know what it was called then.
He heard online about a hotel that had swinger parties. He invited one of his married women to go with him. They went a few times. They always hooked up with other couples, single men, or single women. He liked it and went as often as he could with different women and enjoyed all kinds of sex. He found his favorite part was seeing how slutty a woman could be. He'd had plenty of women. Now he likes watching a women taking multiple cocks.
Why did I marry him? By the time I met him he had burned through this. He realized that he wanted more. He'd actually set a three date rule where he wouldn't sleep with a woman until the third date, and only if he thought there would be a fourth date. I was ready on the second date, he made me wait.
We did talk about his past. What he said was that he realized he did all these things and had no one to reminisce about them with. He said he wanted to be old, sitting on a porch, holding someone's hand and giggling about the things they'd done.
So, what about that appealed to me. Well, lots of reasons, he was a handsome man, very witty, knowledgeable, had a great job, and I knew, through the way he approached me, he was a bit of a bad boy. He knew how to fuck, and how to make love, and when to do which.
I wasn't looking for a boyfriend. I had to concentrate on my daughter. I saw women who brought men into their children's lives right away. I didn't want to do that.
He got a date with me because, believe it or not he was a great dad. That's mostly what we talked about the day we met. He had his kids four days a week and usually they spent the other three with him. For some part of the day.
Their mother was an alcoholic. I could relate. My ex was a serious pothead
We went on a few dates and became, well, fuck buddies. Neither of us looked for exclusivity, we didn't even talk about it. Turns out we both were exclusive, just didn't demand it.
Me? I was always sexual. I got married right out of highschool. He turned out to be abusive and a drug user. He was also uncomfortable with the fact that I loved sex. After all if I loved sex so much I'd probably want some somewhere else because he thought he wasn't very good at it. He was fine, and we were learning, but I had to leave him because of the drugs and violence.
I serial dated for a while. Date for a year, find another. Eventually I wanted a child. I just got pregnant with the man I was currently with telling myself I was in love with him.
After the baby we were together for five years. He was an inconsiderate pothead. Did I know this before the baby? Probably, but I did not want to admit it. Our relationship went downhill. We never married.
I had a brief affair, someone I met in an online chat room. That really wasn't satisfying. Neither was sex with my partner. He took me for granted. He was a tradesman and would not take a shower or clean under his nails. The he wanted to put them inside of me. I would make him clean up, and if he didn't, no sex. He also only knew how to please himself.
He also worried. He knew I loved sex. He often came too fast leaving me wanting more.
Before I met my husband I had been celebate for a year.
So, why did we go through all this? Because it leads to the lifestyle.
My husband told me he never wanted to be in a relationship where he had to keep secrets or feel he couldn't say stuff. His ex wife would always be mad at him. If he said something, and it could be taken two ways, she would always take it the worst way possible. If he had a thought that she thought was inappropriate she would be mad for days. He didn't want that again.
So basically he told me everything. I did ask him how many people he'd had sex with. He told me he didn't remember nor could he remember who they were. He said that when we went out we'd probably run into them and he would not know their names. I thought he was just exaggerating. Turns out we ran into lots of women who said hi. It seems none of them were mad at him. They knew what he was up front because he told them.
So, I learned about his past. Honestly it intrigued me. I had sexual fantasies of my own. One passionate night in the aftermath he asked me. I told him I was bi curious. Once, during my celebate period, I was getting a massage. The woman was working on my upper thighs. She was very pretty and I kept wishing she'd move her hand a little north.
The second thing I told him was about my favorite fantasy. I read it in the penthouse forums book I kept in my nightstand. My favorite was about a husband and wife on a boat with other men. Eventually she takes on all the men with her husbands approval and he still loves her afterwards. My husband actually knew the story. He liked it as well.
About this point he asked me to go to a swingers party. It was a huge one in the city. It was an off premises party. No sex at the venue. The fun was you could dress and act as sexy as you wanted. I wore an LBD, thong, stockings, and garters. The music was pulsing and it was fun dancing. Couples would grind against each other as they got to know each other on the dance floor.
A lot of women approached me and started dancing with me and of course my husband by inclusion. They'd ask if their husbands could join. We girls would dirty dance against each other, and the men, while we all got to know each other. Often my stockings and garters were showing. I didn't mind. After all, everyone was dressed slutty. There were even girls topless, some of them pole dancing on raised platforms. My dress would slide to my hips and I'd just keep dancing. My story 'Alisa and mark' is partly based on this experience.
After a few hours I was in sensory overload. There was a man hitting on me I wasn't enjoying. I asked if we could go home. My husband was talking to this beautiful brunette and her husband. He saw my face and whisked me out of there. I'd had a great time but enough.
By leaving he made me realize that he would protect me and if I was uncomfortable, we left, no questions asked. That made me feel safe and willing to try again.
We went home by ourselves and fucked till I was exhausted. We would relive moments at the crowd where I was making out with a girl or two, or grinding extra slutty. My husbad knew just how to talk about it while fucking me to keep me at the right level of excitement. The best part is there was no judgement, for the most part, on your participation level.
We tried out several of these venues. In looks we were middle of the road on the hotter side. Maybe 7s. Eventually parties seem to cater to different groups. Hot young things, middle of the road, BBW/BBM. You find the group you are comfortable with. We found our group. Actually groups.
My first bi experience as an off premises dance. The group had rented a hall at a motel for the dance. We decided to stay overnight at the motel. We went to the party and danced. We noticed a fairly attractive girl sitting with a much older and extremely heavy man. At one point my husband was off getting drinks. The guy she was with had left the hall. I went up to talk to her. Seems he invited her to come because he couldn't get in as a single man. She had no intention of having sex with him.
After talking to her I invited her to our room. She agreed. When we got there she and I started making out and undressing each other. My husband got undressed and started playing with her pussy. She told me she didn't want to get fucked. I told my husband and we promised her we wouldn't try.
Eventually, she left our room. I looked at my husband and said, "Well, I'm definitely bi."
We were eventually invited to an on premises party. It was like a cocktail party where everyone dressed sexier. This one played a game after everyone had met to kind of get the partners swapping. I said I wasn't comfortable swapping yet, they said no problem and hooked me up with my husband. We ended up having sex in the same room as other couples. It was extremely hot. I liked that there was no pressure to do something I didn't want to.
We went to a few on and off premises parties, about one every six weeks. We danced and flirted with other couples but mostly played by ourselves while there were other couples in the same room (same room sex). My husband was extremely attentive to me. Once at a hotel, a couple invited us to their room with a bunch of other couples. The woman of the couple was really into my husband. I wasn't as much into the guy, but I would have given him a BJ just to watch my husband fuck his wife.
However when we got to the room, the husband kind of pinned me against a wall and tried to kiss me. I felt trapped. My husband looked at me, saw my face, grabbed me by the arm, and got me out of there. Again proving that he was protecting me at all times.
At one of these parties I had my second bi experience. I told one person I was newly bi. By the end of the night I was in a kitten pile. Her eating and fingering my pussy, one woman kissing me, and two sucking on each breast. I was in heaven.
After a few years we proceeded to oral sex with others (soft swap). Truthfully, I love giving blow jobs. I like making a man cum, and I love it when he can't control himself and sprays his cum on me. My husband likes BJs but rarely cums from one. (See my story BJs can be boring. It's a true story). He has to really jack off while I suck him to make him cum on me.
Me, I loved the power the blow jobs gave me. I was in control. Women run the lifestyle. No means no. Guys who I sucked were extremely attentive and grateful. I loved it.
Eventually we tried full swap. I enjoyed it. More than that, I liked watching my husband fuck. I knew he was a great fuck. I liked the idea of other women finding out. He has a great cock, about 8" long about as thick as the tube in a roll of toilet paper with a big thicker head. Just the sweet side of too big. Often he was the biggest cock in the room and women admired and wanted it. It made me proud they were so envious.
I imagine cuckolds have the same feeling about their wives.
We were not what we call hardcore. There are couples that do this every weekend. We we went to parties about every six weeks. They were fun. A good group of people. It was mostly like attending a cocktail party with friends. Although we went to parties we "played" maybe twice a year. Interestingly a lot of our partners were first timers. (See my story 'Unexpected Threesome. It's a true story.") New couples liked us. We were non-pushy and went at their pace. We were happy with their limits.
Most times we would leave with each other turned on by the situation, but not having met another couple that floated both our boats or that we floated theirs.
That being said, there are a number of funny things that have happened to us.
You can read my story, 'misadventures in swinging'. They are true stories.
Eventually we stopped meeting people one on one from classified ads. Even those on swinger sites. Too many turned out to be sending out ten year old pictures.
We continued to go to parties and met people for 14 years. We went from same rooms sex to having tried everything we wanted to. All my sexual fantasies/curiosities were met.
Lots of times I see the comment that swinging breaks a marriage. It brought us closer. We really needed to trust each other and be able to discuss difficult topics.
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My husband and I were heading for the regional trap shooting meet. We'd been shooting trap since I was in high school. In fact, he and I met at the local range.
Trap shooting is a sport dominated by men. There are other women, but we make up maybe 10% of the competitors. There are women only events and mixed events.
What is trap shooting? Well it's shooting a shotgun at clay disks shot in the air. Basically a trap range has a number of shooting stations. Each station has five shooting positions. Think of a hand with five fingers. Each hand is a shooting group with five shooters. One at the end of each finger.
There is a buried bunker in front of each station. The shooters line up. The first shooter yells pull and the bunker shoots out a clay disk. The shooter tries to hit it. Then the next shooter goes.
Each shooter gets five shots from each position, 25 shots each.
The reason I'm telling you all this is because of this. The shotguns are longer than standard shotguns and therefore heavier. You can shoot up to five to ten rounds a day. At 25 rounds each that can be up to 250 shots. The guns get heavy, and that's one reason they have separate women's competitions. A shooting stance is one leg back, and leaning forward, so the weight of the gun is all in front of you. Eventually your legs, arms, shoulders, and back hurt. And that's kind of where it began. But let's start at the beginning.
Most people at the regionals knew each other, or knew people who knew each other. It was a close knit group.
The people at the meet are extremely supportive of each other, but given it's a mostly male group, that support for a woman takes the form of a lot of ribbing, flirting, and fun teasing along with advice on stance and posture.
The event we were heading to was not at our usual range. It was two hours away. We decided to go the night before and stay the night after. Usually there was a welcome party and an after party for these things.
Who are we? We are Candy and Tom. We're 25 and 30 respectively. We've been married for four years. We met at a trap range where I used to shoot with my dad. You don't see a lot of young women so a lot of guys hit on me. Tom was the most interesting.
We left for the meet right after work. We figured we'd hit the welcome dinner and catch up with some friends. Most of the people we knew from our local club were our parents' ages, but we'd made friends with people our own age from other groups.
When we got there we immediately ran into some of the guys we knew. John and Dave were checking into the hotel as we were. We exchanged hugs and greetings.
"Hi guys, how are you," I said as I hugged Dave.
"I'm doing great, you look good," he said.
Being one of the few younger women at these competitions I was used to compliments.
"Thank you," I replied and then asked, "Where's Mary?" asking about his girlfriend.
"Oh," Dave looked a little sheepish. "We split up a few weeks ago."
"I'm so sorry," I replied. "I didn't know."
"That's ok, it was mutual. We weren't really compatible in many ways. We just weren't facing it," he replied.
"Oh? What ways?" I asked. I was honestly curious.
"Oh you know, just personal stuff," he replied.
My husband Tom kicked in, "probably couldn't keep her happy in bed."
"Fuck no," laughed Dave. "That's the one thing we were good at."
I turned to John, "and you? Still playing the field?"
John was very good looking but extremely shy. I've seen women hit on him and he having no clue what was going on.
John laughed, "I'm still waiting for a girl like you," he replied.
I laughed and hugged him.
"Well," I said. "Looks like I have three handsome men to take care of me this weekend.
We all checked into the hotel.
"Are you guys going to the reception," Dave asked.
"Yeah," Tom answered. "We're going to go get settled and then head over. You going?"
Dave looked at John, then me, then to Tom, "Yeah, if only to spend time with you and your pretty wife," he said.
I laughed, "Sure, compared with the slim pickings here I'm pretty."
Dave turned sincere, "Nah, in any group of women you're pretty."
"Well, I'll accept the compliment then," I responded.
"Ok," said Tom. "We're going to go get settled. See you at the reception."
The guys said their goodbyes and we headed for our room.
"Well, you seem to have developed a fan club," Tom teased.
"Probably because I'm the only woman here," I exaggerated. "Like you mind," I added.
Truthfully I knew Tom didn't mind. He always liked it when guys admired his wife. He was proud of the way I looked and liked showing me off. He liked it when I dressed to impress. Short skirts, tight jeans.
I didn't mind being admired. In fact, I liked it. I worked hard to stay in shape. At 5'3" 110 lbs, long reddish blonde hair down to the middle of my back, and a splash of freckles across my nose, I got my share of looks and I enjoyed the attention it brought me, a lot. I always wondered if other women got the same thrill out of being looked at that I did.
I was glad that Tom was not the jealous type. In fact, he encouraged me. He'd always point it out when guys noticed me. I'm not sure which of us liked it more.
"You're not the only woman," Tom teased back. "Besides, I think Dave and John have had crushes on you since they met you. They always want to hang out with you at these things. And admit it. You like the attention."
"I'll admit I like the attention if you'll admit you like it when I get the attention," I quipped back.
"True enough," he said. He pulled me to him and kissed me. "I think it's hot when guys admire my pretty little wife."
As he kissed me he slid his hands down the back of my jeans, grabbed my ass, and pulled me to him. I wondered if anyone was watching. I kinda hoped they were.
We reached our room and threw our suitcases on the floor. Tom pulled me to him and kissed me again. I kissed back. I was getting horny. The thoughts of being admired always turned me on a bit.
"We've got a little time before the reception. What do you want to do?" He asked. He had that gleam in his eyes.
"Well, we could fuck," I quipped.
"True," he joked. "We do have time."
I pulled away and pulled my top off over my head. "Only if you want to," I teased.
"Only if I want to?" he replied. "You brought it up."
We had these teasing conversations all the time.
"I guess I did," I answered. "What can I say. I like to fuck."
"What a coincidence," he laughed. He grabbed me from behind, pulled me to him, and kissed the back of my neck. "So do I," he whispered in my ear.
I pushed my ass into him. I felt his cock was hard inside his jeans.
"Hmmm, I can tell," I said as I ground my ass against him.
He undid my jeans and with one motion pushed them and my panties down past my ass and around my thighs. I pushed my now bare ass into his cock again.
"Mmmmm," I purred.
He undid my bra and as it fell away as he cupped my breasts. He lightly pulled on my nipples.
"What do you think you are doing?" I moaned.
"Playing with your tits," he replied.
"Mmmmm," I like having my tits played with." I encouraged him.
He pushed me towards the bed. With my jeans and panties still around my thighs I fell on the bed on my knees. I pushed my chest to the bed and my ass in the air.
I wiggled my ass. "Now what are you going to do?" I asked knowing full well what was coming.
I heard his zipper behind me.
"Fuck that hot pussy of yours," he answered.
He put a hand on my ass. I pictured him holding his cock with his other hand. He rubbed the tip of his cock up and down my pussy lips spreading my juices all over me and the tip of his cock. When I was all wet he slid his cock into me.
"Ummmmphhh," I grunted as his cock filled me up.
"Like that?" he teased as he started to slide his cock in and out of me.
"God yes," I moaned. "Fuck me."
"You liked Dave and John checking you out today, didn't you?" he said as he pounded my pussy.
"Uhgh, unnngghh. Mmmmmph. Yes," I replied as I grunted with each thrust.
This was a game we played. I loved it when he talked about other men when he fucked me. I closed my eyes and pictured Dave and John watching me, Checking me out.
"I saw them checking out your ass. I bet they'd like to see it now," he teased.
"Fuck," I groaned as a vision of them staring at my naked ass came to mind.
"Oh, you like the idea of being watched while you get fucked," he responded. "Don't you?"
When I didn't answer, he insisted.
"Don't you?" He pressed.
"Yes, yes," I hissed as his cock pounded me from behind.
It was true. The thought of being watched always turned me on, and Tom knew it. The good thing was that we shared the fantasy. I pictured Dave and John. I wondered how they'd react. Would they pull out their cocks and start jacking off? I've only watched Tom Jack off. I wondered what their cocks looked like.
This line of thought, plus Tom's cock pounding me from behind! Was bringing me close to cumming. .
"Fuck yes!" I cried. "That's it, fuck me, oh god, yes."
Tom picked up the pace and started to drive his cock into me. Fuck, it felt good. I could feel the orgasm rising inside of me.
"Mmmmmm, Fuck yes, so good," I moaned as I came. The orgasm washing over my body. Ohhhhh fuckkk. I sighed.
Tom continued to pump my pussy. I was soaked. I wanted to feel his hot cum fill me up.
"Come on baby," I coaxed. "That's it, fuck me, fuck your pussy, cum in me. Fill me up. God that feels good, fuck yes, yes, oh fuck, yes.."
I felt my body rise to another orgasm. As I came Tom came too. I could feel the hot cum filling my pussy. It felt like he'd had a gallon saved up. As he pumped me a few more times I felt the cum squeezed out of my pussy and onto my thighs.
I leaned forward so his cock slipped out of me. I laid down on my belly on the bed.
"God you're a great fuck," I sighed.
"You're not so bad yourself," he grinned.
He lay down next to me and put an arm over me.
I lay there thinking.
"Would you really?" I asked.
"Really what?" he answered.
"Really want to watch me get fucked," I replied.
"I think you'd look hot," he said.
"Would you just watch? Or join in?" I asked.
"Yes," he smirked.
I giggled.
"But could you really do it? Would you be jealous? How would it affect us going forward?" I mused.
"I love you now, I'd love you then," he kissed my head.
"I love you too," I replied.
"Let's get dressed for the reception," Tom reminded me.
I jumped up and hopped in the shower. As I did I started to think of what it would be like to fuck someone with Tom watching. I was still horny from just being fucked. As I washed my breasts my hands lingered a bit longer on my breasts and nipples.
I reached down to caress my clit, I wondered how Dave and John would react if they could see me in the shower. I closed my eyes and tilted my head back. I felt the water cascade over my nipples and over my hands. I felt the warmth cascading over me and growing inside me. I pulled at my nipples as I massaged my clit. As I came I put my hand out to steady myself against the shower walls.
As my orgasm subsided I opened my eyes. I realized Tom was standing on the other side of the curtain.
"What? Fucking wasn't enough?" he teased. "Maybe I do need help."
"I wish," I quipped as I turned off the water and grabbed a towel.
I dried off as Tom jumped in the shower. I decided what to wear. We were only gone for two nights so I didn't bring a lot with me. Tonight was a very casual night. No one dressed up. I pulled out a pair of shorts and a tank top. The shorts sat low on my hips and showed a lot of leg. There was a bit of belly showing between the shorts and the top. If you're curious I pulled on a white lace thong and bra first over the whole ensemble I put on a flannel shirt that I left unbuttoned.
Tom got out of the shower.
"Cute." He said, Always one with a compliment.
He was right. I did look cute. I pulled my hair back in a ponytail, checked the mirror, then let it down again. As I fussed with it Tom got dressed. I decided to leave my hair down. One last check in the mirror confirmed I looked cute.
Tom got dressed and we headed to the reception. It was at the gun club. As we arrived Dave and John saw us enter. They came over.
"Thank god you're here," said Dave.
"Why is that?" I asked.
"Because there are no other hot chicks here to hang out with," he laughed.
"Oh?" I laughed. "Hot chick?"
Dave kind of back pedaled. "Umm.. pretty girls?" he offered.
"Nahhh," I laughed. "I like hot chick."
"Hot chick it is," exclaimed Dave.
We all laughed.
"Would the hot chick like some food?" Dave asked, offering me his arm.
I took his arm. I looked back and flashed a smile at my husband. He smiled back.
"This hot chick would be delighted," I said, and we headed off to get some food.
It was a fun evening. We greeted people we knew, Dave kept flirting with me, I flirted back. Even John offered me a compliment.
I was standing there with an empty plate. John took it from me and offered to dump it.
"I can do that," I offered.
"It's my pleasure," he said. "Anything for a beautiful woman," he added.
"Oh," I flirted. "You think I'm beautiful."
"Very," he replied.
"You're just saying that because there are so few women here," I teased.
"No, no," he protested. "I really think you're beautiful."
Then he looked at Tom. You could tell he was worried he went too far.
"Don't look at me," said Tom. "I think she's beautiful too."
You could see John visibly relax.
"I think you're beautiful too," chimed Dave.
"Well, if you're all in agreement," I quipped. "I must be beautiful."
We all laughed.
We stayed and chatted for a while. Finally it was time to head back to the hotel. We said our goodbyes and got in the car.
"Quite a fan club you have," Tom laughed.
"Oh? You don't think I deserve it?" I teased.
"You definitely deserve it," he answered. "There were lots of guys checking you out," he added.
"Yeah?" I asked with a grin.
"Oh yeah," he responded. "I bet half those old men are going to have wet dreams about you tonight," he laughed.
"Wet dreams," I said with a laugh.
"You bet," he said.
"Hmmm, so you think a bunch of men are jacking off thinking about me?" I teased.
"Most definitely," he said. "Hell, I like jacking off thinking of you."
I laughed, "yeah, but I like watching you, you can jack off for me anytime you want. In fact, you can jack off on me."
He already knew this, he'd cum on me many times. I loved it, I loved cum, I loved it on me, in me, and I loved the way it tasted. He knew that.
"You're saying you wouldn't like watching someone else jack off?" he asked.
I thought about it. Truth was, the idea started making me wet. I answered Tom truthfully.
"Ok, I do like the idea. Do you?" I asked.
"Love it," he laughed as we pulled into the hotel parking lot.
"Well," I said. "You don't have to jack off tonight. I'm going to fuck you."
"I like that too," he smiled.
We headed to the room. As soon as we were in I started stripping off my clothes. He stood and watched me.
"Are you going to get undressed?" I asked with a fake pout.
"I was enjoying watching you," he said.
"Yeah? I said as I stepped out of my shorts.
"Yeah, it's fun," he said. Then he added, "I think Dave and John would die if they could see you now."
I laughed, "Still thinking of them? Maybe I should undress for them."
"Sounds fun to me," he teased back.
As I took off my shirt I got down on my knees in front of him. In my bra and panties I went to unzip his pants. Even as I was unzipping them I could tell he was hard.
"Is this for me," I purred.
"You bet," he replied.
"Oh? Is it because you have a naked wife kneeling in front of you about to suck your cock, or are you imagining Dave and John watching me?"
"Yes," he said.
I pulled out his cock and started sucking on it. I loved the way a cock felt in my mouth. I don't know why, but I'd always loved giving blow jobs. It was a combination of the power it had to drive men wild and the submissiveness of being on my knees sucking cock.
"Mmmmmm," I purred around it. "I love sucking your cock."
"Just mine?" He teased.
He knew I'd always liked sucking cock.
"Well, yours is the only one I've sucked in a while," I said as I wrapped my lips around his cock.
"Well," he replied. "You look like you belong with a cock in your mouth."
"Mmmm," I repeated as I worked on his cock.
He reached behind me and undid my bra. I let it slide down my arms. I always felt so vulnerable when I was naked and he was mostly dressed. The feeling was making me very wet.
He reached down and pulled me to my feet.
"Get out of those panties," he commanded.
I hooked my thumbs in them and pushed them to the floor as he watched me.
He pushed me to the bed. I fell back on it.
"Are you going to get undressed," I asked.
"Maybe," he answered. "But first, I want to fuck you."
"Anytime," I replied.
I spread my legs as he got on top of me. I reached down and guided his cock into me.
"Yes," I exclaimed as his cock entered me. "Fuck I love the way you feel."
He started sliding his cock in and out of me. I moaned.
"You like that?" He teased.
"Fuck yes," I sighed.
He started fucking me harder. I thrust my hips up to meet every stroke.
"You look so sexy when you're being fucked," he told me.
"I love being fucked," I replied as I thrust towards him.
"That's it baby, fuck me," he coaxed.
He reached down and played with my clit as he pumped me with his cock. I kept pushing my pussy towards him. As he played with my clit I felt my orgasm start to rise. I came with a, "fuck yes."
He continued to fuck me.
"You like that baby?" He asked
"Fuck yes," I replied.
"You look so hot being fucked," he answered.
He took his finger and put it in my mouth. It was wet from playing with my clit. I sucked on it. I loved the taste of my pussy on his fingers or on his cock. I almost always sucked him clean after he fucked me.
"That's it baby, suck it," he coaxed. "Taste good?"
"Mmmmmm," I moaned around his finger.
"Imagine it being a big cock," he prodded.
"Yes," I exclaimed as he continued to fuck me.
I imagined his finger was a cock. Unfortunately I couldn't imagine a faceless cock. I didn't have to.
"You'd look good sucking cock while being fucked," he told me.
"Mmmmmm.," I repeated.
"I bet Dave or John would love to have their cocks in your mouth," he said.
My mind flashed to Dave and John with their cocks out. Holding them in front of my face. I didn't say anything, but I felt a gush of warmth around his cock.
"Oh? You like that idea?" He pursued it.
"Fuck me," I grunted.
He continued to fuck me.
"You like the idea of sucking a cock while being fucked?" He insisted.
"Shut up," I breathed.
He started pumping me harder. I couldn't help it, I started sucking his finger harder.
"That's it baby," he said. "Suck it, suck that cock."
I moaned again. I felt the orgasm rising inside of me,



"You like that?" He went on. "You like sucking cock while being fucked? You think Dave or John would like to feel your hot mouth around their cocks as you got fucked?"
"God yes," I said as I started to cum.
He stopped fucking me. "God yes?" He said in a questioning tone.
I thrust my hips towards him. "Yes, fuck, I want to suck a cock while you fuck me," I almost yelled.
He started fucking me again bringing me to the brink, then he stopped again.
"While I fuck you?" He teased.
At this point I was going crazy
"I don't care," I hissed. "Just fuck me."
He started fucking me again, slowly bringing me to the brink again.
"You don't care who fucks you?" He teased.
"Fuck me," I replied.
"Do you care who fucks you," he repeated.
I had a vision of being fucked by Dave while sucking John's cock. My orgasm started to hit me.
"Fuck no, I don't care. fuck me, god yes, oh fuck," I hissed as I came
"Are you my little slut?" he asked as my orgasm subsided.
"Oh fuck," I breathed. "You asshole, yes, I'm your fucking slut. Is that what you wanted to hear."
"Yes," he said. "That's what I wanted to hear."
He pulled out of me. I moaned as he did. He pulled off his clothes and lay down next to me. I reached down and started stroking his still hard cock.
"Would you really like being fucked while sucking a cock?" He asked.
"I don't think I could really do it, but the idea is hot," I answered truthfully.
He kissed me. "I think it's hot too," he said.
"Why? Would you want me to do that?" I asked.
"I think' you'd look hot," he said as he kissed me again.
As I kissed him my mind was racing. On one hand I knew I could never do it, on the other hand the idea was still turning me on.
"Are we going to talk all night or are you going to fuck me with this thing?" I asked while squeezing his still hard cock.
He rolled on top of me and with one stroke entered me again. It felt good.
We must have slowly fucked for a while. All the while my mind raced. Would he really want to watch me? Could I do it? Why did the idea turn me on so much?
I felt my orgasm building again. I moaned.
"I'm going to cum," I moaned.
"Mmmmm, I love it when you cum," he replied.
My body shuddered as my orgasm washed over me. As I came I felt his body tense up. I could feel the hot jets of his cum fill me up.
"Mmmmm," I sighed. "Give it to me."
We lay there for a while as his cock went soft and fell out of me. I moved down on the bed and started sucking his cock clean.
He propped up on one elbow and watched me.
"You really do look good with a cock in your mouth," he said.
"Ya think?" I replied.
"Definitely," he said.
"Well I'm glad you think so," I replied.
I curled up in his arms and we fell asleep.
The next day was the meet. It was going to be hot out so I pulled on some shorts and a t shirt and we headed to the range.
When we got there John and Dave came up to us. We greeted each other.
"You look great," said Dave.
"Ya think?" I teased. "These grubby clothes?"
"You'd look great in anything," he replied.
"She looks great in nothing too," Tom chimed in.
I gave him a look.
"Well that I'd like to see," said Dave.
I punched him playfully in the arm. "You wish," I said.
"I do," he replied.
We all laughed.
I don't know why but I felt a little, Umm, guilty maybe? I know they had no idea we were talking about them, but I couldn't separate them from the sex the night before. I felt a warm flush between my legs and in my cheeks.
We all went to look at the day's schedule. Men and women were shooting on different parts of the range so we separated and agreed to meet for lunch.
I shot a few rounds of competition and then headed for lunch. I was glad for the break. The foot forward stance made the guns heavy and my shoulders hurt. The day was hot and my t shirt was sticking to me,
When we got to lunch I noticed the guys checking me out.
"What?" I asked.
Dave and John looked down, Tom laughed.
"That's a pretty light colored t shirt," he said.
I looked down. My shirt was damp and you could clearly make out the pink flowers and lace on my bra. My cheeks flushed, but again I felt the warmth in my pussy.
"Well, not much I can do about it now," I laughed. "So you might as well enjoy the view."
We ate lunch. All through lunch I felt the guys looking at me. I have to admit. I liked it.
I had three more rounds after lunch. I was already starting to hurt and not super looking forward to standing in the hot sun while my shoulders and back hurt.
I made it through the three rounds and looked for my husband. I'd done OK but nothing stellar. I found him with John and Dave.
"How'd ya do," he asked.
"Well I'm not going to win any prizes, but I had fun," I replied. "How about you guys."
Tom and Dave had shot pretty well but John was really at the top of his game.
"What do you want to do now?" Tom asked me.
"Truthfully, my shoulders and back are killing me. Can we hit the hot tub at the hotel before dinner?" I asked.
"You bet," he answered. Then he turned to Dave and Tom. "Meet us at the hot tub?" They agreed. We all headed back to the hotel.
As we headed back I asked, "why'd you invite them?"
"To show you off in a bathing suit," he replied.
We got to our room and changed into our bathing suits. Mine was a white bikini with ruffled edges. It wasn't a big bikini and it barely covered my ass, but, I'm 25 and it was perfectly appropriate.
I pulled on one of Tom's shirts over the suit and we headed to the hot tub. Dave and Tom were already there as well as two older men I didn't know. I stood at the edge of the hot tub. I noticed all eyes on me. I realized they were all waiting to see me in my bikini. The idea kind of turned me on. As we stood there greeting everyone, and being introduced to the two men I didn't know, I slowly undid the buttons on my shirt. I was aware of the men watching me as I undid each one.
I finally unbuttoned it completely and slid it off. Having all eyes on me I felt a little naughty. I turned with my back towards the hot tub and with my legs straight bent over a bit to fold my shirt and put it on a pool chair. I knew most of my ass was exposed
As I turned around they were all staring at me. They all quickly looked away embarrassed. I sat down on the edge of the hot tub and soaked my feet.
"Mmmm, that feels good," I said as the water swirled around them.
Tom climbed in the hot tub and started rubbing one of my feet.
"Oh yeah," I sighed. "Just what I needed. Do the other one."
I was talking to Tom, but Dave took my foot in his hands and started massaging it. After my initial shock I just relaxed and enjoyed it.
After a few minutes I sighed and said, "ok enough, my shoulders hurt and I have to get in." I slid into the hot tub. The hot water felt good,
"Ooooo," I moaned. "I really needed this. Those guns get heavy."
I reached up to rub my shoulder.
"I can do that," offered John. I was surprised he was so forward.
"Please," I responded. I turned my back to him and let him rub my shoulders. It felt so good.
As he rubbed my shoulders I repositioned myself in front of him. He had his legs spread and I sat between them on the bench. I pushed back so as not to fall off the bench. As I did I realized that his cock was hard and pressing against me.
The feeling of his hard cock against me was kind of exciting. I liked the fact that I was turning him on. I wiggled my ass a little as if adjusting myself but I knew I was rubbing his cock. I leaned back into him.
"Mmmmm., just what I needed. That feels so good," I sighed.
As I leaned against him I noticed the two men looking at me, well rather looking at my tits. I realized my tits, although I was wearing a top, were kinda floating on the water. I also realized my nipples were hard and poking through the thin material of my top.
Feeling naughty I closed my eyes and stretched giving them a great view of my body. Being naughty was making me horny. My mind wandered. I wondered what it would be like to fuck Tom in the hot tub in front of all these men.
I let out a moan. Luckily the guys thought it was for the back rub, but I knew it sounded sensual enough that all the guys were looking at me. I wondered if any of them were hard.
Tom was sitting next to me. The hot tub was bubbling. I reached over with my hand and placed it on his cock. It wasn't hard, but that just encouraged me, I started stroking it through his suit. He glanced at me and smiled.
Emboldened by his smile, I reached into his bathing suit and started stroking it. It got hard in my hands. I was enjoying the feeling of John's cock against my ass, him rubbing my shoulders, the guys staring at my tits, and stroking Tom's cock. It was making me feel very horny. I closed my eyes and just enjoyed it.
Then something changed. At first I didn't realize what it was. When I realized it I saw all eyes were on Tom. The bubbles had stopped and everyone was looking at me stroking Tom's cock. My cheeks flushed, but for some reason I didn't move my hand right away. I sat there holding Tom's cock and blinking.
Finally the scene clicked in my mind.
"Oh my god," I exclaimed as I let go of his cock and sprang to my feet.
"I,I, I, I'm so sorry," I stuttered.
It was one of the men who spoke.
"Don't mind us," he laughed. "Tom's a lucky man."
I looked at Tom, he was arranging his cock and his suit.
"Don't look at me babe," he laughed. "I was enjoying it."
I was not sure what to say. I just stood there. What I did realize was my nipples were hard, my heart was beating, and my whole body felt electric. I was totally turned on.
The other man chimed in, "should I start the bubbles again?"
I looked at Tom. "We better go," I said.
I got out of the hot tub. My suit was practically up my ass. I did nothing to adjust it. I bent down to get a towel and with my ass towards the hot tub started to dry myself. I could feel all eyes on me as I bent over straight legged to get my legs. Then just to be a tease, with my back to the hot tub, I undid my top and took it off. I finished drying and pulled my shirt on.
The shirt kind of stuck to my damp skin. My nipples were clearly on display. I pretended I didn't notice.
Tom got out with me.
"See you guys later," he said.
Oh my god, I thought. I forgot we were going to the dinner reception that night. I'd have to see these guys again.
Tom and I headed to our room.
As I was walking to our room Tom was right behind me. I was feeling extremely horny and playful. My shirt just about covered my pussy and ass. I reached under it, pulled off my bottoms and let them fall to the ground. I turned around and flashed Tom a smile as he bent to pick them up.
As we approached our door, I looked at Tom. I didn't have a key. As we stood there in the hall I took the shirt off. Tom laughed.
"Open the door, " I said.
"Hmmm, I don't know," he replied and pretended to search for the key.
I rubbed my tits and pulled at my nipples.
"Oh well," I pouted. "I guess I better get dressed."
Tom found the key and opened the door. As soon as we were in the room I turned and kissed him.
"Fuck me," I breathed.
"Oh? Someone horny?" he laughed.
"Fuck yes," I replied as I reached down to rub his cock.
"You liked all that attention, didn't you," he teased.
"Shut up," I replied.
"Nope not till you admit it," he went on.
I was too horny to deny it. "Yes," I admitted. "I liked it.
"They must have thought you were pretty slutty rubbing my cock like that," he stated.
"Did you think I was slutty," I purred.
"Yes," he answered. "But, I like you slutty."
"Oh, you like knowing your wife can be a little slut?" I teased
"Yes," he replied. He reached to kiss me.
I pulled away.
"And what are you going to do with your little slut," I went on as I got on the bed on my hands and knees. I wiggled my ass at him.
He took off his suit and got on the bed behind me. "Fuck her like the slut she is," he said.
"Mmmmm, sounds good," I purred.
With one hand on my ass he lined his cock up with my pussy. I felt the tip against my pussy lips and then he thrust into me. I was so wet that he slipped right in. He started pounding me. I grunted a little with each thrust.
"Is this how you want to be fucked?" he practically growled.
"Fuck yes," I breathed. "Fuck my pussy."
"You liked being caught jerking me off today. Didn't you?" he stated.
"Shut up," I responded.
"Didn't you?" He repeated as he thrust deep inside me.
"Yes," I hissed. "I liked it."
"I saw you wiggling your ass against John. Did you like teasing him?"
Uh ohh. I didn't know he saw that. "I wasn't," I started to say.
"Don't deny it," he said thrusting into me again. "I saw you. Did you like it?"
"Yes, yes," I liked it, I moaned.
"And those guys were looking at your tits, how did that make you feel?" he continued.
"I liked it too," I admitted.
"What kind of girl tries to Jack off her husband in a hot tub full of people?," he pushed.
"I don't know," I whimpered as he continued to pound my pussy.
"What kind?" he insisted.
"A slut," I hissed. "A fucking slut."
"That's right," he agreed. "You're a slut"
"Do you like me slutty?" I asked.
"Yes," he said. "I love my little slut, I love her slut ass, her slut tits, her slut mouth, and her slutty cunt."
Cunt? That was the first time he used that word. I was surprised, I liked it.
"Yes, fuck, fuck my slutty cunt," I grunted.
"Give it to me," he continued to fuck me from behind. I kept thrusting back onto his cock.
He reached forward and grabbed a handful of my hair. I loved having my hair pulled. He pulled my head back as he fucked me.
"Fuck yes," I responded.
I felt my orgasm start to rise.
"Fuck," I grunted. "I'm going to cum."
"That's it baby. Cum for me. Cum all over my cock, give me that cunt,"
That was it, my orgasm hit me. "Oh my god, oh fuck,fuck," I moaned.
I felt his cock stiffen inside me. I felt it jerk as he started to cum. He pulled his cock out of me still cumming. He came all over my ass.
"Mmmmmm," I moaned with content. He'd cum on me before. I liked it. "I like your cum on me."
"What kind of girl likes to be covered with cum?" He asked quietly as he plopped down beside me.
"A slut? I replied. "Would you really like having a slut for a wife?" I asked.
"Yes," he said. "A lot. Do You like acting like one?"
I hesitated, I wondered what it would mean. "Yes," I answered.
I looked at the clock.
"I guess it's time to get ready," I told him.
That night they had a more formal dinner. It was held at the hotel. They usually had music. Lots of the husbands brought their wives. You didn't see them at the meet, but they came for the dinner and dancing. There were still more men than women, but it wasn't as bad as at the range.
It wasn't a dress up affair. I pulled on a pink thong and bra, a denim miniskirt, a pink tank top, and strappy heels. Perfect for the evening.
We headed to the hall where dinner was. They had a DJ playing music. I heard it was one of the attendee's kid. He was pretty good. A lot of older rock, but the crowd was mostly an older crowd.
As we entered the hall Dave and John greeted us. We said our hellos. I felt a flush of embarrassment over the hot tub earlier, but also that familiar warmth in my pussy that meant I was turned on.
We made small talk and got dinner from the buffet. As we sat down to eat the two guys from the hot tub came over and asked if they could join us. We welcomed them and we all chatted. The two guys were Jim and Steve. They lived about two hours away. They were both single and in their early 40s, well one was going through a divorce.
We finished dinner and were listening to the music. I started swaying in my seat.
Jim saw me and asked, "would you like to dance?"
I looked at Tom. He just shrugged his shoulders, so I said, "sure."
Jim and I got out on the dance floor. He wasn't bad, I mean he wasn't a dancer but he made no embarrassing moves. I, on the other hand, loved to dance and could shake it with the best of them.
We danced two songs. When we went to sit down Steve asked me to dance. I again looked at Tom to check. He just smiled and gave me a small nod. I headed out to dance with Steve.
John and Dave asked me to dance and between the four of them they kept me on the dance floor. I'm not sure if it was the music, a few beers,or the fact that I had four men paying attention to me, but I was having fun. I would give the guys my come hither dance face then spin away. I would turn my back to them and shake it. Not grinding against them but leaning against them a bit. As I danced I could see Tom and the other guys talking at the table. I wondered what they were saying.
There were a few slow dances. The guys took a few liberties with my ass but I didn't care, give them a cheap thrill I thought.
The music ended and the crowd started to drift away, John and Dave were standing with us.
"I got some beers up in the room," Tom offered. "You guys wanna grab some?l"
I don't think he realized Steve and Jim were still there, I thought he was speaking to John and Dave. However Jim spoke up, "we'd love too."
Tom didn't seem surprised and said, "let's go." We all headed up to our room. As we walked up the guys all flirted with me.
"You're a great dancer."
"You looked great on the dance floor."
You were the prettiest girl there."
Dave even threw in, "sexiest woman there."
"Oh yeah?" I teased.
"Definitely," he replied.
I looked at Tom. "What were you guys talking about while I was dancing?" I asked.
"Oh mostly how you were the hottest woman there," he replied. "Your sexy ass may have come up once or twice." He laughed.
"Do you think I was the hottest woman there?" I teased.
"Fuck yes," he replied. "I've had sex with you and I'm sure you are the best there."
"Oh?" I flirted. "The best what?"
"He looked at me, slapped my ass, and said, "The best fuck."
I was a little taken aback by his directness in front of people but also liked it.
"Well, I should hope so," I replied.
We got to the room and Tom opened the door. The room had a king size bed, a desk chair and two other chairs. Tom sat down on one of the chairs. John sat at the desk chair and Steve on the other chair. That left the bed. I sat down on the edge and Jim and Dave sat on either side of me.
Tom got up and opened a cooler. "Who wants a beer?" He asked.
We all took one. Then he fiddled with his iPad a little and put on some music. I recognized the playlist immediately. It was one he called 'Candy sexy'. It was music I liked to fuck to. Slow sexy music. It always made me want to dance or fuck.
He then turned the lights down a bit, I gave him a look. What was he thinking? He just smiled at me. He got up and put his arms around me and started to dance with me, just swaying back and forth. I swayed with him as he moved.
He kissed me deeply on the lips and then a song he knew I loved came on. He let me go and sat back down.
"I love this song," I said and just stood there swaying with the music. I realized all the guys were looking at me. That didn't stop me. I just put my hips into it and danced slowly to the music.
Steve was the one who spoke up.
"Your wife is a great dancer," he said to Tom. Not to me, to Tom. That kind of made my heart flutter.
"Yeah," said Tom. "I love the way she moves. I think she's sexy as hell."
"Definitely sexy," said Jim. "I love watching her dance."
I realized Jim and Steve were not that shy around me, but then they didn't know Tom and I. They only knew what they'd seen since the hot tub, and that was me being sexy and teasing. They were also older.



"Me too," Tom said as I put my arms over my head and dipped my hips.
I put a little more sex into it as they talked about me. I liked that they were talking about me.
I danced up to Dave.
"And what do you think," I asked him.
I'm not sure he knew what to say. He looked at Tom, then at me. I turned my back to him and waved my ass in his face. I looked over my shoulder.
"Well?" I teased.
"You're sexy as hell," he responded.
"Thank you," I said and danced away.
I think Jim decided to push it. "Looks like she has a great ass," he said.
"Looks like?" I asked with a pout.
"She has a great ass," said Tom.
"Well, we can't really see it," said Steve.
All eyes went to Tom to see how he'd react. He just laughed.
"Babe, show them that sexy ass," he said.
I stopped dancing and looked at him. He just smiled at me.
Ok, I'll play, I thought. I started dancing again. As I swayed I reached down to the hem of my skirt. I continued to sway my hips. My mind was racing. Could I do this? Could I just show off my ass? Well. They'd seen most of it at the hot tub I reasoned. What's the big deal?
As I danced I slowly pulled my skirt up. I could feel the cold air on my ass cheeks as I knew they came into view. I turned to look at Tom. He blew me a kiss.
What the hell, I thought. I continued to dance as I slowly pulled my skirt up over my ass. The song ended just as I lifted the skirt completely over my ass.
"Now what do you think?" asked Tom, of no one in particular.
"Fucking hot," said Jim.
This stranger was telling my husband my ass was hot. My mind was reeling but I also realized it was making me horny as hell.
Another song came on. Tom got up to dance with me. He put his arms around me and swayed with me. I put my arms around his neck. He leaned his forehead against mine as we danced. I could feel everyone watching us. My skirt was still up over my ass.
Then, his hands went to the front of my skirt. He unsnapped it. I pulled back and looked at him. He kissed me as his hands went to the zipper. I felt him pull it down. I know I should have stopped him, but my pussy was burning and the thought of doing this with an audience was really turning me on. I let him unzip it.
He put his hands in the waistband of my skirt and started pushing it down over my hips. I moved my hips back and forth and helped him as I shimmied out of the skirt. It dropped to the ground. I looked at it. I stepped out of it and kicked it aside.
Tom grabbed my ass and pulled me close. He kissed me. Then he whispered in my ear, "slut."
My pussy was soaked. I whispered back, "your slut."
Obviously feeling bold Steve said, "Ok, that's a great ass."
I turned and looked at him over my shoulder. "You think?" I asked.
"I definitely think," he responded.
All this time I think John and Dave were speechless.
"What do you think?" I asked looking at John.
"You, you, you're, beautiful," he stammered.
"I'm glad you think so," I said.
Jim was obviously feeling bold. "Is the rest of it as hot as the ass?"
Tom looked at me. "is it?" he teased.
"You tell me," I teased back.
I felt his hands go to the hem of my shirt. I knew what he was thinking. I wondered how far he'd go. I wondered if I'd stop him. My face was flushed. I could feel myself soaking my panties. I decided to go for it.
"You enjoying showing off your slutty little wife?" I asked.
"Yes," he replied.
I continued to sway as I raised my arms up over my head, making it easy for him to remove my top. "Ok," I responded.
His hands pulled the hem of my shirt up over my head and off my arms. He tossed it on the floor. I wrapped my arms around his neck again.
"Happy?" I teased.
"Uh huh," he smiled back.
I looked around the room. "You guys enjoying the view?" I asked.
"Fuck yeah," said Steve.
"I am," said Jim.
I looked at John and Dave.. "and you guys?"
I think John almost choked out an, "uh huh." Dave was more forward.
"You're as hot as I always thought," he responded.
"Well thank you," I replied.
I wanna see those tits," said Jim. Wow he was being forward, but so far as he knew I was a slut. So why not. So far it seemed like I was.
Tom looked at me. A small smile came to his lips. I was still facing him. My arms around his neck. He reached behind me and fumbled a little with my bra clasp. He undid it. I dropped my arms and let it slide off my shoulders. It fell to the ground. I pressed my body against Tom hiding my tits from view.
I looked at his face for encouragement. He kissed me lightly and said, "I love you." Then he whispered, "you slut."
His hands went to my hips and he spun me around. There I was, facing these four men,, two of them virtual strangers, in just my thong and heels. My nipples were hard. I wondered if they could tell how soaked my panties were.
I pushed my ass against Tom and raised my arms and put them around his neck.
"There," I said to Jim. "Is that better?"
"Much," he said
As he said it he stood up and stepped towards me. He reached out with one hand and caressed one of my tits. Oh my god, I thought. He's touching me. Tom's letting him touch me. I realized it turned me on. I moaned. This obviously encouraged him. He pulled on my nipple and lowered his lips to my other tit. I gave a sharp intake of air.
"Mmmmmm,". I purred as I closed my eyes and let myself go to the feeling.
Then I felt his hand pull away and another set of lips wrap around my other tit. I opened my eyes. It was Dave sucking on my other tit.
"Oh my god,". I said, mostly to Tom. ""They're sucking my tits. We just met this guy and he's sucking my tits."
"Do you like it babe?" He asked.
"Yes," I moaned.
"Let's see the rest," coaxed Steve.
Dave and Jim stopped sucking my tits and looked at me expectantly.
"Should I babe? Do you think I'm that much of a slut that I would get naked in front of four men. Two we just met? What do you think will happen if I take my panties off? When I took my bra off they sucked on my tits. What will they do if I show them my pussy?"
"Up to you babe," said Tom.
I knew what I wanted. I wanted to be naked, but some small sense of decency was still tugging at my brain.
I took a deep breath. I placed my thumbs in the band of my panties and slowly wiggled them over my hips until they dropped to the floor. I was now naked except for my heels. I just waited for what would happen next.
I didn't have to wait long. Jim started sucking on my tit again. This time his hand went right to my pussy. He was rough but I didn't care. I was soaking wet and his fingers slipped easily inside of me. I parted my legs so he could get better access. I moaned.
"She's fucking wet," said Jim.
"Bring her over here," said Steve.
I looked over at Steve, he had his cock out and was stroking it. It wasn't anything special, but it was a stranger's cock, and something about that turned me on.
Jim took my hand and guided me to Steve. Steve took my hand and pulled me to my knees.
"Oh my god babe. We just met this guy and he wants me to suck his cock. Do you want to watch your slutty little wife suck this stranger's cock?" I asked. I didn't expect an answer. I knew I was going to do it. I just wanted him to think about what I was doing.
I knelt over and took his cock in my mouth. My brain was racing. I was sucking a strangers cock in front of four men. What else were they going to do? Was I going to suck them all? Fuck them all? Was I that much of a slut?
I kind of got my answer as I was sucking Steve. I felt someone's fingers start playing with my pussy. I didn't even turn and look. I moaned around Steve's cock.
"Mmmmmm, oh fuck," I said as I pushed back on the fingers.
The fingers in my pussy felt amazing. I resisted looking back. I was just enjoying the idea of having my clit played with as I sucked cock. I moaned again around the cock in my mouth.
The fingers pulled away from me. I made a mewing noise in protest as my pussy felt empty. I turned to look. Jim was on his knees behind me pulling out his cock.
"Oh my god Tom, this guy is going to fuck me," I gasped. "Some stranger is going to stick his cock in your wife's cunt."
Jim looked at Tom to make sure it was ok, Tom nodded his head. I felt Jim's cock at the opening of my pussy. I raised my ass a bit to make it easier for him. He plunged his cock into me. I was so wet he went right to the hilt. I grunted as he thrust into me.
"Oh fuck," I moaned. He started pumping me with his cock. I continued to suck Steve's cock.
Steve grabbed my hair. He was more delicate than Tom but I still liked it. He pulled my face onto his cock.
"That's it slut. Suck that cock," he said.
Slut? I thought. Can he call me a slut? Well In reality he's only known me acting like one, he heard Tom call me one, and last but not least, I liked that he knew I could be a slut.
I concentrated on these two cocks inside of me. It's not as easy sucking cock while you're being fucked but I got a rhythm. My pussy was on fire. I could feel my juices running down my thigh as Jim's cock pistoned in and out of me.
"Flip her over," said Jim.
Steve pulled out of my mouth as Jim helped me turn over on the floor. Jim climbed on top of me and shoved his cock back into me.
Steve got down on his knees beside me and stuck his cock in my face. I grabbed it and guided it to my mouth. As I sucked it I jacked it off with my hand.
I looked at John and Dave. John had his mouth open. Dave was rearranging his pants. I caught Dave's eye and I let Steve's cock slide out of my mouth.
"Like what you see?" I asked Dave.
"Fuck yes," he responded.
He got up and came towards me. As he did he pulled his cock out and knelt by my head. I took his cock in my other hand. I started switching off sucking cocks between Steve and Dave. It's not an easy task while being fucked.
Dave looked at Jim. "I want to fuck that pussy next," he said.
For some reason I thought that was the hottest thing I ever heard. I could feel my orgasm rising inside me. I let both cocks slip out of my mouth but still held onto them. I concentrated on the cock in my pussy.
"Fuck," I moaned. "Oh fuck, that feels so good, fuck me, don't stop, oh fuck."
My orgasm washed over me. "Ughh, unhhh.... oh my god," I gasped.
As my orgasm hit me I guess Steve couldn't contain himself. I felt his cock spasm in my hand and a jet of hot cum hit me in the face. I turned my face towards him and opened my mouth. I caught some on my tongue and the rest landed on my face.
"Oh fuck," a second orgasm washed over me. "That's it, paint my face," I cried.
Next was Jim. "I'm going to cum," he warned me.
"Cum in my cunt" I gasped. "Fill me up, give it all to me."
With that he thrust one more time. I could feel the hot jets of cum against the walls of my pussy. I came again.
"Oh fuck, he's cumming in me," I almost shouted as I came. "Fuck, I don't even know him, fuck, yes, yes. I think that was mostly for Tom's sake.
As his cock slipped out of me I gave Dave a cum covered smile. "Your turn," I said.
Dave lay down on his back next to me. His hard cock sticking straight up in the air. I rolled over and threw my leg over him. I lined up his cock with my pussy and slowly lowered myself on him. I could feel the cum in me being forced out as this new cock entered me. I could feel it running down my thighs.
Jim was watching his now soft cock just hanging there.
"Come here," I coaxed him.
He came over and stood by my head. I took his cum covered cock and rubbed it on my face. Then I wrapped my lips around it and proceeded to suck him clean. His cock started to respond, but, he was 40 something and he'd just cum, so not all the way.
Meanwhile I continued to fuck Dave.
"You like that?" I teased. "How long have you wanted to fuck me?"
"Fuck you feel good," he responded.
"You don't mind fucking my slutty cum filled cunt?" I went on.
"Fuck no," he moaned. "I love it."
He reached up and started playing with my tits. He pulled on my nipples and I moaned. Then I noticed John still sitting there, fully dressed. He had a big lump in his pants.
"Come here," I said, crooking my finger at him.
He got up and walked over to me. When he was close enough I reached over and undid his belt buckle. I reached into his boxers and went to pull his cock out. As I wrapped my hand around his cock I noticed how thick it was. I have tiny hands but they barely fit around it. I pulled it out and smiled at him. I licked my cum covered lips and then wrapped them around his cock. He moaned.
In this position it was much easier to give a blow job while I was being fucked.
John barely moved. I think he was afraid he'd break the spell if he moved at all.
"Like that John?" I asked.
"Uh huh," he responded.
"Where do you want to cum?" I asked. He didn't answer.
"Want to cum in my mouth, on my face, on my tits? What do you want?"
He didn't have time to answer. I guess the question was too much for him. He started to cum. The first jet caught me by surprise and hit me in the face. I clamped my mouth around his cock and started swallowing the rest. He must have cum a gallon because I couldn't catch it all and some dribbled out of my lips and down my chin.
As he pulled out of my mouth I turned to Tom. I gave him a cum covered smile. Then I opened my mouth to show him my mouth full of cum. I closed my mouth and swallowed it.
"Is this what you wanted baby? A cum covered cum filled slut wife?" I purred.
"You look amazing," he answered me.
Now I concentrated on fucking Dave.
"Come on," I coaxed. "Fuck my cunt. Fill me up. You always wanted to. Fuck me."
What I didn't notice was Steve jacking off to the side of me. As I spoke he stood in front of me. I wasn't sure what he was going to do. Next thing I know a hot jet of cum hits me in the tits. He came on me, some on my face, some on my tits, some on my neck.
As the cum hit me it set off another orgasm. "Fuck yes," I cried. I could feel my pussy gushing all over Dave's cock.
I scooped some of the cum off my tits, brought my fingers to my mouth, and licked them clean. "Look at me babe, I'm such a slut. I'm covered with cum." I said to Tom.
As I fucked Dave I looked around. Jim's cock was hard again. I started to reach for it. He pulled away.
"Wait," he said.
I wasn't sure what he wanted.
"Pull out of her," he said to Dave.
Dave pulled out. My pussy juices and cum dripped out of my pussy. Jim reached between my legs. He got my juices on his fingers and smeared them all over my ass. Then he did it again but rubbed them on the top of his cock.
Dave's cock reentered me.
"Bend forward," Jim commanded.
As I did he slid a finger up my ass.
I'd never been one for anal sex so I was apprehensive, but I did as I was told.
Then he slid two fingers in my ass stretching it out.
"Don't move," he said to Dave.
He removed his fingers and placed his cock against my ass. I tried to relax. I realized that I'd never let Tom fuck my ass and now this total stranger was about to DP me.
He went slowly, every time it started to hurt I'd say, "stop." He'd stop and wait for me to nod, then push again. After about five times he was buried in my ass.
"Fuck Tom, he's fucking my ass. No one's ever fucked my ass. This stranger is fucking my ass" I cried.
"How do you feel babe?" Tom asked.
I had a cock in my pussy and one in my ass. "Full," I replied.
Slowly Dave and Jim got a rhythm together. I almost blacked out from the intensity of it all.
"Oh fuck, babe, your wife is a two holed slut," I moaned.
Steve walked over. He wasn't hard but he stuck his cock in my mouth.
"Three holed slut," he said.
"Mmmmmm," I moaned around his cock.
Dave was the first to go. "Fuck, I'm cumming," he groaned.
I could feel his cock spasm inside me, but my pussy was so sloppy I couldn't feel the cum. I did feel it forcing more juices out of my pussy and dripping onto his crotch.
That started my orgasm. "Oh god, yes," I moaned.
My body shuddered. That was obviously enough for Jim. I could feel him shudder as cum filled my ass. I realized I loved that feeling and my ass was free game after that.
Jim pulled out of my ass. I rolled off Dave onto the floor. When I looked, John was hard again.
I spread my legs. "Fuck me," I practically commanded.
John knelt down between my legs and pushed his dick into me. He was bigger than the other guys so, even though my cunt was sloppy with cum and juices, I felt it as it entered me.
"Mmmmmm," I moaned as he fucked me.
Steve stuck his now hard cock back in front of my face. I grabbed it and started to suck it again. I realized he was the only one who hadn't fucked me. I also realized for a 40 year old guy, three hard ons in about two hours was pretty amazing.
John continued to fuck me.
I looked at Tom. "Is this what you wanted?" I asked.
"Is it what you wanted?" He responded.
I thought. I had a cock in me and one I was sucking in my hand. I had cum all over my face and tits. I had cum dripping down my thighs. I'd had three guys fuck my cunt, two cum in my mouth, and got my ass fucked.
"Yes," I said meekly.
"What?" he asked again.
"Yes, fuck," I answered more loudly. "I love being a slut."
I thrust my hips at John. "Come on baby, fill me up. Cum in my cunt. It's all yours. Cum for me.
I could see he was close. "Yes, that's it baby, fuck me, fuck my slutty little cunt. Fuck me."
As I coaxed him I saw Jim and Steve get dressed. They tucked their cocks away and zipped up their pants.
They went up to Tom. "Thanks for the great night," one of them said. They shook his hand and left. I started to wonder if any of this was planned while I was on the dance floor.
I pushed John away. "Lay down," I said.
He rolled over on his back. I straddled his body. I could feel Juice's dripping out of me onto John. I guided myself down on his cock. I was running out of energy so I slowly fucked John. It felt good to just be full. Dave was watching, stroking his still soft cock.
"Well baby, what do you think of your slutty wife now?" I asked.
"She's amazing," he responded. Sexiest woman in the world. "How do you feel about being a slut?" he asked.
"I felt like I was finally who I wanted to be," I replied.
Tom got up and walked to me. He pulled out his now hard cock and stuck it in my cum covered mouth.
"Mmmmmm...," I said.
I fucked and sucked Dave and John each one more time. Dave wanted my ass. I gave it to him.
The next day we slept late and missed the trap meet. People called looking for us. We just told them I was tired from the day before. I was, but not for the reason they thought.
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It was a Friday morning when my husband Carl called me and asked me to bring him some papers to the office. He was running product training that week and forgot some of the reference materials. I didn't mind. Carl made a good living and I hadn't had to work for the last ten years, so I made arrangements to drop them off at lunchtime.
Carl is a product manager for a medical device company. He's involved in most of the company training courses. Right now they were doing two weeks of sales team training.
When I got to Carl's office I was greeted by the receptionist and told he was in. I headed to his office and looked at him for a moment. There he was, as handsome as ever, he still 'did it' for me when I saw him.
As I waited I thought about our marriage. We'd had a rough start. We were both 18 when we started dating. I got pregnant immediately and I decided to keep the baby. Carl said he wasn't ready to get married but wanted to be there for us. Luckily our parents were extremely supportive and taught us the skills, sacrifices, and joys that came from taking care of a baby. Carl stayed very much involved.
We decided it would be best for our daughter if Carl went to college. I worked and he went to a local college where he could stay close to her. Somewhere around Carl's senior year we started dating again. I don't think either of us realized we were dating. We just kind of fell into going out together. It was a much more mature form of dating. We were the best of friends.
Carl got a job out of college. Then he asked me to marry him. I knew I was in love with him, but wasn't sure how he felt. I didn't want him to marry me out of some sense of duty.
"I've had my chance to date," he said. "Nothing compares to how I feel about you and Veronica," (our daughter).
I accepted and we were married a few months later. It's been an amazing marriage ever since and Veronica, now 19, has grown into an amazing and beautiful young woman.
Carl finally noticed me and got up to kiss me. As he did he introduced me to the four men in his office. They were part of the Dallas sales team. They were there for the two week training. I noticed they were all handsome gentlemen. Kind of cut from the same cloth. They were all late 20s early 30s and not one shorter than 5'11". I could tell because Carl was 5'10". They were all that kind of build that played sports in high school. I found out later they were good friends and all worked out together. They were extremely polite as they were introduced.
I gave Carl the papers he needed. He thanked me and said they were just heading out for lunch.
"Why don't you join us," said one of the men.
"No, I couldn't," I replied. "You guys must have work stuff to talk about."
"We are sick of work stuff," said the one I would later know as Bobby. "We could use a pretty lady to distract us."
I laughed, "well, I'm not sure how pretty I am, but thank you."
Actually I knew that men found me attractive. I was barely 5'1" and 105 lbs. Although I was short I had some curves. I had long blonde hair and I kept myself in shape. I was 18 when I had Veronica and my body snapped back pretty quick.
I looked at Carl. So did the four men.
"Well, I'm with them," he said. "I love having a beautiful woman around. Especially when she's my wife."
I laughed. Introductions were made all around. My name is Brenda. The guys were Jim, Scott, Don, and Bobby. We headed for lunch.
We walked to a BBQ and beer place around the corner. The guys all ordered beers.
"Beer on a work day?" I asked.
"Hell, first week of class is over. We are staying the weekend rather than flying home. So we have a little goof off time, and that includes beer," explained Scott.
"One for you?" asked Jim.
I looked at Carl. He shrugged his shoulders. That meant fine with him, so I accepted. We ordered lunch and the conversation was fun. The guys made me laugh and although I didn't notice it at the time flirted with me and made me feel pretty.
Jim, Scott, Don, and Bobby paid a lot of attention to me, and I was loving it. I may have had an extra beer and at my 105 lbs each beer had its effect. As they flirted, I flirted back. Carl was quiet, mostly sat there smiling and sipping a beer.
Now mind you. Carl was the only man I ever dated. The last time I flirted I was 18, so I wasn't very good at it, or at recognizing it. However having 4 attractive men paying attention to me made me feel warm inside. I was having fun.
Lunch went longer than the hour it was supposed to and I didn't even notice. When it was time to go I pouted.
Carl laughed, "Well, maybe the guys would like to come over to watch the game tomorrow night."
I didn't realize it but later Carl told me I looked so excited at the prospect that there was no way they could say no. We set a time for grilling and the game.
As we separated the guys asked Carl if he wanted to join them for golf the morning before the game. He said yes and they offered to pick him up in the morning.
The guys went back to the office. Carl made me promise to wait an hour before I drove home. I spent some time in a good mood shopping.
When I got home I had a feeling of almost giddiness about me. I didn't understand why, but I felt energized. I couldn't wait for Carl to come home.
Veronica noticed my mood.
"What's up mom?" she asked.
"What do you mean?" I responded.
"I don't know. You seem different, kind of silly happy? Maybe?" she guessed.
"Maybe that's it," I replied. "Earlier I was thinking what a great life I have with you and your father. I'm just happy."
"Well we love you too," She replied.
I went around making dinner. Carl arrived just as I was setting the table.
I met him at the door with a big kiss. He knew that kiss. It was my 'wait till I get you alone' kiss.
"Oh? What's got into you?" He teased.
"Nothing, can't a wife just kiss her husband?" I demurred.
"Like that?" He responded. "Anytime."
"Geeeesh, you guys get a room," Veronica laughed.
Actually, Veronica was pretty cool with us being affectionate towards each other. We were pretty open with her about sex and attraction. We didn't want her to fall into the same trap we did.
"We are in a room," I teased back.
She rolled her eyes.
We all sat down to dinner laughing and talking about our day.
Carl mentioned lunch. Like any other 19 year old Veronica's first question was, "were they cute?"
She looked at me, I blushed. I didn't know how to answer. Carl stepped in.
Well, I can't speak to whether they're cute, but they were quite attracted to your mom," he offered.
"Really?" Veronica responded. "How so?"
"Well, they kept flirting with her and complimenting her," he answered.
"Really mom?" She asked me.
"Your dad is exaggerating," I offered.
She looked at him. He just smiled and shook his head in a 'no I'm not' motion.
"Wow mom, way to go," she exclaimed.
I blushed.
I looked at Veronica. She was gorgeous. Long black hair, dark eyes, 5'0" and about 100lbs. Tiny but gorgeous. I've seen her flirt with both men and boys. She knew she was attractive and knew how to work it to get what she wanted.
To some extent she even had her dad wrapped around her little finger.
Just then Carl's phone rang. We have a rule against answering phones at the table. Carl looked.
"It's them," he said. "I better take this."
We listened to our end of the conversation.
"No problem, what's up?"
How would I know?"
"Ok! Ok," he laughed. "I've heard Centerfolds or Kings are good."
Centerfolds and Kings? Then it hit me, they were strip clubs. These guys were asking Carl where a good strip club was.
Then I heard.
"No I can't."
"I'm home with my wife and daughter."
"I don't think so,"
"I'm sure it's not her thing," he said.
I interrupted. "What's not my thing?" I asked.
Carl covered the mouthpiece. "They want to know if I want to go to a strip club with them," he told me.
"You should go," I replied. "You like hanging out with them. Think of it as team building, but what did that have to do with me?"
"When I told them I was hanging at home with you, they suggested I bring you along," he said.
"Really?" I nearly sputtered my drink out my nose. "What did you say?"
"I told them it wasn't your thing," he replied.
I thought about it, Well, I didn't really think, for some reason I just reacted.
"It might be fun," I said.
After all, I'd had a very tame upbringing and although I hadn't admitted it yet, I liked the way those men treated me.
"Really?" asked Carl.
"Sure, why not?" I replied.
Veronica looked at me with amazement. I just shrugged.
Carl said into the phone, "Umm. She said ok, so I guess we'll meet you there."
He hung up.
"Really?" he asked.
"Why not," I replied. "I've never been, I'm curious, and I have five big strong men to protect me. Wait? There are other women there, aren't there?"
Carl assured me there usually were. That made me feel a bit more comfortable.
"You go mom," exclaimed Veronica.
While we ate dinner Carl kept looking at me funny. I kept on wondering what the evening would be like. Something about being the only woman with a bunch of men at a strip club was making me a little warm. Veronica asked me about the guys. Most I could tell her was what they looked like and that they were nice. I kept getting them mixed up. I would describe who I thought was Don only to have Carl correct me and find out it was Jim.
After dinner we did dishes. I went to my room to change. Carl followed me.
I was feeling a little playful and anxious.
"What should I wear," I asked.
'What you have on is fine," Carl answered.
I was wearing jeans, a cute blouse, and heels. I looked alright. We had a good hour before we had to leave. I started taking off my jeans.
"I said they were fine," said Carl.
"I know," I said. "There's no room in them."
"No room?" He looked at me obviously confused.
I put my arms around him and said breathily, "yeah, they're too tight. I can't get your cock in here."
It took him a moment, then the light went off. He grabbed my ass, pulled me to him, and kissed me. I moaned and kissed back.
"Let's fix that," he laughed.
He pushed me on the bed and proceeded to pull my jeans and panties down over my hips and off my legs.
He stood and looked at me. I felt good. I had just shaved my legs and kept my pussy hair bikini clean.
Carl is not one to say no to sex. I watched him as he undressed. We were lucky. We had a good sex life, well, as far as I knew. I'd only been with Carl but I knew he'd been with a few other women in college. We were at least twice a weekers. From what I could tell that was more than other couples our age. Of course, most of them were still raising school age children. Carl and I stopped having sex when I got pregnant and then I didn't have sex again till we started seriously dating when we were 22. When we started again we were like first timers. When I talk to women with kids my kid's age, they are usually at least ten years older than me and from their comments don't have sex as often.
Carl laid down on the bed next to me.
"After dinner?" he said questioningly.
"You complaining?" I responded.
"No," he said as he slid his hand slowly down my belly. "Just curious."
I arched my hips in anticipation of that hand reaching my pussy.
"So what's got you going?" he asked.
I didn't answer, but when his hand reached my pussy I moaned.
He leaned in to kiss me as his fingers slid past my clit and into my pussy. It took us a few years to get it right but now he knew exactly how I liked it. He lightly caressed my pussy lips then circled my clit with his fingers. I moaned again.
"So? What's brought this on?" he asked as he played with my clit.
"Shut up," I answered. "Kiss me."
He kissed me and slid his fingers back into my pussy. I thrust against them as they entered me. I put one hand behind his head and held his lips to mine and with the other hand I reached down and encircled his cock. I was always fascinated by its feel. The skin so soft but like a steel rod in my hands. I wondered briefly if all cocks felt the same. I mean, I knew they came in all sizes and shapes, but this was the only one I'd ever seen, certainly touched, in real life. Of course I'd seen pictures, but it's not the same.
I lightly stroked his cock as I kissed him. I rolled on my back and pulled him on top of me. Bending my knees I tried to guide him into me. He took over and guided his cock into my pussy. I moaned as he entered me.
"What made you so wet?" he pressed.
I kissed him hard. Truth was, I wasn't sure why I was so turned on. I mean at the moment. Looking back I know. Four handsome men were flirting with me and I was going to be doing something naughty. I was going to a strip club. I'd never done anything like that. Did I mention that I was going to be doing it with my husband and four other men.
I wrapped my legs around my husband and pulled him deep into me. As I did he thrust into me.
"God baby, you feel so good," he whispered in my ear.
I started moving my hips and meeting his thrusts with mine. We'd done this a lot. It felt wonderful, it felt familiar. I briefly thought about the sales team. I wondered how different other men felt. I wasn't sheltered. I read books, novels, torrid sex between the heroes. I knew I had good sex, I had orgasms, but you always wonder about something you've never had.
After all, it was normal to fantasize. I had mine. I liked being taken. Carl could take me. I loved it when he did. Sometimes I switched the face to a TV star, or even someone I'd met, but they were just fantasies.
"Fuck me," I said as he thrust into me. "God, I love you."
"I love you too," he moaned.
I grabbed his ass, pulled him into me, and ground my hips. It felt so good.
As his cock drove into me, I thought about the strip club. The idea of being so naughty turned me on. The thought of being surrounded by five handsome men also excited me. To me, Don was the cutest. His face appeared before me as I felt my husband's cock inside me. With Don's face in front of me I grabbed my husband's ass tighter and started thrusting my hips with more intensity. He felt my urgency and started to fuck me harder. I felt my orgasm building.
"Oh fuck," I cried. I rarely swore but somehow during sex it felt so right.
"You like that?" he hissed.
"Fuck yes," I moaned.
"I'm cumming!" I cried as my orgasm washed over me.
Carl grunted as he pumped his sperm into me.
"Mmmmmm," I sighed.
We lay there for a while as his cock shrunk and eventually fell out of me. Then we cuddled for a while.
"Gonna tell me what brought that on." he asked.
"I don't know. I think the idea of going to a strip club, doing something wild," I replied.
"Well," replied Carl. "I like this wild side of you."
We made out a bit and then Carl said we better get ready.
I pulled on a cute bra and panties, jeans, and a button down top. I checked the mirror. I looked cute. Why cute underwear? Something for Carl to unwrap when he gets home.
As we were leaving Veronica gave us a funny look.
"What?" I asked.
"Nothing," she said in a flip voice. "I just like the way you two prepare to go out." She laughed.
Dammit, we'd brought her up to accept sex as a normal part of life, but some things should not be shared. I felt a little embarrassed but also a little proud that she knew we had a good sex life. I just smiled at her.
We told her what time we would be back and hopped in the car and headed to Centerfolds.
When we got there we parked a block away and walked to the club. The marquis had pictures of girls in various types of lingerie. There was a big guy at the door, presumably the bouncer.
When we walked in a tattooed woman, somewhere between 25-35, collected a cover charge for the guys. There was no cover for me. The cover charge covered a free drink.
We were escorted to a table near the stage. I looked around. There were various other women there. That made me feel more comfortable. Some were dressed like me, jeans or casual dresses. There were others dressed in what you'd call club wear or what I call slut wear. I assumed most were hookers. I was informed some might be swingers who also like to dress slutty and go out. Most of the groups with women were seated closer to the stage. That included us.
The music was hard and pulsing. There was a naked girl walking around the stage. She wasn't really dancing, she was just walking and then she'd do a move, a split, or crouch with her knees spread and fake touching herself or sometimes she'd interact with a pole. .
She'd 'dance' to the end of the stage. There were obviously men who tipped more and she focused on them. She'd also focus on the women as that would make the men tip more as well.
There were waitresses wandering along the floor serving small overpriced drinks and then other girls, obviously dancers either lap dancing or looking for someone to offer a lap dance.
When the song ended the girl onstage exited and a new girl came out. She did a set of walking around the stage in lingerie. Then the next song she would go out back remove some lingerie and come back out topless. The next dance she would remove the rest of her clothes. To me I was surprised. It wasn't really stripping like I'd pictured it. It was just dancing in various states of undress.
That's a pretty clinical description written weeks after the occurrence. At the moment I was in wide eyed wonder as to being there and seeing all the people, sites, and smells. Being a woman the dancers would often make eye contact with me and focus their moves on me. When they did men around the bar would cheer and tip more.
One Time a dancer on stage reached down and pulled me on stage to dance with her. I was a cheerleader. I know how to gyrate and shake my hips. She undid the top button of my blouse. You could see a bit of bra. The dancer made a ton of tips. I got a lot of attention. All those male eyes on me was making me hot. I could feel the warmth between my legs.
I was breathless when I returned to the table. I gave Carl a huge kiss and sat on his lap. A cheer went up from the crowd.
"Fuck that was hot," I whispered to him. Then I kissed him again.
I stayed in his lap and watched the girls on stage. One of the girls came over and offered me a lap dance. I looked at my husband. The guys encouraged me and offered to pay.
"What the hell," I proclaimed and moved to a chair.
The woman stripped down till she was topless and started gyrating on my lap. The rules for men are no touching, for women they are different. The dancer took my hands in hers and ran them over her body including her breasts. I'd never touched another woman's breasts before. I felt her soft skin and her nipples get hard under my fingertips. All the men were watching us and I was enjoying the attention. As I played with the woman's tits I leaned over and kissed Carl. I was looking forward to getting home and fucking.
When she was done she kissed me. Again the guys cheered. I kissed Carl, "I could do it better," I proclaimed.
"Yeah," said Jim. "I'd like to see that."
"Well, No ones paying me," I laughed.



Scott pulled out a $20 bill and said, "$20 for a lap dance for Carl."
I laughed, took the $20 and stuffed it in my bra. I started by dancing in front of Carl. Not just my group but other groups were watching me. I danced as sexy as I knew how. Obviously it was good enough. I was getting cheers from the crowd.
The cheers made me feel bolder. I undid another button on my blouse. Again this was met with cheers. Then I turned around and gyrated my ass in Carl's face. Slowly lowering myself to his lap. I made contact with his hard cock.
I leaned back and put my arms around his neck, "ooooooo is that for me?" I cooed," as I gyrated on his lap.
"Oooooooo," teased the guys.
Eventually the song ended and so did the lap dance. I turned and gave Carl an extremely passionate kiss. There was something about having an audience that truly turned me on.
Jim laughed, "damn, I want a lap dance."
I was feeling frisky. For some reason I responded, "Well, that's up to Carl."
All the guys looked to Carl. Carl looked at them then to me.
"Go for it baby," he laughed.
Wow, give a guy I barely knew a lap dance? Could I do that? I hadn't tried to turn on another man for almost 20 years. Could I do it?
Boldly I put my hands on my hips. "Whose first?" I challenged.
Scott waved another twenty and said, "me."
We all laughed as I took the twenty and shoved it in my bra. I stood in front of Scott and started to dance. There was a part of me that really wanted to turn him on. I swayed my hips seductively while running my hands over my body. Then I turned and swayed my ass with my hands and arms up above my head.
Swaying my ass I slowly descended into his lap. I nearly popped right back up when I felt his obviously hard cock against my ass, but instead I gyrated my ass into it. I could feel it get harder as I did.
"Mmmmmm," he sighed.
That made me hot and I continued to gyrate even more.
Then I stood up, he made a protesting noise until I put my arms around his neck, bent over and shook my tits in his face. I then climbed on his lap facing him. Arms around his neck and moved my ass on his hard cock. My lips close to his. He tried to kiss me but I pulled away.
"Uh Uh Uh," I teased. "No touching."
I continued to grind my hips into his cock as I breathed on his lips and almost shoved my tits in his face.
I looked at Carl. I knew that look. He had a look of lust on his face. I blew a kiss at him, mouthed I love you, and turned back to Scott. The music stopped.
"I'm next," declared Jim waving $40. I took the forty and shoved it in my bra and started dancing.
"Hey wait," Jim protested.
"What," I stopped perplexed.
"Scott got a button for twenty," he complained.
I looked at Carl. He just shrugged his shoulders.
I thought about it. I was wearing a pretty pink lace push up bra.
What the hell. I started dancing, and as I did I played with another button on my shirt. The table next to us had two men and one woman. They started chanting, "do it, do it, it." Other tables were looking on to see what was going on. That made me put more into it.
I undid the button and my bra was completely showing. I pushed my chest forward and shook my tits in Jim's face. Then I lowered myself in his lap facing away from him. This time I was ready for the hard cock, in fact I was anticipating it, hoping it was there. It was and I ground down on it. It felt good against my ass. I was getting a thrill making other men besides my husband hard.
As I did with Scott I got up and straddled Jim's lap facing him. I shook my tits in his face and ground my pussy against his cock. It felt good.
I looked at Carl. He was watching intently. I grabbed his hand, leaned over and kissed him, hard, he kissed back.
Just then Jim grabbed my ass and pulled me into his lap, specifically his cock, as he thrust upwards and ground against my pussy against his cock. it was all too much. I came.
"Oh fuck," I let out a moan. I knew the guys were kind of aware what happened. I looked at Carl. He knew immediately what had happened too. First he looked shocked, then he kissed me again.
"That was fucking amazing," he whispered as he hugged me.
I stopped gyrating and climbed off Jim's lap.
"I'm next," salad Don waving $60.
I just shook my head. I was too shocked at what had happened to do it again. Part of me wanted to. It was intense coming on a strange man's cock, even if it was covered. I loved it. I was having a hard time dealing with the mixed emotions.
I went back to Carl. "Can we go?" I asked.
He saw the urgency in my eyes.
"Of course," he said.
Although the guys protested we made our goodbyes and left.
As soon as we hit the car I pushed him against the car and kissed him. Not kissed him, ravaged him. My hand rubbed his hard cock as I kissed him.
"Take me home and fuck me," I breathed.
We hopped in the car and as we drove I reached over and rubbed his cock. I couldn't contain myself and unzipped his pants and pulled it out. I stroked it as we drove home.
"Fuck baby, that feels good," he said. "What's got into you?"
"Shut up and get me home," I said.
I unbuttoned my pants and pushed them down a bit and stuck my other hand down them and started playing with my clit. I gave a sharp intake of breath as soon as I touched myself. I continued to jerk him off and play with myself the 20 minutes we drove home.
"That was hot," I finally said.
"Yeah? Which part?" he asked.
"All of it," I explained.
He pushed it. "So you liked giving lap dances?"
"Yes," I said shyly.
"You looked hot," he said.
"I did?" I replied.
"Very hot," then he laid it on me, "especially when you came."
"I'm sorry," I quickly apologized.
"Don't be sorry," he told me. "That was one of the hottest things I've ever seen."
"Yeah?" I teased? "You liked watching your wife cum?"
"A lot," he said.
Then, I just said it, "even on another man's cock?"
"I think that's what made it so hot," he said. "Kind of like watching porn with your favorite star."
"What made you cum?" he asked.
"I've never felt another man's hard cock before, let alone have it hard for me," I answered honestly.
"Fuck," he said as he drove and I stroked his cock. "That makes it even hotter."
We finally reached the house, parked the car and ran in. Luckily Carl had put his cock away. I barely zipped my pants. As we ran in the front door. There was Veronica. Fuck, I'd forgotten about Veronica.
"Oh my god," she laughed. "What's up with you two? Have fun at the club? Wait, it was a strip club. Did you guys strip? " she laughed again.
"No we didn't strip," I replied in a tense voice. "We're going to bed."
I grabbed Carl and dragged him to the bedroom. As soon as the door was closed I dropped to my knees and finished undoing his pants. I pulled off his shoes and socks and then pulled his pants off. He pulled off his shirt. With him standing there naked and me on my knees I wrapped my lips around his cock and started giving him a blow job.
"I love sucking your cock," I said.
"I love the way you look sucking cock," he replied.
"Sucking your cock," I answered.
"I bet you'd look hot sucking any cock," he answered.
I stopped and looked at him. "Really? You mean someone else's? I've never sucked or even held any cock but yours."
I mean I was shocked, but I'd read porn, I knew that kind of thing happened. Just never thought about it.
He thought a second. I went back to sucking his cock. " bet you'd look sexy sucking someone else's cock," he said.
I stood up and tore off my clothes. I dragged him to the bed and fell on my back spreading my legs. As he climbed on top of me I wa so wet his hard cock entered me. I moaned.
He started fucking me hard. It wasn't minutes before I started cumming and he came almost immediately after that.
We both lay on the bed catching our breath.
"It turns me on," I said.
"What?" he asked.
"Thinking of other cocks," I admitted. "I've only known yours."
"That turns me on," he replied.
"What? That I've only been with you?" I asked.
"No, that you think about other cocks," he said.
We both just lay there holding hands. We fell asleep.
We awoke to the sound of the doorbell ringing. It took us a moment to realize what was happening.
"Golf," we both said at the same time.
I jumped up, pulled on one of Carl's T-shirts and went to get the door. I don't think I realized how short it was. I could barely move without flashing my ass.
Just as I opened the door Veronica came up behind me. She was wearing a loose short pair of running shorts and a cropped T-shirt that showed a lot of belly.
I stood there blinking for a sec.
"Ummmm.... Carl's just finishing dressing. Would you like to come in for coffee?" I asked.
"We'd love to," said Bobby.
They all came in and sat at the table. I started making coffee. I was semi aware of what I was wearing. I kind of wondered if I was showing too much but I couldn't really make a scene going to change and, if I was going to be honest, I kinda hoped I was.
I puttered around the kitchen getting coffee. I could feel the guys, and Veronica's, eyes on me.
Veronica spoke first. "So, did you guys have fun last night?"
They all looked at each other.
Come on," she said. "I know you went to Centerfolds, was it fun?"
Bobby spokeup, "Well, some of us had more fun than others."
They all laughed.
"Oh how so?" she pressed.
"Well, your mom only lap danced, OOF." The oof was Don hitting Bobby to stop talking.
Unfortunately Veronica didn't miss it.
"Lap dance?" she asked looking at me.
The guys all looked at each other. Then everyone looked at me.
I couldn't take it. "Ok, I may have got a bit carried away and given a lap dance or two," I said as if waiving it off.
"Hmmm, was she showing as much ass as she is now?" she laughed.
I saw Carl enter the room just as she said it. Everyone looked at him. He looked at me, patted my ass, which I had thought was completely covered, and said, "no she wasn't, but too bad, it's a cute ass."
I felt my whole body turn red, but I made no move to cover myself.
"Ok, I'm ready to go," said Carl. "You guys ready?"
"Um...., do we have to?" joked Don.
"Don't worry," said Scott. "We're coming back here tonight to watch the game."
Don looked at me, "you'll join us?"
"Of course," I responded.
"And you?" he asked Veronica.
"Hell, wouldn't miss it," she said.
"Ok, I'm willing to go then," laughed Don.
The five of them headed out to the golf course.
The first thing out of her mouth as they left was, "that Don is kinda cute. Actually, they're all kinda cute."
"They're 10 years older than you," I lightly chastised.
"Oooooooo, experienced," she cooed. "And what's with the ass hanging out?"
"I didn't realize the shirt was that short," I defended myself. "They caught me by surprise."
"Uh huh," she responded giving me an odd look.
She helped me clean up and asked me what the strip club was like. I told her but left out the lap dances. She asked but I told her none of her business.
I went about my day doing normal stuff having anything but normal thoughts. I thought about Scott and Jim and how horny it made me giving them lap dances. I wondered why I didn't try to cover my ass once I found out it was showing. I realized I liked that they were looking at me.
Carl finally got home from golf. He said he was going to take a shower. I waited a few minutes, went to the bedroom, got undressed, and climbed in the shower with him.
"To what do I owe this pleasure," he said as I wrapped my arms around him.
"Complaining?" I asked.
He kissed me. His hands went to my ass and he pulled me into him. I bent one leg and leaned into him as we kissed.
"Mmmmmm," I sighed.
I felt his cock start to harden against my belly. I reached down and started stroking it. I enjoyed the way it hardened in my hand.
"Mmmmmm,, I love your cock," I said.
"Last night it seemed you just liked cock," he teased.
"I'm so embarrassed," I said quietly.
"Don't be. Watching you cum like that was one of the hottest things I ever saw," he calmed me.
"Really," I whispered. "You liked watching your wife acting like a slut grinding on another man's cock?" I was getting into this.
His cock got rock hard in my hand.
"Hmmmm, this feels like you liked it," I gave his cock a squeeze. All of a sudden it occurred to me, "Come to think of it, why didn't you mention my ass was hanging out this morning? You liked having other men look at me, didn't you?"
He moaned, pulled me close and kissed me. I kissed back, still stroking his cock.
"Mmmmm," I whispered. "You liked me being naughty." Then it occurred to me, "was it naughtier with your coworkers?"
That got a reaction. He kissed me hard and then grabbed my ass and lifted me. I'm only 105 and 5'1". We'd fucked in the shower before. I wrapped my legs around his waist. With Carl supporting me I reached down and guided his cock into me.
I moaned as he entered me. Using my arms around his neck and legs around his waist to hold myself, I held myself so he could thrust into me. I loved the feeling of being weightless and having his hard cock inside of me.
"So was it?" I whispered. "Was it hot watching your wife rub herself on your coworker? Guys you know have now seen your wife cum, not only that, they've seen my ass. Did you like that? Did you?"
He grabbed my ass harder and increased his pace. I'd hit on something. Not only that, it turned me on as well.
"Fuck yes," I moaned.
Still standing he pushed me up against the corner of the shower so he could get more leverage.
"Ugh, Uhnn, ughh," I grunted with each thrust.
As I was being fucked I pictured Carl's coworkers seeing my ass.
I whispered in his ear, "you like your wife acting slutty."
"Fuck yes," he gasped and as he did his body shuddered as he came. He came so hard I was afraid he was going to drop me. That fear kept me from cumming, but that was ok.
"Fuck yes," I whispered in his ear.
We had told the guys to stop by around 6. We'd grill some burgers and then watch the game. I pulled on a small pair of pink bikini panties and a sundress. I didn't need a bra. The dress was white and had shoulder straps. It had buttons about half way down the front. Then kind of dropped straight down to about mid thigh. I looked cute.
The guys showed up on time. We all had some beer and Carl threw the burgers on.
The conversation flowed easy and we were all laughing. We eventually got around to the previous night.
"So were you glad you came last night?" asked Jim.
He knew damn well I'd cum on his lap. The double entendres were thick in the air. Not to be out done I figured I might as well go along.
"I had a great time," I said. "I should come more often."
"Well you can come with us anytime. We'll invite you more so you can come more often," laughed Don.
"You can come with me anytime," said Bobby.
"Just ask," I teased. "I could probably come with you."
Well that crossed a small line. I looked at Carl to make sure he was ok. He smiled at me for assurance.
Just then Veronica bounced into the room. She must of got home while we were cooking. She was wearing a little pair of what we used to call, booty shorts, and a white cropped t.
"Whatcha talkin' about," she asked.
Don answered, "we were just saying how glad we were your mother came last night.
I shot Don a look.
"Was she a good lap dancer?" Veronica asked
"She was better than the strippers," answered Scott.
"Really," Veronica. "I wanna see this."
Conversation drifted to other topics. Veronica and Don kind of got into their own world. Then Veronica looked at me, "Mom?" She exclaimed.
"Did you really cum while giving a lap dance?" She asked.
I shot Don a meaner look.
"Uh Uh Ummmm," I stuttered.
"Oh my god, you did," she proceeded.
She looked at Carl. "What was that like dad?" she asked.
"Ummmm....sexy?" he replied.
"Actually, that sounds hot. All those people looking at you. I might not have been able to control myself either," she mused.
Bobby chimed in, "i missed out."
"How so?" asked Veronica.
"Your mom gave Jim and Scott lap dances but she never got to Don and I.
"That hardly seems fair," Veronica laughed.
"Yeah," said Bobby. "Hardly seems fair."
Then Jim started chanting. "Lap dance, lap dance, lap dance." The rest of the guys and Veronica joined in.
"Lap dance, lap dance, lap dance," they chanted.
My cheeks turned red. Probably my whole body. The idea of giving these guys private lap dances in my home both scared me and turned me on. I looked at Carl. He just shrugged his shoulders.
"There's no music," I protested lamely.
Next thing I know Carl has a mix on his pandora playing through the Bluetooth. He calls the mix Sexy. It's a mix that brings out the sexy in me.
"Fine, fine, I give up, who's first? I asked.
"Me first," Bobby jumped in. "I didn't get one at the club."
"Ok," I said and stood in front of him with my hand out.
He looked at me. "It was $20 at the club," I teased.
Everyone laughed. He pulled out $60. "If I remember it was $20 a button as well."
I took the $60 and went to put it in my bra and realized I wasn't wearing one. Instead I gave it to Carl.
I stood in front of Bobby and started dancing. This was my music jam. I knew how to move to it. I would bend over and give him a look down my dress. As I did I undid one button. I'd turn and shake my ass at him. I'd play with the hemline of my skirt almost showing my panties but not quite.
After a few. I lowered myself into his lap, There was that hard cock. I ground down on it. I leaned back against his body and undid the second button. I'm short so he was looking down over my shoulder. I wondered what he could see.
Then he put his hands on my thighs.
"Hey," I laughed. "isn't that against the rules?"
"House makes the rules," Bobby responded.
"Who's the house?" I asked. We all looked at Carl.
"Oh no," said Carl. "I'm ok with anything you're ok with."
"Well, we'll see," I laughed but didn't remove Bobby's hands.
Bobby put his knees together and my legs fell open on either side of his lap. With legs as short as mine my dress was almost to my crotch and I was sure my panties were showing. I reached back, put my arms around Bobby's neck and ground into his cock. His hands went to my hips and he pulled me into him.
"You go mom," said Veronica.
She'd moved to the kitchen and was standing behind the island. Don had moved with her and they were talking intently while they watched. You could tell his arm was touching her but couldn't see his hands.
"Take it off," Veronica laughed.
The guys joined in the chant, "take it off, take it off,". Even Carl was chanting.
I started playing with the hem of my dress. With Bobby lifting my hips to help me I pulled my dress up to my waist. My panties were now completely on display.
"Yeah mom," encouraged Veronica.
Don had moved behind her and you could tell she was grinding her ass into him. She stopped, looked over her shoulder, and kissed him.
I was still rubbing on Bobby's lap. I was actually pushing my pussy against his hard cock. With my dress around my waist it was easy for the guys to see what I was doing. Being watched was really turning me on.
Then Veronica started chanting, "cum for us, cum for us,".
The guys, including Carl, joined in.
I closed my eyes and pushed against Bobby's cock. His hands slid up under my dress and started playing with my tits and pulling on my nipples.
"Oh my god mom, that's so hot," moaned Veronica. Still grinding against Don.



"Take it off, take it off," she started again. The guys joined in.
Bobby moved his hands from my tits and grabbed the hem of my dress. He started pulling up. I locked eyes with Carl. I noticed his hand in his lap over his cock. I looked back over my shoulder. Bobby leaned in and kissed me. I kissed back. I felt my dress being lifted over my tits. I raised my arms and the dress was off. I looked at it on the ground like it belonged to someone else.
There were hoots and calls around the room. I looked at Veronica. Her eyes were on me but she had a look of passion on her face. I wondered what Don was doing with his hands back there.
Bobby's hand went back to my tits. As I looked at Veronica Don moved one of his hands up under her shirt and cupped her tits. You could tell she wasn't wearing a bra. She moaned.
Then the chant changed. "Cum,cum, cum,". All eyes on me I could feel my orgasm rising as I rubbed my clit against Bobby's cock.
All of the sights, sounds, and feelings washed over me all of a sudden I came with a crashing orgasm. "Oh my fucking god,"
At the same time Veronica threw her head back and said, "fuck yes."
We all looked at her. She had a guilty expression on her face. She turned and kissed Don. Don reached down, picked her up and sat her on the counter. Her booty shorts were missing and she was just wearing a little thong. I realized he'd probably made her cum with his fingers behind the counter.
I looked at Scott and Jim. Both of them had pulled their hard cocks out and were holding them in their hands. I was so concentrating on what was happening to me, I didn't see them do it.
"You know, I've never seen anyone's cock but my husband's," I said.
I looked at Carl. He was smiling. I sat on Bobby's lap catching my breath. Scott was sitting next to me. I reached out and tentatively encircled his cock with my hand. The skin was soft, the cock hard.
Bobby put his hands on the bands of my panties and started to push them down. As I slowly stroked Scott's cock.
I stopped him. "wait, if my husband wants my panties off he's going to have to take them off," I proclaimed.
I walked over to Carl. "Do you want my panties on the ground?" I asked.
Everyone, including Veronica, started chanting, "take them off, take them off."
"These are you coworkers babe. Do you want them to see how naughty your wife can be? I've never been naked in front of another naked cock. It's giving me very naughty thoughts."
The chanting started again. "Take them off, take them off."
Carl reached over and put his hands in the band of my panties. I looked him in the eye. "You sure babe? These guys work with you."
He smiled, slowly he pulled my panties down over my ass. I was already wet, I was getting wetter as I felt my ass become exposed. Carl pushed my panties to ground and I stepped out of them.
I turned around to face everyone. I gave a silly grin, put my hands up and said, "now what?"
Don said, "i haven't had a lap dance yet."
"Yeah," said Veronica, "what about Don?"
I thought you were taking care of him," I retorted.
"I'm open," she laughed.
"Ok, your turn," I said to Don.
"Wait," said Veronica. She pulled Don to her and kissed him. As she did she undid his pants and pulled his cock out. "There, now you're ready."
Everyone laughed. Don took a seat in front of me. Standing there naked.in a room full of men with their cocks out all of a sudden hit me. The room was quiet.
Veronica broke the spell. "Wooohoo. Shake it Mama," she coaxed.
"Yeah," cheered the guys. "Shake it, shake it, shake it."
I stood in front of Don and started to dance. As I swayed my body I couldn't take my eyes off the four cocks in front of me. I wondered how they felt, how they tasted.
I remembered a move the strippers did. I got down on my knees and.crawled to Don. His cock was out and standing straight up. I brought my mouth to it and breathed on it. I saw a drop of pre cum on the tip.
"Do it mom," coaxed Veronica.
"Do it, do it, do it," the chanting started.
I flicked my tongue out and tasted the pre cum. A cheer went up. It tasted different, familiar but different.
"Suck it, suck it, suck it," went the chant.
I wrapped my hand around I lowered my mouth on Don's cock. Again I marveled at the softness of the skin covering the rigid pole. I looked back to Carl. I noticed he had his cock out of his pants and was slowly jacking it.
I saw Bobby get up to talk to Veronica. It looked funny his cock sticking straight out.
"Suck it, suck it," they continued.
I lowered my mouth around the tip. A cheer went up from the group.
I looked at Don. "You're the second cock I've ever sucked," I said.
"I'm honored,l he replied.
"You better be," I said and took his cock back in my mouth. I liked the way it felt. I bobbed my head up and down. With my hand still wrapped around his cock jacking it as I sucked. I knew these guys had probably had a lot of blow jobs. I wanted mine to be one of the best.
"How am I doing?" I asked.
"It feels great," Don replied.
I went back to sucking. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Bobby and Veronica. Bobby was standing behind her. He was whispering in her ear and had his hands up her shirt playing with her tits. She was grinding her ass and back into his exposed cock. The thought of my daughter acting as naughty as I was turned me on.
"Mmmmm, mom, you look so hot," she said.
I continued to suck Don's cock. Scott was sitting next to him stroking his cock. I reached out and wrapped my hand around his cock and stroked it as I sucked Don's cock. Two cocks at once, my god, I'd fantasized, but never thought I'd do it.
Scott moved a bit closer. I lifted my head off Don's cock and took Scott's cock in my mouth. It was thicker than Don"s. It tasted different. I went back and forth sucking cocks as I sucked one I jacked the other.
I felt a hand on my ass. Then a finger slid from my clit and into my pussy. I was so wet there was no resistance. Then two fingers. I looked and Jim had got up and got behind me. 'Oh my god' I thought. He's going to fuck me'.
"Fuck her," hissed Veronica.
My own daughter wanted to watch me get fucked, by strangers, nonetheless. Why did that turn me on? Why did I want to show these people what a slut I could be.
I turned and looked at Jim. "Do it, fuck me," I moaned.
I felt the head of his cock part my pussy lips. "Oooooooooo," I moaned. It felt so good. "Baby," I cooed. "Your workmate is fucking me. The second cock I ever had is someone you work with."
I stopped sucking the two cocks in front of me. I couldn't concentrate on anything but the cock in my pussy.
"Oh fuck, yes, fuck me, fuck that feels good," I moaned.
I looked at Veronica. Her panties and shirt were on the floor. She was on her knees in front of Bobby sucking his cock.
I continued to hold onto Scott and Don's cock as Jim pounded me from behind.
"Ughh, unnnhh, unghnnnn," I grunted as he thrust into me.
I felt an orgasm start to rise. "Oh Carl, I'm going to cum on his cock. Fuck, fuck, oh fuck," I cried. My fucking god, it feels so good."
"I'm going to cum," Jim warned me.
"Fuck yes, cum for me. Cum in my pussy, cum for me," I groaned.
"Oh shit," I heard Veronica moan. I looked and she was on her back with Bobby pounding his cock into her.
I felt Jim's cock pulse and a flood of hot cum filled my pussy. I came soaking his cock, I'm what they call a squirter. "Fuck yes,. I screamed and as I did Veronica also screamed, "oh fuck." I think she came too.
I turned to look just to see Bobby pull out of Veronica and squirt his cum all over her tits and belly. It looked so hot.
"My turn," Scott said. He scooped me up in his arms and standing up grabbed me by the ass. I wrapped my arms around his neck and legs around his waist. I reached down and grabbed his cock and as he lowered me I aimed his cock at my soaked pussy. He slid right in. As he did I could feel Jim's cum being forced out of my pussy.
He continued to fuck me standing up. I wrapped my arms around his neck and legs around his waist to support myself. Using his powerful arms he continued to raise me up and down on his cock.
Next thing I know Jim is behind me. Scott leans up against the wall. Jim takes his fingers and, using the cum dripping out my pussy and the juices from me squirting, he starts rubbing it all over my asshole and sticking his fingers in my ass.
Scott lifted me up a bit and spread my ass cheeks and Jim positioned his cock at the entrance to my ass. Now I'd had anal sex before but of course never had two cocks in me at once. The idea scared and thrilled me.
"Fuck baby, he's going to fuck my aas," I exclaimed to Carl.
"That's it mom. You can take it," encouraged Veronica.
Sandwiched between Scott and Jim I felt Jim's cock start to penetrate my ass. I just tried to relax and let it happen. As he entered me I felt weightless, suspended on two cocks. I felt full. I couldn't really fuck, I just sort of rocked between the two cocks in me.
As I rocked between them a wave of orgasm washed over me.
"Oh my fucking god," I practically screamed. "Fuck me, god dammit, fuck me."
My orgasm rolled over me. As it did I hung onto Scott's neck. I may have bit him. The guys kept fucking me. I felt limp. Jim slowly disengaged from my ass. Scott laid me down on the couch and kept fucking me.
I looked over. Veronica was on her hands and knees. She had Bobby's cock in her mouth and Don was fucking her from behind. Just the sight of that made me cum again. I squirted all over Scott's cock.
"Fuck Carl," I panted. "Can you believe what sluts your wife and daughter can be?"
Carl got up without a word, he walked over to me hard cock in hand. He jerked it about two more times and a torrent of cum hit my face, tits, and belly.
"That's it baby cum for me. Paint your slutty little wife with your cum," I hissed.
As I said that I heard Veronica. She let out a grunt like she'd obviously cum. I saw Donny withdraw his soft cock from her pussy. He must have cum inside her. Bobby flipped her over and stuck his cock in her messy pussy. She reached down and held her legs open as he fucked her.
Scott was still slowly fucking me. I turned my attention to him.
"Cum for me, cum in me, cum on me. I don't care, just cum for me," I cooed.
Scott picked up pace and started pounding my pussy. I raised hips trying to meet each thrust. I felt his cock start to pulse. I could feel the hot cum fill me up. I came again. Scott's cock slowly slid out of me.
I lay on the couch covered with cum and cum leaking out of my pussy. I watched Veronica get fucked. She had cum drying on her skin as she thrust her hips at Don.
"Ughhh, unnnnh, unnngh," she grunted with every thrust.
My fingers very lightly played with my clit as I watched.
All of a sudden Veronica lets out a, "fuck yes." I assume she came.
Don started to withdraw his cock. You could see it was getting softer and dripping cum.
"Wow," said Veronica.
"I need sleep," I murmered.
I looked at the guys now in various states of undress.
"You guys want to spend the night," I asked. They all agreed.
Veronica and I got everyone settled and headed to bed. I took a shower and climbed into bed next to Carl. I snuggled up next to him.
"I love you," I said.
"I love you too, my porn star wife," and kissed me passionately. We both fell asleep.
At some time in the middle of the night I felt the bed shift. I looked and it was Scott. He was naked and climbing on my bed. He pulled at me till I was on my hands and knees next to Carl. I didn't resist. Without a word he slid his cock in me from behind and started fucking me. Right next to Carl and in my own bed.
I watched Carl's sleeping form as I was being fucked. I wanted him to know.
I kissed him on the lips. "Wake up Carl. Scott is fucking me. In our bed,"
Carl sleepily woke up and then looked at Scott. He didn't say a word, he just kissed me.
As I kissed Carl I felt Scott start to cum. "He's cumming," I said and kissed Carl again.
Scott got off the bed. "Your wife has a great pussy," he said.
Carl just said, " I know."
We fell back asleep.
I woke up and went to the kitchen to make coffee. All the guys were there and dressed. Except for Veronica who was naked bent over the counter with Don fucking her from behind. Everyone just ignored them.
I made everyone coffee. There was a little tension in the air.
"Well," said Scott. "That was much better than a strip club."
That broke the ice. We all laughed.
I made breakfast, Don finished fucking Veronica, and conversation flowed. As the guys left they told us we should visit them in Dallas. I looked at Carl.
"Maybe we will," I said.
==========================
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I put on my wedding dress and looked in the mirror. I could hear my mom in my head.
"Are you sure you don't want to wear a slip with that?" My mother would ask.
I thought about it. I always wore revealing clothes. Why should my wedding day be any different? Besides Wesley, my fiancé liked me showing off.
The gown was a traditional white, floor length strapless bustier style. At 5'2" 125lbs I had the figure to show it off. The cups of the bustier were white lace with no padding. I didn't need padding. My 34DD breasts filled out the dress and the underwire of the bustier held them up firmly in the cups. The white lace swirled around my nipples. If I stood still and you really looked you could make out my nipples through the fabric.
The rest of the bustier top was sheer. You could clearly see my navel through the material.
Low on my waist the gown turned to chiffon layers down to my ankles. If you looked, or if the light was behind me, you could also see I was wearing stockings and garters.
"How do I look?" I asked Wesley
"You definitely look sexy," he responded. "Are you ready?"
Just then there was a knock on the door.
Wesley and I had met on Tinder. I was 20, he was 24. I didn't expect much, maybe a hook up, but we really hit it off. In a very short time we were dating exclusively. He was 6'5" and handsome and had a great sense of humor. We had been together for four years.
Dating was fun. We were really compatible. One thing that was different for me was that Wesley loved the way I looked and took pictures of me all the time. Me? I was very shy at first. Believe it or not, I'm still a little shy. Wesley was always complimenting me and encouraging me to dress sexier. It took me a year before I really started to feel comfortable dressing sexier. I wanted to please Wesley, plus, I was beginning to like it. I was still shy about it, but I started to feel more confident. I started to like posing and enjoying the looks of admiration I got when I wore a short sundress or flouncy skirt.
Sometime along the way I met a woman at work who told me about a job as a bikini model for Harley Davidson. She said my pouty lips and shoulder blade length pink hair would fit in perfectly I wasn't hot on the idea but Wesley really encouraged me, plus the money was good. I took the job and appeared at a few motorcycle shows. I wore a very small white bikini. I was really shy at first but after awhile I enjoyed it. There was something wild about being in a bikini in front of all these clothed people. I could see the looks of lust in the eyes of my admirers Plus everyone was really nice to me. Even the women. I ended up appearing in a few biker magazines. It was good money.
Wesley and I were doing real well. I'd never had a better relationship. He made me feel pretty and confident. Wesley still loved pictures of me. Especially in lingerie. He liked peeks of my lingerie under my clothes. We worked really hard and didn't see each other a lot, for fun I would take pics of me in lingerie and send them to Wesley at work.
We moved in together. I knew he was the one.
At some point it started to change. Not in a bad way, just as we spent time together things changed. We added sexual fantasies to our sex play. I told him I liked it when a man dominated me, held me down, spanked my ass.
Wesley tried to dominate me, but it wasn't really his thing. He just wasn't the type. He treated me with love and respect, but every once in a while I yearned to be a little wilder and let someone else be in control.
Then, and I guess this is where it started. He told me he'd like to see me with another man. I really didn't understand that fantasy. How could he want another man to fuck me? I was his. Did he want to be with other women?
"Why would you want to see me with another man?" I asked.
"Because you're so beautiful," he replied. "It's like showing someone how lucky I am. It's like having my personal porn star who I am madly in love with."
"I couldn't stand seeing you with another woman," I told him.
"I love only you. I have no need or desire to be with anyone else," he insisted.
That kind of sat with me. When he'd bring it up during sex, I didn't react to it. I admit the idea kind of excited me but I wasn't sure so I tried to play down my reaction even though that kind of sex talk always made me cum.
One day after taking some lingerie pictures Wesley said "I bet Jon would love these pictures."
Jon was a friend of ours who was in Afghanistan. Wesley's best friend.
"Oh?" Was all I said. I wondered where he was going with that. .
"Yeah, he's all alone in the desert. Let's send him some to cheer him up," Wesley said.
"Really? I asked. Part of me thought, why are we doing this?, Part of me was excited by the idea. I'd always thought Jon was attractive but did that justify sending him lingerie pictures?
"Oh come on," said Wesley. "He's seen you in that white bikini. You're more covered than that in these pictures."
It was true. In the magazine I was wearing a bikini that was practically a thong. Here I was in a baby doll and matching thong. It was pretty close.
"Ok," I agreed. "Let me pick out the ones though."
"You bet," he said.
I looked at the pics. They were all pretty sexy poses. Tastefull. I mean no legs spread or obscene pics. No nipples. The most revealing was a picture from behind, me looking over my shoulder and my thong showing my ass. Not bad. I picked out four, including the ass pic and said, "these."
As Wesley sent them I felt a little flutter in my stomach and a bit of a reaction lower. I admit I was kind of turned on. Wesley emailed them with the subject, 'to get you thru the hot nights.'
I waited for a response. Given the time difference I didn't get one till the next day.
'Wow, I forgot how beautiful she was,' came the response.
I admit, I got kind of a warm feeling out of that. In fact, I practically jumped Wesley.
"Let's fuck," I said as I pulled my clothes off.
Never one to deny me Wesley started to undress.
Do you really like showing off my pictures," I teased as his cock entered me. I was already wet. He slid right in.
"Yes," he hissed.
As he started to pump my pussy I went on.
"Do you think Jon jacked off to them?" I asked.
"I hope so," Wesley replied as he continued to fuck me.
"I hope so too," I said as I wrapped my legs around Wesley and thrust my hips towards his driving cock. In my mind I pictured Jon. Jon was a good looking guy. I wondered what his cock looked like. I imagined him with his hand wrapped around his cock, stroking himself as he looked at my pictures.
"Mmmmmm," I moaned as Wesley continued to fuck me.
"I wonder what he thought about while looking at them?" I mused.
"Probably getting his dick in your pussy," Wesley replied.
"Mmmmmmm, I bet you'd like that," I teased.
"I would," he responded. He picked up the pace a bit. Thrusting into me harder than before.
"What are you thinking about?" I asked breathily as he thrust into me.
"How beautiful you are," he answered.
"That all?" I started to push him away. "Tell me the truth," I insisted.
"Ok ok," he laughed as I let him continue fucking me. "I was thinking how hot it would be to watch Jon fuck you." He admitted.
"Oh," I said coyly. "You'd like to watch me spread my legs for your best friend?" I teased. "See his cock thrust into me and buried in my pussy?"
"Yes," he moaned.
"Would you watch or join in?" I asked.
He started thrusting his cock in me more rapidly. I could feel my orgasm building. I imagined being fucked by Jon, Wesley watching me, stroking his cock.
"What would you do?" I whispered in his ear.
"I'd watch!" He practically bellowed as he started to cum. He pulled out as he did. We don't use condoms and I'm not on the pill or anything so he pulled out. He got cum all over my pussy and belly. He collapsed on top of me. I could feel the hot cum sticky between our bodies.
I hadn't cum, but I loved the way he lost control.
"Eat me," I commanded.
Wesley dropped his face between my legs and started sucking on my cum covered clit. I moaned.
I wasn't done with the fantasy. "Can you imagine me covered in Jon's cum. I wonder if he'd give me a big load." I teased
Wesley tongue penetrated my pussy lips as he continued to suck on them.
"Mmmmmm," Wesley let out a muffled moan.
"Fuck yes," I cried as his tongue worked its magic.
"Would you do it?" He stopped to ask and then went right back to eating me.
I was so wrapped in the fantasy I started to cum. "Fuck yes," I practically screamed. "I'd spread my legs for him so you can watch him pound my pussy," I gasped as the orgasm washed over me.
Wesley rolled to the side of me. We lay there catching our breath.
"Would you really fuck someone so I can watch?" He asked.
"Oh, I don't know. It's a fun fantasy. I like it and it turns me on, but we'd have to be married and feeling very secure in our relationship if we were to try something like that," I explained.
We both fell asleep.
After that we often incorporated the idea of me fucking other men into our bedroom play. It turned us both on. Sometimes it was Jon. Sometimes a stranger. Sometimes it was more than one man. The idea always turned me on. I almost always came with that fantasy.
After sex we'd discuss it and I'd again tell him that this was fantasy and I could never do anything like it unless we were married.
Slowly being married became part of the fantasy.
"So you'd like to take a strangers cock into your married pussy," he'd tease or I'd like to see your pretty little married mouth wrapped around some big cock."
For some reason the married part added both excitement and butterflies to my stomach. I loved it and would have crashing orgasms when we fucked that way.
It became even more intense. Wesley proposed and we set a date. Now it became even more real.
We planned a destination wedding in Hawaii.
One week Jon was coming home from Afghanistan. Wesley invited him to spend the week with us. I wondered how I'd feel knowing Jon had seen my pics. I pictured Jon sitting in a tent, cock in hand, and jacking off to my pictures. The week before he was to visit I felt myself flush and warm almost every day. Wesley and I had conflicting schedules. I found myself horny with no Wesley a lot.
The one night I did get him to myself. He was in the living room. I went into the bedroom and slipped into a green baby doll. I left off the panties. The baby doll came half way down my ass. My pussy was on display. You could make out my pink nipples under the material. I walked out and leaned against the door.
"Hey," I said
He looked at me. It took a moment for his mind to click in. When it did he smiled.
"Hey," he replied.
I decided to be a bit coy. I walked towards him.
"What ya doin'?" I asked.
"Looking at a beautiful woman," he replied.
He reached for his phone.
"What's that for?" I asked.
"You look so beautiful I need to take some pictures," he said.
I struck a pose. "Like this?" I asked in a pouty voice? I heard the phone camera click. I struck another pose. "Or like this?"
He continued to click as I posed for him.
"God you're beautiful," he said.
"Beautiful?" I teased. "Not sexy?"
"You are beautiful and sexy," he replied.
I moved closer to him. I took the phone from his hands, put it down, and put my arms around his neck. I kissed him.
"Mmmmmm,". I purred.
I felt his hands go down to my ass. He pulled me close. I could feel his cock hardening in his pants. I reached down to stroke it through the material.
"For me," I said coyly.
"Fuck yes," he said.
"Fuck me," I replied.
He didn't need more coaxing. I undid his pants and pulled out his now hard cock.
"Mmmmmm," I purred as I kissed him and stroked his cock with one hand.
While his hands explored my ass I slowly got on my knees. I looked at his cock. I loved the feeling of the soft skin around the rock hard shaft. I took his cock in my mouth. He moaned.
I'm not a deep throat queen, but I think I give a pretty good blow job.
"You look so sexy," he said.
"Ya think," I said breathlessly.
"Oh yeah," he replied. "I love the way you look with a cock in your mouth."
Oh?" I mused. "Your cock? Or any cock.
"Any," he moaned
"Yeah," I continued. "You'd like to see me on my knees with a cock in my mouth? Knowing I was being a slut and sucking off another guy?"
"Yes," he hissed.
I briefly wondered what Jon's cock would taste like. How would Jon react if I got down on my knees in front of him.
I got up and kissed Wesley again. "Fuck me," I said.
"Show me that ass," he growled.
He turned me around and pushed me down to my knees. I bent over on all fours.
"Like this?" I asked in an innocent voice.
He knelt behind me and slapped my ass. I liked the way it felt.
"Get your ass up," he said.
I put my chest to the ground and pushed my ass in the air.
"Like this?" I asked again.
He stuck a finger in my pussy. I was wet and it slid right in. He took his cock and rubbed the head against my pussy spreading my juices all over the head of his cock and my pussy lips. Then with one thrust he pushed into me. I took his whole cock with one thrust.
"Mmmmmmfffff," I grunted. "Oh yes," I moaned.
He started to thrust into me. Pounding at my pussy.
"That's it. Fuck your pussy," i practically shouted. "Fuck me hard."
A picture of Jon's cock in my mouth again slipped into my mind. I decided to run with it.
"I bet you'd like it if I were sucking a cock right now," I moaned.
I knew he would. After all we'd role played this before.
"Fuck yes," he said.
"You'd like me to be that slutty? Sucking a cock while you fuck me? Or would you rather watch as I take two cocks?" I went on.
Fuck yes," he repeated and continued to pound my pussy.
Then I upped it. "Do you think Jon would like my mouth around his cock?" I mused.
"Mmmmm. He moaned.
As I said it I felt the warmth spread to my pussy.
"Fuck, I going to cum," I moaned.
"That's it baby, cum for me. Cum all aver my cock," he replied.
I felt the orgasm radiate from between my legs and take over my whole body. I shuddered and fell on my belly. As I did Wesley's cock slid out of me.
"Fuck, oh god, fuck, fuck, fuck," I hissed.
My orgasm had set Wesley off, he slipped out and I felt his hot cum on my ass and back. He collapsed on top of me and I lay there slowly feeling his cock soften against me.
"You'd really like that." I asked quietly.
"I think you'd be sexy as hell," he replied.
The week went by and I found myself anticipating Jon's visit. What would Wesely do if I really was to fuck Jon. I wondered what Jon's cock was like. I wondered what he'd feel like as a lover. The week kept me in heat.
Jon finally arrived. It was a normal visit. Nothing unusual except in my mind. Then one night Wesley and Jon were playing video games. I was hanging out with them on my phone. Jon looked over.
"You got those pictures on that phone?" he asked.
It took me a minute to remember which pictures he was talking about.
"I think so," I said.
"Well, they made my day when I got them," he replied.
Wesley chimed in, "they were hot, weren't they?"
"Very," replied Jon.
Then Wesley shocked me, "why don't you go put that baby doll on."
"What?" I blinked.
"Go put it on. It's not like Jon hasn't already seen it," he continued.
"Ummmm," I hesitated.
"Go ahead, Jon would love to see the real thing," he pushed a bit. "Right Jon?"
"Well yeah," said Jon. "But only if she's ok with it."
"She's good," Wesley responded. "Aren't you?" He asked me.
Truth was, I wanted to go change. The idea of being seen in my baby doll was making me wet.
"Ok," I said, trying to sound reluctant.
I got up to go change. I could feel my pussy getting wet. I liked the feeling. I stripped off my clothes and pulled on the baby doll. I looked in the mirror. In person you could see through the material. You could make out my nipples through the top and the tiny puff of well groomed pussy hair was clearly visible through the panties. I felt a warm flush through my body.
Could I do this? What might happen if I did? I reminded myself what I told Wesley. "Not till we're married." I kept that in mind as I walked out of the bedroom..
"Wow," exclaimed Jon. "You're perfect in person."
That made me feel a bit less self conscious.
"You think so," I responded.
"Definitely," he replied.
"Turn for us," said Wesley. "Show us the rest."
I kind of liked being ordered around. I did a slow turn holding the hem of my baby doll and showing off my panties and a bit of belly.
"Like this?" I asked coyly.
"Yes," they both said in unison.
"Well, now you've seen me. Anything else I can do foir you guys?" I teased.
"You could take off the bottoms," Wesley said, testing the waters.
"Oh come on," I said. "You know if I took off these panties you'd both want to fuck me."
Jon's mouth dropped open.
"And you know the rules Wesley," I went on. "I'm not fucking anyone else till we're married." The reality was I wanted to strip off the baby doll and let them both fuck me silly.
Jon looked from me to Wesley.
Wesley shrugged his shoulders. "Oh well, I tried buddy," he said to Jon.
Jon was silent.
"How about instead I get you a few drinks and I'll hang out here while you finish your video games," I offered.
"Ok," they both kind of grumbled.
I laughed and went to bring them drinks.
I watched them play games for about an hour. I played on my phone and kept shifting positions in my chair giving them something to look at. I wondered if they could tell my pussy was soaked through the thin material of the baby doll's thong.
I noticed that for the hour Jon and Wesley kept getting their butts kicked in the game. It was an online multiplayer game and It seems they were paying more attention to me than to the game. I liked that.
Finally Wesley announced it was bedtime. As soon as he got me in the bedroom he started kissing me and grabbing my ass. I was just as turned on and started undressing him as fast as I could.
Before I knew it I was on my back with Wesley furiously fucking my pussy.



"Oh fuck," I moaned wondering if Jon could hear us. I wondered if he was jacking off listening to us. I hoped he was.
"Did you like that?" asked Wesley.
"Yes," I hissed.
"You liked parading your body in front of my friend?" he continued.
"Yes," I moaned again. I remembered how it felt having Jon's eyes on me devouring my body.
I rolled Wesley over and started riding his cock.
"And you? Did you like showing me off? Knowing your friend wanted to fuck me? That he wanted to stick his hard cock in your girlfriends pussy." I teased.
"Fuck yes," he responded.
"I bet he's jacking off right now," I mused. "He has his hard cock in his hand thinking about your girlfriend's body and picturing what we're doing in here."
"Fuck, fuck me," I exclaimed loud enough so I was sure Jon heard.
Wesley groaned.
"That's it, give me that cock. Shove it in me," I continued. I wondered what Jon was thinking. "My pussy is yours. Fuck my pussy."
I felt my orgasm rise. "Oh fuck, I'm coming," I exclaimed, again loud enough for Jon to hear.
"Oh fuck," Wesley exclaimed. I could tell that look. I rolled off of him and started jacking his cock with my hand. He came all over his belly and my hand.
We lay there for a moment and then I got up to get a warm washcloth to clean us up.
"That was hot," he said.
"Yes it was," I replied.
"Would you do it?" He asked.
I thought . "I don't think I could do it with someone I'd see all the time. Plus, we'd have to be married." I reminded him.
We fell asleep in each other's arms. The next morning I woke before Wesley. I briefly thought about what to wear. 'What the hell' I thought and pulled on a pair of panties and a t shirt. The t-shirt did not come below my navel. I went out to make some coffee.
Jon saw me. "Good morning," he said as if nothing unusual was happening.
I made coffee and we chatted till Wesley got up. When Wesley came out of the bedroom he took on the scene. Me, barely dressed, having coffee with his best friend.
We all settled into a routine for the week. I would show off at night and in the morning. Wesley would fuck me like crazy at night. I loved it.
After a week Jon left and life returned to normal. We started making wedding plans. As I said we were planning on having the wedding in Hawaii it would be a small wedding. About 30 people. Half family, half friends.
As we put together the list I saw two names I did not know on Wesley's list. Dave and Dani. They weren't family and they weren't friends I knew.
"Who are Dave and Dani?" I asked.
"Oh," said Wesley. "Dave is an online gaming friend. Dani is his wife."
"Oh? And you want them at our wedding?" I was truly confused. I'd never heard of these people.
"If it's ok with you," he replied.
"Of course it's ok. I'm just surprised that I've never heard of them before," I mused.
"Well, we were against each other on a game once and hit it off. Since then we often team up. He's pretty cool," he told me. "Now he's usually playing if I am."
Oh, cool," I said not knowing what else to add. Then I threw in, "where's he live?"
"California," he answered.
Not knowing what else to ask I let it drop. I still thought it was a little off, but what did I care? It was only two guests and if they wanted to come to Hawaii it was fine with me.
One day Wesley's friend Ken came over to play games. Wesley wasn't home yet. We made some small talk. Then it occurred to me.
"Is Dave playing?" I asked.
"Who?" He looked confused.
"Dave," I responded. "Wesley says he often teams up with a guy named Dave."
"Hmmm," said Ken. "News to me." Then he went back to his game while waiting for Wesley. Obviously not giving it a second thought.
I was puzzled but dropped it. I mean, if it had been a girl I would be worried. And the fact he wanted them at the wedding meant he really wasn't hiding anything from me. So I kind of let the matter drop. That is until we were sitting and Wesley got a text.
"Who's that?" I asked.
"Oh, it's Dave," he responded.
That was a first. Now he was texting?
"Oh, he texts you now?" I asked
"Yeah, usually when I'm working night shift and so are you. He's in a different time zone,so we chat," he said.
"About what?" I was really curious.
"Just stuff. Nothing special. He's older so sometimes he looks at things differently and has some good advice." He went on.
"Advice? Like about what?" I asked.
"I don't know, just stuff," he said.
I decided to change tactics.
"What does he do?" I asked.
"Oh, he's on disability, from a motorcycle accident." Well at least he's forthcoming I thought.
That made me think. "Wait, how old is he?" I asked.
"I think he's in his 50s," he said.
That was interesting. I'd run out of stuff to ask.
One day Wesley was texting.
"Can I send Dave a picture of you?" He asked.
"Why?" I responded.
"I've been telling him how hot you are and he wants to see," he said.
"Well, what does he look like," I challenged.
"Hold on, I'll ask for a picture," he said
I waited a moment. Then he showed me his phone. It was a picture of a middle aged man and a very pretty wife. The man was tall, had a shaved head, and was in reasonable shape. The woman had long dark hair and a brilliant smile. They looked perfectly normal.
"Ok," I said. "What pic do you want to send?"
"A good one,"
I didn't know the guy, but the idea that he'd see me and then be at my wedding was kind of a turn on.
"How do you know he won't post them to the internet?" I asked.
"He said he'd send a few pictures of Dani," he responded.
Now I was curious. "Ok," I said. "Let's see them."
It didn't take long, there were 4 pics. Dani was petite. Obviously latinex influence with a huge smile. These were taken on a staircase. She had long black hair down the center of her back, she was wearing a short red pleated skirt. The pictures were taken from the bottom of the staircase from behind her. She was looking over her shoulder smiling at the camera. A beautifully shaped ass was clearly visible.
In another she was in the same pose, but with her panties pulled down around her calves. You could only see her ass, but what was left to the imagination was fun.
Wesley returned some photos of me in a baby doll. (Obviously my favorite and ones I thought were safe.)
The immediate response was how beautiful I was. I was flattered and intrigued. I still wondered who this mysterious couple was who was invited to my wedding and willing to fly to Hawaii for it.
After that I know Wesley and Dave exchanged pics on a regular basis. One day in bed during sex instead of Jon or some other character Wesley brought up Dave.
"I bet Dave would want to fuck you," he commented.
"And you want to fuck Dani?" I responded.
"No, she's beautiful but I only want to fuck you," he assured me.
Not really convinced, but willing to let it go I tried to picture Dave fucking me. He was older. I wondered if he'd take control. Wesley was a great lover but I always wanted someone who'd take control and make me do things.
I pictured him pinning my wrists down as he pumped his cock into me. I wondered what his cock looked like. I pondered what it would be like being with an older man. The fantasy started to make me hot.
Wesley, not knowing what I was thinking, still managed to fuel the flames.
"Imagine your sexy mouth wrapped around his cock," he coaxed.
I pictured me on my knees, looking into Wesley's eyes as I sucked this man's cock.
"Where would Dani be?" I all of a sudden remembered her.
"Maybe sucking on your tits?" He suggested.
I surprised myself and realized I liked that idea and moaned.
That encouraged Wesley. He started a fantasy about me, at my wedding, sucking Dave's cock in front of everyone. Fuck that idea was hot. Family and friends knowing what a slut I could be.
This whole time Wesley was fucking me. With the thoughts of sucking cock in front of people I came. I let out a "fuck yes," as I came.
As I started to cum Wesley pulled out and came on my belly. I felt the hot cum drying into my stomach as he lay next to me catching his breath.
From then on the idea of Dave fucking me became part of our bedroom talk. I knew Dave and Wesley exchanged pics. I liked the idea and would pose for pics specifically for Dave.
As the wedding week came closer I found myself thinking about Dave and Dani more often. I asked more and more questions.
One day, I again asked how they met, Wesley sighed.
"I kinda lied," he confessed.
"Lied?" I asked. I was genuinely shocked.
"Yea, I didn't meet him gaming," he said.
"Oh?" I was really curious. Not sure if I should be mad or not.
"You know that web site I read stories on?" He said.
I knew the site. I was fine with it. We both liked porn. I liked visual stuff, movies. He liked written stories.
"Yeah?' I said questioning.
"Well, Dani is an author who wrote some of my favorite stories. I wrote her a fan email, she wrote back, we started corresponding," he told me. "Dave is her husband."
"Oh," was the only response I could come up with. I wasn't sure how I felt about this hidden conversation. I waited for the rest of the story.
"A lot of her stories are about wife sharing, and she has real life experience so I had someone to talk to honestly about my fantasy," he explained.
"I see," was the only response I could come up.
"She made me see that lots of men feel that way and that I'm not a freak. She has watched her husband fuck other woman in front of their husbands and thinks it's very hot," he went on. "And, they don't live near us," he threw in.
"What does Dani do while he fucks them?" I asked.
"She either watches or joins in. Sometimes she helps seduce the woman,' he answered.
"Oh," I said again. I wasn't mad, it was just a lot to take in. It took me a while for it to sink in that one of my requirements for fucking another man was that he didn't live near us.
I spent a lot of time thinking about Dave and Dani. Now I was even more curious about them. Did they have an open marriage? Was Dave a cuckold?
At night, Wesley would often bring up Dave and Dani in our love life. It still turned me on. So much so that I went to the site and read some of her stories. The way she described the women in her story turned me on. I could picture them acting slutty and being fucked by multiple men. Being admired both physically and sexually. More than once I brought myself to orgasm thinking about being fucked while Wesley watched.
The wedding week finally arrived. Besides the normal wedding jitters I was also nervous about meeting Dave and Dani. Wesley and I planned to arrive in Hawaii two days before the wedding to chill and to make sure the arrangements were going well.
Many of our guests also planned on arriving early. I was looking forward to seeing them. It was going to be a very small wedding. What was weird was that I knew everyone really well except Dave and Dani who I'd never met.
The hotel was beautiful and had its own beach. We were going to be married sunset on the beach, then they were catering a luau for us on the beech. The hotel had a bar with a dance floor. On weekends they had a band, so the plan was to hit the bar after the luau.
We had a suite on the top floor. As we checked in I saw Dave and Dani walking through the lobby. She was wearing a short sundress he had on a button down shirt and shorts. They looked just like their pictures. I felt butterflies in my stomach.
Dani saw me, waved and came over. She gave me a big smile and a hug.
"Wow, you're more beautiful in person," she said.
My brain locked. "you too," was the only response I could think of.
Dave was hugging Wesley.
"So good to finally meet you two. We're looking forward to the wedding," he said.
We finished checking in. Dani made small talk about the hotel and restaurants, asked how our flights were. Perfectly normal stuff. I responded all the time looking at Dave and thinking this was the guy I'd been fantasizing about fucking.
I could see it. My legs spread beneath him as Westly looked on. I could feel the moisture growing in my panties as the image played through my mind while we talked.
Finally the check in was done. Dani looked at my check in and said, "hey cool, we have the suite next to you."
We all got in the elevator together. Dani engaged Wesley in conversation.
"Your fiancé is every bit as pretty as her pictures. She looks so sexy," she said.
Then turning to me, "well you have a big day coming up. I bet you're all butterflies." Tell me," and then she dropped the bomb, "are you ready to get fucked the way Wesley wants you to be?"
"Ummm," I didn't have an answer. I just blinked.
Dave put his arm around my waist and pulled me too him. "Let's see," he said.
He leaned in and kissed me. My body just responded, I kissed back.
I could feel his hand slide down my back, then my ass, to the hem of my dress. He pulled the dress up and placed his hands on my ass cheeks. I was wearing a thong so I felt the skin of his hands against my cheeks.
My mind was racing. I didn't break the kiss. Instead I became more passionate. He pulled me into him. I could feel his hard cock pressing against my belly. No one except Wesley had touched my ass in a long time. Here was this stranger just grabbing me, taking control, and I was letting him. Even worse, I was liking it.
We got to our floor and walked to our rooms. At the door we said goodbye. Dave kissed me again. I kissed back. Then Dani came over to me. She put her hand behind my head and also kissed me. It was the first time I kissed a woman. It was much softer than a man. I also kissed back.
When she was done she patted my ass and, heading to their room said, "see you soon."
Wesley opened the door. I was kind of in a daze as I walked through it. Wesley grabbed me in his arms and kissed me.
"That was so fucking hot," he said. Then he stopped and looked at me. "Did you like it?"
The truth was my pussy was creaming. I wanted to fuck. Instead of answering Wesley got down on my knees in front of him and undid his belt. I pulled his cock out and wrapped my lips around it. As I sucked him I stroked it with my hand.
"So you did like it?" he kind of laughed but asked in a serious tone.
"Shut up," I responded.
"You liked that he just took you and grabbed your ass,". Didn't you?" He pushed.
I stood up, reached under my dress and pushed my panties to the floor.
"Just fuck me," I said.
I got on the bed on my hands and knees. My knees and ass at the end of the bed. Wesley positioned himself behind me and with one thrust was buried deep in my wet pussy.
"Wesley pushed it. "Tell me, did you like kissing Dave?"
"Ummmph... ," I grunted as he pulled back and then thrust into me again.
Wesley grabbed my hair and asked me again, "did you like it,"
"Yes," I hissed.
"Yes what," Wesley pushed.
"Yes I liked being kissed," I replied.
"What about having your ass grabbed?" He continued.
"Yes, I liked it," I responded breathlessly.
Wesley started pounding my pussy. "Did you like him just grabbing you and kissing you?"
"Yes," I moaned. I thought about Dave's hands on my ass. I wondered f I would have stopped him from going further.
"That's pretty slutty," Wesley said. "Are you a slut?"
He grabbed my hair and kept pumping me. I felt my orgasm rising.
"Yes, yes, fuck yes, I'm a slut!" I exclaimed as I came.
"Slut," he called me as he pulled out and came all over my ass.
We both rolled over on the bed panting.
"I love you," he said.
"I love you too," I responded.
We both fell asleep.
We woke up in time for dinner and decided to eat at a little place in the hotel. As we arrived we saw Dave and Dani sitting there with another couple. They were a bit older than us but younger than Dave and Dani. Dani waved us over. She introduced us to the other couple.
"This is Wesley and Tori, the young couple I was telling you about," she said.
We said our hellos and made some small talk. I found out later that the other couple were also a couple Dave and Dani had chatted with online but at that point I just wondered.
Then Dave shocked me. I was standing next to him, he was seated. I was facing their guests. As usual I was wearing a dress and all of a sudden I felt Dave's hand on the back of my thigh. I didn't know if anyone else noticed. I just stood there. I felt a wetness in my pussy. The six of us continued to make small talk. Dave's hand slid up my thigh. I could feel a wetness forming between my legs. Dave's hand reached my ass and started stroking it.
"You have a great ass," he said in front of everyone.
Everyone was looking at me. I just stood there. His hand slipped between my thighs and he pulled at my leg with a little pressure.
"Spread your legs," he said.
I was in a daze. I moved my legs further apart.
"That's better," Dave said as his finger slid under my panties to feel my pussy. "She's so wet," he said to the table.
"I bet," said the woman of the couple.
Dave pulled his finger out of my pussy and out from under my dress. I guessed he was done. I was both embarrassed and disappointed he stopped. He held his finger out in front of the woman. She took it in her mouth and softly sucked it. I felt a pang of jealousy watching this act between Dave and another woman.
"Mmmmmm, she tastes good," the woman purred.
Dave looked at us. "You guys enjoy your dinner," he said.
He was obviously dismissing us. We said our goodbyes and were seated at our own table. We could hear the murmur of conversation at the other table. I could hear her giggle and every once in a while see Dave touch her,put his hand on her thigh, or hold her hand.
The weird thing was I couldn't stop paying attention to them. I felt a pang of jealousy each time he touched her. I was having a hard time paying attention to Wesley.
"Hey, what's up?" he asked.
"Who do you think that couple is," asked in reply.
"I don't know, why?" he replied.
I looked at him. "Because your friend just fingered my pussy in front of them," I hissed.
"You didn't look like you minded," said Wesley very carefully.
I thought for a moment. I wasn't sure what I was feeling. Finally I said, "how did it make you feel?"
"It was hot," Wesley exclaimed. "Watching you spread your legs for him made my stomach tie up in knots."
"So you liked watching another man play with your fiancé's pussy?" I asked. I kind of lightened my mood. I was more teasing than shocked.
"Yes," he said.
"Well, I'm glad you enjoyed it.," I replied.
"Did you like it?" he asked.
"Yes," I replied quietly.
Just then the waiter showed up. We turned our conversation to dinner and the wedding but I couldn't stop thinking of Dave. It was making me horny.
After dinner we headed to our room. As soon as we got in the door I threw myself at Wesley. I started undressing him and undressing myself. With his help we were naked in no time. I pushed him down on the bed and straddled his cock.
"Fuck yes" I sighed as he filled me up.
We didn't talk as we fucked, rather, I fucked him.
"Fuck yes, unghhh, unghhh, unghh," I grunted as I slammed myself up and down on his cock.
Then I sat straight up and started playing with my clit. I could feel my orgasm rising.
"I'm going to cum," Wesley warned me.
That brought me out of my trance and I rolled off him. He grabbed his cock and with a few tugs came all over his belly. I tried to keep playing with my clit but the mood had passed. I was just feeling let down. I slept fitfully that night.
The next morning I decided to hit the Starbucks in the lobby for coffee. I pulled on some shorts and a T. As I was leaving the room I saw the other couple leaving Dave and Dani's room. They saw me and said hi in the hall. A wave of jealousy passed over me. We rode the elevator in silence and said goodbye in the lobby. All I could think about was Dave's hands on her body. It made me both wet and angry.



When I got back to the room Wesley could tell something was wrong. I wouldn't tell him what it was. "Nothings wrong," I said.
The day was filled with guests arriving and wedding arrangements. It brought me out of my mood. I was enjoying being the center of attention. Every once in a while I'd catch a glimpse of Dave and Dani around the hotel and I'd feel a wave of anger and arousal but most of the day I just had fun.
I was exhausted when we got back to our room and fell asleep as soon as.my head hit the pillow.
Next day was our wedding day. We hung around with friends for most of the day. In the afternoon we headed to our room to change. I put on my dress. Wesley watched. You could tell he really liked it.
He looked really handsome in his linen pants and white shirt. Perfect for a beach wedding.
Just then there was a knock on the door between our suite and Dave and Dani's
Wesley and I looked at each other. He shrugged and went to open the door. Dave and Dani were in the door.
"You guys ready?" Dave asked.
"Ready as we'll ever be," said Wesley.
Dani looked at Wesley. "Well don't you look handsome," she said.
"Thank you," he replied.
"I thought I'd walk down with you," she said to him.
He looked at me
"Come on," she said. "Dave can help Tori."
She guided him to the door and they left. I was standing there, with Dave, in my wedding dress.
"You look beautiful," he said.
"Thank you," I said. I was still a little mad at him.
"Are you ready to go?" I asked.
"Not yet," he replied. "I've got something for you. Come here."
I walked over to him and looked him in the eye. I could feel the heat from my pussy as I moved close to him.
"What?" I said breathlessly.
He pulled me to him and kissed me. I didn't respond right away but quickly that changed and I started kissing him back.
I pulled away to look at him. I wasn't sure what he wanted me to do. "We should get going," I said tentatively.
"Not till I fuck you," he said with a commanding voice.
My mind screamed. What? He wanted to fuck me now? Who did he think he was?
"Now?" was the only thing that came out of my mouth.
He pulled me to him and kissed me again. I kissed back. As he kissed me he started pulling up the chiffon of my wedding dress. I could feel the heat in my pussy as the wetness grew. All the times I thought about fucking Dave, I never pictured this, but here I was wet as hell and letting him pull up my dres.
I reached down and undid his zipper. I thought of Wesley. Well, Wesley wanted me to fuck Dave. Why not now?
As his hands grabbed my ass under my dress I pulled out his cock. I realized my hand just barely fit around it. He was much bigger than Wesley. I felt his hands in the band of my thong as he pushed it down over my hips and down to the floor.
Then he picked me up. I wrapped my legs around his waist. I reached down between us and guided his cock into my soaking wet pussy. "Fuck yes," I moaned as he entered me.
"I'm going to send you to your wedding with a present for Wesley," he said. "A cunt full of cum."
"Ok," I said meekly as I hung onto his neck, his strong hands on my ass guiding me up and down his cock.
He carried me to the bed and let me down on it. I whined as his cock slipped out of me. As I landed on the bed my dress fell back down into place.
"Show me that pussy," he ordered.
I pulled the front of my dress up to my waist. I was laying on the back of the skirt. Dave climbed between my legs and entered me. I could feel how wet I was. I wondered briefly if I was staining my dress.
I wrapped my legs around Dave's waist as he fucked me. He fucked me hard. I grunted with each thrust.
"Like that?" he asked.
"Yes," I hissed.
"What kind of girl gets fucked on her wedding day?" He asked.
I could feel my orgasm building. "A slut," I moaned as it washed over me.
"Are you a slut? he asked.
"Yes, fuck yes," I moaned as he continued to fuck me.
"Tell me what you want," he ordered.
"A cunt full of cum," I grunted.
As I said this a second orgasm hit me. I came all over his cock as I felt his hot cum fill me up. I couldn't remember the last time Wesley had cum in me.
I laid there catching my breath. I felt his cock soften and fall out of me. I could feel this cum and my juices leak out of my pussy and down my leg. I was sure some got on my dress.
We laid there for a moment and then he said, "you better get to your wedding."
I stood up,I looked around for my panties.
"Leave them," he said. "I want cum running down your legs as you say your vows. As soon as you see Wesley tell him you have a cunt full of my cum.
Leaving them on the floor I left the room. I caught a glimpse of myself In a mirror. I looked like I'd just been fucked, but I figured I could blame it on the beach wind.
I headed to the beach where everyone was waiting. There was a cool sea breeze. I walked past my maid of honor to Wesley. He reached over to kiss me. As he did I whispered in his ear.
"Dave just fucked me. I've got cum in my cunt and running down my legs,"
He pulled back and looked at me like I was kidding. Then he looked at the guests and saw Dave. When he saw that I was serious a big smile came across his face. He kissed me again and we turned to face the Justice of the peace.
The wind was blowing pretty hard and I could feel a light sea spray on my body. The JP was looking at me like he forgot the words. All of a sudden I realized the sea spray was making my dress pretty see through. I was pretty much naked standing in stockings and garters next to Wesley.
Practically naked, and cum running down my leg I was super turned on. I barely heard the words of the ceremony. I think I said, "I do," at the right part. The JP may have had to ask me twice.
When the ceremony was over I passionately kissed Wesley and turned to face the guests. Usually there's immediate applause. At first there was a pause, then, nobody wanting to make a scene, the applause began. I walked in practically naked glory down the aisle to the luau.
At the luau my mom came up and offered me a cover up. I pretended I didn't know what she was talking about and just continued to let everyone see me. Wesley stuck close to me and told me how beautiful I was and how much he loved me.
As we ate and drank the party wound down. The family left and all that remained were our friends. We decided to hit the bar. The music was going at that point. The bar was fairly empty. Mostly hotel guests. It looked like tourists and a few businessmen. My see through dress caught everyone's attention.
We danced for a while. Dani hit the dance floor with us. I saw Dave at a table talking to two businessmen. We were there for an hour when they started to close. Dave suggested we all go to his suite for a night cap.
My bridesmaids said they were tired and opted out. That left Dave, Dani, me, Wesley, Jon and Ken. As we were leaving Dave stopped at the businessmen's table and invited them. I think they checked out me and Dani and decided to say yes. We all piled in the elevator.
Dave stood behind me. The businessmen were behind me next to him. As we rode the elevator up Dave pulled the back of my dress up over my ass and started playing with it. Without thinking I spread my legs a little. He started playing with my pussy. I'm sure the businessmen noticed.
We got to the room and Dani got everyone drinks. Dave got out his iPad and a small speaker and put on some music, It was soft and sultry.
"Dani loves to fuck to this mix," he said.
I could see why. I started swaying to the music. Dani finished handing out drinks and came over to me. She was wearing a little halter sundress. She put her arms around me and we slowly swayed to the music.
"You looked so sexy today," she said. "Didn't she look sexy?
I heard murmurs of agreement. I was feeling sexy.
We danced like that for a while and then Dani turned my head to kiss me. I kissed back. We swayed to the music. Then Dani turned me around. She was behind me and I was facing the men.
"Didn't she look sexy today?" she asked.
They all agreed I looked sexy.
Then she said, "did you like Dave fucking you before the ceremony?"
Jon and Ken looked incredulous. The businessmen just looked on.
"Yes," I responded.
"Yes what?" she pushed.
I liked fucking Dave before the wedding," I responded.
I looked at Wesley. He came over and kissed me. "I love you so much," he said.
"Your dress was see through at the wedding. How did that make you feel?" Dani asked.
"Sexy," I replied.
Dani pulled Wesley behind me. She pulled him down and whispered something in his ear.
"Did you like people seeing your wife practically naked?" she asked Wesley.
"Yes," he said.
"Would you like to show her off now?" Dani asked.
"Yes," he whispered.
Tori, Wesley's going to undress you now. In front of all these men. What do you want?" Dani asked.
I turned to Wesley and said, "I'm your slut. Whatever you want."
Next thing I know Wesley was pulling down my zipper. My dress fell to the floor. I was standing in just stockings, garters, and heels in front of six men. Two of them were total strangers.
Jon and Ken looked frozen. The businessmen were smiling.
"Who wants to dance with the bride?" Dani asked.
Jon and Ken didn't move. One of the business men said, "I do."
He walked over to me and put his arms around me, his hands firmly on my ass.
"You like that ass?" Dani asked.
"She's got a great ass," he replied.
At this point I was so wet I could feel myself creaming down my legs.
Dani came up behind me and slid her hand up my leg. "You would not believe how wet her pussy is," she said.
The businessman took the hint. One hand dropped down between us and he started playing with my pussy. I moaned. My knees buckled a bit but he held me up.
The other businessman got up and said, "my turn." His friend handed me off to him. He turned me around facing all the men and stood behind me. First he played with my tits. As he did I kept eye contact with Wesley.
"You like this baby?" I asked. "Is this the naughty little slut you always said you wanted?"
"I love you," he replied.
I looked over my shoulder at the guy playing with my tits.
"You like my tits?" I asked.
"They're perfect," he responded.
"You don't mind that I'm a slut?" I teased.
"I love sluts," he replied.
"So does my husband," I replied
One hand left my tits and slid down to my pussy. I spread my legs a bit and moaned as his finger played with my clit.
I looked at Jon and Ken. They looked so confused.
"It's OK guys. Wesley always wanted me to be a slut. He was always trying to get me to dress sexier and show off in front of you guys. Weren't you honey?" I explained.
He looked at his friends and then at me and then back to them, "yes," was all he said.
"See guys. It's ok to look," I said. "Mmmmmm. That feels good," I said as the hand continued to explore my pussy.
I rolled my hips into the hand and my ass back against his crotch. His cock was hard. I reached back and rubbed it through his jeans.
"That for me?" I cooed.
"Like it?" He replied.
I just rubbed it harder.
Dani was sitting by Jon. "Like what you see?" she asked him. He looked at her in a daze. Don't tell me you never dreamed of this," She said. "Come here," she said. She took his hand and walked him over to me.
I reached for his zipper. "Did you dream of this?" I asked.
"Yyyyes," he stammered.
I pulled out his cock. "Mmmmmm. If I'd known this is what I'd find I would have done this earlier."
Behind me I felt the guys cock again. He'd pulled it out of his jeans and placed it in my hand. I continued to stroke it. I had one hand on Jon's cock and one hand on businessman's. They were both hard. My pussy was dripping wet and my mind was going a mile a minute.
I looked at the other businessman. He was standing there looking at me. "What do you want?" I asked.
He walked towards me. As he did he pulled out his cock.
"I want the slut to suck on my cock," he said.
As he got to me I let go of the two cocks I was holding and dropped to my knees.
"Babe, look at this. This guy wants your slutty naked wife to suck his cock. I don't even know him," I said to Wesley.
There was a drop of precum on the tip. I used my finger to scoop it up. I put my finger to my lips and rubbed the precum on like lipstick, then I licked my lips.
"Mmmmmm," I grinned making eye contact with the guy. As I did I wrapped my lips around the guy's cock.
Jon was still in front of me next to the businessman. I reached out and started jerking his still hard cock. I pulled him closer to me. I stopped sucking Mr. businessman and moved my mouth to Jon's cock.
"Look babe, now I'm sucking your best friends cock," I said.
I looked at Wesley. Dani was standing next to him. She unzipped his pants. "Pull it out," she said.
Wesley pulled out his cock. It was rock hard.
"Tori you look so sexy," cooed Dani. Then to Wesley, "isn't she sexy? Show her how sexy. Stroke that cock."
"She's very sexy," said Wesley as he pumped his cock with his right hand.
I continued sucking Jon and the businessman's cock alternating between them and jacking one off after the other.
The other businessman was still behind me. He got down on his knees and started fingering my pussy and clit. I was soaking wet. I could feel it on my thighs. He knew what he was doing. His fingers felt good.
"Fuck yes," I moaned as he played with me. I kind of held onto the two crocs in front of me as I enjoyed the feeling. The businessman pulled at my ass, obviously repositioning me so my ass was in the air. The other businessman got down on his knees in front of me and stuck his cock back in my mouth. As he did his friend behind me lined his cock up with my pussy and drove his cock in.
"Mmmph...," I grunted around the cock in my mouth as he drove his cock home.
With each thrust of his cock he drove my mouth onto the cock. I began to get a rhythm of sucking cock while being fucked.
The thought that I was being spit roasted by two strangers really turned me on. I felt my orgasm building.
I let the cock drop out of my mouth and started stroking it.
"Oh fuck, that feels so good, fuck me, fuck yes, fuck my cunt, I'm cumming, fuck yes," I hissed as my orgasm washed over me.
As I caught my breath I guided the other guy's cock back into my mouth.
I felt the guy in my pussy start to speed up his thrusts. I knew he was going to cum. I stopped sucking cock.
"That's it," I practically screamed. "Fuck that pussy. Give me that cum. Fill me up."
I felt the hot cum fill my pussy. I again pictured all the times I made Wesley pull out.
"Oh fuck yes, look Wesley. He's filling my cunt," I teased.
The guy's cock slipped out of my pussy.
Dani got up and took Jon's hand. She guided him behind me and pulled him to his knees.
"Do you want to fuck her?" she asked him.
Still the gentleman he answered, "if she wants."
I looked back at him. "Fuck me. Stick your cock in your best friend's wife's messy cunt," I coaxed. "Tell him Wesley."
"Fuck the slut Jon, you've always wanted to," Wesley assured him.
Dani was still stroking his cock. She pulled him to me and lined up his cock with my pussy. "Fuck her," she said.
Jon plunged his cock into my cunt. It slid right in as I was soaking from my orgasm and the load of cum inside me. I felt his cock push some of the cum out of my pussy and down my thigh. "Mmmmmph," I grunted around the cock in my mouth.
As Jon continued to fuck me I turned my attention to the cock in my mouth. I started stroking his cock as I lightly sucked on the tip of it. I felt his cock start to pulse. I knew he was cumming. I tried to pull off but he grabbed my head and held me. Jet after jet of hot cum filled my mouth. Some of it dribbled down my chin as he came.
As the last jet filled my mouth he let go of my head. His now softening cock slipped out of my mouth. With my mouth full of cum I smiled at Wesley. I opened my mouth to show him the full load. Then I tipped my head back and swallowed the whole load..
"Mmmmmm...," I cooed.
Ken was watching the whole thing stroking his cock. I turned my head to look at him. "Your turn," I said.
Not wanting to miss the chance he got up and stuck his clock in my mouth. As I sucked it I looked at Dave and Dani. Dani had Dave's cock out and was stroking it while they watched me get fucked.
Jon felt good but I wanted to be in control. "Lie down," I told him.
He pulled out of me and laid on his back. I straddled his cock and started riding him. I motioned Ken over and started sucking his cock again. I ground my pussy into Jon's cock. It felt so good.
Still jerking Ken's cock I let it fall out of my mouth. "Oh fuck, that feels so good," I said as I rode Jon's cock. "That's it, fuck me, fuck yes, oh fuck yes," I moaned.
Just then I felt a jet of hot cum hit my face. Ken was cumming. I turned and opened my mouth. I caught some of it but most of it landed on my face and tits.
I used my hands and rubbed it into my tits. One of the businessmen was hard again. "I want that ass," he stated.
"Oh Wesley," I said, "he wants to fuck my ass. Get some lube."
Wesley went into the bathroom and came out with the lube. He handed it to me. I squirted some in my hand and reached around and rubbed it in my ass. I was still riding Jon. He had a shocked look on his face. I coaxed businessman over and lubed up his cock. Then I laid forward on Jon so we were face to face.
"Ready for this?" I asked.
As I said it I felt Mr. businessman start to drive his cock into my ass I watched the look on Jon's face. He looked incredulous.
"You're so cute," I said and kissed him.
The businessman finally had his cock buried in my ass and started slowly fucking me. I caught his rhythm and started to fuck Jon as well. I'd never felt so full.
"Oh my fucking god," I moaned. "Fuck yes, fuck yes, this is amazing."
I felt another orgasm rising, "oh fuck," I cried. "I'm going to cum again."
I shuddered and collapsed on Jon as my orgasm washed over me.
As my orgasm hit me, businessman in my ass started to cum. Hot cum filled my ass.
"Fuck yes, fill my ass," I hissed. "Give me that cum."
That was it for Jon. He spasmed and filled my pussy with its third load of the day. I felt both cocks slip out of me. I could feel cum leaking from my ass and pussy.
I rolled over on my back to catch my breath. I looked at Dani and Dave. Dani was sitting on Dave's lap, facing outward. Her dress covered her and their legs but they were obviously fucking. Wesley was sitting on the couch watching.
Dani looked at Wesley. "Go show your wife you love her," she said.
Wesley knelt down between my legs his cock easily slid into my cum filled cunt.
"Do you like the way my cunt feels?" I cooed. "Is this the slutty wife you wanted?"
I love you," Wesley said and then kissed me.
"I love you too," I sighed.
Wesley slowly made love to me. I saw the businessmen zip up and arrange their clothes. "We have to get going," one said. "Thanks for the great night."
They headed out the door.
Jon and Ken looked at each other and did the same. "We'll, ummm..., see you tomorrow Jon said as they left.
Dani climbed off Dave. His hard cock stood straight up. She came over and kissed me as Wesley fucked me. "We'll get going too," she said. They exited through the door connecting our rooms.
"Let's clean up," I suggested to Wesley.
We got up and got in the shower. We slowly washed each other clean making out the whole time.
We climbed naked into bed and fell asleep.



About three hours later I felt the bed move. I looked at Wesley. He was still asleep. Then I heard Dave whisper, "get on your hands and knees."
I got up on my hands and knees. He placed one of my hands above each of Wesley's shoulders. My face right above Wesley's. He slid his cock into my pussy and started fucking me. "Wake him up," he commanded.
"Wesley," I said. "Wake up." He didn't stir. I coaxed him louder and shook him. "Wake up, Dave's fucking me."
Wesley stirred. As he opened his eyes my face was right above him. He felt the bed moving. He looked at me. "Dave is fucking me," I repeated.
Wesley looked past me and saw Dave behind me.
"Oh Wesley," I sighed. "I'm such a slut. Is this what you wanted?"
In answer Wesley pulled my face to him and kissed me. As we kissed I felt another orgasm rising.
"Fuck yes," I moaned.
******************************************
Please don't forget to rate my story. Please feel free to leave a comment.
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=======================================
Here in California the last Covid restrictions were finally gone. Just like everyone else it had been a long two years for us as well. My name is Ellie. Between home schooling, work at home, and all the restrictions, our eight year old daughter was thrilled when we told her she could go to Orlando with her grandparents for two weeks during summer break. Being truthful, we were ready for a break from her. She is adorable and well behaved but as you all know, being stuck in the house for two years has frazzled everyone.
Friday we packed her up and sent her with her grandparents. We said our goodbyes and then headed into the house. We looked at each other with elation.
"Oh my god," I said. "We're alone"
My husband Dan laughed, "maybe life will finally get back to normal."
"I don't think I even know what normal is anymore," I replied.
"We'll, we're alone," Dan commented looking around.
"That we are," I replied.
"Well, what should we do?" He asked teasingly.
"Hmmm, got me," I teased back.
"Race ya," he laughed and sped off to the bedroom.
Not to be beat I grabbed him by the waist of his shorts and pulled back. You could hear the elastic waistband rip as he lunged forward and I pulled.
"Hey," he laughed, while I ran ahead of him and he tried to keep his shorts from falling down.
I launched myself on the bed. Fully clothed I spread out my arms and legs to cover as much bed as possible.
He entered the bedroom and scoffed. Then he knelt on the bottom edge of the bed and crawled up over me. When he reached my face he gave me a short kiss.
"I love you," he said.
I wrapped my arms around his neck put my mouth to his ear and said as sexy as I could, "I haven't shaved my legs."
He laughed. It wasn't really too bad as I had shaved them two days ago, but it was funny at the time.
He knelt up on the bed and pulled his shirt off.
"Well," he laughed. "Maybe I'll have to punish you."
"Punish me? Punish me?" I hooted. He had never punished me. It was just something he said sometimes as a joke. I briefly wondered what he might really do if he were to punish me.
He moved off me and started to pull my yoga pants down. I lifted my hips to help him. He climbed between my legs and lowered his face to start kissing me. I felt him reach down to guide his cock into me. He entered me and slowly started thrusting.
I remember it felt good. We usually made love in this position, loving, and tenderly. We'd tried other positions, me on top, doggy style, I admit I liked them, but Dan always seemed to gravitate back to nice, steady, missionary. I did find it exciting doing it in the middle of the day, I couldn't remember a time we did it during the day. Sometimes, when I was alone during the day, I read or watched porn. I'm pretty sure Dan would have been shocked by what I read. I loved reading about women being complete sluts. Being used forcefully. I laughed if Dan only knew.
After sex we fell back into our routine. Our, during Covid, routine. Here we were without kids, could do anything and we were sitting around the house in sweats. On Monday I'd had enough. "Let's do something wild," I said.
"Wild?" asked Dan. "How wild?"
"I don't know, maybe take a trip," I suggested.
"Where would we go?" he asked.
I was kind of hoping that he would come up with something and take control, but I guessed not.
We were in southern CA. I thought about all the places we could go, and then it hit me. "Let's go to Vegas," I suggested.
"Vegas?" he looked surprised.
I didn't blame him. We lived a pretty sedate lifestyle. College sweethearts. He was a year ahead of me. We didn't do frat parties, didn't really travel. We were married when I was 23. I was now 33. Neither of us had ever been to Vegas.
"Sure, it's driving distance, we don't have to gamble, we can check out the sights and maybe see a show or two," I explained. " after all, shouldn't we go once in our lives," I reasoned.
"Do you think we could get a hotel at this late date?" he worried.
"Probably," I answered. "After all, most parents have their kids home this week."
"Ok, Vegas it is," he agreed. He didn't sound convinced.
I immediately started researching. Obviously we wanted to be on the strip, but what hotel catered to people our age?
Well it seemed we were the prime age for Vegas so the question was what were we looking for in a hotel. For fun I searched 'best party hotel in Vegas' just for fun. Wow, sticker shock, but I figured we hadn't spent anything during Covid so what the hell.
I settled on the Cosmopolitan. There were pools, a club, restaurants, bars, we'd never have to leave except for a show. Sounded fun.
Next I wondered what to wear. Thank god for the internet, I would not have brought the right clothes.
I told Dan the plans and told him we had to go shopping. I love shopping even though I haven't really bought anything but mom clothes for a while. Lucky for me through hard work, especially through Covid, I kept my figure. At 5'3" and 105lbs pretty much everything looked good on me.
Dan was not an avid shopper, but he knew I liked it so he didn't mind going with me. Truthfully he had an eye for what looked good on me and what didn't. He typically liked me in dresses and skirts and would often help me pick out clothes before the pandemic hit.
He also kept in shape and liked to dress up. Secretly I think he was looking forward to upgrading his wardrobe also.
First we hit the stores for me looking for cocktail wear for evenings and something for day wear. I was looking for a few dresses. Something I would never normally wear. Something to really surprise Dan. Something a bit sexier than the suburban housewife would wear.
There was a little boutique downtown I thought would be perfect. We headed there. As we walked in, a very pretty clerk, somewhere in her mid twenties, offered to help us. I told her where I was going and what I was looking for.
"I think I have some things that will be perfect for you," she said.
She started with evening wear. First was an above the knee sheath dress. On the side it had a slit that rose almost to my hip. The dress hugged and accentuate every curve I had. That also meant my underwear was plainly visible through the dress. I went ito the dressing room and removed my bra, better but still panty lines.
"I would suggest you wear a g-string with that," suggested the clerk.
"I'm a mom," I laughed. "I don't own a g-string."
She brought over a little black piece of material.
"This is underwear?" I asked. I mean, I was young enough that I'd worn thongs and tiny panties, but these weren't even that. With Covid I usually wore sweats or yoga pants around the house and barely bothered with underwear. I held it up and showed it to Dan.
"Works for me," he said.
She looked around the store, then grabbed the hem of her skirt and pulled it up to her waist. It was clearly underwear. I looked at the shocked look on Dan's face, laughed and said ok.
Then Dan saw a dress he liked. It was a short red dress with a plunging neckline, practically no back, and a bold gold zipper in the back that was about the length of my ass. I tried it on. It was really flattering and really something I would never wear around my other school moms. It was perfect. Again, no bra. I thought about shoes and realized I had the heels I needed.
Then I needed some daytime dresses. Something light sundressy. I bought three dresses. They were short, flirty, and dangerous on a windy day, but I looked good in them.
I was hoping we'd get to one of the pool parties I read about so I needed a bathing suit. The young sales girl led me to a little red thong with gold chain on the sides and holding the cups together. I held it up and looked at Dan.
"What do you think?" I asked.
"Get it babe, everyone will be jealous of me," he replied. "They'll wonder what such a hot chick was doing with a guy like me."
"You won't mind all those men staring at my ass?" I asked.
"Hell no," he replied. "That ass was meant for showing off."
The reality was that Dan is no slouch in the looks department and we look like we belong together.
Having bought stuff for me, we needed to get Dan clothes. Unfortunately in our suburban town there were no men's boutiques. We figured the next day we'd go a little closer to the city and find something.
We looked online and found a great menswear store about twenty minutes away. The store was perfect and had everything Dan needed. We were going to be one stylish as hell couple in Vegas. On the way home we laughed at how much we'd spent and hadn't even left California yet.
We left Friday morning and timed it to arrive just around check in. Our plan was to stay Friday and Saturday night, return Sunday.
The hotel was beautiful, noisy but beautiful. I don't think I was really prepared for the amount of activity in the casino. I was kind of overwhelmed but excited, I could feel the fun vibe.
We got in line to check in. There was a group of men in front of us. From the look of them, five friends all around our age. One turned and saw me, a pretty woman, standing behind him and said hi. We chatted for a minute and as we did his friends started to notice me as well. In a minute I was engaged in conversation with five men. In no time I found out they were five friends from outside of Charlotte. They were there for the weekend celebrating two of the friends' 30th birthdays.
We chatted till it was our turns to check in. Check in went fine and after we checked in we went to the ticket counter and bought tickets to the 9 pm show at the hotel. With that done we headed for the elevator.
"Hold the elevator please," I heard
I looked and the five guys were heading towards us. We all got in the elevator.
"15 please," one of them said.
"Oh, same floor as us," I replied.
We began our conversation again. They were also there till Sunday. All single and looking to have fun. We reached our floor and headed our separate ways.
"Well, they seemed to like you," said Dan.
"Oh, they were just being polite," I replied.
Dan laughed. "Oh I'm sure they'd like to be more than polite," he teased.
I lightly pushed him and gave him a fun look.
"Oh? Jealous are you?" I teased back.
"Nah," he replied. "I have impure thoughts about you all the time."
I laughed, but I couldn't help wondering what impure thoughts the men may have had.
We got to the room and unpacked.
"So, what do you want to do first?" Dan asked.
"Well," I started tentatively. "It's hot out and there's music and dancing by the pool. Do you want to go check it out?"
"Will you wear the red bathing suit?" he asked.
"It's the only one I brought," I replied with a grin.
"Then let's go," he said.
We put on our bathing suits. I threw on a short somewhat translucent cover up and some wedges.. You could clearly see the barely there red bathing suit through the cover up. I looked in the mirror.
"I look good," I joked.
"You look damn good," said Dan
The compliment made me feel good.
"Let's go," I said.
We headed to the pool. From what I read, the pool at the Cosmopolitan had one of the best daytime parties in Vegas. As we reached the pool there was a line to get in. We looked at each other, shrugged our shoulders and got in line. We were there about five minutes when the guys we met earlier walked by. They recognized us and stopped to say hi.
One of the guys looked at the line and said, "we've got a daybed reserved, with bottle service. Why don't you join us instead of waiting in line?.
"Oh, we wouldn't want to impose," I replied.
"Not an imposition at all," he said. "We got one for extra people." And then he added, "besides, having a sexy woman in the group acting as wingman helps attract others."
"Well, I don't know about sexy," I said. "But I'll do what I can."
I looked at Dan for approval. Dan smiled at me, "lead on sexy wingman," he said.
We headed to the front of the line. The doorman checked his clipboard and then called someone over to escort us to our table. The guys told us that the rule for table service was that you had to buy at least what the table costs. If you do that then the table is free. The table was set with mixers bottles and snacks. We also had an assigned waitress and security making sure no one took our spot. We asked if we could chip in.
One of the guys laughed and said, "if you're a good wingman then it's all worth it."
"I'll try," I offered.
I went to remove my cover up and lotion up. As I started to put lotion on one of the guys said, "need help with that?"
I laughed and said, "thank you, but I think Dan can manage." I handed the lotion to Dan.
"Lucky Dan," one of the men said.
Conversation flowed easily. I was starting to get comfortable with the guys names. Allen, Dave, John, Bill, Adam. I'd describe them all but you'd never remember. Suffice to say they were all on the attractive side and I noticed some of the women by the pool checking them out.
I saw two women who had been looking our way sit down on the edge of the pool. They were both in their mid twenties and wearing bathing suits skimpier than mine, if that was possible. Remembering my wingman role, I got up, walked to the pool, and sat down about two feet from them.
They are talking about their flight and what they might do that night. I chimed in and said we were thinking of seeing a show. They turned to me and we struck up a conversation.
"Eventually one said, "well we're going to go get drinks."
"They're so expensive," sighed the other one.
That was my in. "Why don't you join us. We have bottle service at the table. I'm sure the guys won't mind."
The girls looked at the guys, then at each other. "Sure," they said.
I walked them to the table and made introductions. Their names were Kim and Suzy. The guys poured them drinks and it wasn't long before everyone was drinking and talking easily.
It didn't take long till Suzy stood up and started swaying to the music.
"Let's dance," I said to Dan.
Dan got up and started to dance with me. One of the guys got up and joined Suzy. Kim got up and started dancing too. It wasn't long before we were all dancing.
Two girls came walking by the table with empty glasses. I stopped them and offered to fill them up. They stopped and joined our dancing group. I was pretty proud of my wingman skills.
Alcohol, conversation, and dancing went fast. Eventually it was about 5pm and I was getting tired. I looked and realized that Dan had stopped dancing a while ago and was sitting down with his eyes closed.
I woke Dan and said, "it's 5 o'clock. Let's go to the room and nap so we can make the show tonight."
Dan nodded his head and got up. We started saying our goodbyes as we did one of the guys suggested we exchange numbers. "In case you want to join us here tomorrow again. You can skip the line."
I said thank you and we headed out. In truth, all the wine music and dancing had kinda got my motor running and I was looking forward to a little romantic fun when we got to our room.
We got back to the room. Dan stripped off his trunks and lay down on the bed.
"I'm going to take a shower and then I'll be right back," I said in my most seductive voice possible."
I hopped in the shower and washed the lotion and sun grime off. I stepped out and dried myself off. As I stepped out of the bathroom I saw Dan asleep on the bed.
"Dan," I said quietly. "Dan?"
He was dead to the world. It was obvious I wasn't getting any now. I set an alarm, laid down next to him, and fell asleep.
We slept a few hours. When our alarm went off we got ready for the show. I put on my black sheath. It was pretty obvious I had no underwear on. I liked the feeling of feeling naked except for the little g-string. As we walked to the theater I got more than my share of looks. Considering the eye candy in Vegas I was pretty flattered and feeling good about myself.
On the way to the show we saw two of the guys at a blackjack table. We stopped to say hi and then headed on.
The show was great. Funny, sexy, and a spectacle. We were having a blast. The show ended at about 11 and we headed out of the theatre to get a drink. As we walked through the casino we saw the line for the night club.
"Glad we're not in that line," Dan commented.
I looked over and was kind of disappointed. I would have liked to go dancing.
"Let's call the guys," I suggested. "Maybe they're in there and can get us in."
I could tell that Dan wasn't thrilled with the idea. I think he was still hungover a bit from the sun and afternoon drinks but he saw the look on my face and shrugged his shoulders.
I called the number.
"Hi Ellie, what's up?" Allen answered.
"Well, we were just walking by the line for the club and were wondering if you were inside and could get us in," I said.
"We're not inside, but it so happens we're on our way. We have a table reserved and being such a good wingman we'd love to have you as our guests," he replied.
"Oh cool," I gushed. "We'll see you soon then?"
"Yep, just give us a few minutes," he said.
As we waited we saw two of the girls from this afternoon. They were standing in line. They saw us and waved. We went over and chatted a bit.
Dave, John, and Bill showed up. They explained the other two were playing craps and would be along shortly. We reintroduced them to the girls. Not like they'd forgotten.
I suggested to the guys that the girls accompany us into the club. They agreed and we all made our way to the doorman.
We were shown our table and immediately ordered drinks. The atmosphere was electric, lights, sounds, even when I was a kid I hadn't been in a club like this. I just wanted to dance.
I grabbed Dan and moved to the dance floor. I was having fun. We headed back to the table. Dan sat down, but I stood and kept bopping a bit to the music. Dave watched me and then asked Dan if he could dance with me.
Dan looked at me, could see I still wanted to dance and said, "have fun."
Dave and I headed to the dance floor. Dave wasn't a great dancer but I didn't care. I was having fun. I pulled out my most seductive moves. I shook my tits at him or my ass. I was feeling sexy and fun. Every once in a while I'd look at Dan. He seemed in conversation with John and Bill and not even noticing me.
That kind of annoyed me and made me increase my effort to be sexy. I started backing into Dave and shaking my ass, or moving up to him like I was going to kiss him and pull away when he reached for me. At one point I let him put his hands on my hips, From the way his fingers moved I could tell he'd discovered I was wearing a g-string.
Allen and Adam showed up and joined us. Adam saw me dancing and asked Dan if he minded if he danced with me. Dan said no and the guys started taking turns dancing with me. They also danced with the other two girls.
At some point one of the guys said something about, "taking turns with me."
I laughed. "I'm sure you guys could share very nicely," I cooed, putting in a lot of innuendo.
Everyone laughed.
We danced till 2. By that time Dan was exhausted and wanted to head to the room. I was feeling, well, like I wanted to get fucked and couldn't wait to get Dan to the room. As we left the guys suggested we join them at the pool again the next day. I agreed, Dan didn't answer.



We got back to the room and I excused myself to go to the bathroom. While in there I pulled on a very skimpy piece of lingerie I bought just to surprise him. I exited the bathroom and to my disappointment Dan was fast asleep on the bed.
I woke before Dan. I decided to explore the shops. I left Dan a note and headed out. I ran into Allen while walking through the casino.
"Good morning," he greeted me. "What are you up to?"
"Dan's still sleeping. I figured I'd check out the shops," I told him.
"Well it seems my friends are sleeping also," he replied. "Mind if I join you?"
I didn't mind at all and we headed to the shops. We were enjoying ourselves when I noticed a swimwear shop.
"Let's go in here," I said.
Allen didn't care and we headed in.
We looked around and at one point Allen held up a very skimpy g-string bikini.
"How about this," he said.
I laughed, "well they only let you try on swimsuits over your underwear, otherwise I'd model it for you."
"I can fix that," he laughed. He spoke to the clerk, handed me the suit and said, "all set."
"What'd you do?" I asked.
"I bought the suit," he replied.
I took it from him and said, "well, I guess in that case you deserve a show."
I took the suit into the dressing room and put it on. It covered, well it covered the bare minimum. I wasn't sure it was even legal.
"Can I wear this to the pool?" I asked.
The sales clerk assured me I could.
"Let's see," coaxed Allen.
I came out of the dressing room. I could see Allen's eyes open wide.
"That looks great on you," said the clerk.
I felt naked in it. In my mind I thought they were right to insist you wear underwear when trying on swimsuits because I was soaking this one.
"You look amazing," said Allen.
"Thanks," I blushed.
Finally after letting Allen gawk at me I said, "ok enough," and went back in the dressing room to change.
We started to leave the store and Allen handed me the bag with the suit in it.
"I can't take this," I told him.
"It's already paid for," he replied. "I can't wear it."
I looked at the suit and took it from him.
We hit a few more shops and I decided I should go check on Dan. We rode the elevator up to our floor.
I thanked Allen for the suit and told him we'd see him at the pool. Then I stopped, turned around, kissed him on the cheek, and said thank you.
As I got to our room Dan was just getting out of the shower.
"Buy anything good?" He asked.
"Just a bathing suit," I responded. I left out that Allen bought it for me.
It was past noon and I was ready to go to the pool. I don't think Dan was as on board with the idea but he agreed. I put on my new bathing suit with a cover up that kind of hid it.
We headed to the pool. When we got there I called the boys again. Allen came and got us. He noticed the cover up, gave me a curious look, and led us to where the guys were.
We all said our good mornings and then all eyes were on me as I started to remove my cover up. I took it off and laid it on the day bed. All eyes were on me. I looked at Dan. His jaw was wide open.
"Come on guys, there are lots of girls in bathing suits here," I pointed out.
It was true. Some even topless.
"True," Bill said, "but you still look amazing."
"I thanked him and picked up the sun tan lotion. Dan reached for it to do my back.
I pulled it back. "I don't know," I said. "You kind of fell asleep and left me hanging last night."
The guys all looked at Dan. He kind of blinked.
"I handed the lotion to Allen and said, "you wouldn't leave a girl hanging, would you?"
"Never," he laughed and took the bottle from me.
I lay down on the daybed on my stomach. Allen started to do my back. When he got to my naked ass he hesitated. I wiggled my ass and said, "don't let a girl burn."
He started applying lotion to my ass. It felt good, without thinking I spread my legs a bit so he could do my thighs. His hand brushed my pussy and I let out a soft involuntary sigh. I then reached back and undid the strings holding my top on. Allen finished up my back.
Then I sat up leaving my top on the bed. I think I shocked everyone, but I'd seen several topless women on my way in and thought why not. I took the lotion from Allen and rubbed it on my tits.
Just then two of the girls from the other day saw us and came over. I'm sure they were hoping for more free drinks. They saw me topless, looked at each other, shrugged, and took off their tops. I handed them the lotion and the rubbed it into their tits.
With the drinks flowing and the music pulsing we danced. I was having a great time. The guys were pouring drinks for any woman who took off their top. With free drinks for women, and topless girls dancing all around us, we became the center of our own little party. I was having a blast. The afternoon flew by. About 6 Dan was ready to go. I reluctantly said goodbye and we headed to the room. As we were leaving the guys told us they'd be at the club again tonight.
When we got to the room Dan laid down as I took a shower. Again he was sleeping when I got out.
We slept till about sundown. I wanted to go out and see the fountains at night and do the Fremont street experience. I pulled on my red dress and a pair of heels and we headed out. I was feeling frisky. I left the underwear in the room. Anyone going up an escalator behind me was going to get a show.
Dan and I had a great time exploring Vegas. We talked, laughed, held hands, and had fun. We had a few drinks along the way. We saw Fremont street at midnight and then headed back to our hotel. I called the guys as we got there. They said they were in the club and would meet us at the door.
As we got out of the cab I kissed Dan and said, "you better not fall asleep tonight. I want to get fucked on this trip."
He laughed and said, "all right."
The guys got us in the club and we got to the table. I got more than a few compliments on my dress and did a few turns to show it off. The music was pulsing, alcohol flowing, people dancing. The guys again were buying drinks for women. Many remembered them from the pool. We were soon surrounded with our own little dancing crowd.
Dan danced some and drank some, but the other guys were up and dancing the entire time. They had roving hands and I'm sure at some point they all knew I wasn't wearing panties.
At one point I looked and Dan was asleep. I got worried and checked on him. He was fine but obviously had too much to drink.
I told the guys we had to go and tried to wake Dan. He semi woke up but there was no way I was getting him to our room. The guys offered to help.
I took them up on it and together we got a semi conscious Dan up to our room. We sat Dan in a chair and I thanked the guys for their help. Then I turned to Dan, and put my hands on his shoulders. I put my face in front of his.
"Dammit Dan," I said. "I told you I wanted to get fucked tonight."
I really wasn't thinking about what I said, but as I said it I felt a hand on my waist. For some reason I didn't move. I took a deep breath and didn't even turn to see who it was.
Since I didn't move the hand must have figured it was ok. I was confused, I was staring my husband in the face, someone had his hand on my hip and I wasn't moving.
The hand stayed on my hip. I felt the other hand go to the zipper of my dress. I still didn't move. I felt the zipper getting undone. Slowly. I wasn't wearing anything under the dress. I knew my ass was coming into view. I still didn't move.
The dress fell open. There I was, bent over my husband, hands on his shoulders face in front of his my ass and pussy totally exposed to the five men in my room.
I lightly shook Dan. "Dan, Dan," I said. "I really want to get fucked."
Dan opened his eyes, looked at me, smiled, and said, "OK."
I wasn't sure Dan understood but I still didn't move. I felt both hands rubbing my ass.
"Mmmmmm," I Moaned.
One hand moved to my pussy. I felt experienced fingers start to play with my very wet pussy and clit. I let out a sigh.
"Ohhhhhh,"
I just kept staring at Dan's face. I couldn't stop looking at him.
"Oh my god Dan," I moaned.
I started moving my hips in response to the fingers in my pussy.
"So good," I moaned.
"My turn," I heard.
I felt the fingers pull out of my pussy and another set enter.
I let out a soft, "oh fuck."
The fingers left my pussy and I let out a small whimper of disappointment. Then I felt something against my pussy. I realized it was a cock and I was about to get fucked.
"Yes," I whispered.
"What?" Asked one of the guys.
I knew what he wanted.
"Yes, yes, yes," I exclaimed, "anything yes."
With that I felt the cock thrust into me to the hilt filling me up, thrusting me towards Dan.
"Fuck yes," I grunted.
The cock started thrusting in and out of me.
"Yes, oh fuck, yes," I practically screamed with every thrust.
One more time I tried to wake Dan. I shook him. His eyes opened again. "Dan, Dan, your wife is being a slut. I'm getting fucked. It feels so good."
"Good for you," he slurred.
That was it. I let go to the feeling. "Fuck this. Fuck me," I Almost spit out.
The hands grabbed my hips tighter and started thrusting in me harder and faster. I thought of the porn I had read and watched, slut women being fucked by multiple guys. I continued to grunt with every thrust.
"Yes," I cried into Dans face. "Fuck me. Fuck my pussy. Fuck me"
I felt the cock inside me pull out. I stood up and let the rest of my dress fall off my arms onto Dan's lap. I turned around and was looking into Allen's eyes. He was still dressed with his cock sticking out. It was glistening with my juices.
The other guys were all looking at me.
I smiled. "Well guys, it looks like I am going to get fucked tonight."
I dropped to my knees and took Allen's cock in my hand and guided it to my mouth. I could taste the mixture of my juices and his precum as I sucked him. The other guys just watched.
I took my mouth off of Allen's cock and looked around.
"C'mon guys. If im going to be a slut, im going to be a slut. What happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas."
The guys started undressing. I went back to sucking cock.
"You're good at this," he said.
"I expect to get well fucked in return," I laughed.
Another cock appeared by my face. It was Adam. I took his cock in my hand, turned my head and started sucking him. After a few seconds I returned to Allen's cock. I started going back and forth between them. I could feel my pussy dripping. I was loving it.
I heard a moan behind me. I turned to look, Dan's eyes were semi open and he was kind of looking at me.
"I love you," I said "I told you I wanted to get fucked," and I turned back to sucking cock.
I stopped sucking cock and stood up. "Who's first," I said.
I laid down on the bed. Bill climbed on top of me and shoved his cock in me.
"Oh what," I laughed. "You think I'm such a slut you can just stick your hard cock in my cunt without at least saying hi to me?"
He laughed. "hi," he said.
I put my head back and started grunting with each thrust.
"That's it, fuck me, show me what a slut I am. Fuck my cunt, fuck me."
I felt movement by my head. Dave had climbed on the bed and brought his cock to my face. I took it in my hand and guided it to my mouth. He started to thrust into my mouth as Bill fucked my pussy.
I'm no deep throat queen but between my hands and mouth I thought I was doing a good job. I got a rhythm down between Bill's cock in my pussy and Dave in my mouth. I looked and John and Adam were stroking their cocks.
I pulled off Dave's cock.
"Don't waste that cum," I said to John and Adam. "I want it all."
Dave thrust back in my mouth and started fucking my mouth again.
"Flip her over," said Bill.
They both pulled out of me and positioned me on my hands and knees. With my ass in the air Bill thrust back into me. I reached out and grabbed Dave's cock and started sucking it again. I kept making grunting noises around Dave's cock with each thrust of Bill's.
"Fuck, I'm going to cum," said Bill.
"Christ yes. Give me that cum. Fill my pussy. Give it to me"
Bill thrust one more time and I felt his cock pulse and shoot his cum into my pussy. As he filled me up I had my first orgasm.
"Oh fuck yes, give it to me," I cried.
Bill's cock slid out of me and I felt some of his cum spill out with it. I thought of cleaning up somehow but another cock immediately entered me. I looked and it was John.
"Fuck yes John. Fuck my cum filled pussy. That's it. Fuck me, fuck me," I grunted as he started thrusting into me.
"I'm going to cum," said Dave.
He started to pull out of my mouth. Using my hands and lips I held his cock in my mouth. Hot jets of cum started to fill my mouth as John continued to fuck me. I was trying not to moan and to swallow at the same time. I lost control of Dave's cock and the last blasts of cum hit me in the face and on my tits.
"Mmmmmm," I purred. As the cum hit my face I started to cum.
"Oh fuck, yes, I'm cumming, yes, give me that cum," I cried.
After my orgasm I used my fingers to scoop up the cum on my face and suck them clean. I used my other hand to rub the cum into my tits.
Adam took Dave's place.
John's cock continued to fuck me.
"Oh fuck I'm going to cum," he exclaimed.
I felt him thrust one more time as a second load of cum filled my pussy.
I looked at Dan. His eyes were still open and he was looking at me.
For some reason that triggered another orgasm.
"Fuck Dan, I'm cumming," I hissed. "Your slut wife is cumming with two loads of cum in her cunt."
I saw Dan's hands fondle the material of my red dress still in his lap.
As John's cock slid out of me I could feel the cum ooze out of me and down my leg. I didn't have much time to think about it as Allen's cock was shoved in my pussy. As he did Adam pulled his cock out of my mouth and started jacking off.
"Take this load, slut," he said as he jacked off in front of my face.
"Yes," I hissed. "Give it to me. "Cum in my face, cum in my hair, make me your cumslut. Give me that load."
Hot cum squirted in my face and hair. I opened my mouth and caught some of it on my tongue.
"Mmmmmm,," I purred.
All of a sudden Allen pulled his cock out of me. He stuck his fingers in me and then using his cum covered fingers started fingering my ass. No one had ever done that before. I moaned.
"Oh my god," I said. "No one's ever played with my ass before."
"Well then enjoy getting it fucked while becoming a three holed slut," he replied.
I felt his cock at my opening. He felt so big.
"Relax," he said.
I tried to relax, I could feel his cock pushing against me and my ass start to spread. I felt the tip of his cock inside me. I took a deep breath. I knew the worst part was over. He started slowly thrusting inside my ass. With each thrust he went deeper and deeper. Finally I knew I had his whole cock in my ass.
"Oh my god," I moaned. "That feels so good." As he slowly started fucking my ass.
I looked back at Dan one more time. His eyes were open and he was clutching my dress.
"Dan, look at me, I'm now a three holed cum slut. Your wife has taken a cock in each hole."
He just watched. I didn't care.
"That's it Allen fuck my ass. Fill it with cum. I want cum dripping out of all my holes. Somebody fill my mouth," I ordered
I didn't have to wait. Bills cock was hard again and he started fucking my mouth. This time more aggressively.
"That's it slut. Suck my cock. Suck it," he said as he fucked my mouth.
"I've got an idea," said Dave. He said something to Allen I did not hear.
Allen pulled his cock out of my ass. I moaned.
Dave laid on the bed beside me and pulled me so I was straddling his cock. He easily slid into my cum filled hole. Allen grabbed my ass. I realized what he was going to do. Once again I relaxed. I felt his cock pressing against my hole, also pressing against Dave's cock. I held my breath. Slowly he slid inside me. When he was all the way in I let out a deep breath.
"Oh my fucking god," I whispered. I had never felt so full.
Dave and Allen started getting a rhythm. I looked at Bill and smiled. He stuck his cock back in my mouth.
This time I felt the orgasm starting deep inside me. I started keening around the cock in my mouth. My ass felt like it was starting to spasm around the cock in it. The orgasm washed over me. I collapsed on top of Dave. Allen's cock slid out of me but started spurting cum all over my ass and back.
Bill groaned and filled my mouth with another load of cum. I swallowed as fast as I could but most of it just dripped down my chin.
Dave quickly flipped me over on my back. He pulled out of me and jacked off his load hitting me on the tits, face and belly. I felt covered in cum.
I lay there on my back, eyes closed just trying to catch my breath. I felt someone climb on the bed between my legs. The cock slid right into my messy cunt. I opened my eyes to see who was fucking me. There was my husband, on top of me thrusting away in my messy pussy.
"Oh baby." I moaned. "You feel so good. Do you like fucking your wifes messy cunt? Do you like seeing me covered in cum? Do you like knowing your wife is now a three holed cumslut?"
I saw his face contort. I recognized his O face.
"That's it baby. Fill me up. Give me load number three." I barely felt the cum but I could feel his cock pulse as he unloaded inside me.
"I love you," he said.
"Who's next," I replied.
===================================
Thank you for reading my story. Don't forget to rate it and leave a comment if you like.
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"Haley, you almost ready?" My husband called from downstairs. "The party starts in 30 minutes."
I smiled to myself. He's so cute, can't stand not being on time, but this was a house party. No one shows up on time. I can't tell you how many times we were the first to show up. It was actually a little embarrassing. People would tease us about it. All in good fun, but still.
I was taking my time getting dressed. After all, this was a Halloween party. How often do you get to play dress up? I was trying to remember the last time we went to a Halloween party. It was the year before the pandemic. Had it really been three years? Wow.
I was excited, not only because it was a Halloween party but, we'd recently moved away, and we hadn't seen some of these friends in ages. We now lived in a more rural area about 20 minutes away. I'd always wanted a big house in the country, and that's what I had.
I looked at myself in the mirror. The theme this year was 'naughty witches and warlocks'. It made me laugh. Why was Halloween an excuse to 'slut it up'. Not that I was complaining. At 40 years old I still kept myself in pretty good shape. The kids did a little damage but, at 5'3" 120lbs, mid-length red hair, I could still turn heads.
I had on a long sleeve short black dress. The dress had black taffeta as a skirt and a zipper down the back. The dress came just below my ass. I was wearing black and orange thigh-high stockings and black heels. My witch's hat was downstairs. I went a little heavy on the makeup. I don't know why, but I assumed witches tarted themselves up. The dress was low cut and you could see the lace of my C cup push-up bra and a great deal of cleavage. I opted for black full coverage panties. After all, the dress was pretty damn short.
One final twirl and I headed downstairs to my husband.
As I walked down the stairs I saw Jim's, my husband, face light up. Truthfully, he always liked it when I showed a little skin. It was something we played during our alone time, I mean, I'd always, let's say, dress to impress when we were away on vacation or something. Jim enjoyed it when other men checked me out. Truthfully I enjoyed it too, so a dress a bit short, or a thong bikini in the tropics were kind of fun.
When alone, the play went further. Jim loved the idea of showing me off. In our fantasies, he would undress me in front of a group of men, or some stranger would undress me. There were lots of iterations, all of them leaving me naked with a group of men, who then, umm, had their way with me? This play turned me on as much as Jim. It was all in fun, so why not go with it.
As I walked down the stairs I checked Jim out. Dressed as a warlock in a dated tux with a gold medallion. I had to admit at 6' 180lbs he had a slight dad bod, but he still did it for me.
He smiled at me, looked me up and down, and then in a laughing way said, "No thong?"
I laughed. "I'm not showing enough skin?
"No such thing as enough," he retorted.
I thought for a moment. What the hell, I'd worn short dresses before. Maybe not this short, but I could be careful.
"Fine," I snorted.
I put my hands up under my dress, hooked my hands in my panties, shimmied them down my hips, and stepped out of them. I handed them to him.
"Happy?" I asked. As I turned to head upstairs to put on a thong.
"It looks perfect to me," he smirked.
"Oh?" I snorted. "You'd like me to go like this, wouldn't you?"
"Ummm,..... yes?" He said kind of shyly.
My mind clicked and I felt a little chill as my inner vixen kicked in. "What the hell, let's go," I heard myself saying.
Jim looked at the panties in his hand. He threw them over his shoulder and with a surprised look on his face said, "ok, let's go."
We hopped in the car. I could feel the seat against my naked ass. The dress slid up almost to my pussy. I started to feel a little self-conscious, but also a little thrill. The thought of being exposed was causing a little heat between my legs.
As we headed down the road Jim put his hand on my thigh between the top of my stockings and the hem of my dress. The touch sent a little spark through my body.
I put my hand on top of his. I enjoyed the way it felt. The road to town was a long country road. It was dark, but easy to drive. I got a dirty thought. I took my other hand and pulled my dress up exposing my neatly trimmed pussy.
"I like where this is going," he said.
I held his hand and guided it to my pussy. He could feel my wetness. So could I. Jim knows just how to touch me. I kept thinking that soon I was going to be in a room full of people, no panties, and dripping wet. For some reason, the thought made me wetter. I started grinding against his hand. I could feel the heat rising inside of me.
Jim took his fingers out of my pussy. He moved his hand on top of mine and guided my hand back to my pussy. I could feel how wet I was. With his hand on top of mine, I started frantically rubbing my clit. I wondered what would happen if someone saw me. I moaned.
"Tell me what you're thinking right now," he said in a breathy voice.
"I'm being watched," I blurted out
"Fuck yes," he said.
That was it for me. I took my other hand and placed it on top of his. I pushed our hands into my pussy. "Oh my god, oh fuck," I moaned as I came.
My head flopped back in the seat. I caught my breath. "Well, that was interesting," I sighed.
"But very hot," he replied.
"I blushed, "umm...yeah, I guess it was."
Jim took my hand and licked my fingers clean. I giggled.
We drove on. Ahead of us there was a light. 'That's odd' I thought.
At the same time, Jim said, "I wonder what that light is?"
It was odd. The road to town was pretty empty. There were no houses along the stretch we were on. The only thing there was an old worn down bar. It had been closed for years and was starting to show its emptiness and was falling apart.
All of a sudden our car sputtered. All the dash lights went a little wonky and then the check engine light came on. We looked at each other but kept driving. The light ahead got brighter as we got closer. As we got there the bar seemed to be open. The lights were on and there was music playing. We looked at each other.
"They must of fixed up the place," said Jim.
"I guess," I agreed. I couldn't quite wrap my head around it. I'd driven this way and did not see any work being done but it was obviously done.
Just as we started to drive by, the car died. We coasted into the empty parking lot. I thought it odd that the bar seemed busy but there were no cars. As we came to a stop Jim said, "I'll call roadside assistance."
Jim pulled out his phone. "Dammit, no service."
"Really?" I asked. "I've always had full service here."
I pulled out my phone and checked. I also had no service.
"How odd," I mused.
"Well," suggested Jim. "Why don't we go inside and see if they'll let us call from their phone? We can have a drink while we wait for a tow truck."
"Doesn't seem like we have much choice," I said, trying to sound reassuring.
We got out of the car. As I stepped out I felt the cool air on my pussy. It felt oddly exhilarating.
As we walked up to the door the music got louder. You could hear the murmur of voices from inside. The place sounded busy.
We opened the door and stepped in. The place was packed with people and as we walked in they all stopped talking. Everyone seemed to be in costume. They turned and looked at us.
"Ummm...," started Jim. "Our car broke down and we have no cell service. Can we use your phone?"
After a pause that seemed endless, a man dressed in what looked like a vampire costume stepped forward.
"Good evening," he said in that movie vampire voice.
We looked at each other.
He laughed. "Just joking," he said in a normal voice. Then, "I'm sorry the phone isn't working."
"Maybe someone could give us a ride to town?" Jim asked. I thought about the empty parking lot.
The man looked at us quizzically, "ride?" Then he looked out the door into the parking lot.. "oh ride," he said as if in thought. "Oh! Ride!. I'm sorry we came by, um.. bus.. yes.. umm... they're coming back to pick us up."
"Oh, thank you," said Jim. "When will it be back?"
"Oh.. umm.. soon. Soon." The man said.
Jim looked at me, "well we can wait in the car," he said.
We saw glances traded around the room.
"Nonsense," said the man, "come in and have a drink. My name is Daniel. Join our party."
"That's very kind of you," I said.
As I said it someone pressed a drink in my hands. It was a cape codder. I took a sip. Cape codder was my favorite drink. It didn't occur to me to ask how they knew. They handed Jim a beer, a blue moon, again, his favorite.
"Come in, come in," said Daniel urging us into the room. The music was still playing. "Come up to the bar, have a seat,"
As we walked through the crowd of people I started to feel claustrophobic. Daniel was introducing people, too many names to remember. The music was kind of drowning out his voice anyways. I looked at the people. They were all in costume, but the costumes were all a bit off. A witch with a demon's tail. A teddy bear with vampire fangs. A tiger with no eyes and a scar on its face. A policewoman with horns.
I noticed the women all seemed gorgeous. They all seemed to be tall and built like, well, well built. All of them were wearing very revealing tight costumes. Everyone was dancing. The lights were low and the music thumping.
A tall redheaded woman dressed like a bunny rabbit came and asked Jim to dance. Well, it was sort of a bunny. She had on a pink thong with a cotton tail, a pink tank top that was cut off and didn't quite cover the bottom of her tits, pink spike heels, and bunny ears. The strange thing was she had makeup on her entire body making her skin and face a deep red and she had horns. Even her eyes had red contacts to make her pupils red with slits like a cat's eyes. I wondered how she did the horns as I couldn't see any joint where they were connected.
"You don't mind if he dances with me," she sort of asked me. "Do you?"
She took Jim by the tie and sort of led him off into the dancing crowd. I tried to watch him but just then Daniel interrupted me.
"I love your costume," he said.
"Thank you," I replied.
He smiled at me. He had a very warm smile that made me feel good. Made me feel safe around him. I started to relax. I'm sure the drink didn't hurt.
Daniel started talking to me. He asked me about where we were going, and I told him about the party and how we came to be where we were.
"Well, aren't we lucky," he smiled. "Now you get to join our party."
Our conversation flowed easily and the music kept playing. I felt myself getting comfortable and swaying to the beat.
"Perhaps you'd like to dance?" Asked Daniel.
I kind of wondered where Jim was and looked around.
"I should find Jim," I meekly protested.
"He's right there," Daniel pointed
I looked. There was Jim dancing between two gorgeous women, one was dressed like a slutty version of Dorothy from the wizard of Oz. Except she had a tail and long claw-like fingernails. The other was dressed like a very slutty cheerleader with a large pentagram on her very cut-off jersey.
I watched him dance as Daniel led me to the dance floor. I didn't resist.
Daniel was a great dancer. The floor was crowded and we were forced to dance close to each other. I could feel the music pulsing through my body. I could feel Daniel's closeness.
He smelled good, all leather, oak, and musk. I looked around for Jim. I spotted him through the crowd dancing with two other women.
I felt Daniel's hand on hip as we danced. I was very aware of his touch and I could feel the heat through my dress. It felt good. His hands roamed a bit. Over my hips, touched my ass.
"You're not wearing panties," he whispered in my ear.
His breath was warm against my skin. It was exciting that he discovered my secret. Intoxicating. I couldn't help myself.
"Is that a bad thing?" I said coyly looking into his eyes
His hand went to the hem of my dress, I could feel it on my thigh.
"Not at all," he laughed.
His laugh was intoxicating. His hand slid up under my dress. I should have stopped him but, in that moment, his touch was exciting. I felt his hand caress my ass. I noticed people looking. I realized my hem was partially pulled up and people could see what he was doing. I felt my pussy get wet realizing I was on display like that.
Again, I looked for Jim. I saw him. He was grinding against two different women. I saw him look at me. He then looked down at my ass. He smiled.
I closed my eyes and let Daniel press against me. I felt his breath on my neck. It felt good. Next thing I know a woman was pressed up behind me. She put her arms around my waist. I pushed back against her. Her breath also felt good on my neck. I could feel her breasts pressing against my back.
Her hands left my waist. She reached down and pulled up the hem of my skirt. There I was, sandwiched between Daniel and this strange woman, with the skirt of my dress around my waist, grinding like I was loving it. I was. I felt free, sexual. I felt the heat grow between my legs.
The woman faded into the crowd. As she did, a handsome man with red painted skin and horns took her place. His hands groped my ass as he ground up against it. I knew I should have stopped him, but the music and smells, the heat of his touch, I just kept dancing.
Daniel's hand slid down my belly to my pussy. I parted my legs a bit. His fingers slipped into me. He expertly played with my clit. It was exhilarating. The man behind me moved his hands to my tits. He started fondling them.
I looked around. I noticed there were other women dancing topless. People pressed up against each other, making out, grinding into each other.
The guy behind me started kissing my neck. I sighed. Daniel leaned in and kissed my lips. I kissed back as he continued to expertly play with my pussy. Somehow his shirt was open. I could see his well chiseled chest and abs. My hand went to his chest. The muscles were hard and warm against my fingers.
With his free hand, he took my hand and dragging it down his body led me to his cock. I rubbed it through his pants. Even through the clothes, I could tell it was impressive. I started rubbing it. I became aware of the man behind me grinding his hard cock against my naked ass.
I reached behind me and with my other hand started stroking his cock. I noticed his shirt was off. I marveled at how hard his muscles were.
Next thing I feel is Daniel's hands reaching around me. I still had a hand playing with my pussy. I realized it must be the guy behind me. I didn't care. It felt good and the rhythm was pulsing and the air smelled like a walk in the woods.
Daniel's hands went to the zipper of my dress. I could feel him slowly pulling it down. It seemed to be taking forever. I wanted to stop him. I wanted him to go faster. I felt the fingers in my pussy. The heat was building inside me. I leaned back against the guy behind me, my dress completely unzipped. Daniel leaned in and kissed me. It was a slow passionate kiss. As he pulled away he peeled my dress down over my arms. It now hung, top and bottom, bunched up around my waist.
Daniel kissed me again. I felt the guy behind me unclasp my bra. Without thinking I shrugged my shoulders and let it fall to the floor. He reached around and started playing with my tits, pulling on my nipples. I couldn't help myself, the heat building inside me. An orgasm pulsed through my body. I almost lost my balance. The two men I was sandwiched between held me up.
I looked to the side of me. Two women were dancing. They had their fingers in each other's pussies. Beyond them was a man sandwiched between two women. One was stroking his cock. The other woman was reaching around him playing with the other woman's breasts and nipples. I looked at his cock. It was probably the biggest I'd ever seen.
I then realized that the guy behind me was pressing his naked cock against my ass. Again I realized it too was an impressive size. I pushed back against it.
I looked around for Jim. I couldn't see him. I saw a woman on her knees sucking a man's cock. Again I noticed the large size. Did everyone here have a huge cock? I noticed the man had somehow attached a tail and it looked like it was wagging.
I reached down. I realized that Daniel had also released his cock. I wrapped my fingers around it, or tried. They wouldn't reach completely around. I started stroking it.
"Suck it," ordered the man behind me.
As if in a trance I dropped to my knees. I was right, this was the biggest cock I'd ever seen. I kept stroking it and took it in my mouth. I could barely get my lips around the tip. I kept stroking it as I sucked. The guy behind me grabbed my dress and pulled it up and off over my head.
There I was, naked except for my stockings and heels, on my knees sucking the huge cock of a man I just met. The amazing part is how good it felt. I felt slutty, dirty, but I liked it, no, loved it.
Again I looked around me. Two women were in a 69 position eating each other's pussies. A couple was fucking. I could hear her moans through the music. Another man was on his back, a woman riding his cock, while another rode his face. The women were making out passionately. People all around me were still dancing in various states of undress. The music still pulsed.
Daniel gently lowered me to my back. My legs spread seemingly on their own. He knelt down between them. I felt his cock against the entrance to my pussy. Again I thought about his size. I was as wet as could be and if I could take that cock, now would be the time.
"Umphh," I grunted as with one stroke he pushed himself completely inside me.
"Oh fuck," I moaned. I'd never felt so full.
He started taking long slow strokes. Again I felt the heat build up inside me. I looked at his face. His eyes had narrowed to two slits like the eyes of a cat. I briefly wondered why I didn't notice he was wearing contacts before.
"Do you like that?" Daniel whispered.
"Fuck yes," I moaned.
"Tell me," he almost ordered.
"Fuck me," I groaned. "Give me that cock. It feels so good. I feel so full. "Fuck me hard"
Daniel started picking up pace. So did my body.
"Oh my fucking god. Fuck me. Give it to me. Fuck yes, fuck yes," I think I screamed.
Daniel started thrusting harder. I could feel the orgasm build inside me. All of a sudden it washed over me.
"Jesus fucking Christ!" I screamed. "Fuck me. Fuck me."
Daniel started thrusting faster. I started to say something but as I did the other guy stuck his cock in my mouth. Again I marveled at its size. I wrapped my fingers around it as best I could and jerked him as I sucked. As Daniel fucked me I grunted around the cock in my mouth.
Daniel started stroking with more urgency. His body stiffened up. I felt like a volcano of hot cum was filling my pussy. I could feel it squishing out of me and onto my thighs as he continued to thrust. Another orgasm hit me in waves.
Daniel pulled his still hard cock out of me. The other guy immediately took his place. I didn't stop him. I wanted to be treated like a slut.



Daniel stuck his hard cock into my mouth. "Suck it clean," he ordered.
I couldn't get it all in my mouth so I started licking it like a popsicle. The salty taste of my cum mixed with his felt good.
The other guy fucked me hard. My body rocked with each thrust. I was running out of energy. All I could do was moaned as his big cock fucked me. I continued to suck Daniel's cock.
Next thing I know there's a guy standing over us. He's straddling my waist, standing up, jerking his cock. I looked at him and smiled. "Do it," I said. He continued to stroke.
Someone else must have seen him. There was a woman and a man kneeling next to me. She was stroking his cock and it was aimed at me. I focused on sucking cock while I was being fucked.
I felt the guy fucking me stiffen up. Again I could feel a ton of cum flood my body. As it did Daniel came in my mouth. I swallowed as fast as I could but there was so much it dribbled down my cheeks and chin. Simultaneously, the two guys jerking off sprayed their cum all over my body, face and hair. The hot cum hit my skin. I briefly wondered how it all happened at once, but I didn't care. I couldn't concentrate as another powerful orgasm rocked my body.
I looked around. People were in various sexual acts all around me. The room smelled like sex. I briefly wondered where Jim was until another cock was shoved inside me. I looked and had no idea who it was. I didn't have time to think about it as another cock was stuck in my mouth.
As I got fucked all I could do was moan. Then the cock inside me pulled out. He rolled over and pulled me on top of him. He pulled my chest close to his and just held me, his cock inside of me.
I felt something warm and wet on my ass. A finger entered my asshole, then another, then another. I'd never had a cock in my ass. I started to protest, but the guy fucking me kissed me to shut me up.
"Relax," he whispered in my ear.
I felt a cock against my ass.
"Again the guy with his cock inside me said, "relax, shhhh."
I relaxed my body. I felt the cock push into me. Slowly it started to fill me up. Every nerve in my body was on edge with anticipation. Then both men started slowly fucking me. I thought I should fuck back, but truthfully I could barely move. I let their motion take over my body. I don't know how but I came again. Hard. I collapsed on top of the guy with his cock in my pussy.
There was nothing I could do as they fucked me. My body was buzzing. It felt like I was riding a high. I don't remember how long they fucked me but eventually, they both came. I didn't have the energy to cum again. I felt the cum drip out of my pussy and ass.
As the cocks slid out of me I fell onto my back, lying on the floor, trying to catch my breath.
As I lay there Daniel appeared at my head. He reached down, grabbed my legs, pulled them up, and spread them. Cum dripped out my pussy and ass. Then, as Daniel held my legs, a cock slid in me. I looked, it was Jim. He had a huge grin on his face.
That's the last I remember.
I woke up to the daylight shining in the car window. I was sitting in the passenger seat. I blinked my eyes and looked around. Jim was asleep in the driver's seat. The parking lot was still empty. I looked at the bar. There was the dilapidated building I remembered. I felt my phone still in my hands. I looked to see what time it was. As I looked I noticed I had five bars, full service.
I looked at the building again. Did last night happen? Where was everyone? What happened to the building? I sat back to collect my thoughts. As I sat there I realized my whole body was sore. Especially my pussy and ass. My skin felt sweaty and sticky. I felt like I'd been seriously fucked all night long. My nipples were sore.
I woke Jim up. He woke groggily and looked around.
"What the he....," he stammered. He looked at me. "Are you alright?"
I nodded. We sat there in a daze for a moment.
Not knowing what else to say, I said, "I've got full service on my phone."
He looked at him, "Me too."
We both kept looking around, not quite comprehending our circumstances.
He looked at his phone again, "Well I guess I should call roadside assistance."
I thought for a moment, something occurred to me.
"Try the car," I said.
He pushed the start button and it hummed to life like nothing was wrong.
"Well that's good," he said in a confused voice. "Let's head home."
I looked around. "Where's my purse?" I asked.
We both scanned the car. Then we both looked at the dilapidated building. We stared at each other.
"Umm...I'll go look," he finally said.
"No way," I replied. "I'm going with you."
He nodded. We both got out of the car and headed for the door. It was ajar and swung open easily. The dust swirled as the door moved. The room was dark and we stood there for a moment letting our eyes adjust.
As we looked through the darkness our eyes adjusted. There on a dusty bar stool were my purse and bra.
=================
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We were on our way to Monterey. My husband Bill had scheduled a golf weekend at Pebble Beach with his normal golf foursome. Although not interested in golf I could easily spend the weekend shopping in Monterey, Carmel, and Carmel by the sea.
At first my husband was reluctant. He was not sure how his buddies would react to him bringing his wife. He was surprised when they sounded enthusiastic. So we packed the kids off to their grandparents and off we went.
I love his foursome. They are all great guys. Jim and Brian were friends from high school. Bill had kept in touch with them all through college. As they had all grown up in the same town they all settled close by and maintained their friendship. Kip was a friend from a previous job who just fit in well with the group. Bill, Jim, and Brian all picked up golf around the same time. Somewhere in their 30s. Kip had been playing a bit longer. Now around 40 they were pretty evenly matched.
As I said, originally Bill did not want me to go. He was thinking 'guys only weekend.' Jim was married but Brian was going through a divorce and Kip was single. Kip had a kind of reputation as a ladies man and often flirted with me when we were together. I didn't mind. It was all in fun and I may have flirted back a bit. Jim's wife Barbara and I were fairly good friends. The kind that went to dinner together sometimes with our husbands, but rarely texted or hung out on our own.
After a small bit of pouting on my part Bill agreed to ask his friends. He was surprised when they all said yes. After chatting a bit we decided to get an airBnB in Carmel by the sea. With a bit of research I found a great four bedroom place within walking distance of downtown shops and restaurants.
We arrived at the airbnb Friday afternoon. The place was beautiful.up in the hills with huge vistas from the deck. It was very private. You could see neighbor's houses but you could not see in them. The deck was positioned away from the houses.
We looked through the house. Two of the bedrooms had king size beds, two queen size, as the married couple we took one of the king sized.
"Wow, Janet," (im Janet by the way) "this place is great," commented Kip.
"Well, so far it meets up to its ad," I replied.
We all continued to explore. A fantastic great room with a fireplace, a hot tub on the deck, 2 baths. I was going to like it here.
It was about 5:00 when we got settled in our rooms and unpacked. The decision was made to head out for dinner around 7:00 and I would do some grocery shopping the next day.
I commented that I'd want to change and rest a bit before dinner. I was in jeans and a nice top, but in Carmel dresses are not inappropriate and I knew my husband loved seeing me in a dress. So I headed to our room to change. Being a golf weekend I wasn't expecting a wild romantic time, but I still liked to look good.
I went to the bedroom to change. I stripped off my jeans and top. As I stood there in my underwear I caught a glimpse of myself in a mirror. 'Not bad,' I thought. At 5'6" 135lbs I still looked good. My brown hair hung down my back between my shoulder blades. My stomach had a little curve but I could still wear a bikini.
As I was standing there admiring myself Bill came in the room. He came up behind me and put his arms around my waist.
"I hope you like what you see, cause I sure do," he said.
"You're so sweet," I replied.
He kissed my neck.
"The guys are waiting," I said.
"We don't have to be ready for half an hour," he replied as he slid a hand down my panties.
"They'll hear us," I protested.
His finger started playing with my pussy, gently gliding over my clit.
"So what,' he said. "They'll just be jealous of me, besides they'll just think what a sexy wife I have."
I sighed and pushed my pussy into his hand. "Do you want them to know how sexy I am?" I asked.
"It'd be kinda hot," he replied.
By this time his.fingers were really making me wet. I put my hands on the bands of my panties and pushed them over my hips and let them fall to the floor. I put my hands on the mirror bending slightly forward and said, "Wel, right now your sexy wife needs to be fucked."
He undid his shorts and let them drop to the floor. In the mirror I saw his hard cock spring free. I loved his cock it wasn't huge but it was just on the sweet side of too big. I loved the way it made me feel.
He slid his cock against my slit a few.times to lubricate it then slid inside me. As he slowly fucked me he undid my bra. I shrugged it off and let it fall to the floor. He was behind and I was bent forward, so I could see his face while he fucked me. He looked like he was concentrating. He saw me looking at him and smiled at me.
"God, your pussy feels good," he said.
"Your cock's not bad either," I said.
I was starting to lose myself to getting fucked. "Fuck yes," I moaned. "Not bad at all."
"You like that," he teased. "You like watching yourself get fucked in the mirror?"
"Yes," I replied. "I love watching you fuck me. Fuck me, fuck me harder."
He grabbed my hips and started thrusting harder. I braced myself against the mirror.
"Oh fuck," I moaned. "I love how you fuck me."
Then a weird thought crossed my mind. "Would you really want your friends to know how sexy I can be?"
He started thrusting harder. I'd hit on something.
"How sexy?" I asked.
"As sexy as you dare," he replied.
"I can be pretty daring," I teased. I could feel my orgasm building.
"Go for it," he practically hissed.
"Oh fuck," I moaned as I started to cum. My knees started to buckle but Bill wrapped his arms around my waist and held me up.
"You don't want your friends to think I'm a slut," I breathed catching my breath.
"Go for it," he grunted as hot cum filled my pussy.
I looked at the clock. "Fuck 6:50, no time for a shower I have to get dressed,". I said. "I hope I don't smell like I've just been fucked,".
"I kinda hope you do," he laughed.
I looked at my dresses. I'd taken more than I needed, after all, who knew what mood I'd be in, but after that conversation I was feeling flirty and sexy. I pulled out a little yellow sundress. It was short and came down mid thigh with spaghetti straps. I pulled out some underwear. I realized I didn't bring a strapless bra but figured I really didn't need one. I found a light pink thong and pulled it on.
As I did, Bill said, "Do you really need those?"
"Umm, you want me to go commando?" I asked with a bit of wonder.
"Kinda,". He said. "It'd be fun knowing all you're wearing is that dress."
What the hell, I thought. I pulled the thong off.
"That better?" I asked.
Bill came over and kissed me. "Infinitely," he said.
I pulled on my dress and looked in the mirror. No one could tell. I did look sexy and it felt kind of hot knowing that Bill and I knew that was all I was wearing.
As we came out of the bedroom the other guys were waiting for us.
"Have a good nap?" smirked Kip and then, "pretty dress. You look great."
I blushed all of a sudden, becoming very conscious of my nakedness.
"Thank you," I replied, but I wondered about the nap comment. Did they hear what was happening in there?
We all piled into our SUV and headed out to dinner. I was in the front. The three guys in the back. As we rode Bill had his hand on my thigh. He kept sliding it up and down.
The guys in the back were complaining how crowded it was and since I was the smallest I should have sat in the back. I turned my head to comment and saw they were very fixated on Bill's hand on my thigh. I then became aware that Bill seemed to be pushing the hem of my dress up a bit. I was showing a lot of thigh.
"You wish," I said.
We bantered back and forth on the way to the restaurant. The whole time I was aware of all the focus on my thigh. I could feel myself getting wet.
We got to the restaurant. They'd set a booth up for us. I ended up between Kip and Bill. Brian and Jim were across from us.
Dinner was nice. Being the only woman I was kind of the center of attention. Kip kept flirting with me and teasing me. The other guys joined in but Kip was the instigator.
During dinner Bill kept playing with my thigh and pushing my skirt up. It was almost to my crotch any higher and Kip would be looking at my pussy. Funny thing, I was enjoying the teasing. I was getting wet wondering whether or not my husband would show another man my pussy. The idea both turned me on and scared the hell out of me.
At one point I had to use the restroom. I asked Bill to move out so I could get up. He slid out and reached out his hand to help me. As I scooted out of the booth my dress slid up more. For a short moment my pussy was exposed. I was wondering if Kip saw it.
As I stood up I whispered to my husband, "Are you trying to let people see my pussy?"
"Well, I wouldn't mind," he whispered back and kissed me lightly on the lips.
Then he smacked me on the ass and said, "Hurry back."
As I headed to the restroom my mind was spinning. He wanted people to see my pussy? Specifically his friends? Why did he want that? And, why was my pussy tingling at the thought of it?
I went to the restroom and returned to the booth. As I walked towards it I saw Bill and Kip kind of huddling and talking. When they saw me they abruptly stopped. Bill got up to let me slide in. His hand immediately returned to my thigh this time making no effort to hide that he was pushing my dress up. I was feeling tingly all over and my pussy was wet. I was regretting not wearing panties.
After dinner we decided to head out to a bar. Getting into the car Kip insisted I sit in the back. I looked at Bill and he just shrugged. I got in the back between Kip and Jim. I was very careful to manage my dress as I climbed in but it still rode up showing a lot of thigh.
We got to the bar and they had a band. It was a little dive but crowded. There were people on the dance floor. We found a bar height table with barstools. Before I could even get up on a barstool, Kip asked me to dance. I looked at Bill and he just nodded his head, so we headed out to the dance floor.
There were a few fast dances and I kept my movement down to keep my dress down. The next song was a slow dance. Kip stepped in and put his arm around me. As we danced, I could feel his hands sliding up and down my hip. I knew that soon he was going to discover I wasn't wearing panties.
I was right, it didn't take long.
He pulled back and smiled at me, "you're not wearing panties, "he said.
I'm sure I must've blushed.
"Are you?" he insisted.
He was going to make me admit it. I decided to go with it.
"Nope," I replied, does it bother you?"
"On the contrary, I think it's fucking sexy as hell." He laughed.
"Oh, you think I'm sexy?" I asked.
"Even with panties you're one of the sexiest women I've ever met," he answered.
"I'm too old to be sexy. I'm 37," I protested.
"I've known you for 10 years and as far as I'm concerned, you keep getting sexier," he answered.
He pulled me back in close and continued to dance with me, but this time his hand roamed my hips and even my ass more. I looked over to Bill to see if he was paying attention. He was, he was watching intently. When he saw me looking at him he just smiled and waved. He could clearly see that Kip had his hand on my ass. Kip waved to him, Bill waved back.
Well, if Bill wasn't going to worry about it. I wasn't going to worry about it. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the feeling. It was weird to have another man's hand on my ass. It had been years since anybody but Bill touched me, but here I was on the dance floor being groped by one of my husband's best friends and my husband didn't seem to mind.
After the dance, Kip led me back to the table. I decided not to try to climb into a barstool. Kip was standing next to Jim and Brian. He whispered something to Brian and Brian whispered to Jim. I don't really know, but I can pretty much guess what he was saying because right afterwards Brian asked me to dance.
The first song that was playing was a slow song. Brian immediately had his hand on my hip. Probably checking to see if I was wearing panties. When he realized I really wasn't, his hands began to roam. Again I looked over at Bil. He just smiled at me.
It was getting to be late and the guys wanted to play golf in the morning so after a few dances, we got up to leave. When we got back to the car, Kip and Brian insisted I sit in the backseat between them. Again, I slid into the car being very careful about how my dress was riding up. Even with being careful, I was showing an awful lot of thigh.
I looked at Kip, but he was just grinning at me.
At some point, Kip decided to address the elephant in the car. "So Bill, your wife's not wearing panties tonight. Is that the usual way she goes?"
Bill just laughed, "no in fact she's never done it before. It's kind of cool isn't it?"
Kip, kind of scoffed and replied, "I'll say, it's sexy as hell and you're a lucky guy."
"Yes, I am," Bill replied
"Guys, stop talking about my underwear," I protested.
"Or lack of it," laughed Kip.
I playfully punched him in the arm. "Well, I'm glad you're all enjoying this," I pouted.
"We'd enjoy it more if we could see," Kip chimed in.
"Yeah, well that's not happening," I replied.
Thankfully we arrived back at the house. We all went in. I headed to the bedroom to drop off my purse and change out of my dress. As I reached the door I had a dirty thought.
"Hey guys," I called and then with my back to them. Then I pulled my dress up over my ass and walked through the bedroom door. I could almost feel all eyes upon me and I could also feel my heart beating a mile a minute. I closed the door, leaned against it, and tried to catch my breath.
I decided to change into my jammies, a long t-shirt and a pair of soft shorts. I walked back into the living room. All the guys were sitting around and they all had drinks.
"No drink for me?" I pouted.
"I'll get it," said Brian and jumped up to get me one.
"I don't know," said Kip, "we were kinda hoping you weren't wearing panties again."
"How do you know I am?" I teased.
"Well, I guess I could feel," said Kip, "or even better, take the shorts off."
"No one is feeling my ass," I said.
Then I walked up to Bill and stood in front of him. Looking him in the eye, back towards the other men, I said, "and the only person besides me that I let take my shorts off, is my husband."
Brian handed me my drink. I took a big gulp. "So if he wanted my shorts off, he'd have to take them off."
Bill sat there looking at me. We looked at each other for what seemed an eternity. Then without losing my gaze he leaned forward, slid his hands up under my shirt and grabbed the band of my shorts.
"You sure?" I asked.
Without answering he started to push my shorts down over my hips and ass. He then let them fall to the ground. I stepped out of them. My pussy was practically dripping, I could not believe he actually did it. I could barely breathe. I just stood there looking at him stupidly. Luckily my shirt was very long and covered my ass.
I looked back over my shoulder, "Happy?" I asked no one in particular.
"Not fair," Kip protested. "We still don't know if you're wearing panties."
I laughed. "Oh well."
Then I bent over to pick up my shorts. Knowing my shirt would slide up and show a little bit of my ass.
"You'll probably never know," I laughed.
"You could be wearing a thong," Kip challenged.
"I could be," I replied. "You'll just have to wonder." Then looking at my husband I said, "I'm going to bed, coming?"
I walked to the bedroom door and then, again stopping in the doorway. I turned my head and looked at the guys, smiling. I pulled my shirt up over my ass to my waist showing off my naked ass.
"Better?" I teased. Then I walked into the room and shut the door.
God my nipples were hard, my pussy was practically dripping down my legs, and I was having a hard time catching my breath. I just stood there in the room looking at myself in the mirror.
Luckily the door opened behind me and Bill came in. I looked at him for a second, I dropped to my knees in front of him and undid his shorts. I pulled them down and as I did his cock sprang out. It was hard as a rock. I took it in my hand, opened my mouth and wrapped my lips around it.
It felt so good. I continued to lick and suck it while looking Bill in the eye. I stopped for a moment. Still holding his cock.
"Did you like that?" I asked.
"More than you know," he answered.
"You liked me showing my ass off?" I continued.
"Yes," he replied.
Why?" I asked and took his cock back in my mouth.
"I can't really explain it. It's kind of like making people envious of me knowing what a sexy hot wife I have," he said. "How did it make you feel?"
"Well," I thought a bit, "It obviously made me horny. It made me feel wanted, lusted after. I liked that feeling. You make me feel that way all the time, but it's nice to know others find me desirable. You didn't think it was a bit, you know, slutty?"
"Maybe," he answered, "but I think I liked that, the guys knowing my wife can be slutty."
I pushed him down so he was sitting on the bed. I pulled off his shirt and shorts. Then I pushed him back on the bed and crawled on top of him. I guided his cock into my pussy.
"Oh fuck, that feels so good," I moaned. I started fucking myself on his cock.
"So, it turned you on to show your ass off to my friends?" he teased.
"Yes," I responded, "you can't tell how wet I am? It obviously turned you on too, seeing your wife act a little slutty."
Yes," he moaned.
So you like having a slut wife," I teased while slowly riding his cock.
"Yes," he moaned again.
"Oh," I teased, "how slutty?"
"As slutty as you want," he replied.
I kept fucking him.
"So, were you trying to show them my pussy?" I asked. I started riding him harder.
"Yes," he moaned.
"Would you have liked your slutty little wife to show off her pussy?" I whispered in his ear.
"Fuck yes," he moaned and started thrusting his hips and driving his cock into me.
"Mmmmm," I moaned, "all your friends seeing my pussy. Me, letting them, like a little slut."
"Oh fuck," he made a guttersl sound.
"No more talk," I breathed. "I need to be fucked."
He flipped me on my back and started ramming his cock into me.
"Fuck yes, fuck me. Fuck your little slut wife. Give me that hard cock. Fuck I'm so wet. That feels so good."
He continued pounding me with his cock.
"You like that you slut," he hissed. "You liked showing off your ass. You wanted to show off more, didn't you.? You like being fucked hard, don't you?"
"Fuck yes," I replied. "Fuck your slutty little wife. I loved showing off. Give me that cock. I love hard cock," I practically yelled. I forgot other people were in the house.
He flipped me over and pushed my head and chest to the bed. He entered me from behind and started pounding my pussy.
"I know you loved it. You wanted me to show off your ass didn't you? You wish I'd pulled up your shirt instead of you doing it yourself," he said as he pounded me. "Didn't you?"
"Yes, I wanted you to show me off. I wanted you to pull off my shirt and show me off," I continued. I don't know where that came from but at the moment, being fucked, that's how I felt.



"Do you want me to show them what a slut my wife can be," he continued.
"Yes, fuck me, fuck your slut, use your slut, show your friends what a slut I can be."
At that point I started to cum.
"Of fuck, I'm cumming, fuck me, fuck your slut hard. God yes, fuck me, oh fuck, I'm cumming," I screamed as my orgasm washed over me.
He continued to pound me.
"Cum for me. Cum in me, cum on me, cum for your slutty little wife," I continued. I wanted to feel him cum. "Yes, fuck me, give me that cock, god I love being fucked hard."
I felt his body stiffen. I could feel his hot cum fill me up. With the feeling of him cumming another orgasm washed over me.
"Fuck yes, oh my god, I love your cum. I love it when you cum for your slut," I moaned.
I felt his cock soften, he fell out of me and flopped on the bed beside me. I kissed him and then looked at his cock, glistening with a mixture of his and my cum. I bent down, took him in my mouth. I liked the way he tasted and licked him clean, then fell asleep with my head on his chest.
I woke up, the sun was shining and Bill was not in bed. I still had my t-shirt on. I was covered and I walked out of the bedroom, all four guys were sitting in the kitchen eating breakfast. They were dressed for golf. I had forgotten they had a morning tee time.
"Good morning." I greeted them. "When are you leaving?"
They all wished me a good morning and told me they were leaving in five minutes to get there tee time.
Then Kip added, "did you have a nice night last night "
I realized that we were probably noisy enough that everybody heard us. I think my face blushed red, but I tried to keep my cool.
"Yes, I had a very nice night last night. Thank you very much."
Kip, always the bold one, then said, "so, are you wearing panties today? "
I should've been taken aback by his forwardness, but instead, I just laughed. "Never you mind if I'm wearing panties." Then I added, "I'm going shopping today. What do you guys want for dinner?"
Brian jumped in, "why don't we grill some steaks for dinner?"
"OK," I replied, "I will pick up some steaks for dinner anything else we need"
"Only to know if you're wearing panties," Kip said.
"You better get going or you're gonna miss your tee time," I answered.
The guy laughed and left to play golf.
As I stood there, I realized that I had wanted to show them whether I was wearing panties or not. The idea of showing off was exciting me.
I went and took a shower and got dressed. I put on a little T-shirt that showed a little bit of belly, a pair of little blue panties, and a pair of short white shorts. I didn't bother with a bra. I looked in the mirror. I looked good. I looked like a cute suburban housewife.
I headed out to the downtown area and spent the time checking out the shops. I bought a few little things for me but nothing special. On the way home I stopped at the grocery store and picked up a few steaks and some corn on the cob for dinner.
I got home just a little bit before I knew the boys would be home. It was just about dinner time. I threw the steaks and corn on the grill and started to set the table for dinner. As I was setting the table the guys showed up. They stepped in right away to help me.
As we were setting the table, Kip looked at me and said, "you look great, are you wearing panties tonight?"
"Who knows,"I laughed. "You'll have to ask my husband later"
The steaks were finally done, and we all sat down for dinner. The conversation was pleasant, and nothing out of the ordinary after we all cleaned up and went to sit in the living room. That's when Kip again asked, "so are you wearing panties"
I walked over to Bill and stood in front of him. "If he wants you to know, Bill will tell you," I said.
"Or he could show us," Kip responded.
I looked at Bill and challenged him, "do you want to show your friends whether I'm wearing panties or not?".
I looked him in the eyes as he reached out to unbutton my shorts. "Well guys, I guess you're gonna find out," I teased.
I felt him unbutton and unzip my shorts. I could feel myself getting wetter as he undid them.
"What kind of wife lets her husband show off her panties?" I asked him.
"A slutty one," he replied.
"Do you want your friends to think I'm a slut?" I teased as he grabbed the waist of my shorts.
"Yes," he said as he pulled my shorts down over my hips.
As he pulled my shorts down over my ass I wiggled my ass for the guys' entertainment.
My shorts hit the floor and I stepped out of them. "Tada," I put my arms in the air and wiggled my ass. "See, panties."
There was a moment of silence and then, "Boooooo."
Of course. It was Kip. "What?" I said in a pouty voice, "you don't like my panties?"
"Oh no," he said, "you look great in them. We were just kinda hoping you weren't wearing any."
"You can see plenty of my ass with them on," I replied.
"I know," he said, "but it's so much sexier without."
"Well," I said, still facing my husband, "if they're going to come off, my husbands going to have to take them off." Then I said to Bill," what do you want baby, do want my panties off? Do you want your friends to see your wife being that slutty?"
There was a silence in the room. My heart was beating a mile a minute. I don't think I was breathing. I was kinda glad I was wearing panties because right then my pussy was dripping wet.
Bill smiled at me and blew me a kiss. Then he reached out, took my panties by the band, and pushed them to the ground. There I was naked from almost the ribs down looking at my husband with three of his friends behind me looking at me.
I was so horny, I wanted Bill to fuck me right then. I didn't care if his friends were there. It took all my willpower not to start masterbating right then and there.
"Is that better?" I said, still looking straight at Bill.
"That's nice," said Kip, "but would be even better if you bent over."
"Hmmm," I said to Bill, "I think your friends want to see my pussy."
I bent over and put my hands on Bill's shoulders and my feet about a foot apart, "like this?" I said.
"Wow," I heard Brian exclaim.
"Is this what you wanted baby? Your slut wife showing off her pussy? Do you like this?" I cooed.
In answer he pulled my face to him and kissed me.
Then I felt a hand on my ass. I knew only Kip would be that bold.
"Baby? I think your friend Kip is rubbing my ass," I said.
Bill just looked past me and smiled.
Then I felt Kip's fingers slide up my slit. I was kinda startled but didn't move. I stayed bent over, hands on my husband's shoulders. Looking him in the eye.
"Fuck, she's so wet," Kip said.
I thought I was going to cum right then and there. Then I felt two fingers enter me.
"Baby," I moaned. "He's finger fucking me."
I closed my eyes and held on to my husband's shoulders.
I made a kind of whimpering noise as I felt the fingers pull out of me, but it wasn't long before something else was pushing at my pussy lips.
"Baby," I said, "I think your friend is about to fuck me. He's about to stick his cock in my slutty pussy."
"Cunt," said Bill
Cunt! Cunt, I thought. He started this. He stripped me in front of his friends. I was about to go ballistic.
Then he added, "cunt, sluts have cunts not pussys. You've got a beautiful cunt and I love you.
"Well," I replied. "Then your friend is about to fuck my slutty cunt."
"Cool babe," Bill said and kissed me. "Show them what a slut you can be."
As I kissed him I felt Kip's cock push against my soaking wet pussy lips. He started fucking me.
"Oh my god, he fucking me," I cried as he sank balls deep in my pussy. "He's fucking my cunt."
I couldn't take it. Still leaning on my husband I started to cum. My legs buckled. Luckily Kip and my husband held me up.
After I came, Kip pulled out of me. I stood up to face him. He was still hard and I still wanted to fuck.
"You're not don't yet," I said. "Lie down."
Kip laid down on the floor. I straddled him, lined up his cock, and sank down letting it fill my pussy. I then pulled my top off. As I did I noticed that Brian had his cock out and was stroking it. I threw my top at him.
"Come here," I said.
Kip started playing with my tits. I liked the feeling of being fucked and having my tits played with. Brian got off the couch, but didn't come very close to me. I beckoned him with my finger to come closer.
"Come here," I said to Brian while reaching my hand out.
He came closer. I wrapped my fingers around his cock. I pulled him to me and wrapped my lips around it. He must've been on the brink because almost immediately he said, "I'm going to cum."
I pulled my lips off his cock and said, "do it." Then I wrapped my lips around him again.
Almost immediately, he started spurting in my mouth.
"Oh fuck," he exclaimed.
I didn't swallow but just let him fill my mouth. When he was done he kind of staggered back and fell on the couch. I turned to look at Bill. as I caught his eye, I opened my mouth and showed him my mouth full of cum. Then I swallowed.,
"You're next," I said to Jim. Jim had just been sitting on the couch watching. I could see he was adjusting his shorts to manage his hard on.
"I can't," he said. "I'm married."
I was actually happy with that response. After all, his wife and I were friends.
"Do you watch porn?" I asked.
"Yes," he replied.
"Does Barbara know?" I went on.
"Yes, sometimes we watch together."
"Well, you can still jack off," I said. "Consider this your personal porn show."
All this time I was just sitting there with Kip's cock in me.
I watched as Jim pulled his cock out. It was big, at least eight inches. I was kind of wishing he could fuck me.
"If you want you can cum on me," I told him.
As I watched him jack off I started fucking Kip again. I ground my hips into him while he thrust up to meet me. I was enjoying the feeling of a cock inside me while watching Jim jack off.
Jim watched for a while and then stepped closer to me.
" Are you going to cum for me," I teased. I thrust my chest out at him. "Go ahead, paint my tits. Cover me in your cum."
That did it for Jim. Stream after stream of white cum hit my tits and belly.
The feeling of being fucked while having his hot cum shooting on me, sent me into a raging orgasm.
"Fuck yes, cum on me, paint my tits, I'm cumming. Oh fuck yes," I screamed. I ground myself down on Kip's cock. He sure had staying power..
What I didn't realize is I had forgotten about Bill. Next thing I know I felt his hand on my back. He's pushing me forward so that my chest is against Kip. For a moment, I thought about the fact that I was getting cum all over Kip's shirt. I didn't have a long time to consider it. I felt something cool being rubbed on my asshole I realized it was lube and Bill was about to fuck my ass.
I'd had anal sex before, but of course I never had two cocks in me at the same time. I wondered if I could take it. It didn't take long for me to find out. I could feel Bill's cock pressing at my back door. I stopped fucking Kip and relaxed. I could feel Bill's cock trying to enter me. He went slowly, giving me time to adjust. It didn't take long for him to have his whole cock inside of me. I felt very full. I couldn't move.
Slowly, Kip and Bill started fucking me. They got a rhythm going down and I could feel another orgasm building up.
"Oh my God, fuck me, fuck my ass, fuck my slutty cunt. Fuck your slut, fuck me. Oh God fuck me," I moaned.
One more orgasm, and that was it for Kip. I felt his cock spurting inside of me.
" Oh fuck, that's it, that's it fill my cunt. Oh Bill, your friend is filling my cunt with cum," I said as I felt the hot cum flood my pussy.
That was it for Bill. With a groan I felt his cock pulse and fill my ass with cum.
His cock slipped out of me, and I just lay on top of Kip, catching my breath.
"Well, wasn't that something," I kinda laughed. I rolled off of Kip. Cum dripping out my ass and pussy, and drying on my chest I laid on my back on the floor catching my breath.
I laid there for a few minutes. Nobody said a thing. Every muscle in my body felt like it had been stretched and used. I broke the silence, "I think I need the hot tub." I looked around the room. "Anyone joining me?
I walked naked to the back deck and removed the cover. I could see the guys inside removing the rest of their clothes. I climbed in the hot tub and they all joined me. Brian sat next to me. Bill right across from me.
We just soaked in silence for a few minutes. I looked at Brian next to me. All of a sudden I realized I was still horny. I reached over and started stroking Brian's cock. It started to get hard in my hands.
To no one in particular I cooed," I'm still horny."
Bill looked at me, "go for it babe."
With Brian's cock sufficiently hard I got up and stood in front of him facing Bill. I slowly lowered myself onto Brian's cock using my hands to guide him inside of me. Brian put his hands on my hips and started lifting me and pulling me back as he fucked me.
"Mmmm, so good," I moaned.
We fucked for a while. No one said a word, they just watched. I kept looking straight at Bill. Slowly I felt my orgasm start to build. "Fuck yes," I moaned as I came. Brian wasn't far behind me.
Ok, I was tired and fucked out. "Bedtime," I said. Nobody protested.
Bill and I headed to the bedroom. He took me in his arms and kissed me. I could feel his cock was hard and pushing against me.
"I love my little slut," he said. He picked me up and laid me on the bed.
Crawling on top of me he started fucking me, no this time we made love. Kissing and loving on each other.
"What do you think of your little slut fucktoy now?" I sighed.
"I love her," he replied.
I don't think I came, Bill did and rolled off me and lay beside me. I put my head on his chest and lay on my side. I pulled my legs toward me and quickly fell asleep.
Sometime in the middle of the night I felt the bed move. I felt a hand on my top leg. I looked back and it was Kip. He lifted my top leg and ran a finger down my slit. He played with my clit for a moment just till I was wet.
"Babe," I moaned to Bill. "I think Kip wants to fuck me again."
"Huh?" said Bill as he woke up.
"Kip wants to fuck me again," I said a bit louder.
Bill saw Kip holding my leg up. He reached down and took my leg from Kip and held them open. Kip placed his cock against my pussy and entered me.
"Mmmmm," I sighed.
Since Bill was holding my legs open Kip used his hand to play with my clit as he fucked me.
My head was still on Bill's chest. I could see his cock getting hard. I reached down and slowly started jacking him off.
"That's good," he said.
I moved my head and took him in my mouth and started sucking him.
Kip fucked me and rubbed my clit slowly. No urgency. I made moaning noises around Bill's while he did. I felt another orgasm building. Not as intense as the others, but still.
"Mmmmm," I sighed. "That felt so good. Cum for me," not sure if I was talking to Bill or Kip.
With a grunt Kip started to flood my pussy as he came.
"Mmmmm, another load of cum in me," I cooed and then went back to sucking Bill's cock.
As Kip climbed off the bed, Bill started to cum in my mouth, I swallowed every drop. I drifted back to sleep still holding Bill's cock in my hand.
When I woke up I was alone in bed. I could hear the guys in the kitchen. I got up and pulled on my long t-shirt and went into the kitchen.
All the guys greeted me with smiles and good mornings, then Kip added, "so, are you wearing panties?"
I pulled up my shirt to show them I wasn't. "Nope," I teased, "why, someone want to fuck me?"
I walked to the counter to get coffee. I was surprised when Brian stood up and said, "I do"
What the hell, I thought. I pulled my shirt off, bent over the counter, and braced myself with my hands. "Go for it," I said.
Brian dropped his shorts to the ground and sporting a rock hard cock came up behind me. He lined his cock up with my pussy, grabbed my hips, and with a single thrust entered me. He started fucking me hard. It felt good.
"Fuck yes," I hissed.
As he fucked me I encouraged him.
"That's it, give it to me, fuck my slutty cunt. Fuck me, god yes, fuck me."
I felt my orgasm rising. It washed over me. My knees buckled but I held onto the counter for support. "Fuck yes," I moaned.
It wasn't long before I felt Brian stiffen up. He thrust into me one last time and filled me with cum. Then he slipped out of me and sat at the table.
"Anyone else?" I asked.
They all looked at each other. No one said anything.
"Well, I'm going to shower, get dressed, and pack up. Then I threw in, "and yes, I'm going to wear panties. They all laughed.
Finally we were all ready to go. We said our goodbyes at the door. As I hugged James good bye I said, "next time you should bring Barbara,".
"I'd love to," he said. "But you may have to work on her."
"I'll do that." I said. "But if she comes you may need a few more guys."
Everyone laughed
Bill and I got in the car and started for home. We were quiet for a while.
"Well, I guess we know what kind of a slut I am," I tentatively mused.
Bill reached over and took my hand. "My slut," he said.
==============
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This story will be different from a lot of my others. I mostly like to write about women under 50 becoming complete sluts overnight. Maybe because I wish I'd had the courage. Most of the time it's with their husbands approval.
For me, becoming a slut was a more gradual experience. You should read my profile and my story 'My experiences in swinging' to learn more and get some context for this story.
Some names and places have been changed to protect the slutty.
==============
I am now 60. My husband started encouraging me to be a slut when we first met. I was 38. It wasn't hard convincing me.
At 60 my body is no longer what it used to be. This is about a real woman with a real body. I hope older women will read this story and realize they've still got 'it'.
I was married to my high school boyfriend. He became violent and a drug addict. I was divorced at 22 Truthfully, after that, I was an easy lay. I pretty much fucked every guy I dated, most on the first date. It wasn't as many as you're imagining. I liked sex and had a high sex drive. I was so sexual that my current husband could make me cum just rubbing his cock on my nipples. That scared lots of guys. I had a boyfriend for 11 years. It scared him. He was a pothead and irresponsible but I kind of convinced myself I loved him but I really just wanted a baby. We separated when my daughter was 7
When I was divorced I started reading porn. My fantasies involved bisexual experiences and being group fucked. I read a story in Penthouse letters when I was about 23. It was about a woman on a boat trip with her husband and his friends. You get the idea. It's still one of my favorite stories to masturabate to. I still read Literotica. As you can guess I like Loving Wives and the Group Sex categories.
My husband and I were swingers for years. Sexually I've done almost all my fantasies. I've been with women. I've had my husband give me away and hold my legs open as I got fucked. I've had two men at a time on several occasions. I've been spit roasted and DPed.
For those worried about my husband you should know that I have held the legs of women open so he can fuck them. I've straddled a woman's face while he fucked her and he and I made out. I've been side by side with another woman, on our knees, on a bed, chests to the mattress, asses up, while he was behind us and took turns fucking us. So he did ok too.
One night I fucked six men, including my husband, four were at the same time. Two were after. We were at a swingers party. They had a masseuse giving "sensual massages." I was getting bored just talking to people so I told my husband, loudly, "I'm getting a massage."
I was wearing a dress, a bra and panties and boots. As I walked towards the masseuse I pulled my dress up over my head. It felt very hot pulling off my dress as people watched me walk across the room. I actually felt empowered. I removed my bra and got on the table in my panties and boots. Besides the masseuse there were four men standing around the table talking to him. Obviously his friends.
As I lay down the masseuse's wife walked by and said, "I need a big strong cock."
I said to her, "have you met my husband?"
I didn't really watch, but he told me later they went to a couch and fucked.
The masseuse started the massage. He removed my boots. He was naked as he massaged me. He told me the secret to a sensual massage is not really doing anything sexual, but teasing it. I thoroughly enjoyed it but it definitely made me horny.
His friends were standing around the table, they were all naked. At one point I opened my eyes and saw one of them was hard. Truthfully, when I'm horny, I'll take almost anyone's cock. I told you, I'm a slut.
I reached out and started stroking his cock. That was the start of a four man gang bang. At some point someone removed my panties. You can imagine the rest. To me, the high point was hearing, while I was being fucked, "I get to fuck her next." Yes I came several times. I still masturbate to that moment.
After that I fucked another man while my husband fucked the man's wife and then I fucked my husband. So, six men.
When I was 53 my mom got sick and we had to take care of her. We kind of fell out of the lifestyle. I was depressed for a while and put on almost 60 lbs. I'm 5' tall so that's a tremendous amount of weight. About 18 months ago I got discouraged with trying to lose weight. I had surgery and went on a strict diet. With the help of my husband, he does most of the cooking, I've lost 55 lbs so far. Along with that come the body changes that go with losing that much weight at my age. I qualify for an insurance paid tummy tuck and I'm having it done in a few months.
I also let my hair go naturally gray. It's still thick and down past the middle of my back, but it is gray.
With my depression I also lost a lot of my sex drive. I'm working on getting it back. Don't get me wrong, when my husband pulls out his cock, I'm on my knees or back to take it. I still love my husband, I still love sex with him, I still masturabate to stories, and I rarely say no, but I rarely initiate sex these days.
This story is about New Year's Eve.
My husband manages our schedule. He plans our dates and our vacations. This year we were looking for something to do NYE. After some research my husband decided we were going to Atlantic City. He made reservations at a nice hotel casino and bought us NYE tickets for a dueling piano bar. The reservation came with a table for 4, a bottle of top shelf anything, and mixers. What we didn't realize was that there was a glitch in the credit card reservation process and we accidentally booked two tables.
I'm 60, I don't feel as sexy as I was. My husband still finds me extremely sexy. He insisted I buy a sexy dress for NYE. He also hinted that I get a new bra and panties set. Like I said, my sex drive is down, so I really wasn't feeling it, but I do like to make my husband happy.
I found a red wrap dress that was perfect for NYE. It tied at my hip, came down a little below my knees in the back, and split to above my knees in the front, further when I sat down.
It crossed across my chest way too low. You could see my entire bra. My husband and I negotiated where I would pin it. I agreed to show a bit of bra and a little cleavage. I'm 60, my tits aren't what they used to be, but a good bra can do wonders.
I bought a new bra and panty set, black with tiny blue flowers. With cute lace trim and matching bikini panties.
When I was trying it on my husband said, "that dress makes me think of a fantasy of you getting gang fucked by a bunch of men New Year's Eve.."
He's told me this fantasy before. Mainly because he didn't get to watch the first time because he was getting fucked. I just made a scoffing noise.
We headed out on the 30th. I had no idea what any plans were. We reached the hotel/casino about 4:00 and checked in. The room was nothing spectacular but nice. It had a bed, a chair, a mini bar, a bureau, and a desk. We decided to take a nap and go get dinner around 7.
We got up, got dressed and headed to the buffet. It was a night out at a casino so I'd brought mostly dresses. Nothing too sexy but a dress. They sat us and we went to get our food.
As we got our food my husband, who is always outgoing, struck up a conversation with a handsome man standing next to him. The guy looked in his 40s. Mostly I prefer big men, small women. Since I'm 5' tall, a big man is anyone over 5' 10". This guy was taller.
The conversation was just small talk. It ended quickly, we got our food, and we went back to our table. Being away from home and letting my husband manage everything put me in a great mood.
We don't gamble so after dinner we went looking for a bar we could dance at. Walking through the casino we saw the guy my husband chatted with. We waved and continued our search. We finally found one, we danced and around midnight we headed back to our room and to sleep. I was relaxed and having fun. Yes, we fucked.
The next morning my husband woke me at 10. He had made arrangements for a couples massage at the hotel spa. This was super sweet as my husband doesn't really like massages but knows I'm a massage whore. He books them for me all the time.
My masseuse was male. My husband requested it. The one he books at home is female and we use her because she's a friend but he knows I like a strong massage and booked a man.
He was right. I really enjoyed the massage, it totally relaxed me. He didn't seem to mind his. Afterwards, we headed for lunch, we toured the casinos, and then back to our room for a nap.
We sleep naked and when we were in bed my husband kissed me and grabbed my ass. We ended up having sex before falling asleep.
We had dinner reservations for 7:30. We walked around exploring for a while then went to our room to shower and dress for dinner.
We finished dinner around 8:45. We walked to the bar to check in. When we got there we found out about the two tables. We tried to cancel one but there were no refunds on NYE reservations. So here we were, NYE, with two tables, two bottles, and six empty seats.
Since it was NYE and we decided we were not going to fret about it. The music started and we were having fun. About half an hour later the guy from the buffet comes in with four other men. The club was still selling standing room tickets at the door.
I saw them come in but didn't think anything of it. After a while my husband went to the restroom. On his way back he stopped and talked to the guy. I saw him gesturing towards our tables. He came back and asked if I minded if they joined us. I didn't, after all we had six empty seats. He beckoned them over.
They all introduced themselves but truthfully I didn't, and still don't, remember their names.
I don't remember exact conversations so any quotes I have here are approximations.
I can say that the conversation was nice and maybe a bit flirty. I was feeling good, and drinking, I like to flirt when I drink. In the right circumstances I tend to take my clothes off when I'm drunk.
At midnight I kissed my husband. The other guys watched. I offered to kiss them all a happy new year. They all got a peck on the lips.
The bar was open for another hour. One of the guys asked if we smoked weed. I told him I did but my husband didn't. They asked if I wanted to, I looked at my husband, he shrugged his shoulders, I said, "why not?"
Yes, the hotel had a no smoking policy, but we didn't even consider it.
We headed up to their room. The room we ended up in was like ours. A bed and a chair were the only places to sit. My husband took the chair, I ended up on the bed with the five guys. They got out a vape and we all passed it around.
I was feeling no pain, and although I didn't really think about it, horny. My husband's fantasy came to mind.
By this time I'd been in heels for hours and my feet started to hurt. I said something, took a shoe off, and started massaging that foot.
"Would you like a foot massage," said our friend.
He and I looked at my husband. He shrugged his shoulders so I said, "Sounds good."
The guy got down on the floor and started massaging my foot. I'm sure I made a moaning noise.
"Feel good?" He asked.
"Uh huh," I told him.
He took off my other shoe and started to massage my other foot. I moaned again. I'm pretty sure he was looking up my dress.
"Well, seems like you're enjoying it," he said.
Ok, now here's where it started.
"I love massages," I said. Then I said in a flirty voice, "my husband calls me a massage whore."
One of the other guys said, "Would you like me to do your shoulders?"
I twisted my back to him and said, "sure." He looked at my husband and getting no objection started rubbing my shoulders.
I now had these two men massaging my feet and shoulders. I was starting to get really horny.
As I was being massaged I made moaning and 'Mmm' sounds.
The guys started exploring. The guy doing my feet started rubbing my calves, getting no response from me, except for moaning, he rubbed from my feet to my knees.
The guy on my shoulders was also doing my back and, getting no resistance, he rubbed the top part of my chest almost to my tits.
I don't know why, but I stopped the guys for a second, I reached back, unhooked my bra and pulled it out through my sleeve, then I laid down on the bed on my stomach. The guys started massaging me again.
I know I made more moaning and "Mmmm" sounds.
I felt the guy doing my legs push my dress up and start massaging my thighs. He met no resistance. He rubbed me from foot to the bottom of my ass cheeks. Again, getting no resistance he got adventurous and started rubbing the bottom of my ass cheeks where they weren't covered by my panties. I knew my dress was pushed up so that they could see my panties. I enjoyed the thought.
The guy who was massaging my back was kneeling on the bed by my head. I could see his cock was hard in his pants and could see its shape down his pants leg. I reached out and started rubbing it through his pants.
I have no idea what my husband was doing, I couldn't see him, but he wasn't objecting.
As I did that, the foot guy started rubbing my ass on top of my panties. He also started rubbing my pussy through my panties. He was only met with moans and wet panties from me.
The guy rubbing my ass started pulling my panties off me. I lifted my hips to help him. As he did that, back guy had pulled out his cock. I continued stroking it and guided it to my mouth.
Meanwhile, foot guy had his fingers in my pussy. I think I came. I'm not sure. I don't really remember. He pulled his fingers out of me and put a pillow under my hips. I raised my hips to help him. Then he started fucking me, I briefly worried about if he had a condom, but then realized my husband would never let me get fucked without a condom.
At some point they rolled me on my back. I looked around, my husband was still in the chair, all five guys had their cocks out. The guy who fucked me was wearing a condom.
Someone undid my dress and opened it up. I felt self conscious about my 60 year old body but, like most women, my body looks much better lying on my back. They were obviously not turned off by my body.
Another guy took foot guys place, put a condom on and started fucking me. I just kept moaning and Mmmmming.
Somewhere I lost the dress. The guys all took turns fucking me, pushing me into different positions, and having me suck them. There was barely a moment I didn't have a cock in my mouth and pussy at the same time. I came numerous times.
I was getting tired, I looked over and my husband got up. The guy fucking me moved out of the way and my husband started fucking me.
"Cum on her," he told the guys. She's always wanted to be a cumslut. "Don't you babe?" He continued.
The dialogue went kinda like this.
"Uh huh," I agreed.
"Do you want their cum?" He asked
"Yes,"
This line I know he said, "are you my little cumslut?"
I came while I moaned, "yes."
"Can I cum on her face?" one guy asked.
My husband said, "yes."
Some of the guys kneeled around me and were jacking off. They started to cum. Not all at once of course. As each of them did they sprayed their load in my hair, on my face, tits, and belly. I know I came again.
I started rubbing the cum into my skin.
Still fucking me my husband asked, "is that what you wanted?"
"Yes," I said.
He knew, the one fantasy I had never fulfilled, was being a cumslut, having a bunch of guys cum on me.
He fucked me a bit longer, then pulled out of me and came on my belly and pussy.
I looked around the room. Five strangers with soft cocks out.
"I need to go to bed," I said.
One of the guys brought me a wet washcloth and helped me clean up.
I tied my dress closed. My husband picked up my underwear and shoes. We said goodbye and headed to our room. I undressed and we climbed into bed.
"How was it?" he asked.
"Fantastic," I replied and fell asleep.
We slept late the next day. I woke up sticky with cum crusted on me. I liked the way it felt, it made me wet again, but this is reality and I went to take a shower.
We got brunch, went back to our room, fucked, and took a nap.
We hung around the city looking for bars with music in the casinos.
The next day we drove home.
At one point my husband asked me if I had a happy new year.
I laughed and told him I did.
Well that's pretty much it. At 60, I fulfilled my final fantasy. I doubt we'll ever do anything else, but you never know, and I have fond memories of all the stuff we did.
I know I'm going to get tons of negative comments so, just so you "marriage is doomed" folks know, we've been married over 20 years. I am totally in love with him and find him sexier as we get older. Second marriage for both of us. We were swingers, not an open marriage, we never did anything unless the other one was present. I admit I did cheat once in one of the relationships I was in. I broke up with him right after, but neither my husband or I had extramarital sex in our first marriages. Neither of us have ever had an STD. My husband has fucked more women than I have men. Since we've met I never fucked anyone without his permission. He's always said it was like having his own personal porn star and I liked being his.
Our children and grandchildren live nearby and we see them all the time. Our children suspect we were swingers but it never had an effect on our relationships. We are well known, respected, and have held leadership roles in our community and our children have as well.
I am a professional woman well respected at my job.
For you naysayers, if you're married, remember the top women's fantasies include being dominated, sex with strangers, and group sex, among others. If this makes you angry, no wonder your woman left you or cheated on you.
I know, it's not your wife who has those fantasies, it's only other people's wives who feel this way. Actually, it is your wife who has these fantasies and she doesn't trust you enough to tell you.
Ladies, I'd love to hear from you about this story, your fantasies, and what you do, dont, or didn't tell your husband or ex.
======================
Please rate my story, leave comments, and send feedback. If you want to ask a question in a comment, and get a response, follow the question with, "please answer." I will respond within a day in the comments. I also respond to all feedback with a valid email address. If you didn't get it, check your spam.
Please follow me and check out my other stories.



        